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CHAPTER 1

The theater has gone quiet. Daniel's more of a guns-and-explosions guy, but we came to see the movie my coworker Clara recommended. And she was right: one of the male leads is genuinely hot. The actress is supposed to be my age, but she doesn't have cellulite or sagging tits like I do. I can't decide whether to get depressed or just accept reality.

Even so, I can't take my eyes off the screen: two guys straight out of a cologne ad are fucking her without holding back. I glance at my husband — he's stopped eating popcorn, hypnotized — and I'm almost sure he's hard, even with his legs crossed. The moans sound way too real, and I feel a strange heat inside me.

This kind of thing only happens at the movies… If I were twenty years younger… Jesus, I'm completely losing it.

Daniel strokes my hand but keeps his eyes on the screen. The gesture is soft, almost automatic, and I find myself wondering if he's doing it because he's so turned on he needs to touch something. I hope he hasn't gotten too worked up… especially today, when I've got hair everywhere. The actress — even if we didn't see it — was probably perfectly groomed. Obviously. There's no way I'm comparing myself to someone with firm tits and flawless skin.

We get up slowly, like we're still processing the movie. I watch people leaving their seats, filing toward the exit. Mostly middle-aged couples like us; a few younger ones; even a couple of groups of women who, judging by all the whispering and laughing, clearly came together.

I keep my eyes down. I don't dare meet anyone's gaze. I feel this ridiculous embarrassment, like everyone somehow knows I got turned on in the middle of a movie theater. The groups of women are chatting and laughing, but the couples walk out in silence, perfectly serious, like we just sat through a documentary about giraffes.

It's raining outside. Dani squeezes my hand and points at the Chinese shop on the corner.

"We could duck in and grab a cheap umbrella."

"What for?" I say. "It's just across the crosswalk."

We run through the rain. There's no time to think, and in those few seconds we're both completely soaked. We walk into the restaurant dripping. Dani was right — but I'm not giving him that. I'd rather bite my tongue than hand him the win.

The entrance is lit up like always. We have a reservation, same as every time we come to the movies. No need to look at the menu — I already know it by heart. It's decent. Good, even, but it's not going to surprise us. It never does. Still, I'm hungry, and I plan to eat well.

They take us to our table. Same corner as always. Daniel orders a beer without glancing at the menu. I order a red wine. Everything on autopilot. The waitress smiles like she's known us our whole lives. Maybe she has. It's always the same here.

"Did you like the movie?" Dani asks, staring at the menu without really reading it.

"It wasn't bad," I say, "but Clara told me it was hilarious, and it really wasn't."

Well, the guy was hot — that part she got right.

"It wasn't much of a comedy," he admits, smiling. "But it had its moments."

I can't help laughing a little.

"Yeah, it definitely had its moments."

He looks like he's about to say something else. Opens his mouth, then stops. I look at him and I know there's something going on in there — I can see it in his eyes. A strange silence settles between us, like something we're both thinking but neither of us will say out loud.

"I hope it doesn't rain on Monday," I say finally, just to break it. "It's been like this for two days, and I have to bring documents over to the other office. It'll be a real pain if the folders get wet."

He doesn't pay much attention to my work stuff. I get it — I'm not exactly fascinated by his either.

"By the way, Antonio — the shop manager — had a heart attack or something."

"Are you serious?" I look up. "Was he that old?"

"Not really. Well… forty-nine, they said."

"When I saw him last week, when I picked you up, he looked older than that."

"He'd just separated. He wasn't doing well. Probably stress from all of it," Daniel adds.

"God… with two kids, what a mess."

"Well, she was screwing someone else," he says, almost shrugging.

I stare at him.

"Elena was cheating on him? I don't really know her, but the few times we've run into them they seemed totally fine. She always seemed like she had it together."

"One thing doesn't cancel out the other," Daniel says. "She was screwing a coworker. People at the dealership had already been talking. Same as always — the husband's the last to find out."

Daniel smiles after saying it, and so do I. We hold each other's gaze for a second, like we're sharing some kind of private joke.

"Apparently they'd been meeting at a hotel," he goes on. "Some people say he caught them, though I don't know exactly how. But she didn't take off with the guy. He's married — sounds like he just wanted something on the side, no strings."

I nod.

"Yeah… that's usually how it goes."

"Anyway, I heard the other day that a significant percentage of kids aren't actually their supposed father's. The world is full of cheaters."

We both laugh — probably more than we should. I look at him and say, half joking:

"Well, you've got nothing to worry about on that front."

"I know. Neither do you. But at the end of the day… monotony in a relationship isn't good," he says, dropping his voice slightly.

I look at him and I'm sure he wants to say more. I know that look. I think: here it comes — he's going to tell me we don't fuck enough.

"Anyway — look at the people in that movie. They figured out how to keep things interesting."

That catches me completely off guard, but I end up laughing anyway.

"Yeah, well… it's a movie."

"It's a movie," he insists, "but there are real people out there who actually try new things."

"Sure — if I had her body…" I say, laughing.

"You're gorgeous. You don't need her body. Yours is real."

I smile.

"Thanks, but I've looked better," I say, still laughing.

"You're at the perfect age. You're what people call a MILF."

I burst out laughing.

"A MILF? What the hell is that?"

"A MILF is a hot middle-aged woman…" He laughs, then adds, lowering his voice, "Well, I think the term is 'Mother I'd Like to Fuck.'"

I laugh out loud.

"Well. Look at you, all informed."

He blushes slightly.

"Things you pick up on Instagram."

"I don't get that kind of content," I say, laughing.

We both laugh.

"But seriously — you look perfect," he adds, suddenly serious for just a second.

"Thanks," I say, glancing down.

A brief silence. I break it.

"Anyway… what happens in a movie is just fiction."

"Sure," he says, thoughtful. "But there are people who actually bring new things into their relationship. Keeps the monotony from setting in. Lowers the chances of anyone looking elsewhere. I suppose it builds closeness, keeps things fresh. Life is short… look at Antonio. Alone and in the hospital. And Elena, also alone, not knowing how any of it ends. If they'd found a way to shake things up a little, maybe they wouldn't have ended up there."

"You don't know that was the problem."

"No. But knowing them — there's a pretty good chance it was."

"Come on — shaking things up doesn't have to mean doing what they did in that movie," I say, laughing. "Besides, I know you — if you saw some guy touching me, you'd break his face."

Daniel looks at me with a calm, almost knowing smile.

"Well… anything that's shared and fully consensual doesn't have to be a problem."

I freeze. And at the same time, a spark of heat cuts through me, unexpected.

I look at him, and there's something different in his eyes: a playful, almost malicious glint that leaves me completely thrown.


CHAPTER 2

When I got home, the place was empty. Laura had taken the kids to the dentist, and I figured I had a couple of hours before they got back. I showered, opened a beer, and caught a glimpse of myself in the bathroom mirror. The belly was still there, a reminder that forty-seven adds up. I pulled on an old tracksuit — the kind you only wear around the house — and turned on the computer.

Before losing myself in anything else, I opened travelnotas.blog, the blog I set up years ago when I got into messing around with domains and templates. I don't know why I still keep it going — nobody reads it, not even Laura. Every now and then I upload a travel photo: the Colosseum at sunset, a fountain in Piazza Navona, a plate of pasta on some random terrace. Nothing important. Just a leftover hobby from another era that survives out of habit.

I uploaded a couple of old pictures, closed the tab, and sat there staring at the screen. Same thing every time: I post a few photos to feel like I'm still keeping up that front, and a minute later I'm already bored. So I opened another tab.

It wasn't my first time watching porn, obviously. Usually it was the standard stuff — studio videos, impossible bodies. The same old thing. Not that day. That day I wanted something else. Ever since the movie, my head had been asking for something different. I typed "amateur." What came up were normal couples, middle-aged people fucking the way anyone would at home. That was exactly it. Real bodies, sagging tits, a bit of belly. The thought that Laura and I could be them turned me on.

I clicked on a couple. From there I jumped to "threesome." Then "interracial." The algorithm seemed to read my mind. One link led to another: bull, hotwife, cuckold. Terms I knew in passing but had never really gone into.

I ended up watching a woman in her forties being fucked by a huge Black guy while her husband filmed it on his phone. She wasn't an actress. She didn't have a magazine body. She was a normal woman, like Laura. And at some point I stopped seeing a stranger on the screen. In my head, she was already Laura.

I sat there hypnotized, frozen in front of the screen. The guy was pounding her hard, and all I could think about was Laura — moaning like the woman in the video, arching her back, gripping the sheets. I pictured her letting herself go without even glancing at me, too lost in what she was feeling. And me there, watching. My cock ached from how hard it was, and I was caught between the raw filth of it consuming me and a knot of something conflicted tightening in my chest.

I checked the clock. Still some time, but not much. I opened another tab, found a threesome video. Two guys and a woman my age. She was laughing while one sucked her tits and the other fucked her from behind. I pictured Laura the same way — between two men, enjoying herself just like that. I took a sip of beer without looking away.

I jumped from site to site, looking for more. Amateur swingers. Real cuckold. I started downloading a couple of videos, as if I needed to keep them for later. I didn't want them disappearing.

My heart was pounding, my cock aching from how hard it was, and I still couldn't stop. It wasn't just the sex. It was the thought of Laura in the middle of all that — enjoying it, reinventing herself. Exactly like in the movie.

I checked the clock again. I had to shut it all down. Like a thief, I closed the tabs one by one, still breathing hard. I heard the front door when I was already in the bathroom. I locked it fast. Voices called out from the hallway.

"I'll be out in a second — just going to take a shower," I said, trying to sound normal.

I turned on the water and stepped under it for the second time that afternoon. The heat slid over my skin, but what was burning me were the images I'd just seen — and what I'd imagined. Laura being fucked by the guy from the video. I could see him gripping her hips, pounding her without mercy, and her moaning, body completely given over.

I wrapped my hand around my cock and started jerking off under the water. I closed my eyes and saw her — wet, every muscle tense, nipples hard, enjoying it like never before. I imagined her looking at me from the middle of it all, eyes bright, completely lost in pleasure while she was with another man.

My heart was racing, my cock like iron. Every thrust of that bastard in my head made me grip tighter. The water hit my face, but what blurred everything was the sheer filth of it.

I came suddenly, a spasm so strong my legs shook. I braced my hand against the wall so I wouldn't go down, gasping while the water carried everything off down the drain.

I stood there for a moment, breathing deep, forehead against the tiles. The image was still there, lodged in my head as if it were real. And I understood that this particular fantasy wasn't going anywhere.

I stepped out of the shower, dried off quickly, put the same tracksuit back on, and walked down the hallway with a smile already in place. I could hear voices and laughter from the living room. I went in and kissed them, asked how their day went. They all talked at once, each one wanting to tell their version. I nodded and smiled, enjoying seeing them like that.

I went to the kitchen. Laura had her back to me, putting dishes away from the dishwasher. I came up quietly, wrapped my arms around her from behind, and kissed her neck.

"How was your day?" I asked softly, hands sliding along her waist.

She placed a glass in the cabinet and barely smiled when I came up behind her.

"At least it didn't rain today," I said, brushing my lips against her neck.

"Yeah," she said with a short laugh. "I made it to the other office without getting soaked… but what a day. I need a vacation right now."

"Still a little while before that," I said, leaning against the counter, watching her from the side. "Although… tonight, when we're alone, I've got a quick plan to take the edge off some of that stress."

She turned her head slightly and gave me a half-smile.

"Oh yeah?" she asked, somewhere between amused and skeptical.

"Yeah. Free. No travel agencies, no reservations, no leaving the bed."

She laughed softly, though I caught the doubt in her eyes. I don't think she had sex on her mind for tonight, but she didn't shut me down either.

"Okay… but don't drag dinner out. And get the kids to bed early," she said, giving me a little tap on the arm before going back to the dishes.

I made dinner right on time. After putting the kids to bed, I helped Laura clean up the kitchen. I had a plan I hadn't even known I had. I dropped onto the couch and set the laptop on the coffee table. Laura looked at me, surprised.

"Weren't we going to…?" she asked.

"Of course," I said. "But tonight I want to surprise you."

I opened one of the videos I'd downloaded. A woman our age — nothing perfect about her — was on her knees sucking off two guys. It looked homemade: bad lighting, messy bed, everything real. Nothing polished about it.

Laura stared at me, eyes wide, half-laughing.

"What is this?"

"Well," I said, "we've got to do something a little different, right?"

She laughed again — that laugh of hers, equal parts mischief and nerves.

"That movie really got to you."

Instead of answering, I touched her. I slowly pulled down her pajama pants, then took mine off. I settled her back against me, her back resting on my chest. She went along with it, eyes staying on the screen.

I turned off the living room light. Just a small lamp and the glow of the laptop. The woman in the video was moaning with two men working her over. Laura watched in silence, not taking her eyes off the screen.

The video changed: a couple fucking on a bed, then another man joined. Laura stayed quiet, gaze fixed. I spread her legs, licked my fingers, and started working her slowly, my eyes on the screen. She let me, still, without a word, breathing deeper.

My cock was as hard as it had been in a long time, pressed against her back, throbbing with every sound coming from the laptop.

She was wetter than usual. Hot. Open. I leaned close to her ear.

"Do you like what you're seeing?" I whispered, my voice low, teasing.

At first nothing — just broken breathing. I pressed my lips against her earlobe.

"Do you like it?" I repeated, low, teasing.

"Yeah… it's so dirty," she finally said, voice trembling.

I took my time with her, touching her the way I knew she liked. My wet fingers traced slow circles over her clit, teasing the tip, pressing just enough. Every now and then I pushed them inside her, feeling her tighten around me, then back to the slow strokes. Her body kept opening, breathing faster, thighs trembling. Her hips started moving with my hand, looking for more.

Then my favorite video came on: a huge Black guy fucking a middle-aged woman. She lay spread open, taking him all the way in, each thrust deep and hard. Next to her, her husband watched everything, phone in hand, like he couldn't believe what he was seeing. She grabbed onto the guy's back and moaned with every thrust.

I leaned in close to Laura's ear and said what I needed to say in that moment.

"Imagine it's you," I whispered. "Imagine he's fucking you like that."

She came right then, her body shaking in spasms. I stopped circling her clit and pushed my fingers deep inside her. She clamped down hard — like she wanted to crush them.


CHAPTER 3

The office is a madhouse. End of the month, a thousand unread emails, nonstop calls, papers everywhere. I'm typing like crazy and feel like I'm getting nowhere.

Stop. Breathe… that's enough, I tell myself. I check the time: nine on the dot. Perfect time for a coffee.

Just then Clara and Martina pass by my desk.

"Laura, coming? We're heading down to the café."

I let out a sigh, drop my shoulders, and smile.

"Yeah, yeah… I'm coming. I need some air before my head explodes."

I get up in one motion, close my laptop, and follow them.

The three of us head down to the café and grab a table by the window. I order a black coffee, Clara a cortado, and Martina a green tea — which she now claims is good for absolutely everything.

Between sips, Clara goes:

"So — did you guys end up seeing the movie?"

I smile.

"Yeah, we went Saturday."

"And? Did you like it?" she asks with that look she gets right before she says something wicked.

"Well… it's not the comedy of the year, but it had its moments."

Clara laughs, eyes sparkling.

"Some of those moments are pretty unforgettable," she says, raising her eyebrows.

"What movie are you talking about?" Martina asks, curious.

"One that just came out — Love for Three or More," Clara says.

"Oh wow," Martina laughs. "With that title and that smile on your face… that movie could be anything."

Clara laughs even harder and shoots me a knowing look.

"I liked it. And so did my guy. Instead of going out for dinner, we went straight home…" she adds, with a sly smile.

I look at her. Clara's forty-three, no kids, and you can tell she spends half her paycheck on herself: gym, skincare, tight clothes. Dyed blonde, long hair. Attractive, provocative, with that confidence that sometimes makes me jealous. She's always dating guys who are "amazing"… until she dumps them. The last one, from accounting, ended up leaving the company when she traded him in for someone else.

Martina, on the other hand, is fifty-six, married, and she looks great too. She takes care of herself, obviously, and even if she's no longer young, she looks younger than her age. She has that calm, grounded air of a woman who knows exactly what she wants.

And me… I just think my hair looks dull, that I desperately need a haircut. That I should make more of an effort, even though I never find the time.

While they keep talking, my eyes drift toward the counter. There's a man sitting alone — dark, with a Brazilian or Latin look about him. His suit fits him perfectly, like it was tailored for him. Elegant. Self-assured. I lose myself watching him for a moment, like everything else fades out.

I'm not sure if he's looking toward our table in general or directly at me — I'm the one sitting facing him. And then, like a flash, last night's video comes to mind: that Black guy fucking the wife right in front of her husband.

A strange heat runs through me, and I force myself back to the present just as I hear Clara announce:

"At least Laura knows what the ace of spades means now!"

I stare at her, horrified.

"Shut up! Everyone's going to hear you," I say, going red.

I sneak a glance toward the counter. The guy from before looks like he may have caught something. I'm not sure, but I think I caught a half-smile.

Martina narrows her eyes, delighted.

"And what exactly is the ace of spades? Come on, somebody explain."

I nearly choke on a laugh and cover my face with my hand.

"Okay, we really need to get back upstairs. That is enough for this early in the morning," I say, grabbing my bag like I'm fleeing a burning building.

Clara bursts out laughing and gets up too. Martina follows, still not letting it go.

"Are you going to tell me or not?"

Clara and I look at each other, laughing like two teenagers, as we walk back through the café door toward the office. Passing the window, I can't help one last glance. I look for the man at the counter.

He's gone.

***

The day flies by, and the more I check things off the list, the more new ones pile up. It's quarter past four when I notice a WhatsApp from Daniel: Can you pick me up when you get the kids?

I reply with a simple ok.

I check the time. Four-thirty is my hard limit. If I'm late, the whole afternoon turns into an obstacle course: leave on time, pick up the kids from school, swing by for Daniel because his car's in the shop, take the kids to English class, go with him to the mall, come back for them… Just thinking about it stresses me out. My head is in a hundred places at once and I feel like I'm not keeping up with any of them.

I pick up the kids and we go straight to get Daniel. It's almost on the way to their class. The second he gets in, the kids burst out laughing.

"Dad works at a dealership and doesn't even have a car!"

Daniel smiles, tired, gives me a quick kiss on the lips, and reaches back to mess up their hair. They laugh harder and push his hand away.

"What a day…" he mutters.

I glance at him as I start the car. I don't even bother telling him about mine — he won't really listen anyway.

"Don't you guys have loaner cars?" I ask.

"We've got nothing. Mine's stuck in the shop, huge backlog since Antonio's still in the hospital, and all the loaners are out with customers. And with the mood Juan's in, no way I'm asking him for a car… which he doesn't have anyway."

We drop the kids off and head straight to the mall next door. I pull into the parking lot and we look for a spot.

As we walk in, Daniel says:

"I'm heading to the back, to that key place — see if they can change the battery in my garage remote."

I nod.

"Okay. I'll grab a cart. Meet you at the supermarket entrance."

He disappears into the crowd and I head toward the carts, looking for one that doesn't wobble — one of those that seems possessed.

I wait with the cart by the entrance, glancing around for Daniel. A guy in his mid-thirties, in good shape, comes up digging through his pockets. He pulls out a two-euro coin and holds it up.

"Hey, do these carts only take fifty-cent and one-euro coins? Any chance you've got change? I'd rather not go hunting for it."

I look at him, a little surprised by how direct he is.

"No, sorry," I say automatically. "I already used the only coin I had to get mine."

He smiles.

"Fair enough, thanks anyway. Shame though… they say this is the time of day people come to the supermarket to pick someone up. And here I see you with a cart and I've got nothing. Off to a bad start," he adds, with a shameless grin.

I just stare at him at first, not quite catching it. Then it clicks and I burst out laughing.

"I think that's at seven… and you're missing the pineapple," I say, laughing.

He laughs too.

"Right, right… and apparently the pineapple is non-negotiable. Saw it on the news."

I try to keep it light, even though I can hear the nervous edge in my own laugh.

"I don't have a pineapple. And I'm married… my husband will be here any second," I add, smiling.

He gets the message and nods, amused.

"Well, maybe we'll run into each other another day. With a pineapple… and no husband."

He walks off smiling and I laugh too, still a little thrown by the whole thing.

***

I was heading back with the battery in my pocket, still cursing the eight dollars they’d squeezed out of me, when I looked up and saw her.

Laura was standing by the carts, talking to a guy I didn't recognize. Mid-thirties, tight T-shirt showing off everything he had, trendy haircut — a gym show-off.

Instinctively I quickened my pace, but something stopped me. I stayed a few steps back, in the shadow of a column, watching.

She was laughing. Tucking her hair behind her ear — that nervous, almost flirtatious gesture. The guy was smiling too confidently.

I felt a sharp twist in my gut. Jealousy, and a ridiculous flash of anger. She was my wife. What the hell was she doing laughing like that with some stranger in a supermarket? I took a step forward, ready to walk straight over, but I stopped.

There was something about the scene that held me in place. Jealousy, yes — but also an involuntary jolt that I didn't know what to do with, like an echo of the images from the night before. For a moment it was as if I could see from the outside what I'd been imagining on the screen: Laura — my wife — pulling another man's attention toward her. And the worst part, or maybe the best, was that she didn't look uncomfortable at all. She was laughing. Touching her hair.

My heart was pounding. I didn't know if I wanted to break the guy's face or just keep watching.

He walked off with a smile, and then I moved toward her. Laura flushed slightly when she saw me coming.

"I'm here," I said, holding her gaze.

"Okay," she said, not quite meeting mine. "Let's grab what we need — we don't have much time before we have to pick up the kids."

We went into the supermarket and took the first aisle. I watched her out of the corner of my eye as she pushed the cart.

"Who was that?" I asked.

"Who?" Playing dumb.

"The guy you were talking to."

"Oh," she said, as if she'd just remembered. "Nothing. Just some guy asking if I had change for a two-euro coin."

I kept walking beside her, watching her sidelong, somewhere between amused and genuinely curious.

"Didn't look like change was all he was after."

She looked at me, laughing.

"Come on, seriously? He was just a kid. I told you — that movie has messed with your head."

She said it laughing, but there was a thread of nerves underneath it.

I looked at her one more time and, low enough to sound casual but loud enough for her to catch it, I said:

"Yeah… sure."

And I felt this absurd urge to know exactly what that kid had said to her.


CHAPTER 4

It was Saturday. Laura had left early for the hair salon. Whenever she goes, she spends the whole morning there getting highlights and color.

I stayed home with the kids and made lunch without much rush.

Around noon I heard the door. I went to the kitchen, and there she was. Her freshly done hair caught the light differently, her face brighter. She was wearing something simple, but on her it looked like something else entirely.

"Fuck, you look gorgeous… and hot as hell," I said without filtering it.

She laughed, playful, let me pull her in, and kissed me. The gesture turned me on more than it should have.

After lunch, we dropped the kids off at their grandparents'. We had dinner plans with friends, so once we got home, we took turns showering.

While I was getting dressed, I watched her change in the bedroom. I bit back the comment, but what I'd told her that day came back to me: MILF. And it was true. From head to toe. A MILF I couldn't take my eyes off.

"It's been over a month since we went out to dinner," I said, buttoning my shirt. "Since we went to see that movie."

She smiled and shot me a sideways glance.

"Oh, that movie you liked so much."

I faced her with a half-smile.

"And you got turned on by it too. We've still got unfinished business."

I laughed, half joking, half not.

Laura held my gaze. She smiled, mischievous, but didn't say a word. That smile — full of promise — made my pulse pick up.

While she finished getting ready in front of the mirror, I dropped onto the bed with my phone. I pretended to scroll aimlessly, even though I knew exactly what I was looking for. I opened the website of a swingers club near where we'd be.

The hours were clear: open until six in the morning. Perfect. I swiped through a couple of dim photos lit by red and violet neon. From the outside it looked like any other club, but the images had something more — bodies a little too close, looks a little too explicit.

A slogan sat at the top: "The night begins when you dare." I smiled to myself. Everything lined up: the restaurant, the bars nearby, and then, if Laura was up for it, the place was right there, a couple of minutes' walk away.

I locked my phone when I heard her heels on the tile. I kept the plan to myself. Not yet. First I needed to see that spark in her eyes.

***

I'm finishing my makeup in front of the mirror. One last touch on my eyes, a bit of gloss on my lips, and I check myself in profile. I turn my face one way, then the other. My blonde hair with highlights — not too light, not too dark — falls right at my shoulders. This length suits me. I look good.

I smile to myself, a little mischievous. I can still turn heads. I think it half joking, half serious, as I adjust my blouse and make sure everything sits right.

We've got plans tonight: drinks with Álvaro and Marisa, dinner, and whatever comes after. Hopefully the mood stays good. When Álvaro drinks too much, Marisa gets pissed and the whole thing goes sideways. Let's see if they keep it together tonight. We've known them for years, since we used to live next door to each other, and even though we're not neighbors anymore, we still see each other. They're good people.

I feel upbeat. I think about what Daniel said earlier — about picking up where we left off last month, about the movie, and that dirty pull it left on us. I smile again. A few years ago we used to get things going by watching videos. The ones that got me most were the bachelorette parties he'd find — groups of girls going wild with male strippers on the dance floor… and how sometimes one of them would end up fucking right there, surrounded by the others. That chaos turned me on.

I should suggest it again — tell him to find videos like those. I picture his face if I bring it up tonight, and just thinking about it makes my pulse climb.

I give myself one last look in the mirror. Yeah. I'm ready.

The night with our friends goes like it always does: a drink before dinner, laughs with Álvaro and Marisa between courses, wine disappearing before we even notice. After that, a gin and tonic at a pub playing nineties music loosens everyone up.

They're in a good mood, though Álvaro's already got that slight buzz and Marisa's watching him with that look that says push it and you're done. Nothing new. Still, the night feels easy, light, fun.

Just before one, they say they're heading out. The kids are with Marisa's sister and they never stay late. Doesn't surprise me. It's always like this.

I turn to Daniel. He's already looking at me. No words needed.

"We're staying for one last drink," I say, smiling.

Álvaro and Marisa say quick goodbyes — hugs, promises to meet again soon. I watch them leave as the music pounds. The night ends here for them. For us, there's still at least one more drink. A pink Puerto de Indias with pink tonic. Yeah, I'm probably behind the times — but right now I feel like the queen of the whole place.

I'm tipsy, not drunk — just that perfect buzz that makes everything lighter and the laughs come easier. The place is full of people our age: couples, groups of forty-something women out for trouble, and of course the thirty-year-old guys circling like they're on the hunt.

I enjoy watching the crowd. Daniel orders another round of gin and tonics and I raise an eyebrow.

"Last one."

"Relax," he says. "We're not picking up the kids until after lunch tomorrow."

He's right. And I'm having a great time.

He heads to the bathroom and I stay leaning against the bar with both drinks. I want a cigarette — I'll admit it. I can feel that itch in my fingers, craving a drag. Sometimes I sneak one, and I know he does too. We're not as proper as we pretend.

A couple of guys come up to order. I feel their eyes on me. One of them smiles. I smile back and turn away. I'm not looking for trouble… but being looked at still gives me that little tingle that puts me in a good mood.

Daniel comes back. I hand him his drink and grind against him, dancing. Sometimes when I do this, he tenses up. He didn't used to, not when we were younger. But tonight is different. He goes with it, grabs my waist, brushes my ass, more affectionate than usual.

We drink, laugh, dance. And I feel like the night is really opening up in front of us.

I loop my arms around his neck and lean in close.

"Some guys at the bar were checking me out… pretty obviously."

He smiles, tightens his grip on my waist, squeezes my ass.

"Not surprising. You look incredible. Anyone here would love to be in my place."

I laugh and press myself against him, even more turned on than before. I lean in again.

"I was thinking today… you should find those videos again. The bachelorette ones."

He smiles, that same edge in his eyes.

"They turned you on, huh?"

I nod, playful.

"And the ones you found last time too?"

I nod again, biting my lip.

Then he says:

"A cigarette?"

I stare at him.

"You have some?"

"One night's one night," he says with that half-smile. "And tonight I've got everything covered."

I burst out laughing.

"By the way, great call on the restaurant… and this place too."

He just smiles.

We step outside with our drinks, looking for some air — and that cigarette.

Daniel's just as buzzed as I am. Three gin and tonics in, he's got that goofy smile I love, and I feel like I own the night — even if we're just standing outside with a cigarette. We lean against a high table, surrounded by people with drinks, smoke in the air, music spilling out from inside and mixing with the noise from the nearby bars. Just another Saturday for most people. For me, it almost feels like a street festival.

Then, completely out of nowhere, Daniel leans in and says, casual as you like:

"We could have the last drink at a club right around the corner."

I look at him like, excuse me?

"You know this area?"

"I looked it up online," he says, like it's nothing.

I stare at him.

"Well… if the music's good. But do we have to pay to get in?"

That smile again — the one I know too well.

"First time's free, according to their site."

Then he leans close to my ear, voice dropping into that tone he uses when he wants to convince me:

"It's a different kind of club. It's also a swingers place — like in the movie. You don't have to do anything you don't want to. Just watch, have a drink, dance a little. That's it."

I go still, glass in one hand, cigarette in the other. Does he really think he can just drop that on me like that, completely out of nowhere?

I look at him, half incredulous, half amused.

"Seriously, Dani? You're telling me this just like that, so casually?"

Inside I'm already laughing, because I know he's not bluffing.

And the worst part is, part of me is already getting turned on by the idea.


CHAPTER 5

We walk in hand in hand, and my legs are almost shaking. A beautiful brunette with an incredible figure greets us with a smile.
"I'm Amanda. I'll show you around the club."

She has that soft Latin accent, sweet as caramel. I'd put her in her mid-forties, maybe fifty, but time has treated her very well. I like her right away. There's something in the way she speaks — warm, easy — that calms me a little, even though I feel the alcohol buzz vanish all at once.

She explains that first-timers don't pay a cover, just drinks, and that someone always guides new couples around. Great service — like a hotel.

We walk down a dimly lit hallway. Daniel leads, holding my hand tight, and I think: God… how did I let this man talk me into this?

Music filters in from inside like any regular bar, but the moment we step into the first room, I'm surprised. It's completely normal: a bar, armchairs, a small dance floor. Couples chatting, others dancing. I relax… until I start noticing the looks. Not blatant — more those half-playful, half-discreet glances. And suddenly a ridiculous thought hits me: what if I run into someone I know? Do I die on the spot or just run?

Amanda smiles and guides us naturally toward another door. We step into a room with an enormous jacuzzi, bubbling away like a spa. Couples inside, all perfectly relaxed. Just picturing myself here in a bikini makes me flush, but I nod like nothing's wrong.

It looks like a luxury spa… but with something underneath that makes my nerves hum.

We keep going. Amanda opens a narrow hallway.
"This is the French corridor."

I think: the what? But I keep it to myself. Though honestly, with a name like that, I can already imagine.

Then she takes us to another area with rooms. Each door has a colored light: green, blue, or red. Green means free, blue means occupied but you can go in, red means private. My face is burning. Literally. She points to one with the green light on — inside, a huge round bed.

No way…
Or maybe?

Amanda carries on like it's all completely normal. She shows us an area behind the main bar — like a second lounge — and I notice it's all men.

"They can only come into your area if a couple invites them," she explains.

I nod like I totally get it, but inside I'm wondering: how exactly does the selection process work?

There are showers, lockers, and even a room with BDSM equipment: a cross, a swing, chains. I swallow.

Amanda hands us a key.
"You can use a locker. Inside you'll find towels, flip-flops, and condoms."

If I was blushing before, now I'm burning up. I feel like asking for a chamomile tea instead.

"Do you know the swinger code?" she asks.

I stay quiet. Daniel says he's read a bit about it.

She hands us a brochure.
"It's all explained here, but the most important thing is that no always means no. People are respectful. We want you to enjoy yourselves and feel comfortable."

She smiles — effortless, charming.
"I hope you like it… and come back."

We thank her. Back at the bar, she says goodbye and leaves us there. I feel like I'm on the verge of a breakdown — this strange mix of fear, curiosity… and a filthy pull I couldn't quite name.

We stay at the bar, now alone. I sigh and tell Daniel we should go, that it's late, and honestly, the place feels a bit seedy to me. And I can feel eyes on us — it makes me uncomfortable. I glance around discreetly. Nobody seems to be watching… but I know it's obvious we're new.

I scan the room quickly: some much older couples, others our age, just a couple of younger ones chatting away. I don't feel comfortable. And Daniel looks nervous too… though he's clearly enjoying watching my face.

"Two gin and tonics," he says suddenly.

The bartender appears, and I have to bite my lip not to say it out loud. Tall, dark, young, built… with someone like that, maybe I wouldn't be so hesitant. And he smiles at me.

"Want some candy with your gin and tonic?" he asks.

"Sure," I say without thinking.

Daniel orders a pink one for me, regular for him. When the glass lands in front of me, I see them — little gummy penises floating inside, just like regular gummy bears.

I burst out laughing. Half the bar turns around.

"What's wrong?" Daniel asks.

I hold up the glass and laugh harder.
"Just for this, it was worth coming."

He shakes his head, half smiling.

Just then a couple steps up to order beside us. I'm mid-sip when I feel something brush my back. I freeze, eyes wide, and look at Daniel, who's swaying gently to the music.

"What?" he asks in my ear.

"The people behind us… someone just touched my back."

He chuckles.
"Her or him?"

"I don't know!" I whisper, still stunned.

"That's them making a move," he says, calm as anything.

A move? What is this — LinkedIn but make it porn?

He glances over my shoulder.
"Normal couple," he murmurs. "She's got that aggressive vibe. Those tits are definitely fake, by the way. The guy's skinny but well dressed. Mid-forties. They're watching us."

I shake my head.
"I don't want anything. We just came to look."

"Of course," he says, running a hand along my back. "Just a drink. See what it's like."

He squeezes my hand for a second — I've got you. Then he steps back, picks up his glass, catches the guy's eye, and gives a small, calm shake of his head. The man smiles and gives a thumbs-up. Daniel lets out a quiet laugh, but his eyes linger on them a second longer — with that curious spark I hadn't seen in him before.

I relax a little… though my face is still burning. I don't know if it's the gin or everything else.

I need the bathroom. I should have gone at the pub — here, even that feels embarrassing.

"I need to go. Do you know where it is?" I ask Dani.

He doesn't. Calls the bartender, leans in close to hear over the music. Then he points me in the right direction.
"Left at that column, all the way to the back."

I nod.
"Don't move from the bar."

He laughs, and I walk off staring straight ahead, refusing to make eye contact with anyone.

The hallway is long, and it hits me immediately: these are the rooms. The ones for sex. I swallow and keep walking. Doors closed. Not a soul around.

I step into the bathroom. Two women are smoking by a small open window, though it still reeks of tobacco. One is talking, the other looks like she's already had plenty of everything. They look me up and down with wolf eyes. I manage a shy "hi" and lock myself in a stall.

When I come out, they're still there. I wash my hands fast.

"See you," they say, smiling.

"Bye," I reply, not knowing where to look.

I catch myself in the mirror.

One drink and we're out of here. That's it, Laura.

Back into the hallway. The dim red light makes goosebumps run up my skin. Halfway down, I see an open door glowing blue. One of the women from the bathroom is leaning against the frame, watching inside.

I freeze. But I have to pass. I pick up my pace.

Just as I'm level with her, she turns and smiles.
"First time here?"

My mind goes blank. For a split second I don't know whether to keep walking or stop.

I stop.
"Yeah," I say quietly.

"What's your name?"

"Laura…" I answer, almost stuttering.

"I'm Silvia. Nice to meet you."

She starts telling me about the club — how great it is, how she comes with her husband all the time — but I'm not listening to a word.

I'm looking inside.

Dim light falls over a round bed where bodies move together. The other woman from the bathroom is on her knees, a guy's cock in her mouth, while another pulls down her top and gets her tits out. There are more people fucking on the bed, but I can't make them out clearly. Their moans reach me anyway — raw, unmistakable — and I don't know whether to cover my ears or keep listening. The air smells like perfume and something else, something thicker, something that makes my heart race.

Fuck… I don't know if this terrifies me or turns me on.

Silvia looks at me, that smile like she's already made up her mind.
"Come — I'll introduce you to my husband. Roberto!"

He pulls away from the woman, stroking her face as he steps toward me. Coming straight at me.

He's right in front of me before I can react. Two kisses. His breath warm against my cheek. His cock brushes me too. I don't even have time to process it. Silvia gives me two kisses, grabs my arm.

"Come, I'll introduce you to our friends."

I take a step… then stop dead.

"I'm sorry. Maybe another time. My husband's waiting for me at the bar."

"Don't worry — Roberto can go get him," she says.

I smile, pull my arm free as gracefully as I can, and repeat:
"Really — we'll see you around. We're in a rush tonight."

My legs are shaking.

I turn and walk back down the hallway — stiff, pulse racing, like I'm about to get caught doing something illegal.

And I'm only thinking one thing: that Dani is still at the bar.


CHAPTER 6

I wake up late, close to eleven. My mouth tastes like shit, my head is pounding, and all I want is to crawl back into bed. Dani's been up for a while, fresh as ever, while I look like something that washed up on shore.

The kids are still at their grandparents', and we won't pick them up until later, so I drag myself into the kitchen like a ghost. I half-ass breakfast, take a paracetamol, and just want silence. Dani, on the other hand, is like a radio.

"We have to go back to that restaurant from last night, right?" he says with a grin.

I roll my eyes. "Please don't make me talk until this passes."

Later, when I'm somewhat human again, he makes something to eat. The hangover starts to loosen its grip, and we finally talk about last night.

"In the end, it wasn't that big of a deal — just a club," he says, casual as you like.

"A club?" I shoot back, annoyed. "Come on. That was not a normal club, Dani."

He laughs. "I still crack up thinking about your face when you came back from the bathroom. Especially when you told me some guy brushed against you with his cock." He loses it completely as he says it.

I cover my face, red as hell. "Don't remind me. I was mortified. It's ridiculous, really — we're adults, everyone does whatever they want… but God, I couldn't even move."

He nods, amused.

After lunch we clean up and collapse on the couch. Between the food and the exhaustion, we fall asleep like rocks. When I wake up, it's almost five.

"We've got to go pick up the kids soon," I murmur.

"Yeah, but first we could spend a little time on ourselves," he says, that wicked smile on his face.

I look at him and know exactly what he means. I'm in the mood. Very much in the mood.

"Let's do it," I say, more than happy.

And I think that even if last night threw me off, it also left my hormones completely out of control.

Dani pulls out his laptop and, in a couple of clicks, puts on one of those videos that used to get me going like crazy — the kind I haven't watched in a while: a bachelorette party, male strippers fucking the girls right there in the middle of a club, all of them losing their minds.

"You had this saved?" I ask, stunned.

He laughs. "I've got everything."

I settle into the couch, and he moves behind me, kissing my neck, slowly working his way down to my collarbone. The images on the screen spike my pulse. I start getting turned on watching those women let themselves go.

"I bet they do stuff like that at the club we went to," he whispers.

"It didn't look like they were throwing many parties there," I reply, half-breathless.

"It was a normal Saturday. But they do. And tell me — what you saw in that room, didn't it turn you on?"

"I barely saw anything…"

"What little you did see."

"Fine. What I saw… that girl on her knees, the round bed — it was hot."

I swallow and take a breath before saying it out loud: "I don't see myself in a club. Too many eyes. And what if someone recognizes us?"

"Laura, everyone's there for the same thing. The secret's safe," he says, laughing.

And his certainty turns me on more than it should.

He leans in, mouth pressed against my skin, and whispers: "We don't even have to go to a club. We can do things more privately… like meeting someone at a hotel."

I spin around, the heat from the screen still on my face. "What do you mean, meet someone? Are you serious?" Fuck — is this a game or does he actually mean it?

He laughs softly, that laugh he uses when he's already got something going on in his head. "Laura, life's short. And whatever we do together — something we both choose — only brings us closer and breathes new air into the relationship."

I go quiet, somewhere between thinking it over and burning up. The screen keeps showing those girls going wild with the guys, and I can't look away. I don't even know anymore if I'm watching the video or what Dani is saying to me.

His hands slide slowly down my waist, between my legs. I'm not wearing anything underneath, and I let him. He touches me gently, slowly, while I keep staring at the screen, my breathing picking up.

A girl appears on her knees in front of a guy, sucking him without pause. My mouth goes dry. I can't help it — I get this overwhelming urge to do exactly the same thing to Dani.

His fingers keep playing between my legs, but I shift, slowly pushing his hand away. I turn and rest my head against his stomach. He's already hard. I stroke him softly, slide my palm along him, run my tongue slowly all the way up his cock.

Dani exhales — almost a groan slipping out. "It's been a while since you did that…" he says, voice rough.

I smile, though he can't see my face from down here. "I felt like it," I reply, and run my tongue over him again, bolder.

I open my mouth and take him in slowly, sucking and playing with my tongue while my hand wraps around the base. I catch his reflection on the screen mixed in with the images; he's smiling that wicked smile, eyes fixed on the laptop where the girl is still on her knees, and I think that right now the party is here, in our living room.

The scene changes. A middle-aged woman between two men, getting fucked nonstop. I can't even tell if they're both in the same hole, but the rhythm is hypnotic. I feel myself getting soaked.

Dani throbs in my mouth. I work him carefully — licking, sucking, playing with my tongue. "That's how I'd like to see you," he murmurs, breathing hard.

I smile, turned on and a little wicked. I pull his cock out of my mouth, look at it for a second, and say: "Careful what you wish for… it might just happen."

Without giving him time to answer, I go back down on him, deeper, more intense. "I'd love for it to happen," he says between gasps.

I don't answer. I can't. I'm too turned on, and instead of words I give him more intensity. I suck hard, move up and down, circle the head with my tongue. Dani groans, shudders. "Laura… I'm close…"

I feel him tremble under my hands, so just before he comes, I pull his cock out of my mouth and lift my head. I jerk him off fast and hard until he spills hot over his stomach.

Always so practical, Dani grabs a tissue and cleans himself up. Then he moves quickly, positions himself between my legs, and spreads them gently. His mouth drops to my pussy, licking my clit while he slides two fingers inside me.

I let him, lifting my hips, eyes fixed on the screen. Another clip pops up right at that moment: a huge guy rubbing a massive black cock between a woman's thighs, dragging it wherever he wants. Amateur, unfiltered — and it turns me on even more.

I'm right at the edge. I think to myself that Dani has never been great at eating me out, and I almost laugh. I grab his arms and pull him up toward me, wanting him on top. I need him to fuck me.

He's hard again, and the second he positions himself over me, he thrusts into me in one go. I moan loudly, spread my legs wider, and slip my wet fingers between us to rub my clit while he pounds me hard.

I don't take my eyes off the screen. The contrast is insane — what I see, what I feel, what I imagine. Dani goes faster and faster, and I'm soaked, lost, breathing completely out of control.

I can't stop thinking: what would it feel like to have a cock like that inside me? I love Dani, I'm enjoying this, I squeeze around him to feel him more — but my mind is somewhere else. I remember an ex who was a bit bigger, and I don't know if it's the video or what, but the thought turns me on more than it should.

"I think you'd enjoy fucking another guy…" Dani whispers, voice rough. "Look how they're pounding her."

I moan loudly, not answering. My fingers keep moving on my clit, fast. "Wouldn't you like that?" he presses.

I close my eyes, hesitate… and a quiet: "Yes."

He thrusts harder, driving in and out with force. "Someone like the guy who looked at you at the supermarket?"

I look at him, panting, confused. "Who…?"

"Don't play dumb. The guy asking for coins for the carts. He wanted to fuck you."

His words turn me on even more. I moan, louder. "He wanted to fuck you? He wanted to fuck my wife?" he growls, driving deeper.

I look at the screen, then into his eyes, and let go. I cry out, coming hard, shaking, while I pant: "Yes… yes…"

"Yes what?" he presses, thrusting deeper.

"He wanted to fuck me," I manage between moans, losing control.

And I think it with a shiver: the worst part isn't having said it. The worst part is that admitting it made me even more turned on.


CHAPTER 7

I'm sitting in front of my computer, staring at an Excel sheet that looks like hieroglyphics. Numbers at the top, formulas at the bottom… and my head is anywhere but here.

I catch myself thinking about that room at the club. That woman on her knees, sucking cock like her life depended on it. And the wife of the guy getting sucked off, talking to me with this unbelievable calm, like it was the most normal thing in the world. I take a deep breath, trying to shake the image. The screen in front of me is still full of cells, but in my head that moment keeps looping, like a music video on repeat.

Fuck, why does it turn me on so much and scare me at the same time? I can't get that scene out of my head.

Clara's voice snaps me out of it.

"We're going down to the café. You coming?"

I glance at the clock and sigh.

"Yeah," I say, standing up, already craving caffeine.

In the elevator, Martina suddenly blurts out:

"I know what the ace of spades means."

Clara laughs. I'm still a beat behind.

"What?"

"The ace of spades," Martina repeats, with that cryptic look.

Then it clicks, and I can't help smiling.

"Oh… right."

Clara nudges her, cracking up.

"Well, you know — take your husband to the movies."

Martina rolls her eyes and sighs.

"My husband's a total bore. I'd rather go alone… or better yet, with someone else."

The sentence hangs in the air as we step out of the elevator and head down the hallway to the café. The smell of fresh coffee hits us as soon as we walk in. We order at the counter and sit by the window.

Martina keeps that annoyed look, stirring her coffee.

"I'm serious. He's so boring it's killing me."

Clara smiles with a hint of irony.

"Then find yourself something to do, girl. There's life beyond the couch and croquettes."

Martina snorts.

"You say that like it's easy."

Clara shrugs.

"It's not… but it's fun for a while."

I keep stirring my coffee without really paying attention, my mind still somewhere else.

Clara breaks the silence.

"How was your weekend, girls?"

"Boring," Martina says instantly.

I take a second.

"Well… we went out with some friends. Nothing special. Just a drink or two."

Clara looks at me, amused.

"You say that like you went wild and don't want to tell."

I smile, feeling the heat creeping up my cheeks. I take another sip to cover it, thinking that if they knew the truth, they'd drop their cups.

I think about Dani, about his whole "meeting someone at a hotel" idea. If Clara knew, she wouldn't be laughing so much. Or maybe she would.

Clara leans back in her chair and drops it casually:

"I had an adventure."

One more out of a thousand.

Martina leans in, curious.

"Tell us."

"Well… I was seeing this guy," Clara starts.

She was fucking someone new.

"And I ended up hooking up with his brother."

Martina covers her face with her hands.

"Clara, seriously — was there no easier way to complicate your life?"

"And does the one you hooked up with know you were seeing his brother?" I ask, half in disbelief.

Clara laughs, delighted with herself.

"Yep."

Martina sighs.

"You'll have to settle down someday."

"Ugh, girl, that'll happen eventually." Clara takes a sip of her coffee and grins shamelessly. "Besides, the brother… damn. That tongue. Seriously."

Martina's eyes go wide. I choke on my coffee. Clara laughs even harder.

"I'm telling you, girls. Sometimes a fuck like that fixes your whole week."

Martina shakes her head, though she's laughing too.

"You're hopeless."

Clara touches her hair with fake innocence.

"Not hopeless — found. And thoroughly satisfied, which is a different thing entirely."

Martina stands up.

"I'll go pay — it's my turn."

As soon as she walks off toward the counter, Clara lowers her voice and looks at me with that glint in her eye.

"Look, I'm single, I can do what I want. Martina's sleeping with the spinning instructor at her gym, and I'm not judging her."

My eyes go wide.

"What?"

Clara smirks.

"Oh, you didn't know? Then I didn't say anything."

I freeze. When Martina comes back, the three of us stand up. I'm still processing it, and for some reason, as we walk out of the café, my eyes scan the room. I look for the guy who caught my attention the other day… but he's not there.

***

I sat at my desk at the dealership with a couple across from me. The second they opened their mouths, I knew I wasn't selling them a car.

She had been calling the shots from the very first second: bottle blonde, hair straightened to perfection, a tight jumpsuit that looked painted onto her skin, and a neckline bordering on indecent. Her tits were a full-on spectacle, defying gravity. The heels completed the picture — pure theater.

He, on the other hand, looked like an extra. Shorter than her, slight, and at least twenty years older. He tried to get a word in, but every time she opened her mouth, his voice just died.

"I want it with leather seats," she said, looking straight at me. "Heated ones."

The man cleared his throat.

"Maybe that's not strictly necessary—"

She cut him off with a wave of her hand, not even looking at him.

"Don't listen to him. I'm the one driving this car. When he stays back to work and I go to the beach house alone, I'm the one grinding through hours on the road."

I nodded with as much professional composure as I could manage, though inside I thought: that's not the only thing you're good at sucking. That red-painted mouth — I pictured it on one of those round beds, devouring everything in front of it.

She smiled like she'd won another round. Her husband looked down, resigned. I flipped to the next page in the dossier, trying to hold it together, but that mouth stayed fixed in my head.

They stood up with a stack of brochures. She, still marking territory, smiled at me and said they'd think it over, that they wanted to check other dealerships. I watched them walk out — her heels clicking on the floor, her husband trailing behind, carrying the folder.

The second they were out the door, Arturo appeared, leaning against the edge of my desk with that half-asshole grin of his.

"Sell anything?"

I shook my head.

"No."

"Well, at least the visit was pleasant," he laughed, raising his eyebrows. "That blonde was something else. And the husband… that guy's such a cuckold it's a miracle he can walk through the door."

I smiled but said nothing, just straightening a couple of papers.

"You coming to the brand sales event next week?" he asked.

"No."

"Shame. We always have a great time, and you've never been."

"I went once," I said. "But with two small kids at home, I only travel when it's mandatory. Two nights away for a conference? Impossible."

Arturo clicked his tongue.

"You're missing out. We go out for drinks, and then, you know — things get lively in the hotel hallways. Something always happens between coworkers. Most of us are married, but if you look around, you won't see many rings."

I laughed, shaking my head.

"And you? Ever hooked up with anyone on one of those trips?"

"Not a chance," he said, shrugging. "They always book the same hotel, and I end up with the group that finishes the night at a whorehouse five minutes away. Incredible girls."

I glanced at him, amused.

"I don't get how you like going to those places."

"What's wrong with it?" he shot back. "It's a bar… with attractions."

I chuckled, shaking my head.

"You're hopeless."

Arturo gave me a tap on the arm.

"You're just a prude. What, you in Opus Dei or something?"

I gave him a slow smile and didn't bother answering. Arturo was one of those men who believe they can do whatever they like, while their partners are supposed to live like nuns — until life proves them wrong. And in any case, if he ever got even a glimpse of what had been going through my head lately, he'd be speechless.


CHAPTER 8

Dani opens the chat and the screen lights up. The image pops up and I lose my breath.
The guy is packing a massive cock, hard as a pole, like it's about to burst. He's set the camera exactly where it needs to be, while ours barely shows us from the neck down. We're on the couch, laptop on the coffee table. You can't see much of us, but it's enough — the bastard is jerking off like we're right there in front of him.

Daniel types a quick "hi." We'd told him we couldn't use audio — the kids are asleep in their room, and we're not about to risk waking them. He's got his sound on, but we've turned the volume way down, almost nothing. He types instead. Being here like this, in silence, the house completely still, having to hold ourselves back — it makes me even more on edge. The secrecy, the sense of something hidden… that turns me on.

Since we went to the club, everything's shifted. Small steps, but steady. We're not satisfied with a quick fuck anymore — we watch porn together, talk about it, build fantasies. And every time Dani brings up actually doing something like it, my body reacts instantly.

When he suggested cybersex, I laughed it off, like it was some teenage thing. But now, watching this stranger jerk himself off just because he can see me in a bra, a shiver runs through me. Unexpected. Strange. So good.

My cheeks burn. I glance down — one strap of my bra has slipped off my shoulder, and I leave it like that, loose, like it just happened. Dani notices. The look he gives me spikes my pulse.

I don't even know what turns me on more — that massive cock on the screen, or the fact that I'm here with Daniel, sharing this like it's completely normal.

The guy strokes himself slowly, one hand wrapped around his cock, gleaming, the other typing.

"You're so hot."

Daniel grins, pure filth on his face. "You answer?"

I swallow and move my hands to the keyboard. I type: "Thanks."

He replies instantly. "Do you like it?"

My breath catches. I type a simple "Yes." When I hit send, a jolt runs straight through me.

Next to me, Dani pulls off his T-shirt, then his shorts. He's naked beside me, completely relaxed, like showing his hard cock to a stranger is the most natural thing in the world. Heat floods through me.

The guy types again. "Can I see you naked?"

I don't answer. I reach behind me and unhook my bra. In the little preview window I catch myself for a second — fuck, they look saggier than they are. I almost laugh. Whatever. The way he's gripping that cock, he looks like he's about to blow any second.

I let the bra slide down my arms and drop to the floor.

He reacts instantly — his hand speeds up on that massive cock, the skin slick and shining under the light.

Dani and I make sure our faces stay out of frame. Just my body. Only what I choose to show.

"I'd love to meet you both and fuck you. I promise we'd all have an amazing time," the stranger types.

I can't help smiling as I write back: "Mmmm haha… that would be exciting."

Right then, Dani's hand slips between my thighs. He starts slow, then spreads my legs a little. He finds how wet I am without even trying. I close my eyes and swallow a moan.

"You like this?" he whispers.

I nod, eyes bright.

I push the table aside and stand up. Facing the camera, I show my whole body. A quick thought crosses my mind — I hope the cellulite doesn't show too much from this angle. But judging by how hard he's jerking himself, I doubt he gives a fuck.

He speeds up, breathing heavier. "I love your body. You're incredible."

I turn slightly, offering myself, letting him look. Then I sit back down next to Dani. His fingers find my clit and I squirm under his touch while watching the guy lose it on screen.

I type, soaked and shameless: "I wouldn't mind if you were here right now."

He reacts instantly, his hand moving faster over that cock.

"You've never met up with anyone?"

"No."

"You should. You're a goddess."

I smile, hot. Dani does too.

"I'm on swinger sites," he adds, "and some forums. There are Telegram groups too — I can recommend some good ones. I already mentioned it to your husband."

"I'm not ruling it out," I type, breathless.

"But keep me in mind. I want to get my hands on you."

My breath hitches. Between Dani's touch and the sight of that bastard losing it on screen, I'm right on the edge.

I slide the table aside, careful with the angle, and climb on top of Dani, straddling him. I turn my back to the stranger so he can see everything — how I move, how I take control.

I lift myself slightly, exaggerating the motion so it reads clearly on screen — the way I grab my husband's cock and rub it against my soaked entrance. My breath stutters. God, I'm burning. I glance over my shoulder. The guy is jerking himself furiously, his muffled groans bleeding through even at low volume.

A message flashes: "Fuuuck yeah… fuck her."

Dani's hands grab my ass, spread me wide, forcing me open for the camera. I can't hold back anymore — I drop down and feel him slide all the way inside me. A moan tears out of me as I start riding him, slow at first, then faster, hungrier.

My hand moves between us, finding my clit, rubbing hard in rhythm with his thrusts. Every so often I look back at the screen — at that massive cock in his hands, at the way he's losing control just watching me get fucked.

"Imagine him pushing that big cock inside you like this," Dani murmurs, his voice wrecked.

The words hit me hard. I look at him, my face twisted with pleasure.

"Would you like that?" he presses.

"Yes…" I gasp.

"I'd love it. Watching him bury it inside you, all the way. Bareback."

That sends me. I throw my head back, arching as I ride him harder, feeling his cock stretch me, fill me, my pussy soaked and throbbing.

I turn to the screen — the stranger is cumming — thick ropes hitting his stomach, one after another, his hand still pumping as he watches me, wrecked, breathing hard.

I ride Dani harder, chasing it. He's close too.

"He'd rather be coming inside you right now… filling you up…" Dani pants. "And you'd want that too."

"Yes!" I cry out, and my body breaks apart. The orgasm crashes through me, my muscles shaking, his cock pulsing inside me.

"I'm cumming…" he groans, gripping me tight.

The heat of his cum fills me just as I go too, collapsing into it, trembling, lost in the raw filth of sharing all this with a stranger still on the screen — his cock wet with cum, still hard, still wanting more.

I drop onto Dani's chest, sweating, heart pounding. I glance at the screen — he's still slowly stroking himself, like he's waiting for an encore. It makes me laugh out loud.

"Well, show's over, handsome," I murmur. I type a quick "bye" and snap the laptop shut with a clack.

I sink back into the couch, still trembling.

And I don't know what turns me on more — the fuck we just had… or the fact that another man spent the whole time watching me, dying to wreck me.


CHAPTER 9

It's a morning like any other. Alarm goes off, I jump out of bed, quick coffee, rushed shower, and usually I get dressed like absolute crap — the female version: messy ponytail, bare face, whatever clothes I grab first. I mean, if I ever ran into someone from Vogue on the street, they'd use me as a cautionary tale.

But not today. Today, for some reason I don't even understand, I slow down a bit. I stand in front of the mirror with mascara in my hand and think: Okay, I'm not turning into a Kardashian, but a little effort won't kill me. I line my eyes, add a bit of color to my lips, and hey… I actually look decent. Almost good, if I'm being honest.

I spot the tight pants I almost never wear and decide to try them on. I pull them up, turn around in front of the mirror and… yeah, my ass is still right where it should be. Well, hey — still got it, I think, grinning like an idiot. Everyone at the office dresses like they're headed to a cocktail party with the Queen, and I always show up like the neighbor who goes downstairs to take out the trash in her pajamas. Not today, honey. Today I'm dialing it up a bit.

I don't even know if I'm doing it for me, for Dani, or for that little voice in my head whispering that maybe I'm hotter than I thought.

I drop the kids off at school in a rush and head straight to work. I walk into the office in my tight pants, still feeling slightly off about having put more effort into my makeup than usual.

The moment I step inside, I run into Clara. She looks me up and down and lets out a soft laugh.

"Well, well… look at you. You look great. You've lost weight."

I laugh.

"Me? Thinner? No way, I'm exactly the same."

She gives me that sly smile of hers and shakes her head.

"Nope. Something's different… You're glowing."

I wave it off, smiling.

"Must be the vitamins," I say, winking at her.

The morning flies by. Calls, emails, a thousand things to handle. I'm so focused that when I check the time, it surprises me — half an hour until our coffee break. I sigh like I've been working nonstop for three days.

Then my desk phone rings. I pick up.

"Laura? Can you come in for a moment?"

Julián. My boss. One of the partners, in charge of admin. Sixty-something, always proper, a bit stiff… but not unpleasant.

"Sure, Julián. I'll be right there."

I lock my computer, stand up, and walk toward his office. As I pass Martina's desk, she's on the phone, as usual — arguing with some supplier. Sounds like she had Red Bull with vinegar for breakfast. Still, I smile and wave. She barely nods, still growling into the receiver.

I reach Julián's office. He's sitting facing the door, as formal as ever. There's a man sitting across from him, back to me. All I can see is his straight posture, his perfectly tailored suit.

"Come in, Laura," Julián says. "I want you to meet Thiago Souza. He'll be handling the new branch we're opening."

The man stands up, turns around — and I freeze.

Oh. It's him. The dark-haired guy from the café that morning. Tall, handsome, with that effortless presence that makes it look like suits were made specifically for him.

For a split second I just stand there, but I pull myself together fast. Thank God I made an effort today — decent hair, a bit of makeup, these pants that hug my ass just right. At least I don't look like a disaster. Though the moment I think that, I catch myself: are you serious right now, Laura?

Thiago smiles broadly and steps closer. I hesitate for a second, unsure whether to shake his hand, but he moves naturally and greets me with two kisses. The confidence in the gesture melts me completely.

"Nice to meet you," he says, with that soft, musical accent. Then he adds, genuinely surprised: "Hey — I saw you the other day at the café, having breakfast."

My heart jumps. I let out a nervous little laugh.

"Oh… really? I didn't notice. I'm always rushing around, half asleep…" And as I say it, I cringe inside. Nice one, Laura. Truly stunning.

He keeps smiling, like my awkwardness amuses him. Julián steps in, all business.

"Laura handles suppliers, billing, and general administration. She'll get you up to speed and be your point of contact with the branch staff."

Thiago nods, looking at me with that calm that throws me off.

"Well, if she's that good, maybe I should just take her with me and save us all some time."

Julián laughs.

"No, no. She's staying right here."

I laugh too, but inside I feel like a shaken bottle of champagne — pride from the compliment, nerves because I feel like a blushing teenager, and this electric buzz running through me just from being that close to him. And there he stands — tall, elegant, smiling like he has no idea what he's doing to me… or maybe he knows exactly.

Thiago shakes Julián's hand.

"I'm heading to the other office — we've got a meeting there in a bit," he says, then looks at me. "You coming?"

"Yeah, I'm heading out too."

We walk down the hallway together. He moves with that effortless confidence, like he belongs on a runway. I try to act normal, but inside I feel like someone poured champagne straight into my veins.

"Have you been with the company long?" he asks, friendly, casual… but with that subtle edge that catches me off guard.

"Yeah… though let's not talk about years, or I'll start feeling old," I say, laughing.

He looks at me, half-smiling.

"Old? You're anything but."

My face burns. Great. Blushing again, like a teenager.

As we turn the corner, I spot Clara and Martina at their desks. Both look up just as I walk past with Thiago at my side. Clara flashes me a wicked smile. Martina, without even pausing her fake work, shoots me a look somewhere between curious and knowing. I keep walking like I haven't noticed, head high — but inside I'm screaming please, floor, swallow me whole.

We reach my desk and I stop.

"Well… this is me."

Thiago smiles, that same dangerous calm.

"Perfect. Now I know where to find you when I need you."

He leans in, two kisses — just as self-assured as the first ones — and walks off down the hallway. I drop into my chair, turn on the screen almost automatically, and sit there staring at nothing for a second.

God…

I get back to my emails, trying to focus. I'm typing along like nothing's happened when, out of the corner of my eye, I see Clara and Martina coming over together. The moment I see them side by side I think: here comes the investigation committee.

"Coffee?" Clara asks, with that smile that already makes me nervous.

I check the time. They're early. But honestly… I need it.

"Yeah, let's go."

In the elevator, Clara doesn't even last two seconds.

"Okay, spill. Who is he? Because wow."

I laugh, a little too fast.

"Nothing, seriously. Julián said he's going to run the new branch in the south."

Martina jumps in, like she's been taking mental notes.

"He's dark… where's he from?"

I shrug.

"No idea. Didn't ask."

Clara nudges me.

"Girl, you need to wake up. He was totally looking at you. Is that why you wore those pants today — marking territory?"

I feel my face heat up.

"Hey! I had no idea about any of this."

We all burst out laughing just as the elevator doors open. We walk toward the café, exchanging glances, teasing each other. Right before we go in, Clara drops one last line:

"That guy would sort you out in two afternoons flat."

I laugh and want to die in equal measure. We sit down, still giggling.

Martina, always the practical one, cuts straight to it:

"Did he have an accent?"

"Yeah… I mean, I think so. I'm terrible with accents," I say, shrugging. "But his name's Thiago, so… probably Brazilian or something."

Clara widens her eyes dramatically.

"Thiago… damn, even the name sounds good in certain situations."

We all crack up like idiots.

"Is he nice? Is he staying around here?" Clara asks, clearly interested.

Martina raises an eyebrow.

"Look at her, already going in for the kill."

Clara doesn't even flinch.

"Please. You've got plenty going on yourself."

Martina blushes instantly, and I nearly lose it.

"I don't know if he'll be around," I say, trying to sound calm. "I'll mostly be dealing with his admin team."

I bite my tongue, then can't help it:

"Although… he did tell Julián he wanted to take me with him."

Martina looks up so fast she forgets her poker face. Clara and Martina both let out an exaggerated woooow at the same time, and we end up laughing so loud half the café turns to look.

And while they're laughing… I'm not thinking about coffee. I'm thinking about Thiago.


CHAPTER 10

I left the boss's office thinking the same thing as always: short on staff, drowning in cars, and I was the one paying for it. Antonio was still out on sick leave, and the backlog of vehicles felt like a race with no finish line. The boss, wearing his best "nothing I can do" face, told me a new mechanic was starting tomorrow. I nodded like that was supposed to fix anything. But inside, I thought: at this rate, I'll be the one grabbing a wrench.

I turned on the computer and started going through some overdue orders. Not even a minute had passed when WhatsApp pinged. Laura.

How's your morning going?

I smiled — it happened every time I saw her name on the screen. I typed back: Same as always. You?

She replied almost instantly: Same here, buried in work. We just got back from coffee — I haven't done shit all morning.

I frowned and typed: How come?

Her answer came right away: Nothing, it's just nonstop. Already stressed out.

I let out a quiet laugh and sent a simple "lol."

I figured that was it, but another message came through right after:

Remember I'm taking the kids straight to the dentist this afternoon. They need to check the little one for braces, so we'll probably be a bit late.

No worries, I replied.

Then came the surprise:

Get something ready for tonight. I'm… ugh, I'm burning.

I froze, phone in hand. I read it again. And again. Laura almost never wrote anything that explicit — definitely not in the middle of a workday. Heat spread through my body instantly, a sudden shot of desire running through me like a current. I replied with a few clapping emojis and kisses, the first thing I could think of, as if that might somehow contain the grin that had taken over my face.

I set the phone down on the desk and stared at the computer screen without really seeing anything. For a few seconds, the backlog of cars, Antonio being out, the new mechanic — none of it existed. All I could think about was her. Her message. How much it got to me, picturing her like that.

***

When the workday ended, I got in the car and drove straight home. My head was the usual noise on the way — orders, pending clients, the conversation with the boss. A thousand things spinning at once. But the moment I turned the key and stepped inside, all of it disappeared.

They wouldn't be back for a while. That left me alone with my thoughts… and her message still burning somewhere in the back of my head.

I stepped into the shower and let the water do its job. It was quick — just enough to wash off the day. Then I changed: a light T-shirt and shorts. I wanted everything ready.

I opened the laptop and set up a playlist to loop. Not just anything — mostly threesome scenes, interracial, couples bringing in a third. The kind of thing that had been hitting exactly where it needed to lately. With every click, my imagination was moving faster than my hands.

Then I went to the closet. Tucked in the back was the package I'd picked up days ago and still hadn't opened. The box was untouched. I picked it up with that strange combination of nerves and anticipation — like a kid with a new toy.

I opened it slowly. First out was a black dildo, one of those that looks like a karaoke mic. Power button, two more to control intensity. The finish caught the light from the living room. I pictured Laura holding it, eyes closed, feeling it run through her.

There was more in the box. A second toy — a cock-shaped vibrator, a considerable size, blunt, almost obscene. I held it for a moment, gauging mentally how she'd react when she saw it. That alone made me smile.

I took out the lube and, without overthinking it, plugged everything in to charge. I wasn't risking anything failing tonight.

Then I opened the browser and started digging. Forums, hookup sites, swinger groups. I didn't know if we'd actually take that step or not, but I wanted to feel prepared. Laura had said she was burning. Fine — I planned to give her not just fire, but a full blaze.

The last few days I'd been testing the waters. I didn't want to go in blind, so I signed up on a couple of sites and some free forums. Nothing serious, just scouting. The result was disappointing: fake-looking profiles everywhere, messages way too direct, and a parade of pushy guys who, the second they saw I'd registered as a couple, went straight to asking for pictures of Laura.

I didn't upload anything. She still didn't know about any of this, and even though I'd gotten worked up chatting on some of those forums, it never went past words. I didn't trust those places.

People on the forums recommended a few options, but it was the guy we'd had the cybersex session with the other day who sent me a private message that actually said something useful. He pointed me to one specific site: playswingers.com. According to him, it was in a different league. Profiles were verified by users themselves, and after every meetup, people left reviews. That system, he said, made people take it seriously.

After reading it, I sent in the access request.

And the email I'd just received was the reply. When I opened it, there were the instructions: five days of free access and the option to create a full couple profile.

I logged in with the temporary credentials and could tell the difference immediately. The layout was cleaner, more direct. No clutter of ads and fake-looking content like everywhere else. You could see a real effort to keep things serious.

It asked for a username. I stared at the screen for a few seconds, then typed: 2Complicex. Yes. That's what Laura and I were — accomplices, sex, shared game.

Then came the usual boxes: Are you a couple? Yes. What are you looking for? I checked several: cuckold, threesomes, swapping, hotwife, cybersex. The word hotwife made me pause for a second. It almost seemed made for Laura.

Then the physical profile: age, height, weight, nationality… even penis size. I snorted, but filled it in roughly, without giving it too much thought.

When I finished, I hit accept and the site opened up fully. The first thing on the screen was a feed of recent photos and videos from other members: couples fucking with others, women between two men, threesomes in ordinary homes — nothing staged, nothing polished. Real people, normal bodies, just like anyone's, filming themselves and sharing it.

I leaned closer to the screen and watched in silence. This didn't feel like a circus full of fakes. The feeling was different. Serious. And, I'll admit, it turned me on.

What I hadn't realized at first was that every profile that posted anything could see who had visited it. And without noticing, I'd already left a trail. Suddenly, chat notifications started popping up all at once — four or five single men, a couple of couples.

I was surprised they'd messaged so fast, but then it made sense: they'd seen I'd looked at their profiles. The messages were all variations of the same thing: Are you new? Any experience? Going to upload pictures? What are you looking for?

I clicked on a few profiles out of curiosity. There were their descriptions — what they were like, what they wanted, photos, videos, even verification counts and who had vouched for them. A full sexual résumé, essentially.

I replied with the basics, keeping it as neutral as I could: we'd just signed up, we'd complete the profile later. But since I'd checked cuckold, the friend requests and direct messages kept flooding in.

Overwhelmed, yes. But also turned on. It was like opening a door and finding half the world already trying to look inside.


CHAPTER 11

The kids are already asleep, and I catch myself smiling to myself. It's been a long time since I've felt like this — desired, wanted, in the mood to play. Ever since that cybersex session, I can't stop thinking about it. Watching that guy jerk off just from seeing me half-naked left me absolutely feral. And Dani… Dani's not the same man.

I'm on the couch in light pajamas — short shorts and a tank top, nothing underneath. I feel half naked just wearing that. He sets the laptop in front of me, and I shoot him a mischievous smile.

"What did you set up?"

He turns, grinning, and says he wants to show me a website. He types, and it pops up on the screen: playswingers.com.

"Wait, seriously? You think we'd actually meet up with other people?" I ask, half amused, half stunned.

He laughs.

"We can start with a profile. See where it goes."

I glance at him sideways and start giggling.

"Come on… you've already made it, haven't you? 2Complicex?" I repeat it, laughing.

He shrugs, a little self-conscious, says he likes the name. I keep my eyebrow raised.

"And now what? Photos? I don't want anyone recognizing us, okay?"

"Just for the thrill, that's all. No faces, no problem. And there are videos — couples, threesomes… it's all anonymous."

I go along with it, even if part of me thinks we might be pushing it. Still… there's a little heat between my legs that gives me away.

Dani smiles at me.

"You look fucking amazing for some photos."

I pretend to be offended, but I give in. He grabs his phone and starts shooting. Sexy poses — me pulling my top down until my tits are out, then on all fours on the couch, arching my back. I laugh, cover myself, pose again. We're like kids, messing around.

When he shows me the gallery, I frown.

"No way, delete those! Look at this one — my love handles — and here, my cellulite… shit, I've got more than I thought."

Dani bursts out laughing and pulls me in.

"You're hot as hell. Trust me — I've seen what people post. Real bodies, no filters. You've got nothing on them."

He gets a smile out of me, even if I don't fully buy it. In the end we pick a few, and he crops them so my face isn't visible — just my body.

"What about you?" I ask.

"I'll take some later. We'll upload yours first, then a couple of mine."

I look at him with a sly grin.

"You're not just trying to fuck other women, are you? Is that why you're into swapping?"

He holds my gaze — serious, but there's something in his eyes.

"What really turns me on is picturing a threesome with you and another guy. That gets me harder than any swap."

A tingle runs through me, head to toe. I laugh it off, like it's nothing, but inside something burns that I wasn't expecting.

This is insane… but I'm having way too much fun.

I laugh nervously as I close the website myself.

"Alright… let's get to it. We've got to get up early."

Dani nods, his cock already hard against his pants, and opens the folder of videos he had ready. But before that he pulls two boxes out from behind the couch. I blink.

"What's that?"

I open them and burst out laughing. In one, a massive cock-shaped vibrator; in the other, the classic microphone-style one.

"You expect me to fit that inside me?" I say, holding it up like a trophy.

Dani cracks up.

"That's monster size… but it vibrates too."

I set it aside without hesitating.

"That one's for another day. I'll take this one — it's like the one I used to have, remember?"

"That's why I got it," he says, smiling. "You loved it."

He hands me the lube. I take it happily, give him a quick kiss, and murmur:

"Thanks… I love it."

"I knew you would."

I settle back on the couch, spread my legs, and start the video. I slick up my fingers and press the vibrator straight against my clit.

"Fuck… that's strong." I lower the intensity and laugh.

Dani watches me like he's lost his mind, pulling his pants down, already stroking himself. On the screen, two guys are fucking a woman. Amateur porn, raw. I've been turned on all day, and this damn toy isn't helping me calm down.

Then it hits — one guy, dark-haired, pounding a woman hard, while the one who's supposed to be her husband jerks off watching. And out of nowhere a name slips into my head: Thiago. And right then and there I cum, my body spasming, biting my lip to hold back the moan.

"Wow… you were right there," Dani says, his eyes shining.

"Mmm… I really needed that," I laugh, breathless, reaching for more lube and bringing the toy back down.

He looks at me, amused.

"What's going on with you?"

I hesitate.

"Well… everything we've been doing lately just gets me so fucking turned on."

I keep my eyes on the screen, but my mind is somewhere else. Should I tell him about Thiago? Or will he take it the wrong way? In the end, the raw pull of it wins.

"There's this guy at work… well, a regional rep… he's going to be around for a few days and… I think he's been checking me out."

Dani stops, looks at me, focused.

"What's his name?"

My face burns. The vibrator trembles in my hand. I say it like a moan, unable to hold it back any longer:

"Thiago…"

Dani smiles slightly — somewhere between jealous and turned on.

"Is that how you'd want Thiago to fuck you? Like in the video — pounding you hard?"

His voice hits me deep. I can't pretend. I let out a soft cry, spreading my legs wider.

"Ugh… like that… yes…"

I cum again, my body shaking, Dani stroking himself to the rhythm of my moans. I feel dirty, slutty, and completely alive all at once.

He doesn't look away from me.

"Just thinking about it turns you on that much, huh?"

I laugh, still floating, the vibrator still buzzing against my clit.

"Idiot… with you here, everything turns me on more."

But the name stays in my head. Thiago. And the way Dani said it makes me think this madness has only just begun.


CHAPTER 12

My phone vibrated on the dealership desk. A WhatsApp from Laura:
Honey, I won't be able to pick up the kids after all. Lara got sick and can't cover the booth we set up at the fair, so I need to help out. Can you go instead?

I smirked and typed back fast:
Sure. The boss isn't in today, so I can slip out without owing anyone an explanation.

Less than two minutes later, she called.

"Are you going to be late?" I asked, closing out an order on the computer.

"I hope not too much… but I can't promise. I'll keep you posted. Actually, you could come to the opening. The kids would love it — there's stuff here for them."

"Alright. If I'm not too wiped, we'll come. Have a good day."

"Thanks, babe."

We hung up. I went back to my orders, but my head wasn't on the cars.
It was still stuck on last night.

Thiago.

Just a fucking name. That's all. I didn't even know who he was. Just that Laura had let it slip between moans, face twisted as the orgasm hit her. And me — idiot that I am — I'd been carrying that around all day.

Was it just a fantasy? Or was there actually some guy at her office watching her the way she'd described? What if he turned her on more than she'd admitted?

I exhaled, pulled up another order on the screen. Couldn't focus.

I closed my eyes for a second. The poison of jealousy cut with something I liked less: the filth underneath it.

***

I rush out of the office with my badge hanging around my neck. The plastic says I'm part of the company, though it looks more like a cheap carnival pass than anything professional.

When I get to the venue, it hits me all at once — people rushing every which way, hammering, open crates, workers climbing up and down ladders. Chaos. The opening is at six and it still looks like a war zone.

I find our booth after a couple of laps. Luckily it's almost done — counter set up, roll-ups in place, just a few finishing touches left.

Julián, Martina, Thiago, and a couple more coworkers are already there. I greet everyone with my best smile, trying to sound upbeat. Thiago smiles back — wide, confident. Almost too wide.

For a while I keep busy organizing brochures, placing samples, making sure everything looks decent. But every now and then, without meaning to, I glance up.
And there he is. Looking at me.

Martina appears behind me and murmurs:
"You've been staring an awful lot." She laughs, that dry little laugh of hers.

I play dumb.
"What are you talking about?" I say, straightening a box of pens.

I keep the act up, but I can feel the heat rising to my cheeks while the thoughts pile in: Yeah, he's hot, but it's not like it's a big deal. I wouldn't do anything with him. Well… unless Dani were right there. Or unless Dani didn't mind… I shake my head and push the smile back down. Laura, get it together — you're losing your mind.

Martina asks me to go with her to the car to grab some boxes. On the way out, she sighs like someone who's been personally wronged.

"I really hate this fair stuff, with everything I've got piling up at the office."

I nod, rolling my eyes slightly.
"Well, we managed to dodge it for years…"

She gives me a sly look.
"I think you don't mind it so much. Not with Thiago around."

I laugh, but it comes out a little forced.
"Oh, please. Don't be ridiculous — I'm married."

"Yeah? So am I," she fires back, smirking. "And my husband is about as exciting as a telephone pole. Thiago's not really my type, but he's definitely hot." She laughs and adds, "Besides, I've heard Brazilian guys are hung."

We look at each other and burst out laughing — the kind of laugh you share with a friend when you're saying something you absolutely shouldn't.

"My husband is anything but boring… at least not in that department," I say, still laughing.

"Well, lucky you. So many years together and still sparks flying."

"Sparks is relative… but I really can't complain."

Martina sighs and shrugs.
"In my case, it's like living with a neutered cat. Fat, no charm, no instinct. If he ever had any," her voice goes dry, "it's long gone."

I look at her. She says it with equal parts sarcasm and bitter laughter, but there's something sad underneath it. I wasn't expecting that.

"God… I'm sorry."

We head back with the boxes. The booth is quieter now — just Julián and Thiago.

"Let's get something to eat," Julián says to Martina. "I need to go over a couple of things about month-end. When we're back, you two can go so we don't leave this unattended."

"Perfect," Thiago says, smiling.

They leave, and Thiago asks me to help him fix a vinyl panel that's come loose from the booth wall. We get to work, and before I know it we're talking like we've known each other for years. He's genuinely easy to be around — funny without working at it. And that accent… warm, smooth, dangerously easy to listen to. Time disappears. Next thing I know, Julián and Martina are back, and it feels like they barely left.

"That was fast," I say to Martina.

She huffs.
"Express lunch. Honestly, just as well — he was driving me crazy with work stuff." She rolls her eyes and adds, in her best stage voice, "Now he says he's leaving early, so while you two go eat, I'll just sit here staring at the ceiling."

I laugh. She does too.

"Shall we?" Thiago says, looking at me.

"Yeah," I answer, and feel an unexpected tingle low in my stomach.

We head to the fair's restaurant. He's on the phone the entire walk, speaking Portuguese — orders, the regional office, some report. Boring. I walk beside him, badge bouncing against my chest, pretending to be interested while pretending I'm not bored.

When he finally hangs up, he smiles at me like we haven't spoken in days.

"Kids?" he asks, opening the menu.

"Two. You?"

"No."

He pauses, studying me, then says:
"They must be beautiful… with a mother like you."

I nearly choke on my water. I smile back at him, half awkward, half flattered. Christ. He doesn't waste any time.

The waiter comes and we order quickly. Light food, easy conversation. I laugh at his jokes — more than I should. He has that knack for catching you off guard. And the accent… it wraps around me like something warm.

Is he big?

Oh, for God's sake, Laura. Focus.

In the afternoon, Dani shows up with the kids just in time for the opening. The moment I see him, I feel that tingle in my stomach again. He's playing it cool, but his eyes aren't — he's watching me, clocking every move.

Relax, babe. I just had lunch with the guy. That's all. Okay, and he called me pretty. And I thought things. But still.

The kids make a beeline for the inflatable slides and I finally get a moment to breathe. Martina comes over and suggests a beer at the stand next door. In the end, four of us go: Martina, Thiago, Dani, and me.

They get talking about Brazil. I can feel Dani's eyes on me.

Mid-conversation, my phone buzzes in my pocket. A message from Dani. I open it and nearly choke on my beer:

Well, he is pretty hot.

I shoot him a look that says don't even start.
Inside, I'm cracking up.

I go back to pretending to listen to Thiago's stories about landing in Spain at fourteen.

Then Martina nudges me.
"Look who just walked in."

I follow her gaze to the entrance — and my jaw almost hits the floor. Tall, dark, the kind of man who looks like he walked off a cologne billboard, coming through the door like he owns the place.

Fuck.

He walks up to the bar, and the air in the room shifts slightly. Then I hear Thiago say, casual as you like:

"Roberto!"

The man smiles broadly, walks over, and Thiago introduces him the way you'd show off something expensive.

"Everyone, this is Roberto — my partner."

I take a long pull of my beer to keep from losing it completely. I glance sideways at Dani.

He's drinking too, slow, with that half-smile I know all too well — the smile of a man who's spent half the afternoon jealous… and has just been completely blindsided.

God. This is turning into a full-on farce.
And I'm right in the middle of it.


CHAPTER 13

It's night, the TV's off, and the house is quiet. Dani opens his laptop with that mischievous look he's been wearing lately.
"I'm going to show you how our profile turned out," he says, motioning for me to come closer.

I settle in next to him on the couch, heart racing, cheeks burning. Our Playswingers profile fills the screen. My stomach drops when I see the photos. Three of them. All me. I cover my face with my hands.
"I'm dying of embarrassment."

He laughs it off.
"Come on, you can't even tell it's you. Relax. And you've already got a hundred and ten likes."

He pulls my hands away and points at the screen.
"One hundred and ten?" I repeat, eyes wide.
"Yeah. And there are comments." He grabs the mouse and starts reading out loud. "Welcome," "You're so hot," "Gorgeous"…

I blush hard.
"See? It's not just me who thinks so," he adds, with that smug little grin.

"Oh, shut up," I say, elbowing him. But inside I can't deny the rush spreading through my whole body.

"And wait — there are more than thirty-five friend requests." He raises his eyebrows. "Single guys, couples… everything."
"Everything?" I ask, swallowing.
"Everything." He clicks the icon and profiles, photos, even homemade videos start popping up.

I cover my mouth, half laughing, half squirming with embarrassment.
"I can't deal with this, Dani."
"Of course you can. Look at this one." He points at a thumbnail: a couple fucking on a bed with tiger-print sheets.

"Oh my God!" I burst out laughing. "Who even posts that?"
"People like us," he says, completely unfazed.

We spend a long while scrolling through profiles, reading messages, chatting with a few. Most are just greetings, but some are bolder. Can't wait to try that ass. I close my eyes and laugh nervously.
"I'm going to have a heart attack."

Dani leans closer, wraps an arm around my shoulders, and whispers in my ear:
"It turns you on, doesn't it?"

I try to deny it, but my laugh gives me away.
"A little."

The chat is still open and I feel the heat rising from my chest down through my body. Dani watches me out of the corner of his eye, with that look I know too well. He pulls down his shorts without a word.

"Seriously?" I say, already laughing, turned on and nervous at the same time.
"Seriously," he replies, jerking off slowly while he tilts the screen toward me so I can see the comments again.

And I can't help it. I pull off my pajamas and swing a leg over him on the couch. The laptop stays open to one side, the chat window glowing. I let myself drop onto him, feeling him inside me, and start moving slowly.

"Look, Laura…" he pants, pointing at the screen. "I'm not the only one you drive crazy when they see your photos."

I bite his lip, half laughing, half moaning.
"Idiot…"

The wet sounds of our bodies mix with the clatter of keys when my hand brushes the keyboard by accident. The chat is still active. Someone has written: What an attractive couple, I love your profile.

Dani picks up the pace and I let myself go, soaked, turned on by him, by the comments, by how completely insane all of this is. The orgasm hits me on top of him, biting his shoulder so I don't cry out too loud.

We collapse, sweaty, onto the couch, laughing like kids. The laptop is still open, the chat window blinking with a new message.

I close my eyes and think: This is a game… or does Dani really want to take it further?

***

We logged onto the swinger site many nights — first out of novelty, then because of the raw pull it gave us. The couch, the laptop, the two of us shoulder to shoulder. I'd log in and she'd shrink back slightly, as if she wanted to hide behind my arm, though she never once stopped watching the screen with exactly the same curiosity as me.

Every day brought more contacts, more messages, more photos. Laura started recognizing some of them by their usernames and laughed at how persistent they were.
"Look, this guy again," she'd say, pointing at the screen. "Doesn't he ever give up?"

I watched her, fascinated. I liked seeing her laugh nervously, blush, cover her face with her hand and then pull it away to keep looking. That contrast between embarrassment and arousal had me on edge.

At first we replied politely, short messages. But we soon worked out that the real filth was in the single guys' profiles. Couples felt heavy, almost forced. A man with her, though — with me right there — that had a different kind of power. It turned us on in a way we hadn't imagined.

"Look at this one," I said one night, opening a photo of a young guy, built, cocky smile.

Laura raised an eyebrow.
"Not bad…" she said, trying to sound indifferent. Her voice gave her away.

That idea kept surfacing — in our conversations, in the chats, in bed. While we fucked, I'd push her:
"Can you imagine another guy here, fucking you while I watch?"

And she, panting, would grip me tighter. She never confirmed it. Never denied it either. That was better.

Some nights I went on alone, browsed, replied. The next morning I'd tell her what I'd read. Not summaries — I exaggerated the details, described the photos, repeated the propositions. She'd listen with that crooked smile, eyes bright.
"Did he really say that?"
"And more." I leaned in close to her ear and repeated the messages word for word.

The game was delicious. It kept us alive, bound us together in a new way. But it also gave me the feeling that Laura didn't really believe I'd dare go through with it. That for her it was a challenge thrown out into the air, a provocation with no real risk. I had my own doubts: did she think it could actually happen? Or was she just enjoying keeping me right at the edge, playing with my desire?

One night, while the chat was on fire, I couldn't hold back:
"One day I'll do it. No warning — someone will just show up, and we'll both fuck you."

Laura turned her head, surprised, and then smiled with that insolent gleam in her eyes.
"I dare you."

I held her gaze, heart pounding in my throat. That I dare you landed like a shot straight to the center of my arousal. And in that moment I knew that even though we still called it a game, the line between fantasy and reality was getting very close to breaking.

Saturday came and the kids were spending the day with their grandparents. About once a month we'd drop them off in the morning, and sometimes they'd even stay the night. A small break we used to go out, sleep in, or just enjoy the silence of the house.

After lunch we cleared the table, and Laura, instead of collapsing on the couch, announced she was going to take a nap.
"If I stay here I'll pass out and wake up with a stiff neck," she said, laughing, before disappearing down the hallway.

I stayed alone in the living room with that particular silence the house has when the kids aren't there. I opened the laptop almost on autopilot and logged into Playswingers. No plan. It was a reflex by now — open the profile, check messages, browse.

There were several new requests, greetings, comments on the photos. One caught my eye: a young guy, well verified, who wrote differently from the rest. Not crude. Not desperate. Natural, easy. I opened it and replied. He was online and the chat opened.

The conversation flowed easily. He said he loved our profile, that Laura was exactly the kind of woman who got to him. I told him plainly that we'd never been with anyone else, but that the raw pull between us was strong.

"That's the best part," he said. "That it turns you on and brings you closer."

He asked what part of the city we were in. I hesitated. I didn't like giving out details. Before I could answer, he wrote:
"I'm not from here. Just passing through. Staying at a hotel, leaving early tomorrow."

Something lurched in my stomach. The image of Laura, face flushed, whispering I dare you — it drove into me like a shot to the head.

I typed almost without thinking:
"What if we meet now?"

The silence stretched. Then his reply came:
"I don't have much time. And if it's your first time, better not to make it a big production. Are you sure she'll want to?"

I looked down the hallway. The bedroom door was half open. Laura was breathing quietly, asleep. I had no doubt.
"Yes. I'm sure."

We exchanged numbers. I gave him the exact street and building, not the apartment. I told him to text when he got there and I'd come down. No doorbells. No noise to wake her before it was time.

I shut the laptop and, almost without thinking, dug through a drawer until I found the video camera. I plugged it in with shaking hands to charge it. No time to prepare anything — just a few minutes — but I needed to record whatever I could. The idea of having it recorded made me even more nervous.

I stared at the dark reflection in the blank screen. My hands were damp. My heart was pounding hard enough that breathing took effort.

Twenty minutes later my phone buzzed.
I'm downstairs.

I stood up fast. Walked down the hallway, glanced into the bedroom. Laura still asleep, oblivious. I closed the door carefully and went down to the street.

He was leaning against a motorcycle, backpack over one shoulder. Younger in person, but the look in his eyes was steady. We shook hands without much talk and went inside. The elevator moved slowly. Each floor felt like it took longer than the last.

Inside the apartment I motioned for silence. Showed him the bathroom, then led him to the back bedroom.
"Here," I murmured. "Stay here and wait."

He nodded, set his backpack on the chair, and started undressing without so much as a glance at me, like he knew exactly what he was doing. I stood there, tense, trying to convince myself this wasn't a dream.

Laura was still in the other room, asleep. The plan was clear: blindfold her, undress her, bring her in here, where he was already waiting.

I took a deep breath. My throat was tight with the tension of it. No going back now.

The next step was waking her up.


CHAPTER 14

I feel someone touching my cheek. I barely open my eyes, still groggy, and recognize Dani's voice whispering in my ear.
"Wake up. I've got a surprise."

I let out a soft moan, still half asleep, and let him help me sit up. His warmth behind me feels familiar, reassuring. Then suddenly I feel something over my face — a soft scarf he ties behind my head.

"What are you doing?" I ask, laughing nervously.
"Shhh… what you wanted."

The tone of his voice makes goosebumps run up my skin. I hold my breath and let it happen. I feel him pull down my short pajamas — first the tank top, then the shorts — until I'm completely naked. Cool air runs over my body and my nipples tighten.

My mind takes off. I assume it's just another one of his games, like always — but a doubt cuts through me like lightning.
What if there's someone else? Would he actually dare? No. Dani wouldn't go that far… would he?

He takes my hand and guides me through the house. I walk blind, heart pounding hard. A few steps, then he stops.

"Relax. I'm here," he whispers.

I nod, smiling, even though the blindfold strips away my sense of control. I'm naked. Disoriented. Turned on.

Suddenly hands run down my arms from my shoulders to my wrists. I shiver. He's being so gentle today… I think, convinced it's Dani playing with me. Lips brush my shoulder. I smile.

"Mmm… okay, waking me up like this is a pretty good surprise," I murmur, tilting my head to give him more access.

But the touch doesn't stop. It builds. Now hands cup my breasts from behind, squeezing softly, while others slide along my waist.

I freeze.

Too many. Four hands.

A shiver tears through my whole body. My breath catches in my throat. I can barely speak.

I'm trembling. I don't need to see to understand it. Dani isn't alone.

My first instinct is to rip the scarf off. Stop everything. This can't be happening.

But I don't move. I stay still, breathing fast, heart out of control.

"Looks like… you brought a friend," I whisper finally, my voice shaking.

Dani doesn't answer. I just feel his breath close by, like he's watching every reaction.

Doubt burns inside me — but my body doesn't care. The man behind me presses closer and I feel it: his cock, hard and firm, brushing against my bare ass. A strangled breath slips out of me.

His hands move lower, slow and deliberate, sliding over my stomach until they slip between my legs. He parts me gently, like he knows exactly where to touch. A finger finds my clit, circling slowly, precisely, with the confidence of someone who knows what he's doing.

I suck in air. I'm soaking wet. My body gives me away and he notices, deepening the pressure, playing with my folds while the heat rushes up to my face.

I close my eyes under the blindfold. It doesn't matter who he is anymore. I know it's not Dani touching me. Dani is here — I feel him — but those hands aren't his.

A faint metallic sound cuts through the haze. Familiar. A click. The camera turning on.

My breath stutters. He's recording. Dani is going to record all of it.

A moan slips out of me before I can stop it.

I'm not thinking about stopping this anymore. I'm too turned on. I let it happen.

They guide me slowly, still blindfolded. Heart pounding in my ears, legs trembling, I go with it. A few steps and then I feel the mattress against the back of my thighs. They lay me down on my back. Naked. Exposed. Unable to see a thing.

The air is thick. It smells like desire — Dani's scent mixed with another I don't recognize.

One moves to my right, the other to my left. Their hands move over my skin like they're memorizing every inch. Arms, stomach, breasts. I feel them brushing against each other, crossing, playing with me. I don't know which one is Dani and which one isn't — but I don't care. Four hands on me like this, and I'm on fire like never before.

Fingers slide down and settle between my legs, touching me slow and steady, finding my clit like they've known me forever. I moan. My body takes over. I'm not in control anymore. That has to be the guest… Dani never touches me like that. Not with that confidence.

Doubts swirl through my head. What the hell am I doing? I'm in my bed, with my husband… and another man. It's insane. But I love it.

A cock brushes against my face. I grab it without thinking, wrap my hand around it, start stroking. Warm skin, hard, pulsing in my palm. I bring it to my lips and take it in — slow at first, then deeper, wetter. It fills my mouth.

A little longer than Dani's, maybe. Not as thick. I don't care. It turns me on.

On the other side, another cock grazes my cheek. I open my mouth wider, switching between them — one, then the other. Sucking, licking, sliding my tongue back and forth. They both moan, deep and low, and the sound goes straight through me and makes me wetter.

I'm shaking, nervous, so turned on I can't stop. Two hard cocks, in my hands, in my mouth. I'm losing my mind.

The guest fingers me in a steady rhythm, soft but firm. He opens me up, touches me like he knows exactly how. I move against his hand, asking for more.

I suck him harder. His cock tightens in my mouth and his moan — different from Dani's — gives him away. That's him. The stranger. And it makes everything even hotter.

He slides one finger inside me, then two, slipping easily into my soaking wet pussy, filling me, opening me up. I cry out, muffled, my mouth full, almost choking on the pleasure.

He pulls them out slowly and goes back to my clit, rubbing in tight, precise circles. An "ohhh" escapes me and I almost laugh. This man really knows what he's doing.

I squirm, suck, moan, let them do whatever they want. Nervous, turned on, a little scared, but full of want. I need more.

And the worst part… or maybe the best… is that I don't know what's going through Dani's head. Is he okay? Is he as turned on as I am? Then I hear his breathing — close, deep — and I have my answer.

He is.

Hands, fingers, cocks all around me, and my head is spinning. I'm panting when I hear Dani's voice, rough, right next to my ear:

"You like it?"

I pull the stranger's cock out of my mouth, a string of saliva dripping down my chin, and answer without thinking:
"I love it…" And I take him back in, sucking him hard.

Their moans mix with another whisper from Dani that sends a shock through my entire body:
"Fuck her."

The guest grips my head — firm, not rough — and starts moving, sliding into my mouth with a slow, relentless rhythm. I feel him getting harder with every stroke. I let him guide me, open wider, take him deeper.

Then he pulls away for a second. Between my hands I feel it — the touch of plastic, a quick movement, latex sliding into place. My heart jumps. He's putting on a condom. He's going to fuck me in front of my husband. In our bed.

I turn my head, grab Dani's cock, and suck him desperately, like I need to convince myself he's here, that this is real. The pill… yes, I'm on the pill… Thoughts come fast and messy and scattered, but I don't stop — I keep sucking, licking, taking him in.

Movement between my legs. The mattress shifts. The guest positions himself, his hands parting me slowly. His cock brushes my entrance, wet, slippery. I turn my head toward him even though the blindfold takes away everything, as if my eyes were trying to find his.

He presses in. Fills me. Slides all the way inside, deep, with one firm, controlled thrust.

I gasp through clenched teeth, pushing my hips back against him, trembling.

Another man, right in front of my husband, just pushed his cock inside me.

He starts moving slowly, fucking me at a steady rhythm. My pussy takes him in open, wet, hungry. My right hand grips his hip tight, anchoring me. I bring my left hand to my mouth, suck my fingers, then bring them down to my clit. I touch myself while he fucks me — fast circles, wet, intense.

I'm open, surrendered, my legs giving in to every thrust. I'm turned on, I feel free, and yes — I feel like a slut. A happy slut.

I've never done anything this bold, this filthy.

I feel his balls slapping against me with every thrust, hot and firm against my flesh. The impact only makes it worse. It turns me on knowing he's fucking me, that he wants me with the same urgency Dani would.

My fingers move faster on my clit, each stroke more desperate than the last. He drives into me harder, setting the rhythm with his hips. He fucks me with the energy of a runaway horse — tense, relentless, full of force. I take Dani's cock deeper into my mouth, almost all the way, until my eyes sting with tears.

And then it all explodes.

A brutal orgasm tears through me, arching my back, bending me in two. I reach the edge with my husband's cock in my mouth and another buried deep inside me, splitting me apart, filling me with a pleasure so new and so intense I can barely breathe.

I writhe like a bitch, moaning, devouring, completely lost.

And it's sublime.


CHAPTER 15

I had the camera in my hand. I was shaking so badly I could barely keep it in focus. The red light blinked, capturing whatever it could in that dimness, lit only by the faint glow leaking in from the hallway. There was no time to set anything up properly — it was this or nothing.

Laura was lying on the bed, naked, blindfolded, sucking me with a kind of abandon that completely disarmed me. I felt the wet heat of her mouth, her tongue working my tip, and still my erection kept coming and going. My nerves had me on the ropes.

On the other side, he settled between her legs. I filmed him up close: his hard cock, wrapped in a condom, pressing against my wife's wet entrance.

I swallowed.

She moaned the exact moment he pushed all the way inside her. I watched her arch, saw her thighs tense as they opened to take him. He fucked her with certainty, with that steady rhythm of someone who knows exactly what he's doing. Seeing her like that was more than I could process.

The camera's microphone picked up everything: the wet slap of his balls against her, his hoarse breathing, Laura's broken moans. And the slick sound of her mouth devouring me, swallowing, as if nothing else mattered but having both of us.

I tried to keep the frame steady, to capture the way he drove into her, the way he spread her legs wider, the way Laura let herself be fucked. But my hand wouldn't stop shaking. It was impossible to stabilize anything.

It didn't matter. This wasn't a clean film. It was our life. Our bed. Our madness.

I watched her hold against every thrust, her pussy open, glistening, soaked. And even though the pressure in my chest made it hard to breathe, I didn't lower the camera. Didn't look away.

She twisted on the bed, moaning around my cock, taking me deep into her throat. I wasn't at my hardest, not like other times — my nerves were getting the better of me. But seeing her like that, blindfolded, mouth full, body shaking — it was too much.

The orgasm hit her suddenly, her body convulsing while she took me all the way down. I heard her muffled moan, felt the pressure of her mouth and the tremor in her spread thighs. He stayed still inside her, letting her ride it out, letting that orgasm be entirely hers.

When she pulled off me, gasping, lips wet, he started moving again. Harder. Rougher. Dropping his full weight onto her with every thrust. The whole bed shook; the wood creaked. I stepped back, camera still stuck to my hand, recording, framing. It was as if I'd stopped existing — invisible in my own bedroom.

Laura clung to his back, nails digging in, moaning, legs spread wide, her pussy still sensitive from the orgasm. He pounded into her without restraint, like he wanted to leave a mark. And she took it — sighing, moaning in a way I'd never heard from her before.

Then he pulled out abruptly. Slipped free of her, tore off the condom, and with his hard, slick cock in his fist, started jerking off right in front of my wife. Gripped tight, pumping fast, until he got there.

A thick stream of cum landed across Laura's stomach. Another across her breasts. Heavy, hot, covering her right in front of my eyes.

And there she was: sweaty, naked, blindfolded, her pussy wet and open, drenched in a stranger's cum.

He smiled, satisfied, and looked straight at me. His breathing was heavy but his eyes were calm. Triumphant. He raised a finger to his lips. I nodded, the camera still stuck to my hand.

He got up and went to the bathroom. Laura stayed on the bed, naked, legs open, still panting, motionless — as if she expected it not to be over yet.

He came back in seconds. Dressed fast: briefs, pants, T-shirt, sneakers. In an instant he was fully clothed, as if he'd never been naked on top of my wife.

He tapped my hand, quick and silent. I pointed to the bathroom trash can, where he dropped the used condom. Then I walked him to the door without a word, and he left as if nothing had happened.

The house went quiet.

I turned off the camera and walked over to the bed. Laura was still there, chest rising and falling, the blindfold still covering her eyes.

"Is he gone?" she asked, voice hoarse, barely a whisper.

I sat beside her and untied the scarf. I kissed her slowly, brushing her lower lip with my tongue.
"Yes," I said. "He's gone."

"Did you like it?" I asked.
"Yes…" she whispered, and let out a mischievous little laugh. "Though I thought there'd be more."

I let out a short laugh. "He was in a hurry."

"Who was he?" She looked straight at me, still naked, her body marked with sweat and cum.
"Someone from the site."

"Someone we've talked to?"
I shook my head. "No. Someone I found this afternoon, while you were sleeping."

Her breath caught. She looked down at her stomach.
"Can you get me something to clean up?"

The thick white mess still glistened on her skin. I went to the bathroom, grabbed a towel, handed it to her. Laura wiped her breasts, her stomach, slowly, like she was in no hurry.

"You didn't come," she said, fixing her eyes on mine.
"No. But it's fine."

"Are you okay?" she pressed.
"Yes. It was intense. Really."

She didn't fully believe me. "You sure?"
I nodded, smiling. "I'm sure. What about you?"

"I'm very okay…" she said — and then she spread her legs, inviting me. "You coming?"

Everything went hazy. I leaned over her, and the second I felt her heat my erection arrived like a shot. I pushed inside her in one thrust and lost myself in her body.

"Did you like watching me get fucked?" she breathed into my ear.
"Yes," I managed, thrusting harder.

"He was thin, but really hard…" she moaned.
"Well… he looked longer than me."

"That's true," she sighed. "He pushed hard."

My hips sped up. She sucked her fingers, wetting them, then brought them to her clit and rubbed herself while she watched me like she was on fire.

"But he didn't fuck me bare like you do…" she whispered.
I groaned, right at the edge. "That's just me."

She arched slightly, pulling me deeper with her legs.
"I squeezed my pussy tight around him…"

"Yeah…" I said, driving deeper. "I'm sure you did."

And then we broke together. The orgasm breaking through me inside her, hot, spilling over, and her twisting beneath me, moaning with her eyes closed, lost in an orgasm that split us both in two.


CHAPTER 16

I've been staring at the same spreadsheet for ten minutes without processing a single cell. I scroll up and down with the mouse like that's going to help, but my head is somewhere else.

Then I hear Clara:
"Coming down for coffee?"

I look up. She and Martina are watching me from the doorway. I get up and we head to the elevator together.

"This weekend I was at a bachelorette party with some friends," Clara says as we go down. "They even hired one of those guys who dance half-naked."

Martina laughs. "And you didn't hook up with any of them?"

"Girl…" Clara grins. "I'm not that desperate. Unlike you."

I smile under my breath, but Martina pulls a face.

At the café, while we order, Martina sighs. "Well, I was home all weekend. I almost wanted to come back to work — at least I'm less bored here."

Clara looks at me. "What about you, Laura? You're so quiet. Did you guys go out or something?"

"No, not really," I say. "The kids were with their grandparents, but we didn't go out."

"Well, girl, you better start doing something or you'll end up like me," Martina says, a little bitter.

I watch them for a second and hold back a laugh so I don't blurt out something stupid. If they only knew… I laugh to myself, still feeling the weekend on my skin. That heat. Those hands. That cock inside me. Is this changing me — or is it just a game?

"Yeah…" I say at last, looking down at my coffee as a smile slips out on its own.

Clara and Martina keep talking about the party. My phone vibrates on the table. I glance at it — it's Dani.

Daniel: How's your Monday going?
Me: Good. And yours?
Daniel: Good. A little distracted.
Me: Haha, same here.
Daniel: Haha. Bet you're thinking about "the surprise."

I bite back a smile and type quickly:

Me: A little.

I hesitate, then add:

Me: What if I run into that guy on the street? He'll know who I am, and I won't.

The reply comes instantly:

Daniel: In a city this size? What are the chances — it's more likely we win the lottery. Plus, you were blindfolded. Hard for him to recognize you. And you're not dressed the same way.

I let out a small laugh and type:

Me: Hahaha… well, I wasn't dressed at all.

"Laura, you're not even listening," Clara cuts in, nudging me. "We were saying what a disappointment Thiago is."

I blink a couple of times until it clicks. "Oh — right, yeah."

"Her boyfriend's hotter than him," Martina adds.

"Husband," I correct, smiling. "Not boyfriend. They're married."

"The hottest guys are always gay," Clara says dramatically.

The three of us burst out laughing.

"Well, they did look really good together," I say, taking a sip of my coffee.

Martina points at me, amused. "You were totally checking him out."

"Girl, don't be ridiculous," I say, laughing.

"Yeah, yeah, I saw it too," Clara adds, laughing.

I blush and look down, pretending to search for sugar.

"Well… he was nice."

"And hot," Martina adds.

"Besides, Dani wouldn't have found out anyway," Clara jokes.

I laugh and raise my hands. "Found out what?"

And we all laugh like it's just another office joke. But inside, I know that if they had any idea what really happened this weekend, they wouldn't look at me the same way. And while they keep talking, I stay in my own head, absorbed in my own world.

***

I got home first, after a full day at work. Tired, but my mind still turning over the conversation with Laura that morning. She remembered it too — I could tell from her messages, from her written laughs. It hadn't stayed a fantasy. It had happened, and we both knew it.

The house was quiet, but not for long. Laura and the kids would be home soon, which gave me a few minutes — barely enough — before normality settled back in between those same walls where all of it had taken place.

I dropped my keys on the table and went straight to the bedroom closet. Found the camera, pulled out the SD card, and connected it to the computer. Until now I hadn't had the time. Or the calm.

I opened the folder. There it was: the file, date and time stamped. I copied it to the hard drive, formatted the card, and created a new folder, password-protected. Safe. Or so I wanted to believe.

One click, and the video started.

I saw myself leading Laura naked down the hallway, blindfolded. Her pale skin shining in the dim light. The other man waiting in the room.

The image was bad — low light, barely in focus. But enough.

I watched him touch her, press himself against her, grind his cock against her ass. She moaned softly, still not knowing what was happening. Then I saw her lie back and take him into her mouth — that hunger of hers that turns me on, swallowing him whole — while I tried to film without shaking.

When he spread her legs, the camera barely caught the details. You couldn't clearly see him going inside her. But I remembered. I'd seen it with my own eyes.

The video focused on her face: the blindfold, her mouth slightly open, her breathing, the orgasm moving through her. I saw her tense, twist with pleasure, moaning with that sound she only makes when the orgasm is real. And even hearing it again, it left me in that same suspended place.

Then the harder part: him pounding into her, her open and completely surrendered, breathing in broken bursts.

And the ending. You could barely make it out in the footage — how he took the condom off, how he finished over her. On screen it was little more than a faint stream across her stomach and breasts. But I had seen it.

What the camera did catch was Laura's instinctive move — her hand going down between her legs, covering her vagina, stopping any of it from getting inside. I hadn't noticed it at the time. Seeing it now tightened something in my chest.

The last frame: her face, sweaty, satisfied, mouth slightly open, while he walked off to the bathroom.

I stayed there staring at the screen in silence, my erection pulsing under my pants, nerves kicking back in all over again. Deleting it never crossed my mind. If anything, I wanted to watch it again, over and over, record every movement, every sound she made, straight into my memory.

I was about to hit play again when I heard the metallic click of the key in the door.

My heart shot up into my mouth. I slammed the window shut, turned off the screen, yanked the card out of the computer and shoved it in the drawer faster than I thought I could move.

The kids' footsteps burst through the front door. Laura's voice calling from the hallway. I was still breathing hard, trying to pull myself together like nothing had happened.

I ran a hand over my pants, hiding the erection, and forced a smile. My heart was still pounding like I was still filming.

And etched into my retina — the image of Laura, blindfolded, legs spread, moaning.


CHAPTER 17

I've got the laptop on my thighs, the screen painting us both blue. Daniel presses into my side like he's part of the back of the couch. In the inbox, messages blink like fireflies in a hurry. I open one out of pure curiosity and peek into the sender's profile.

"Look," I tell Daniel. "Fit body, discreet tattoos… and he writes well."

I swipe to the next photo and breathe in without meaning to. No words needed: you can see exactly what he wants to show, and he shows it without a shred of shame. I don't look away. I stay. Not because of him specifically—because of this: because I'm here with my husband, both of us looking at what other people post to turn us on.

"Does it do it for you?" Daniel asks, that half-smile already there because he already knows.

"The situation lights me up," I say, and I hear how honest I sound. "It turns me on that we're here doing this together like it's the most natural thing in the world."

"Well, speaking of natural…" He clicks out of the chat, a little mischievous. "I finished the video."

He opens a new folder. Inside: three clips with ridiculous names. c1. c2. c3.

"What exactly did you do?" I shift, and the tingle climbs my spine.

He hits c1. Just a few seconds. Bad light, shaky camera, the image almost falling apart… and that's exactly why it gets to me. It's real—no makeup, no filter to sand it down. Still, everything's perfectly clear: going down on one of us, a shift, going down on the other. Fast, nervous, natural. No faces. Off to the side, the shadow I know is Daniel with the camera. You can hear the breathing—more because the mic is shot than for any other reason.

"Okay, you get everything without seeing anything," I whisper, and goosebumps run up my skin from memory.

"Watch the second," he says, pleased with himself.

In c2, the angle is lower. You feel the thrust, the back-and-forth, my body open for him, that moment when everything turns to rhythm. No faces—just lines, shadows, and skin that shines the way skin shines in lousy light.

"And the third."

In c3 there's no question what's happening: the finish. Short, cut tight, no faces. Just that moment—and it cuts. Done.

I go quiet. Not from fear—from the dirty weight of it when you haven't decided yet if you're going to jump. I go over it carefully in my head. We're not recognizable. He's not recognizable. The light is so bad it hides more than it shows. And still—that heartbeat.

"Let's upload them," I say, like my pulse isn't going.

Daniel looks at me with that kid-on-Christmas-Eve expression he gets when someone says he can open a present early.

"Seriously?"

"Yes. That's what the profile's for. But no trashy titles."

"Done, boss."

While he writes the caption and uploads the clips, I go back to the earlier chat on my phone. The guy with the abs says hi politely, suggests talking without rushing. I like that. On this site most people know why they're here—there are unwritten rules and you feel the order underneath it all. Some unverified pest slides in with messages; doesn't do anything for me. I block him without a second thought and get back to it.

"Uploaded," Daniel announces, hitting Enter like he's launching a rocket. "Let's see."

No time to blink. One like. Two. Eight. Fifteen. Notifications burst in the corner of the screen and I feel the current run through me. It's showing without really showing—giving just enough to start something without handing it all over. Clean play.

We open chats like we're picking chocolates out of a box. A couple from a nearby town writes: Incredible energy, thanks for sharing. Do you like to meet for a drink first? I like them immediately. Another couple jokes about the lighting: We're all about amateur—slow burn. I picture them with a blanket, a glass of wine, the TV turned down low. A verified guy admits he gets off watching my husband film: Real complicity = real filth.

"I love that," I say, dragging the cursor like I'm stroking a cat down the back. "That what we do together turns them on."

"Of course," he says. "That's exactly what we're about."

A different notification chimes. Verification received. I open it like someone just called my name. It's him—the guy from the other day. I read it out loud:

Amazing couple. She's gorgeous and seriously hot; he's a total gentleman. Can't wait to do it again.

A smile slips out and warms something in my throat. I feel flattered. I love that someone else says that—about me, about us. My ego drinks it in and desire nods right along.

"I love it," I say. "Let's leave him one too."

We write: We felt really comfortable with you: attentive, clean, and so dirty in the best way. Short but intense. I reread it. It feels true. It sounds like us. Send. Ping. He replies right away—polite, hoping to do it again with more time. I turn to Daniel.

"I don't want to repeat with anyone," I say, and I mean it.

"No need," he smiles. "Variety is the whole point."

We laugh. I push a strand of hair off my forehead and go back to the inbox. Another message. Nick: placerblack. Main photo, understated: white shirt open at the chest, dark skin, the faintest smile. I scroll. Another shot—full body in the mirror, athletic without overdoing it, clean. I scroll a little further… and stop.

"Absolutely not," I blurt out, zero filter. "That is not happening."

Daniel laughs like a kid caught breaking something he wasn't supposed to touch.

"Let me see."

I hand him the laptop. He raises his eyebrows like he's just found a meteorite in the living room.

"That's something," he says. "Read what he wrote."

I open the message. Short, elegant: Good evening, 2Complicex. I liked the way you share—tenderness and fire. If you feel like chatting, no pressure, I'm here. Verified.

"Okay, he writes well," I admit. "And he's got references from couples, which matters to me."

"We answer without promising anything," Daniel says. "Chat a little and leave it there. We'll see."

"Just talk," I say, and I point at him. "Make that clear in my tone."

I type: Thanks for the message. We're getting to know people and taking our time with replies. He brings the filth and I bring the caution. Send. I breathe. A laugh slips out, a dumb one. I like writing that. It wakes me up.

Meanwhile the likes keep falling on the clips like confetti. On the first one, someone comments: That switch of mouths killed me. I smile—sometimes seeing yourself from the outside is like a mirror with new lights. On the second, a couple writes: It's like being right next to the bed without getting in the way. I love that image. On the third, a guy drops: Perfect finish. I like them all, and my skin feels more alive than it did an hour ago.

Ping. Reply from placerblack: Caution—fair enough. Same here. Coffee and a chat, no expectations, whenever you want. If not, thanks for the moment. He closes with a small, non-invasive emoji. I appreciate that he doesn't push.

"So diplomatic," I murmur. "Still. He's way too big."

"You've got the final word," Daniel says. "We look, we talk, we'll see."

The polite guy writes again: Your clips smell like the real thing. I thank him and close with a good night that comes out like a caress. The unverified pest keeps pushing with question marks. Daniel, without even glancing at me, does what he does: block, hide, gone. Clean.

"Do you see it?" he says, low, running his fingertips along the back of my neck. "It's not just what we show. It's how we look at each other when we do it."

I nod slowly. My pajamas brush my skin and my skin feels too alive to stay still. I could stay right here, on this edge. I like not crossing it today.

Ping. Last message from placerblack: Rest well, 2Complicex. Congrats on knowing how to play as a team. Nothing else. Just that line that, without meaning to, sticks.

"I'll say it again," I tell Daniel, half joking, half not. "That is not going to fit. Way too big."

"Relax," he says. "It fits in your head. And in there, babe, everything fits."

I nudge him with my foot and we both laugh. I reread the verification from the guy the other day. I let myself sit with it. I love that he said gorgeous and seriously hot. I love that he called Daniel a gentleman. That other people see it. That our profile pulls that kind of attention from people—it turns me on.

I shift on the couch, hand him the laptop, and smile, a little wicked.

"Turn it off—if I keep looking at this I'm not sleeping."

Daniel laughs, squeezes my thigh, and nods.

"Okay. But you should know—you've got a fan club now."


CHAPTER 18

We head out to the elevator together. I'm surprised Clara's not there—she almost never misses morning coffee. Martina beats me to it, like she's already read my mind.
"Clara went with the boss to the other office. One of those meetings that feels like a trial, you know."
"Ah, that makes sense."
I nod. The doors open and we step in. We ride down chatting about nothing, but there's that odd little spark in her tone—the one that usually means she's about to unload something on me.

A few minutes later, at the café, we order coffee and toast. The place hums softly; the smell of fresh bread fills everything. I'm still stirring my sugar when Martina hits me out of nowhere:
"Hey. You've been looking… different lately."
I raise an eyebrow.
"Different how?"
"Prettier. More put-together. That glow in your skin." She leans in with that old-wolf smile of hers. "And you and I go way back. When a woman suddenly looks like that, she's got something going on."
"Something going on?" I repeat, thrown.
"Come on. You seeing someone?"

My toast catches in my throat.
"What are you talking about?"
"You heard me. Don't give me that saintly face—I'm not buying it."

I laugh, incredulous.
"No, really. Daniel and I are good. Better than ever, actually."

Martina arches her brows and points her coffee spoon at me like she's just caught me in something.
"Good for you, because that's not the norm. Sorry to be blunt, but half the world cheats on the other half. Seeing you so lit up lately, I figured you were having an affair."

I burst out laughing, wiping my mouth with the napkin. Last night's videos flash through my head—the likes stacking up on the profile, the chat with placerblack. An affair, sure. Just one I share with my husband.
"You're unbelievable," I tell her.

She fans herself with the napkin, theatrical.
"Maybe I'm just completely lost in menopause. I wake up at three in the morning soaked in sweat, cry over yogurt commercials, then two minutes later I'm laughing my head off. Total poltergeist. And with all that going on, my tongue runs away with me more than it should."

I look at her with tenderness. She's always had a loose tongue, but today she's wide open. Maybe it's the hot flashes, I think—or maybe she just needs to get it out.
"Or maybe it's that my marriage is shit and I want to think everyone else's is too."

"Wow," I murmur. "I'm sorry. I didn't know."

"You didn't know?" she cuts in, dry. "I always say my husband's a bore."
"Yeah, but I thought you were just saying it."
"No, honey. It's the truth. Eduardo and I live like roommates. Each of us doing our thing, trying not to bother each other too much." She sighs and shrugs. "And I won't lie—back when we were dating, I already had things going on the side. After we got married, same story. A fling here and there. I needed some spark, and he was never much for action."

I go quiet, thoughtful. Martina laughs to herself, takes a sip of coffee.

"But hey, now I'm at that age where nobody looks at me anymore, no matter how much I try. And the ones who do are old." She pauses for effect, then adds, with sarcasm, "In the end I'll be in Branson with Eduardo on some retirees' trip, dancing pasodobles. That'll be my great married life."

"Look, Laura, I've got this clear: love doesn't exist. What exists is that temporary rush of young passion—the thing that has you fucking in any corner when you're twenty. And when that's gone, if you don't work to keep something alive, the whole thing goes to shit. And since almost nobody does that work, half the world cheats on the other half just to feel that rush for a few minutes."

"Do you really see it that way?"

"I don't just see it—I know it. And it's not just me. Did you know Víctor's sleeping with Ana from sales?"

"Víctor? The one who just had a baby?"

"That's the one. And his wife's so happy posting stroller pictures. If she only knew where Víctor really takes that stroller…"

I let out a laugh.
"You're terrible."

"I'm realistic, honey. And I know everything. There are more affairs in this office than filing cabinets. Business trips, company dinners… it's a circus. And don't think it's just the men. We do it too. But then we go home, put on the good-wife face, and keep the whole show running."

I go quiet, thoughtful. I've never heard her talk this raw.

And she finishes:
"My husband… poor idiot. I think he had something going at some point—I'm not blind. I didn't like it, but I couldn't demand what I wasn't giving myself. So there you go: modern marriage."

I look at her. Something between pity and a kind of anger. And I say it to myself, quietly: I don't want to be like her. I don't want to end up bitter, resigned, looking outside for what I couldn't manage to keep inside.

Martina drains her cup in one go, sighs, and smiles with that edge she carries.
"In the end, Laura, it's all sex. If a couple stops fucking, it's over. You can have kids, a mortgage, vacations—but if there's no sex left between you, the rest is just an empty shell. I lost it years ago. So if that's not your case, enjoy it. Because trust me—it's not the norm. You're a rare bird, Laura. I hope you stay that way."

I go quiet, thoughtful. And inside me, one thing beats like a certainty: what we have is still alive. More so every day.


CHAPTER 19

We slip into bed with the laptop propped between us. Daniel leans back against the headboard in his boxers, and I curl up beside him in the thin T-shirt I sleep in. The screen lights up the dark room and, like we always do, the site is already open.

"I've been thinking…" I say, breaking the silence.

Daniel glances at me sideways.
"That sounds dangerous."

I laugh under my breath.
"No, seriously. If we're actually going to meet people now and then, it doesn't feel fair that I'm always the one hooking up with someone else."

He raises an eyebrow.
"What do you mean?"

"Exactly that." I shrug. "If you get to watch me with someone, you should get to enjoy someone else too."

Daniel snorts, amused.
"Watching you is what turns me on. I don't need anything else."

"Think about balance," I say, poking his side with one finger. "Fairness, babe. Otherwise what am I—the slut and you the saint?"

He laughs, though I can see him turn serious as he thinks about it.
"I don't know if I could. Imagining you right there next to me while I…"

"I'm not exactly thrilled about it either," I cut in. "I could die of jealousy. But if we're going to keep going with this, it makes sense to try. Maybe with a couple we click with."

Daniel goes quiet for a few seconds, eyes on the screen. Then he nods slowly.
"Okay. But only because you're the one suggesting it."

I smile, satisfied. I open the chats tab—several new notifications. Placerblack has messaged again, like every night. A couple of couples too.

"God, what a pest…" I point to placerblack's username and click out of curiosity. Same thing again: that photo. Huge. I swallow.
"No way that fits. Not even with a sledgehammer."

Daniel laughs — I can see it in him, just from hearing me say it.
"We'll see."

I move on. Next message: a couple—2x2. Good profile pictures, no faces, just normal bodies, like ours. She's got curves, he's fit without overdoing it. No models. And they've got a ton of reviews, all positive: Charming, friendly, filthy, strong chemistry.

"These don't look bad," I murmur, reading them out loud.

Daniel nods.
"They look normal."

"Exactly. No weirdos. And lots of good reviews—that always builds confidence."

I start chatting with them. Easy tone, polite, a little playful. I like it. I can picture meeting them for a drink and it doesn't feel strange at all. Daniel watches me type, occasionally adding a comment.

Placerblack keeps pushing—when are we meeting? I leave it on read. I'd rather stay with 2x2.

"They've got a good vibe, right?" I say.

"Yeah…" he answers, eyes bright.

I shift closer, close the laptop for a moment, and run my hand across his chest.
"Maybe with them we find the right way to do this."

He looks at me—serious and turned on at the same time.
"Whatever it is, I'll do it with you."

I smile, lean in to kiss him, and while I do I think maybe this whole crazy idea of trying it with another couple isn't so bad.

***

The restaurant was half full. Saturday at noon—families at the tables, waiters rushing between tables with plates and wine bottles. We ordered something light, though neither Laura nor I had much appetite. We both knew why.

Laura rolled her glass between her fingers and smiled at me like she was testing me.

"The other day I went down to have coffee with Martina."

"Yeah?" I raised an eyebrow, waiting for it.

"She told me I looked different. Prettier, more put-together. And right away she asked if I was seeing someone."

A quiet laugh slipped out.
"Doesn't surprise me. Martina's always had a big mouth."

"Yeah, but she meant it. I had to explain that what we have is better than ever. And then she unloaded her whole life on me—said her marriage is a disaster, that she's been cheating since they were dating, that she already feels old. The full package."

I shook my head and took a sip of wine.
"Doesn't surprise me either. Most couples end up like that—just getting by."

Laura looked at me with those eyes of hers that always cut right through me.

"We're not like that."

I raised my glass.
"To being different. And to reinventing ourselves."

"Exactly." She clinked hers against mine. "We're adults. As long as everything is consensual and discreet, it's fair."

I nodded.
"Besides, we were slipping into a dangerous rut. And monotony kills more marriages than any lover ever could."

Laura smiled, complicit.
"You're right."

I leaned in a little, half joking, half not:
"That said—the one thing I don't want is some straight Thiago turning up in our lives."

She burst out laughing, hand over her mouth.
"You're awful."

"Not awful. Realistic. You liked him."

She leaned closer, still smiling.
"It never even crossed my mind to do anything with anyone. We're married, we have kids, and my head is screwed on right."

I squeezed her hand across the table.
"I know. But you know how it goes—everyone's in control until they're not. Too many divorces, too many affairs, too many broken homes. Always the same thing: one badly managed impulse. And the kids are the ones who pay for it."

Laura went quiet a moment, thoughtful, then nodded slowly.
"That's why I'd rather we do this together. Play the game without hiding anything."

"And we will." I squeezed her hand again.

She held my gaze for a second, serious, then suddenly changed her tone.
"Nervous about the 2x2?"

I laughed, taking another sip of wine.
"More than nervous. Expectant. You?"

"Nervous, yes. And a little self-conscious. Just showing up in front of strangers like that…"

"It helps that they're just passing through."

"Yeah. And in a city this size, you don't run into people you'd rather not."

"I'm not worried."

I smiled, enjoying the sight of her—beautiful, lit up, that mix of nerves and filth. And I realized that whatever happened that afternoon, we'd already won something: we'd gotten back the complicity most people lose forever.


CHAPTER 20

We leave the restaurant and head toward the pub where we agreed to meet. It's Saturday, the city is buzzing, and there's that late-afternoon energy in the air that always makes me smile. Middle-aged couples fill the terraces and bars—some still on coffee, others already into gin and tonics. Music in the background, laughter, a constant hum. I feel a little out of place, like we're playing at being someone else, but Daniel smiles at me and takes my hand, giving me that bit of steadiness I'm missing.

The bar is cozy—tall wooden tables and a long counter packed with bottles. I order a soda to start, even though I know a proper drink is coming.

They show up right away. The 2x2—or rather, Elena and Gabriel. Two kisses for me, a firm handshake between the men. Very natural, very at ease. I notice how both of them look us up and down, sizing us up. Not brazen about it, but not exactly hiding it either. I drop my gaze and smile, nervous.

"What a beautiful city," Elena says, settling into her seat.

"We love coming here," Gabriel adds. "We were here a couple of years ago—we even have a few friends around."

I nod, forcing a smile. They talk easily, like we're old friends catching up. I can't quite relax. Daniel's more serious than usual too, though he keeps his polite face on and nods along.

The conversation drifts through safe ground: travel, food, how expensive everything is, how lively downtown gets on a Saturday. Then, out of nowhere, Elena mentions a swingers' club they go to.

"There's always a good vibe, honestly. You find everything there."

My stomach drops. Gabriel looks at me when she says it, like he's waiting for my reaction. I tuck a strand of hair from my face and force myself to hold it together.

"What about you two?" Elena asks, curious. "Have you been in this scene long?"

It comes out too fast:
"Not at all—this is our first time. We've never been with another couple."

I laugh nervously and take a sip. Daniel covers for me right away.
"We're just testing the waters, seeing if this world is for us or not."

They exchange a look, smile, and Gabriel says with a confidence that makes me uneasy:
"You'll have fun. This really brings couples closer."

I order another drink almost on autopilot. The atmosphere helps—music, chatter, waiters coming and going with trays. Elena leans closer, gently touches my arm and says like it's nothing:
"I'm bi."

I freeze, though I keep smiling out of politeness.
"Oh… I'm not. I've never tried that."

She gives me a knowing look.
"There's always a first time."

I laugh, a little tight, shifting in my seat. I don't know what unsettles me more—her suggestion or Gabriel's steady gaze, studying me with every move I make. It's not that he particularly attracts me, but there's something in the way he looks at me that makes me feel exposed. I glance over at Daniel—he's pretending to be relaxed, but I can see it. He's just as tense as I am.

Then Elena just drops it—out of nowhere:
"We saw you've got a verification from a guy. So you've met at least once. How was it?"

My mind goes blank. I swallow, and before I can say something stupid, Daniel smiles and answers, casual as you like:
"Very good."

Gabriel laughs and goes straight in:
"So what are you into—threesomes? Gangbangs? Cuckold stuff? Or just couples?"

My face must be giving everything away. I try to play it cool—not pulling it off.
"What exactly is cuckold?" I ask, dropping my voice without meaning to.

Gabriel shrugs, calm as if he's talking about the weather:
"The husband watching while someone else fucks his wife. Lots of variations."

"Oh." I swallow. I need a dictionary, and fast.

Daniel steps in, with that composure that sometimes drives me crazy:
"We're figuring it out. Maybe a threesome, or something with a couple, every now and then."

Elena studies me. I must look like a deer in headlights, because she smiles:
"A gangbang is several guys at once. I've done a few, but I end up wrecked. Lately I'm more into the bi side."

They go on about how they've tried everything, but now they lean more toward women—and sometimes Gabriel joins in… or even gets involved with the other man. Daniel and I exchange a quiet look, each of us trying to read what's going through the other's head.

Gabriel orders another drink. Mine is still almost full, and I can't help noticing how fast he's going. Elena gives him a pointed look.
"Maybe slow down a bit, honey."

He ignores her and takes a long pull. I look at Daniel, Daniel looks at me—something uncomfortable hanging in the air. I'm not sure what bothers me more: the conversation or the speed at which Gabriel is emptying his glass.

Elena leans in like we're the only two at the table. Low voice, like we're sharing a secret:
"Being with another woman is a very rewarding experience."

I stare at my glass and smile, all nerves. Is she actually trying to pick me up, or what?

Next to me, Gabriel is talking to Daniel, though I only catch pieces. Every so often he glances over at Elena and me. I try to follow both conversations. No bionic hearing on my end.

Then, suddenly, Gabriel says it—too loud, way louder than whatever they were talking about before:
"I can't wait to fuck yours."

I almost choke. I look at Daniel—he forces a polite smile, and I know he heard every word. My face goes red, and torn between wanting to disappear and pretending nothing happened, I take another sip. Gulp.

Elena carries on, touching my arm like we're lifelong friends.
"You'll see, sweetheart. You're going to love it."

Sure. And here I am without a dictionary to understand half of what you're saying.

Daniel and I exchange one of those looks that says everything without a word: this isn't working.

And just then, Elena chirps:
"Hey, why don't we go to the club? Saturday afternoons are amazing—great vibe, you'll love it."

I stop dead. What? Now? I look at Daniel, panic written all over my face. His eyes go wide, and to make it worse, he asks me out loud:
"Do you want to?"

What do I even say to that? Before I can get a word out, Gabriel—already a few drinks in—raises his glass:
"Let's go!"

And somehow, we don't say no. Next thing I know, the four of us are on our feet.

The club is close, so we walk. Elena hooks her arm through mine and sells the place the whole way there, like she's doing a commercial. I nod, but in my head there's only one word: gulp. Behind us, Daniel and Gabriel talk about whatever. I can't hear them, but honestly, I've heard enough.

We walk in. Even though it's my second time, it still feels off. It doesn't hit me the same as the first time—but I still feel out of place. Couples lounge on sofas, chatting. Some of them look over at us. Elena smiles.
"I'm sure I'll know someone here. It's like everyone knows everyone."

Right. I don't need more friends, thanks.

We reach the bar. Daniel leans in, low:
"How are you doing?"

"I want to run," I say, no filter.

He laughs, kisses my temple quickly.
"Same."

Meanwhile, Gabriel has already ordered drinks for everyone. Elena gives him a sharp look.
"Honey, maybe take it easy?"

He ignores her and takes another long pull. Daniel and I lock eyes: pure tension.

Then a couple comes over, all excited.
"Elena!"

They greet her like she's family. She introduces us:
"This is Daniel and Laura—they're new."

The other couple laughs.
"Well, you picked a great teacher."

I smile politely, but inside I'm thinking: someone please get me out of here.

And right then, Gabriel appears behind me, grabs my waist, and whispers:
"Let's dance."

I pull away gently, trying not to be rude, and move next to Daniel. He gets it instantly—arm around my waist, pulling me in.

We all end up on the dance floor. A few more couples, loud music, colored lights… and all I can think is this is a tacky bar with uncomfortable couches.

I lean into Daniel's ear:
"Can we leave?"

"Whenever you want."

We head to the bar, Daniel pays, we go back to the dance floor, and say our goodbyes. Elena and Gabriel look anything but happy.

"Something came up," I say, just enough of a smile.

Gabriel, words already starting to slur, pushes:
"Tomorrow?"

Daniel doesn't even answer. Elena glares. I bite back a that's not happening, sweetheart.

And we get out of there fast—almost running—like we'd just escaped a pop quiz.


CHAPTER 21

Three weeks had passed since the date with Elena and Gabriel. It wasn't a disaster—there just wasn't any chemistry. We talked it through in the car: we probably just hadn't found the right couple. Since then, the topic had been on hold. Neither of us had suggested another date, though when we fucked we still watched porn, still fantasized, still played with the idea of bringing someone else in. It was there, pulsing, but without urgency.

I still logged into Playswingers from time to time. The couple had left us a polite verification: Nice, friendly couple. We hope to get to know them better with more time. I replied with something just as proper. Everything in order, even though we both knew there wouldn't be a second meeting.

Meanwhile, I chatted with several profiles. Mostly men. It felt more direct: no dinners, no small talk, no false expectations. They got straight to the point, just like the fantasies Laura and I half-shared in bed. Talking about threesomes, about playing with three, about seeing her uninhibited. Sometimes it even surprised me how naturally those things came out when I wrote them, as if they were already part of our life. And yet, off the screen everything stayed the same: routines, work, the kids, dinner every night.

As I dried the dishes and Laura put the glasses away, it crossed my mind to remind her about Saturday.
"Remember we're having lunch at Carlos's place on Saturday, for Víctor's birthday."

Laura closed the cabinet softly and nodded.
"Yeah, I've got it in my planner. Tomorrow I'll go look for a present—I don't want to show up empty-handed or just give him money. That feels cold for a kid."

I watched her for a moment, with that practical way she always had for these things. And then I said it, like it was nothing:
"What if we take advantage afterward?"

She looked at me over her shoulder, still holding the dishcloth.
"Take advantage how?"

"To meet up with someone."

She went still for a few seconds, surprised.
"After we leave your brother's house?"

"Sure. The kids will stay there with their cousins all afternoon. We'll have a few hours free… it could be a good moment."

Laura set the cloth down on the counter and looked straight at me.
"But it'd only be a couple of hours."

"We don't need more than that if it's just a guy," I said, going back to drying a plate to play it down. "With couples we already saw how it goes—drinks, dinner, trying to make friends… We already have friends. That's not what this is. This is about meeting up, having a filthy time, and then everyone goes back to their life."

She ran her tongue over her lips, buying herself a second.
"Yeah, but it's Wednesday. Who are we going to meet between now and Saturday?"

I set the plate on the rack and leaned against the counter.
"There's a section on the site for meetups. You post when you're available and people message you. It's easier than it sounds."

She crossed her arms, still caught between doubt and curiosity.
"Well… we can take a look."

That answer pulled a contained smile out of me. It wasn't a yes, but it wasn't a no either. And in this game, that already meant the door was open.

***

The next morning, Thursday, I logged into the site from my phone. No app—everything runs through the browser—so I wrote the post quickly, without overthinking it:

Looking for a guy for a filthy Saturday afternoon. If interested, send a DM. Cheers!!

I hit send and slipped my phone back into my pocket before getting on with the day.

A couple of hours later, during my mid-morning break, I checked again. Eleven messages. Eleven.

I opened them one by one. Several were pointless: "Wish I could," "Too bad, you're too far," "Would another time work?" I thought to myself: if you can't meet up, why the hell are you writing? Makes no sense.

But four stood out. One from Rober2030, who we'd already talked to before. Another from placerblack. And two more from profiles I didn't recognize, though from a quick look at their photos and descriptions, they didn't seem like bad options.

All four went straight to it: what time we were thinking, what we liked, whether we were looking for a one-time thing or something repeatable. Simple, no bullshit.

I didn't reply to any of them. I closed the site and got on with my day, though it was hard to focus. The idea stuck with me. Reports, meetings—it all felt like noise compared to the possibility that in a couple of days Laura and I could be with one of those guys.

After lunch, I texted her:
I posted for Saturday. There's a line.

Her reply came in under a minute:
Hahaha, then we'll have to do a casting. But not too biggg…

I laughed to myself and replied:
Hahaha.

I put the phone away with a clear feeling: this time, yes—this time we were in.

***

I got home mid-afternoon, still carrying the weight of work on my back. Laura and the kids had gotten there earlier, and the smell of a recent dinner hung in the hallway. The house was in that state of familiar disorder that had become almost the norm.

We didn't talk about sex. We didn't need to. We stuck to the usual: school, Laura's annoying boss, the morning rush. Automatic, comfortable conversations. I went upstairs and started helping make the beds, because in the mornings we left like a retreating army and everything stayed half-done.

In the bathroom, I found the robot vacuum helplessly stuck on the rug. I picked it up and set it free with a sigh.
"My fault—I left the rug in the way," I said.

Laura gave me a half-smile, that mix of teasing and affection she had, and shook her head like what am I going to do with you. Then we both got back to our own things.

Time passed without incident: normal dinner, kids to bed, dishes done. I didn't say anything—I let the moment come on its own. I sat on the couch like it was any other Thursday, watching Laura finish putting away a couple of glasses. The click of the cabinet closing marked the end of the routine.

And right there, in that silence, she looked at me and said:
"Well… are you going to show me what's there? Let's see what kind of casting we've got."

I laughed. It wasn't a full yes, but it was way more than I expected.
"Okay," I said, and pulled out the laptop.

I set it on the coffee table and sat down next to her. She tucked one leg under her, elbow on the back of the couch, like she was settling in to watch a show—not to review candidates to fuck. I logged into Playswingers, and there they were: nineteen messages.

"Nineteen…" I murmured.

"Seriously?" Laura's eyes went wide. "In one day?"

"Yeah. It's obvious they all like you."

We started going through them. The first cuts were easy: "Too far," "wish I could," "maybe another time"… nonsense.

That left seven. The casting started there.

First one—a guy with a single verification. Laura didn't hesitate.
"Not enough."

Second—mediocre photos and hidden verifications. Bad sign.
"If he doesn't let you read what others say, he's hiding something."

Third—average body, nothing impressive between his legs.
"Not my type."

Fourth—stranger still: a couple's profile, but only the man writing.
"No. If we meet a couple, it's both of them. If we meet guys, they should have a guy's profile."

I nodded. Fair point.

Three left. One of them: placerblack.

Laura looked at his profile for a second and clicked her tongue.
"Cut him too."

"Why?" I asked, even though I already knew.

"Too big. Not interested."

Right then, a live chat notification popped up. Him.

Hi, guys.

Laura sighed.
"Ugh… better not reply."

"Not into him?" I asked.

"It's not that. Good body, good verifications… but he's too big."

I smiled.
"Let's at least reply. He's always polite."

She hesitated, then typed:
Hi.

The response was immediate:
Did you see my message? I'm available if you're interested.

Well, we'll think about it and let you know, she wrote.

He kept going. Polite, friendly, confident. Said we'd have a great time, that he was respectful, that he knew how to adapt to couples, that he liked making women enjoy themselves. Laura started with short replies, but they got longer. I watched her out of the corner of my eye—she was slipping into it without realizing.

Then she wrote:
It's really big.

He answered right away: Hahaha, nooo, it just looks that way in photos. There are bigger ones.

Laura laughed out loud and typed:
No way, that's a massive cock.

He replied: Don't worry, I know how to make you scream.

She smiled as she typed her next reply. It showed. And watching her, I couldn't help smiling too.

Finally, he wrote:
Think about it. If you decide to, send me a private message.

Laura closed the chat and leaned back against the couch.
"I don't know…" she said, half a smile on her face.

"Looks like you don't mind it quite as much anymore," I said.

She laughed and didn't answer.

We checked the remaining profiles. Fine, acceptable. We sent them a standard message: Okay, let's see if we can connect in chat and talk. Nothing committed.

Before closing the site, I opened placerblack's profile and played a video. Close-up: he was fucking a woman with a condom, buried in her all the way. You couldn't see her face, but from what I could tell, she could have been Laura's age. And I couldn't help thinking it: that could be her, this Saturday, cumming right in front of me.

Laura watched the screen in silence. I leaned in and kissed her neck, slid my hand between her legs. She was soaking wet. She spread her legs without a word. I pulled down her pajama shorts and settled in behind her, her back against my chest. I reached around and started touching her slowly while the video kept playing.

I stopped for a second. It hit me all at once.

I whispered in her ear:
"On Saturday you're going to be like that… with that cock stretching you open until you're screaming."

Laura moaned, breath catching, and started grinding against my fingers.

"He's going to fuck you right in front of me… me sitting right there, watching you cum on his cock."

She panted, breath uneven.

"You're going to ride him like a slut… and I'll be right here watching, your pussy dripping all over him."

She let out a low, desperate sound.

"He's going to stretch you wide open," I murmured, "all the way in, while I tell you what a slut you are for getting like this in front of me."

"Dani…" she breathed, arching against me.

"Can't you picture it?" I pressed harder with my fingers. "You moaning just like in the video—except it's you."

She gasped, gripping my wrists tight.

"Don't you think you're going to cum like that on Saturday… with that cock inside you?"

Laura writhed against me, trembling, until she exploded—long, loud, arching hard into my hand—while on the screen the Black guy pounded another woman like it was her.

And nothing else needed to be said.


CHAPTER 22

I woke up before anyone else. Neither the kids nor Laura had stirred. The house was quiet, with that Saturday feeling that invites you to stay in bed. I had a dry knot in my stomach I couldn't ignore.

I got up slowly, closed the bedroom door without a sound, and went to the office—that half-improvised room with a desk, a monitor, and a couple of bookshelves that always looked one sneeze away from collapsing. I shut the door behind me like a teenager about to do something he shouldn't. And in a way, I was.

The two cameras I'd left charging were waiting on the desk. I ran through the green LEDs—almost a ritual by now. One would go on the tripod; the other, in my hand. I didn't know yet if we'd actually record anything, but I needed everything ready. Just picturing the scene sent a cold sweat down my back.

I opened the laptop and logged into the site. Within seconds, the chat flickered: placerblack.

Good morning, couple, he wrote.

I took a slow breath before answering, like I was walking into an important meeting and not about to arrange for another man to fuck my wife.

Good morning. We've got the place booked for this afternoon.

Perfect. Where is it?

I typed fast:

Downtown. It's an apartment with keycode entry. No contact with anyone coming in or out.

Great. Doesn't get more discreet than that.

Exactly. We split the cost, like we agreed.

No problem. I'll bring condoms.

So will we.

There was a brief pause, and then he said it—no preamble:

I can't wait to fuck your wife. She's hot.

I swallowed and typed the first thing that came to mind:

Take it easy. Don't go in hard.

Don't worry, he replied. I always start slow. But you'll see—once I'm inside her, they're the ones begging for more.

I laughed, nervous. And I felt it: the erection arrived on its own, inevitable, just from reading those words.

We'll see about that.

You will, he added. You're going to love watching your wife moan for me.

I sat with those words on the screen. He was right. I wanted to be part of the threesome just as much as I wanted to watch her get fucked by someone else. That contradiction was making me insane.

What matters is that she enjoys it.

She will. Trust me. She always ends up cumming with my cock inside her, like all the others.

I leaned back in the chair and let out a long breath. The bastard wrote with a confidence that disarmed me completely.

Just treat her well.

I'll treat her like a queen, he replied. And you'll enjoy watching her like you never have.

I turned the screen off for a moment and sat in the silence of a house still asleep: the click of a charger, the ticking of the wall clock. Everything felt amplified. I ran a hand through my hair and smiled. I was nervous, yes. But also excited like a kid before his first fuck.

I went back to the chat.

We'll send you the exact location before five. Don't be late.

I'll be there at five. Ready to make her lose control.

I logged out and looked at the tripod standing in the corner. I pictured it: Laura on the bed, him fucking her, me behind the camera. The shiver that moved through me—I couldn't tell whether it was fear or desire. Probably both at once.

The rest of the morning passed in a strange drift: the kids playing in their room, laughter coming down the hall, reheated coffee, a few chores. Everything had the surface texture of a normal Saturday, but inside my head an invisible clock was counting down. Every time I walked past the bag with the cameras, I felt a tingle at the back of my neck.

Mid-morning I went into the bathroom. Laura had just stepped out of the shower, her hair still damp, standing in front of the mirror running a razor along her bikini line with total calm—like she wasn't preparing the battlefield for what was coming. I stood in the doorway and watched her.

You look incredible, I said.

She glanced at me in the mirror, smiled, and kept going—the way she might smile if I'd told her dinner was good.

As I turned to leave, she stopped me.

Wait. I want to try a few things on, see what I'm taking.

I leaned against the doorframe.

She came back with the lingerie bag I'd been buying for her online, piece by piece. Everything was in there: fishnet stockings, garter belts, sets that looked engineered specifically for fucking. No half-measures.

She tried them on in front of me without a trace of self-consciousness. I worked to keep a neutral expression, but inside I was close to laughing—at the sheer ease with which my wife moved from responsible mother to standing there in a slit bodysuit in the middle of a Saturday morning. Everything looked good on her, naturally, though she kept turning in front of the mirror, checking her ass, turning sideways, and eventually muttering:

I look kind of ridiculous.

I laughed.

Not ridiculous. Perfect, like always.

She snorted, brushing it off, but she smiled. In the end she chose fishnet stockings with a garter belt and a matching corset. She packed them and said:

That's all I need. And heels with this miniskirt. I'm not going to be standing there with everything on display when the guy walks in.

I burst out laughing.

I'll take it all and change there, she added. I'm not going to your brother's house dressed like this.

We both laughed—like we were talking about some stupid high school prank and not what we were actually planning.

Laura pulled on jeans and a top while I packed the cameras and tripod into a bag. Just another Saturday, I thought. Except it wasn't.

***

That afternoon we left my brother's place as if we were heading anywhere at all, but my head was somewhere else entirely. Laura asked from the passenger seat:

Do you have the address?

Yeah, I said, picking up my phone. I'll put it in the GPS.

It walked us downtown. I parked nearby and we walked a short distance. The building was unremarkable—a neutral facade, nothing fancy, nothing run-down. We got in using the code they'd emailed me; the door opened without ceremony.

Did you tell him we're splitting the cost? Laura asked as we rode up in the elevator.

Yes.

The apartment was exactly what I'd expected: a basic short-term rental, a big bed, cheap catalog furniture. Nothing special, but it would do. I turned on the AC—the place had been closed up and the heat had settled in.

Needed, I said, though I was the one sweating.

I took out the cameras. Switched one on, checked the battery, mounted it on the tripod facing the bed. I left the other ready on the nightstand. Laura watched me from the corner of her eye as she pulled the clothes she'd chosen from the bag and went into the bathroom to change. I adjusted angles like I was actually shooting a video.

When she came out, she smoothed her skirt with both hands.

Did you send him the location?

Just now, I said, typing fast on my phone. He said he was already nearby.

Seconds later the screen buzzed: On my way.

He's coming, I said.

Laura ran her tongue over her lower lip and exhaled slowly.

I'm a little nervous.

That's normal. Want me to lower the blinds? Too much light in here.

I did it myself. Pulled them down, switched on the recessed ceiling lights—softer, more intimate, almost warm.

We sat on the couch. I turned on the TV, some random channel, just for background noise. The AC kept running until Laura shrugged.

Ugh, turn it off. I'm almost cold.

Don't worry, I said, attempting a joke though my nerves were just as close to the surface, you'll warm up soon enough.

She laughed—that particular laugh that's half amusement and half tension.

I placed a box of condoms on the nightstand, the way you might set out silverware before a dinner party.

Get the lube out too, she said.

I set the bottle beside it. The sight of it struck me as absurd and perfect at the same time: everything in its place, waiting for a guest we both knew exactly what he was coming for.

A few minutes passed that felt much longer, until WhatsApp buzzed: I'm downstairs.

I sent him the floor number. A moment later, the intercom rang. I pressed the button to let him up and turned to Laura.

He's here.

She got to her feet.

By the way—what's his name?

No idea, I said, just as the doorbell rang.


CHAPTER 23

The door opens and he walks in. Tall, Black, shaved to the scalp. Light shirt, chinos, shoes. Well dressed, simple, but with that kind of presence that takes up a room. He gives Daniel a quick handshake and comes straight for me.

"My name's Marcus," he says, smiling as he gets a little too close. He kisses me on both cheeks, and I feel my pulse stutter.

"Laura," I reply, nervous, with a shy smile I can't quite control.

He looks me up and down and says, without blinking:

"You look amazing."

God, I go red instantly.

"The bathroom's in the back, if you want to shower," Daniel tells him, like it's the most normal thing in the world.

"Sure," he says—and right there, he starts undressing. Shirt first, then shoes, pants, underwear… and suddenly he's completely naked. No rush, no shame. I stand by the bed swallowing hard, because that cock hangs between his legs like it weighs something. Black. Enormous.

"I'll be right back," he says with a smile as he heads to the bathroom.

He passes the camera Daniel set up on the tripod and adds, casually:

"I see you've got a whole recording studio going here."

I watch him with my eyes and say nothing. The bathroom door closes, water starts running, and my heart is going about a thousand miles an hour.

"Should I take something off?" I ask Daniel quietly.

He's already in his briefs, clothes piled on the chair. He comes over, wraps his hands around my waist and whispers:

"We'll take it off you. You okay?"

"Yes…" I say, though my voice comes out shaky.

Daniel kisses my neck, then my shoulder. I close my eyes, let him, trying to settle my nerves.

Then the water shuts off. Marcus walks out of the bathroom naked, freshly showered, skin still damp, that cock swinging between his legs like it's nothing. He comes up behind me, grabs my waist, brushes my hair aside and kisses the back of my neck.

"You're wearing too much," he says, his voice low.

And without waiting, he pulls down my miniskirt, unhooks my corset from behind and lifts it off. My thong disappears in his hands. I breathe faster, turned on, feeling his hands at my neck while I look straight at Daniel.

I'm left in fishnets, garter belt, and heels. Nothing else.

Marcus turns me with a firm movement. Presses me against his bare chest, his hands squeezing my ass. His mouth finds my neck and I close my eyes, trembling, letting myself go.

He puts his hands on my shoulders and pushes me down onto the bed. I don't resist for a second. I sit, and he's right there in front of me—imposing, that massive cock level with my face. He takes it in one hand and brings it toward me slowly, with that confident smile that makes me even more nervous. He doesn't need to say anything. I know what he wants. I know what he expects.

I swallow, wrap my hand around it and feel it—hot, hard, heavy. I look at it for a second, then up at him. He holds my gaze, still smiling, like he has everything completely under control.

I open my mouth and take him in slowly. Close my eyes and let him fill me. I feel the thickness against my tongue, my throat tightening. It turns me on, scares me, makes me wet. I grip him with one hand and move up and down, testing his size, while my other hand cups his balls. Big, firm, soft under my fingers. He lets out a low groan. Satisfied. Confident.

And me, with his cock in my mouth, I think about Daniel. I know he's there, watching me. I know he sees me with another man, sucking him off like I've done it a thousand times.

That thought makes me moan around him, and it pulls a deeper sigh out of Marcus. I suck harder, deeper, working my tongue around the head. Marcus strokes my face with one hand, like he's guiding the rhythm. I still don't take my eyes off Daniel.

He's moved closer, holding the other camera, filming me. I look at him with my mouth full, Marcus's cock sliding in and out between my lips, and my eyes light up on their own. That look I get when I feel like a real slut.

Daniel doesn't say anything, but I see everything on his face. Tense, turned on, breathing unevenly. His erection pushing hard against the fabric of his briefs. He hasn't taken them off yet—like he's stretching out this moment, savoring every second before stepping in.

I keep sucking, slow, deep, taking him until I almost choke—and I love it. Even more knowing Daniel is watching. Recording. Wanting me even harder because another man is using me. I take him deep again until my eyes water. A hoarse moan escapes me. Marcus groans too, pleased.

I look at Daniel again and my heart races. The filth of it turns me on—feeling this exposed, this seen, knowing he wants me even more because I'm letting go completely. Marcus grabs my chin and pulls me off him. Wipes the corner of my mouth with his thumb and smiles at me with a confidence that cuts right through me.

"Get up," he says.

I obey without a word. He grabs my waist, turns me around, and guides me forward until I'm on all fours at the edge of the bed. Knees on the mattress, hands flat on the sheets. My breathing quickens, goosebumps run up my skin.

He stands behind me. Suddenly he pushes two fingers into my mouth. I suck them instinctively, wetting them with my saliva. No time to think—he slides them straight down, parts my lips, opens me up.

Ufff… I whisper, eyes closed.

He circles my clit with slow, deliberate movements until I arch without meaning to. I moan softly, completely surrendered. Then he pushes those two fingers inside my pussy, slowly, filling me.

Ahhh… A louder moan escapes.

I turn my head. Daniel is right there at the side of the bed, camera in hand, filming everything. Our eyes meet and heat floods through me. No shame, no fear—just pure filth.

My face says it all. I'm lost in it. Open. Used. Desired. And it turns me on even more knowing my husband is there, recording every second, every movement, every moan.

He pulls his fingers out and spreads me wider. Grabs my ass with both hands and pulls it apart, exposing me completely. I feel the cool air on my skin and I know exactly what he's seeing: my pussy slick and shining, dripping. My ass open, without a shred of shame.

"Look at this—get it on camera," he says to Daniel, his voice low. "Look at your wife. Soaking wet."

A shiver runs through my entire body. The raw pull of it rises like a wave. I glance back and see Daniel moving closer with the camera, focusing right where Marcus wants him to. I press my lips together and smile. Not shy—no. That indecent smile that comes out when I know I'm really letting go. It drives me crazy seeing myself like this: loving the fact that my husband is filming me while another man gets me ready.

My eyes shine with pure excitement. And in that moment I'm not thinking about anything except what's coming, what I'm about to feel, what can't be undone.

Marcus steps back. I watch him out of the corner of my eye as he reaches down for his pants, pulls several condoms from his pocket, and sets them on the chair like he has all the time in the world. He opens one. His cock is already hard, enormous, pulsing. He rolls it on slowly, enjoying the fact that I'm watching.

"There's a box on the nightstand," Daniel says from the side.

Marcus glances at him and smiles.

"I prefer my own."

He comes back. Spreads my ass with one hand, grips his cock with the other. The contact makes me shiver. He starts rubbing the head against my pussy, hard, slick with my wetness, grazing my swollen lips. I moan without being able to help it, eyes closed, feeling that slow, torturous back-and-forth.

He pushes slightly—just the tip. Pulls out. Rubs me again. Circles my clit, gentle, patient. Again. Again. Just the head in, out, rubbing, teasing, making me need it. And I arch, soaked, desperate, heart in my throat. I want him inside. Now. That wait drives me even wilder—until he finally thrusts for real and buries himself all the way in one go. The air leaves my body.

"God—!" I cry out, my face wrecked, unable to believe what he's just driven into me.

He stays still inside me for a few seconds, filling me completely, until I feel my body adjust to his size.

Then he starts to move. Slow, steady, fucking me with patience, enjoying it and making me enjoy it too.

I push back toward him, close my eyes, let myself go.

I feel every deep thrust—how he opens me, how he makes me tremble.

I moan nonstop, completely lost.

Then I hear movement in front of me. I open my eyes and see Daniel pulling off his briefs. He climbs onto the bed and sits in front of me, legs open, his hard cock waiting. Camera still in his hand, capturing everything from that impossible angle. I look at his face, panting, smiling with my mouth half open. I feel my eyes go different. Brighter. Wilder. It's not me, or it's too much me—the sluttiest, most unleashed version of myself.

I start sucking him while Marcus pounds me from behind, gripping my ass to set the rhythm. Pleasure runs through my whole body: my mouth full of my husband, my pussy full of Marcus, both at once. And the camera recording every moan, every expression, every second of my face lost in it.

I am pure filth, pure desire, and I know they see it the same way. I can't even moan properly—I just let my body do the talking.

And I notice the difference. I know Daniel's cock by heart. But Marcus… that's another thing entirely. Bigger, thicker—he stretches me wide open every time he thrusts in. I feel pulled apart, completely filled, like there's no room for anything else. The contrast makes me insane: two different sensations, two different men, both using me at the same time. And me—gone, loving every second of it like a bitch in heat.

I look at Daniel while I suck him and my eyes say everything: yeah, he's bigger than you—and I love feeling him inside me.

Marcus starts pounding harder and I can't hold it in:

"Ohh—!"

At first I take it, but then it tips over into too much.

"Stop, stop… not so deep."

He stops instantly.

"Easy," he says softly, and pulls out slowly, then eases back in at a steadier pace, working me without hurting me.

"Better?"

"Yes… mmm, better…" I sigh, letting him keep going.

I keep sucking Daniel, slow, feeling myself between the two of them. Then Marcus stops again, pulls out. Takes off the condom, opens a new wrapper, puts it on.

I turn my head without moving too much.

"Why are you changing it?"

"They break," he says, completely matter-of-fact.

"They break?" I ask, half stunned.

"Yeah. Experience," he says as he rolls on the new one.

I look at Daniel with a half-smile, eyebrows raised, eyes wide. You hearing this? He doesn't answer—just keeps filming, turned on.

Marcus pushes back inside me. I moan, face gone with pleasure. The rhythm builds again, stronger. He gives a couple of harder thrusts and I let out another:

"Ugh… less hard."

"Okay," he says, and puts a hand on my back, pushing me down. He makes me bend my arms and I rest my face against Daniel's thigh. My ass higher now, completely offered up.

"Better like this?" Marcus asks from behind.

"Yes… now yes…" I reply, lost in the filth of it.

I slide a hand under my body and find my clit. I rub it furiously, like I'm possessed, while the bastard fucks me. Daniel grabs my hair, brings his cock to my mouth, and I suck him between moans, my face moving against his thigh with every thrust.

He picks up the pace. Fucks me harder. The slap of his balls against me echoes through the room. Every thrust splits me open, fills me to the hilt. I moan, I groan, I move frantically, rubbing my clit without stopping.

I look up at Daniel and I know my face says everything: I'm completely gone. Then I pull his cock from my mouth, close my eyes, press my face against his leg. My free hand grips the sheets. A tremor runs through me from end to end. The orgasm hits me with a hoarse moan, convulsing, while Marcus keeps fucking me without stopping, without mercy, wrecking me from the inside as goosebumps run up my skin like a fever.

Marcus gives one last hard thrust—like a crack of a whip—and stays buried inside me while the orgasm finishes moving through me. My pussy throbs, clenching around his cock, like it wants to squeeze everything out of him. He doesn't move. Just holds my waist and lets me finish.

When I finally come down, still on all fours, I push myself up slowly, propping myself on my arms. Panting, sweaty, hair plastered to my face. I look up at Daniel. He's staring at me, eyes wide, camera still in his hand, a look of pure disbelief on his face. And I smile at him, breathless but satisfied. Yeah—what you just saw was real.

Marcus pulls out slowly. When his cock leaves me completely, he smacks my ass. A sharp, dry crack that makes me let out a short, shaky laugh, still buzzing.

"Fuck…" I whisper, can't help it.

I watch him step away, strip off the condom, toss it aside without ceremony. I turn and let myself fall onto my back next to Daniel, breathing hard, heart still hammering. I turn my head toward my husband, still catching my breath, and give him a slow, provocative smile—full of pleasure.

Like saying without words: look what they just did to me.


CHAPTER 24

Laura dropped down beside me on her back, panting. The fishnets clung to her damp skin, her heels dug into the bedspread, and she had that crooked smile on her face that burned through me.

"Do you want it now?" she said, her voice wrecked in a way that was impossible not to obey.

I set the camera on the pillow and leaned over her. She was open, offering herself, still trembling from the fucking Marcus had just given her. I pushed between her thighs and inside her.

She was soaked, almost overflowing, and with every thrust I felt like I was entering somewhere that wasn't just mine anymore. My heart hammered up into my throat, and when I lifted my eyes, there he was: Marcus, standing at the side of the bed, cock still hard, enormous, defiant.

Laura turned toward him almost on instinct and reached out. She wrapped her hand around his cock without thinking, with the ease of someone picking up a drink in the middle of a party. She took him into her mouth and started sucking him off like she still hadn't had enough.

I stayed inside her, but my head turned against me. Watching her suck him off while I tried to keep moving only made me lose my erection, little by little. I tried to hold on, clenched my jaw, fought to get it back—but there was no way. Fuck, I can't.

"What's wrong?" Laura asked, barely pulling Marcus's cock from her mouth, looking at me with real concern, no judgment in it.

"Nothing… it's fine. Just nerves," I said, and it came out weaker than I wanted.

I pulled out slowly. Marcus glanced at me, calm, almost detached.

"Nerves? Normal. Come on, I'll take over."

He stepped between Laura's legs, his cock standing thick and hard near her still-open pussy.

"Hand me a condom," he said.

It took me a second to react. I spotted the pack on the chair, grabbed it, passed it to him. Marcus tore it open without hesitation, rolled it on, and leaned over her.

Laura looked at me, still lying there, legs spread for him.

"Are you okay?" she asked softly.

"Yeah. Yeah, I'm fine. Go on."

And she did.

He positioned himself between her legs and drove into her with a firm thrust. The mattress creaked under his weight. The air smelled of damp skin and sex. I wasn't hard anymore, but I kept filming, the camera shaking slightly in my hands. Laura was wide open, fishnets stretched up to mid-thigh, sweat running down between her breasts.

She reached down to her clit and started rubbing herself with urgency, like she knew she was right on the edge and had no intention of letting it go. He fucked her with a steady rhythm, driving in deep enough to slam his balls against my wife, and I moved around the bed filming from different angles—a privileged spectator and a condemned one at the same time.

"God… what a cock you have," she gasped, her voice breaking, her breathing unsteady.

My face burned when I heard it. That moan, that honest confession, captured forever on camera—it hit like a slap and an electric jolt at once. I couldn't look away from her fingers working fast over her clit while Marcus drove into her again and again.

Laura arched suddenly, heels digging into the bedspread, the orgasm breaking out of her with a short, torn cry. He didn't slow down for a second—kept fucking her while she shook, her hand pressed tight between her legs.

When her breathing began to settle, he murmured:

"Where do you want me to cum?"

Laura opened her eyes, surprised. She looked at me, searching for an answer. I said nothing—just watched her through the camera, unable to speak.

"On my tits," she said at last, barely above a whisper.

He pulled out, stripped off the condom, and dropped to his knees beside the bed. Laura offered him her sweaty chest while he jerked off just inches from her skin. I filmed every second: his hard cock over my wife's tits, Laura's mouth opening to lick the tip, her hands moving clumsy but hungry.

"Yeah… like that…" he growled.

A few seconds later, with a low guttural groan, he unloaded all over her. Thick spurts across her breasts, her throat, up to her chin. And then Laura looked straight at me. She didn't break eye contact, shifting between him and me, with pure satisfaction and slut written all over her face—a look I had never seen on her before. A different woman, more brazen, more daring, like she was enjoying showing me exactly how far she could go.

I kept the camera fixed on her—on her skin glistening with cum, on that satisfied smile she gave me just before letting her head fall back, spent.

In that moment I knew the recording wasn't just a memory: it was proof that we had crossed a line there was no coming back from.


EPILOGUE

Monday. The house was quiet; only the hum of the refrigerator and the occasional car passing somewhere outside broke the stillness. I finally had a moment to download the weekend's recordings.

I slid the SD cards into the laptop's card reader and copied the files over. The second I opened the first one, the erection hit me like a punch: the screen filled with Laura on all fours, ass spread wide, the guy behind her driving into her with that big black cock that seemed to have no end. She was sucking me off at the same time, eyes locked on mine, giving herself to both of us at once. The footage shook, the colors were off, but the sound—the gasps, the slap of skin on skin—was all there. It only took a few seconds before I felt my cock throbbing hard against my pants.

I switched files, no time to linger. Another shot, this one from the tripod. The quality was just as bad: orange-tinted, grainy, shadows swallowing half the frame. But between the flaws there were flashes that hit like dynamite—Laura spread open on the mattress, that crooked smile she threw me while I kept filming. I lingered longer than I should have, hypnotized, until I remembered that the kids could walk through the door at any moment.

I cursed under my breath and got down to business. I compressed everything into a password-protected encrypted folder. The footage might be rough, but some parts were too powerful to lose. In the moment, with the lights low, it had been perfect; for filming, though, a disaster. Maybe I could salvage something in editing, but one thing was clear—I wasn't making that mistake again.

Then an idea clicked. I opened travelnotas.blog, that forgotten travel corner almost nobody visited anymore, and created a new page. It didn't appear in the menu: invisible, hidden, locked behind a password. The address was simple: travelnotas.blog/secret. I secured it with something absurdly personal: lauradani2026.

A hiding place only I knew existed. Empty for now, but waiting to be filled with whatever came next from our adventures.

I checked the time and realized I'd lost track of it. I saved the encrypted folder, formatted the SD cards, and shut the laptop just as I heard the key turn in the lock.

Laura came in with the kids, backpacks hanging off their shoulders.

"How was your day?" I asked, trying to sound natural.

"Hard," she said, with a tired smile.

"Well… Saturday was hard," I said, and a short laugh escaped me.

She turned toward me, that new spark alive in her eyes, and shot back:

"I'm not complaining about that kind of hard."

I heard her laugh from the hallway, and it cut through me more than any of the footage.

The videos might have been imperfect, but the essential part was there: proof that there was no going back.

And that was only the beginning.


AUTHOR’S NOTE




They've already crossed a line. 

In Book 2, there's no going back.




If you enjoyed The Day a Hotwife Was Born, leaving a review on Amazon is the best way to support my work and help more readers discover it.




Follow Alex Nighy on Amazon to be notified when the next book is live.




More content, updates, and upcoming releases at www.alexnighy.com




@AlexNighyAuthor on X




— Alex Nighy
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