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CHAPTER 1

The sound of the fan at night has always calmed me—that steady hum that leaves your head quiet enough to hear what it's trying to tell you. I was about to let myself drift into that silence when Laura came out of the bathroom in her short pajamas, hair loose, the skin of her legs catching the warm light from the hallway. She had a toiletry bag in her hand. She set it on the bedspread with the methodical calm of someone who knows exactly what she's after: the lube and the vibrator I bought her. Then she sat with her knees pulled to her chest and watched me with that mix of curiosity and mischief that only surfaces when she lets her guard down. I pulled the laptop toward us, opened it, and the blue light spilled over her thighs like the first frame of a video you're not sure you want to watch again.

"Let's see," she said. "Show me what you've done."

"No miracles. But it looks better than the original disaster."

The video started black, and a second later there we were—out of focus, stepping into frame with the uncertainty of people who don't know where to put themselves. Yellow lamp light. Shadows. Laura's body leaning toward the sofa and, behind her, Marcus moving in with that calm we still had hanging in our memory. I hit play and felt it at the same time—the usual jolt, a small, sharp jolt of pride: that day I hadn't gotten hard, my hand sweating at the base, my heart racing with the stupid nerves I'd struggled to admit.

"I didn't like it when he tried to kiss me," Laura said, almost a whisper. "I turned his face away."

"Not his mouth, fine," I replied, without taking my eyes off the screen. "But you did like his cock."

She smiled without pretension, with a flush that wasn't modesty—it was heat.

"He knew what he was doing," she admitted, biting her lower lip as if biting into the memory.

I moved the laptop closer so she could see better. The camera I'd used back then was cheap, the stabilization a joke, and the skin came out grainy, but with the editing software I'd managed to crop it, fix the exposure, and clean up the audio. You could now hear the belly slapping against her ass with a clarity that was almost embarrassing. A wet, blunt plap, plap, like palms hitting water.

Laura didn't take her eyes off the screen. Her pajama top had ridden up a little with her breathing; the line of her thigh, mapped into my hands, shifted with every movement.

She picked up the vibrator like it was nothing, switched it on without ceremony, slicked it with lube, and settled onto the pillow on her side, her head against my hip.

On screen, Marcus put her on all fours.

In bed, Laura leaned in and kissed my stomach, right where it had started to soften. My mirror had been right: I'd let myself go a little. She ran her hand over the skin as if to say it didn't matter, and without looking at me she slid the dildo between her legs. The first contact drew a brief, electric sound out of her—like a spark catching on a gas burner.

The light from the video made every thrust look like a cut and her back like a taut bowstring. In bed, Laura spread her legs wider, pushed her pajamas up to her waist, and rested her cheek on my abdomen. I felt her warm breath, almost a sigh, and I pushed my pajama pants down with that clumsy gesture of someone who doesn't want to break the current of what's happening. I was hard. This time, no question. With Marcus and the first time it had been different: nerves, a head that wouldn't stop, blood on strike. Filed away with shame. Today, though, my body was on my side.

She closed her hand around my cock without taking her eyes off the screen. She liked watching herself—not out of vanity, but as if confirming it really happened, that she hadn't dreamed it. She took me into her mouth slowly at first, wet lips, tongue, a slow greeting, and turned up the power on the toy. I leaned back against the headboard and brushed a strand of hair from her forehead. Marcus's breathing came through the speaker like a third person invited into the room.

"Look how he's fucking you here," I said, skipping ahead a few seconds. "I stabilized this part. See?"

"Mm," Laura answered, and the mm came with her mouth full—a vibration I felt travel up my spine.

I felt the first wave in her thighs, that controlled tremor I know better than my own PIN. She pressed the vibrator against her clit with the precision of someone who knows her body exactly, and the suction spiked my pulse. I wanted to make a joke about the new camera, about needing to buy another one, that this one hadn't been up to the job, and it came out anyway:

"I'm looking at another camera. This one's not good enough."

"Didn't you already buy one?" she said, pulling off me for a second to breathe.

"A cheap one. And it shows," I replied. "I want it to look right—doesn't have to be professional, just the way we like it."

No objection. On the contrary: she looked at me for a moment with that go ahead expression that has always given me life. Then she went back to my cock. On screen, Marcus was speeding up. Here, Laura was speeding up too. I turned the volume up a notch and the room filled with the slap of flesh, with an oh of hers recorded that afternoon, and with another identical oh that escaped her now, as if time had folded back on itself.

Her orgasm came in short waves. First her back tensed, then she stopped sucking and pressed her lips around me, as if she didn't want to lose the thread. She moaned quietly, in that way of hers that has always struck me as more obscene than screaming. She pulled the toy away before it tipped too far; I kissed her forehead. Her eyes were wet, open, clear.

"Good?" I asked, as if I didn't know.

"Yes," she said, and laughed. "Yes."

She wiped the corner of her mouth with the back of her hand, almost flushed, and looked at me with a seriousness that was tenderness. I left the vibrator within reach, just in case, and moved the laptop back a little to change clips. On screen, Laura was framed from the side, her round ass glistening with sweat, and she said quietly:

"You can see my cellulite there."

"He wasn't looking at that," I replied. "Neither am I."

She gave me a look that said I need more. She'd switched the vibrator back on, but that wasn't enough anymore. She watched me in a way that left no room for doubt, and that code between us—as old as our first night—activated with an ease that reminded me that, above all else, we are husband and wife.

"Come here," I said.

I pushed the laptop to the foot of the bed, open, video paused on the shot where Marcus was changing the condom. I guided her with my hands on her hips, and she let herself be turned with deliberate docility, like someone who offers you the back of their neck to kiss. She got on all fours, her back in a curve that wasn't there in her thirties but is now more honest and more ours. I kissed her sacrum, spread her open, held her there until she was fully exposed to me. I grabbed the lube, slicked myself, touched her.

"Like this," I said. "Watch."

I placed the laptop in front of her face, propped on two pillows on the bedspread. On screen, Marcus spread her open with one hand and drove into her with an almost clinical calm. In bed, I pressed my hand to Laura's back and pushed her forward gently—just enough for her to surrender a little more. I went in slowly, not out of ritual but to take the measure of each other, and I felt that tight welcome that lately wasn't only familiar to me. She let out an immediate sigh, relief and hunger at the same time.

"It's not like Marcus's," I said into her ear, and the humor came out with a trace of defiance. "But it's enough to remind you."

She didn't answer. She moaned. She rested her left hand on the mattress and with her right reached for the vibrator without me having to give it to her; she set it on her clit with a precision that drove me out of my mind. I spread her open with both hands, pushed a little deeper, felt that tight grip inside me—its own language. I fucked her with a sharper rhythm than usual, deliberate, each thrust loud and counted. She needed me like that; I needed it like that. It wasn't violence. It was affirmation. It was telling each other, without saying it, that there was room for me here too.

"Look at that pussy, you slut…" It slipped out. I don't usually talk to her like that—except sometimes. She liked it. I know because of how she squeezed.

"Is that how you squeezed him?" I asked, not as a reproach but as fuel.

"Yes," she whispered. "That's how I squeezed him."

I picked up the pace half a step. The skin of her shoulders glistened with sweat, and the vibration of the toy reached my fingers every time my hands dropped to her stomach. On screen, her head fell forward, mouth open, gone in it. In bed, her mouth was full of air and the sound was almost the same. I turned the volume up again to make the synchrony obscene. The plap from the video and the plap of my pelvis against her ass merged until I couldn't tell them apart.

I gripped her hips harder, drove faster, and with every thrust felt rage and pride tangled in the same motion. It wasn't Marcus, and I had no interest in being him: I was her husband, filling her with myself. I came with a brutal heat, in spasms that locked my whole body. I came inside her while I heard her panting with that smile I could picture even without seeing her face.

"Mmmm…" she murmured, mischievous, turning her head just an inch. "Do you like watching how he fucked me? You at least got to come inside."

I pulled out, breathing hard, and without giving her a moment I reached under the pillow and pulled out the cock-shaped dildo. Laura saw it and let out a broken moan, eyes bright.

"Shhh…" I said, stroking her back to ease her down until her face was against the mattress and her ass was high.

I coated the dildo with lube and worked it slowly into her soaking pussy. She arched her back, panting, while she held the vibrator against her clit. Now she was doubly full, and the sight spiked my pulse all over again. I moved the laptop until it was right in front of her eyes.

"Watch," I said, pushing slowly at first, then building the rhythm. "That's how he fucked you too."

Her breath caught higher, her free hand fisting the sheets, and on screen Marcus was pounding her the same way—on all fours, with that brutality she couldn't deny.

"That's how full you felt," I went on, driving the dildo all the way in. "But now you have cum inside you—what he would have left there if you'd let him."

She pulled in air, eyes fixed on the screen, the toy trembling against her clit, her back arched as if she wanted to take all of it. I fucked her with the dildo like it was his—hard, in and out, no pause—until on screen Laura came hard, crying out.

"Look how you came…" I said into her ear, pushing harder.

"Like he was filling you with his load. I know you wanted to feel that."

"Yes… yes…" she answered, broken, and then it broke over her—an orgasm that mirrored the one on the screen.

I left the dildo buried inside her, her body rigid, coming in spasms that shook her completely. I watched her, still breathing hard, with the certainty that this woman was going to burn me alive—and no desire at all to stop her.


CHAPTER 2

Editing videos had never been part of my life plan. I wasn't a filmmaker—I barely knew how to use a basic trim-and-brightness program—but there I was, past midnight, laptop open, headphones on, cutting pieces of our intimacy like footage for a private archive. I'd already done a first pass a few days earlier, but this time I was after something more: the best of it, the parts worth keeping.

Most of the footage was a disaster. Too dark, my hand shaking, the camera hunting for focus like a drunk looking for his keys. But buried in the wreckage there were seconds worth gold. Marcus coming in from behind, Laura's back arched, sweat catching the light. The wet sound, amplified. A moan that didn't leave room for interpretation. Brief, but powerful. I saved several clips, though none of them fully convinced me.

I'd also taken some photos, and those had come out considerably better. In the end I uploaded a couple to the blog: travelnotas.blog/secret—that hidden page only I could access. On the surface, Travelnotas was still the same collection of respectable postcards: the Eiffel Tower from the most obvious angle, the Colosseum on a flat afternoon, images so impersonal anyone else could have taken them.

But behind the password, something different was beginning to take shape. A space for me. My parallel archive. My secret adventure journal.

Before closing the program, I paused on a still frame. A quick reflection in the hallway mirror: me, in profile, T-shirt clinging to my stomach. The belly showed more than I'd expected. I swallowed. Not a tragedy, but on video the truth doesn't get softened. Time had left its signature.

And with the belly came the ghosts. That guy—the first time I tied a blindfold over Laura's eyes and my cock decided not to work. Marcus after that, the whole spectacle, and me absent again, the blood refusing to cooperate. Two failures in a row. I couldn't afford a third.

I sat still, staring at the black screen. I knew it wasn't physical. With Laura alone it always worked. The problem was nerves, the pressure of the moment. But the result was the same: the private shame, the shadow of it happening again. I opened a tab in the browser: "urologist erectile dysfunction near me." Closed it immediately, as if I'd been caught watching porn at work. But I'd open it again. I didn't want explanations or tests. I wanted a prescription. A small blue box in a drawer—private insurance against my own head.

I wasn't going to tell Laura. No point worrying her over something I understood perfectly: tension, nothing more. But I wasn't going to let that wreck another meet. I wanted my backup on hand. No further discussion.

I called the clinic. The receptionist gave me the price: one hundred twenty dollars. A hundred and twenty bucks. Fuck. Not cheap, but I immediately compared it to what we spent on dinners or hotels for a weekend away. And this wasn't a luxury—it was an investment in our adventure, in making sure Laura and I kept enjoying ourselves without any blowups. I booked the appointment anyway. Date and time locked in, and when I hung up I felt I'd done the right thing. Not a medical drama—just practical thinking. If we were going to keep opening the door to more men, I wanted to walk in fully prepared every time.

Then I opened Playswingers.com. The other stage. Different rules there: community, exposure. Our profile already said exactly what it needed to say: "We're looking for easygoing guys to have a good time. We get off on filming, no faces. If you don't want cameras, this isn't for you." Straight, no filler. Nothing more needed.

I uploaded two short clips, twenty seconds each. The first: the raw contrast of Marcus's cock pushing into Laura. The second: her legs spread wide, her moans clean, bodies hitting with a rhythm no editor could have invented.

Clicking publish gave me a teenage rush. Like sending a message out into the world: look—this is my wife, and yes, she's enjoying a cock in front of my camera. The notifications started within a minute. One like. Another. A dozen in no time. The counter kept climbing. I felt a warmth in my chest, an arousal that no porn I'd ever watched had given me. Because this was ours. Laura making strangers jerk off and cum in rooms we'd never see.

Friend requests stacked up like dominoes: single guys, couples with filtered photos, profiles that felt fake just looking at them. I checked a few. Cocks in close-up, tattooed torsos, bios that were pure self-promotion. I laughed to myself. Accepted a handful—the ones that seemed worth our time—and left the rest.

Then the messages. Short, direct, no context. "Hi, couple." "So fucking hot." "Want to meet?" Most I left unanswered. But there was something hypnotic about them. They weren't just words—they were erections on the other end, men out there with hard cocks because of Laura.

I pictured it: dim rooms, laptops open, heavy breathing. Guys sitting in silence, pants halfway down, reading their own clumsy lines while jerking off to my wife. And instead of bothering me, that thought made me harder. Knowing that Laura was behind those anonymous loads, that she was the reason—that did something to me. It wasn't theory: you could see it in the speed of the replies, in the unfiltered uffs, in the impatience of someone who can't hold back. Reading them, I was just as turned on as if she'd been right there in front of me, on all fours, working them all with her moans.

The first one to cross the line was BigBull. No hello: "I'll wreck her pussy. Say when." Blocked.

The second, Cuckold_Master, was more elaborate: "What turns me on is watching the husband just stand there. Making him understand she's not his anymore." I replied straight: "That's not our thing. We enjoy it together." Closed the window before he could push further.

The third one stopped me cold. Bicuriousman: "What I like is sucking the husband's cock while I fuck the wife. So he gets off too." I sat there for a full minute, staring at the screen. The image came through too clearly, too easy to picture. A jolt—not arousal, not revulsion, something closer to surprise. I typed short: "Not our thing." And closed it.

Then Adrian_38. Calm messages, no rush: "Hi. Saw your profile. Very hot. What exactly are you looking for?" I answered without dressing it up: "We're into threesomes. Watching her enjoy it, filming, taking part." He replied: "Perfect. I like that too. Just good sex. She's really hot—it would be a pleasure to meet you someday."

I found myself hard while typing. Not because of him, but because of how the scene was taking shape in my head: Laura open, natural, enjoying herself, me filming, stepping in whenever I wanted. I checked his profile—clean photos, well put together, nothing excessive. Open galleries. A couple of threesome videos, shot calmly, no tricks. I watched them while replying and felt it low in my stomach.

Then the notification. Placerblack. Marcus. I read the review he'd left on our profile slowly: "Fantastic couple, an incredible afternoon. She's fire. Looking forward to doing it again."

I stayed there a while. Remembering his commanding calm, how much Laura had enjoyed that encounter. And those words carried weight—a kind of seal of quality within that community. Confirmation that we were real, that we'd played with a solid profile and he wanted back in. I thought about leaving one in return, but left it for another time. I wanted to do it with Laura, for her to read it with me and decide.

I took off the headphones. The silence of the house settled around me like a curtain coming down. Laura was asleep in the bedroom, probably one leg hanging off the sheet, her body warm even at rest. I thought about her and about all those men who had just liked her without knowing anything beyond a few seconds. I didn't feel jealous. I felt hungry. Hungry to keep seeing her like this, to record every discovery, to stay with her in that most secret version of herself.

I opened a new tab: DSLR cameras. 4K recording, decent stabilization, mid-range prices. One priced at $325 looked perfect—not cheap, not expensive. Just right for capturing what was beginning to be our real life. I smiled. With the right camera, next time there would be no shadows. And I could almost feel it under my fingers.


CHAPTER 3

The waiter comes over with the tray and smiles.

"One espresso, one tea, and a latte… with cold milk?"

Clara laughs. "Perfect. You know us too well."

He shrugs. "It's been a long time. For me, at least—because for you, the years don't seem to pass. Wish all my customers were this good-looking."

Clara bursts out laughing. I laugh under my breath. Martina, on the other hand, pulls a face.

"You should watch yourself. Saying things like that—even if you mean well—can count as harassment these days."

Clara nearly chokes. "Oh, come on, Martina, for God's sake… it was just a compliment."

"Yeah, yeah… great times we're living in."

"The thing is," Clara says, winking, "the waiter's got gray hair and grandkids. If a built guy said that, you'd be fluttering around like Tinker Bell."

All three of us lose it.

"By the way, Laura, you've been looking really good lately," Clara says out of nowhere.

"That's exactly what I told her the other day," Martina adds, side-eyeing me.

I blush, half laughing. "You're both impossible."

"Yeah, yeah…" Clara keeps going. "Aren't you the busy mom who never had time for herself?"

"Well, the kids are getting older. Everything runs smoother at home now."

They glance at each other. That look. The one that puts me on edge.

"Hey, what are you thinking?" I say. "It's Dani. He's the one telling me to make more of an effort. And I'm actually listening to him for once."

Clara claps once. "Wow, girl. First time in all the years I've known you that you've listened to your husband."

We laugh again.

Clara raises an eyebrow. "When a woman starts looking better, hits the gym, all of that… there's something going on. Or someone."

Martina nods. "That's exactly what I said the other day."

"Sounds like you're speaking from experience," I shoot back, with a half-smile.

Another round of laughter.

"No, seriously," I say. "I do look at myself a bit more in the mirror. The years pass for all of us and I want to look better. That's it."

"Well, I'm happy for you," Clara says.

Martina glances at me sideways. "I don't buy it. But fine."

I turn to Clara to change the subject. "Anyway, my situation's obvious… what about you? Still seeing that guy's brother, what's-his-face?"

Clara laughs. "No way. I'm free as a bird."

"So," Martina jumps in, "you're already out looking for trouble again."

We double over laughing.

"I don't look for trouble—they do," Clara protests.

Martina points a finger at her. "Yeah, right. One of them was married… and when you finally find a single one, you end up fucking his brother."

Clara throws her hands up. "Ugh, why do I even tell you anything…"

We're laughing so hard that half the bar turns to look at us. And right then Martina goes:

"If what you're after is someone smart and well-hung… those two things don't usually come in the same package."

We explode. The waiter watches us from behind the bar like we've completely lost it.

"That's not it," Clara says. "It's about finding the right person. Kids? I've already ruled that out. I mean, I could… but I don't see myself."

"That's what they all say," Martina replies. "Then they come running."

"Finding the right person is hard. But I'm not even looking. It just doesn't happen."

Martina crosses her arms. "You just like the excitement and the variety. Just say it."

"Look, I honestly don't care if it's bigger or smaller," Clara admits. "They need to know how to use it. Just a big cock? They sell those now—silicone, whatever."

"I've got one. Two, actually," Martina says, casual as you like. "One for the weekend, one for weekdays."

I nearly choke laughing.

"I've got one that vibrates, moves, the whole thing… I don't need men," Clara adds, grinning.

Then they both look at me.

"And you? You don't have one?"

I choke a little on my coffee.

"Well… I have something. We have something. For fun, you know."

They crack up.

"You do? You both do?" Clara raises her eyebrows. "So you use toys with your husband. That's amazing. Make me a copy—I want one like that. With the guys I've been with, pull out a dildo and they look at you like you're a nymphomaniac," she says, indignant.

"Because they're assholes," Martina says flatly. Then she nudges me. "So—what have you got?"

I blush. "One of those vibrating things… and a dildo… I'm not even sure if it vibrates."

Their eyes go wide.

"A dildo? Big?"

I go red as a tomato, not knowing where to put myself.

"Big… yeah. Pretty substantial."

We burst out laughing just as the waiter comes over to clear the cups, looking at us like we're three women who've completely lost the plot.

We leave the café still on the same subject, still laughing, still making jokes.

We step into the elevator, absolutely cracking up.

Martina glances at us and says:

"So—Tere. The one who moved to the other office… she's pregnant."

"Tere?" Clara's eyes go wide. "But she's older than me."

"Wasn't she divorced?" I ask.

"Yeah. Two kids," Martina says.

Clara leans in. "And she got married again?"

"No. She got involved with a guy. Married, apparently. Got pregnant… and he vanished."

"Seriously?" Clara looks stunned.

Martina raises an eyebrow. Pure sarcasm.

"Come on, girl… you've been with married men. No married man with kids leaves his wife for someone else. They all say they're unhappy, that they don't sleep together anymore, blah blah blah. But when it comes down to actually doing something about it—goodbye and good riddance."

"Fuck, that's rough," I say. "Gets her pregnant and just disappears."

"I don't know exactly how it went," Martina goes on, "but it's always the same story: at first they all say they don't want anything serious, and then… they go and screw everything up."

"Pfff… and how do you even know all this?" Clara asks, half outraged.

"They tell me everything."

Clara points at her, laughing. "Well, they don't know what they're doing—because you tell everything."

I laugh too, and Martina shrugs like she can't argue with that.

"Look, half this office knows. And so does everyone at Tere's."

The elevator doors open and we each head back to our desks.

I sit down at the computer, drop my bag on the floor, and stare at the screen for a few seconds without really seeing it.

I pick up my phone. Heart pounding. I type fast and send Dani a message:

"I'm going to book an appointment with my gynecologist to get an IUD."


CHAPTER 4

After lunch I dropped onto the couch like I'd been knocked out.

"Ugh, I'm done. This week's been rough, and on top of that the kids were bouncing off the walls today like they'd had a double espresso for breakfast."

Laura laughed, resting her head against the back of the couch.

"Well, next Saturday we take them to their grandparents'. We're still doing that, right?"

"Of course." I closed my eyes for a second, just savoring the thought of a full day without kids. "Already tasting it."

We half-cleared the table like two war veterans and dropped back in front of the TV. I stretched out into my usual spot — the part of the couch that's shaped to my body — and said it almost without thinking:

"What if we set something up…"

Laura turned her head.

"Set something up…? You mean meet someone?"

"Sure. That way I can test the new camera."

She laughed — that laugh of hers that mixes disbelief and complicity.

"You're out of your mind."

"Yeah," I admitted, smiling. "But you love watching yourself afterward."

She gave me that look. Caught.

"I don't know… With who?"

"We've got plenty of contacts on the site. And there's the ad section — date, city, what you're looking for. Whoever fits the bill writes in, and we talk."

Laura twisted her mouth into that half-smile she uses when she pretends to hesitate but she's already on board.

"Fine. Post it. But we chat first with whoever looks best."

"Of course." I sat up a little, more alert. "I can show you how to log in if you want."

"I'm not going in on my own."

"Suit yourself. I'm going in anyway. I'll show you how it works and that's it."

She thought for a moment and finally said:

"Okay."

I grabbed the laptop and set it on the coffee table. I showed her the saved login to the swinger site.

"Look — here you can see who's in the chat. Click on anyone and you get their profile. And here's the meetups section. You just put in the date, the city, and what you're looking for."

"I know, I've seen you do it before," she replied, half-smiling.

I typed.

"Looking for a guy for Saturday afternoon. Someone with experience with couples who's up for something filthy with us. Like that?"

Laura nodded.

"Yeah. That works."

"Perfect. Not just our contacts — anyone can see it. Then we decide who we like."

"There aren't many people online right now, are there?"

"No. We'll check later." I closed the laptop calmly, like someone sealing a letter that would soon bring news.

Laura shifted on the couch, tucking her feet under my leg.

"Well. Now you know how it works."

I shut the computer down, left it on the table, and sank back beside her.

"Want to put something on?"

"Sure, but I'll fall asleep."

She laughed.

"And so will you — don't act smart."

I rested my head back, feeling her warmth beside me, and thought about the ad already floating out there on the site — like throwing a flare into the night: sooner or later, someone would see it.

***

I wake up with a dry mouth and a kink in my neck. I glance sideways: Dani's still out cold, sunk into the couch like he's been sedated. He snorts every few seconds, on the verge of full-on snoring.

I sit up slowly, carefully sliding my leg out from under his, and shift onto the chaise. I check the time: half an hour. Not bad for a Saturday nap. If I don't wake him, he'll easily sleep two hours… or until the kids come in making more noise than a string of firecrackers. Whichever comes first.

I grab the remote and start flipping channels. Nothing. Talk shows, reruns I don't care about, movies already halfway through. Pass. I'm not starting something on a streaming platform either — I know myself, I'd leave it halfway, and then Dani would want to watch it with me from the beginning.

I glance at the laptop on the coffee table. Just sitting there. Like it's calling me.

Should I go in?

No. Pass. Better not.

I keep flipping. Crocodile documentary. Change. Bad comedy. Change. I sigh.

I look at the laptop again. Dani's snoring softly. If I recorded him I could use it as background noise on Spotify.

I set the remote down. I think about it one more second. And carefully, I pick it up. I set it on my lap and open it slowly, like it might explode.

There's the page, the saved tab. Username, password… Dani showed me earlier. I type carefully. Log in.

Home screen, bright colors, thumbnail photos that practically jump out at you — latest videos, featured profiles, a live counter ticking up and down. Chat on one side, notifications on the other. Everything has that shameless storefront feel, like every tab is saying come on in, look, try it.

And there's our freshly posted ad: "Looking for a guy for Saturday afternoon. Someone with experience with couples who's up for something filthy with us."

A smile sticks on my lips.

Well. Yeah. I went in.

I open the chat and within seconds little windows start popping up everywhere.

"Hi."

"Good afternoon."

"Hello, couple."

They all start the same way. Like they copied it from a script.

One writes:

"Who's answering, him or her?"

I pause. What do I say? My name? No way. I type quickly:

"It's me."

Another pushes:

"Who are you, the girl or the guy?"

I exhale.

"The girl…"

I hit send and feel a strange little jolt. I've never done this before — talking to strangers who are here specifically looking for me.

I open a profile. Torso shot, no face. Another one — his cock. Not exactly subtle. Next. A blurry video of someone fucking. I turn the volume down just in case. If Dani catches me on here, he'll either crack up… or lose his mind over it.

Another message:

"Hi, just saw your ad. I'm free Saturday."

I read it twice. Straight to the point.

I reply:

"We're just looking through profiles for now."

Another one writes the same thing his own way:

"Saw your ad, I'd love to meet you. Shall we meet up?"

I close the window without replying. Didn't even say hi.

I keep browsing. Five chats open at once. One says:

"You look gorgeous in the videos. You've got me so hard."

A smile slips out. I reply:

"Glad to hear it. That was the idea."

Another:

"We talked before. Are you ready to meet up yet? Remember what we said?"

Me? No idea. I think: must've been Dani.

I type:

"Remind me — what did we talk about?"

The guy pushes:

"Same as always. The three of us enjoying it. We could meet this week."

I swallow a nervous laugh. What the hell has Dani been setting up without telling me?

Another profile pops up, no mention of the ad:

"Hey couple, you look filthy. Where are you from?"

Hasn't even read it. Probably lives on the other side of the country.

I let myself go. Open photos, close videos, juggle several at once. One's pushy — wants to meet right now. Pass. Another showers me with compliments — I keep him a bit longer.

And here I am. Alone. Dani snoring on the couch. Half a dozen men throwing themselves at me from their screens.

A new chat pops up in the corner. Not in my contacts.

"Hi, just saw your ad. How's it going?"

I check his profile: Francx85. Says he's 45. Normal photos — standing next to a car, another at the beach in swim shorts. Tall, good body without being a gym freak, and yeah, a more intimate photo… good cock, normal, nothing show-offy. I like him.

I reply:

"Hey. Just checking profiles."

"I'm Franc. Nice to meet you. Those photos of yours are filthy."

Filthy. I laugh to myself. I type:

"Thanks. That's what they say."

He takes a few seconds to reply.

"What are you most into?"

I pause. What do I say? Do I just throw something out? I type the first thing that comes to mind:

"Honestly… depends on the moment."

"Of course," he replies. "I'm into a lot of things. Are you into anal?"

I let out a soft laugh.

"No. Not that."

"Would you let me cum on your face?"

"Fuck…" I mutter under my breath and glance at Dani, still snoring. I type quickly:

"No. Not that either."

"Are you the girl?"

I hesitate.

"Yeah…"

"Okay, relax. I figured — from how direct you are. Husbands are usually filthier in chat; you women are more so in person. Just asking. So what are you into?"

I press my lips together and type:

"The usual… oral, hands, taking it slow."

"I love that. Taking my time. Hearing you talk… letting you get pulled into it."

I swallow. I'm alone, laptop on my lap, a stranger typing things that send a tight little pull low in my stomach. I feel looser here than I would with him right in front of me.

Another chat pops up. I recognize the username instantly: Placerblack. Marcus.

"I loved your wife."

I freeze for two seconds. Then I smile. I type as if I were Dani:

"We had a great time."

"I don't know if you'd be up for a repeat. I'd love it. That woman is pure filth."

My fingers are trembling. I reply:

"Maybe. We'll talk about it."

Marcus replies straight away:

"She can get sluttier, little by little. I'd fuck her nonstop."

My face is burning. I jump back to Franc's chat.

"You still there?"

"Of course. Thinking about how good you'd feel in my hands."

Between messages, compliments, and propositions, I realize my breathing has quickened. Two, three chats open. All of them pulling at me, all of them talking to me. And me, playing along like it's a video game.

I keep jumping from one to another, answering, laughing to myself, feeling myself getting wet for real. Franc gets dirtier with every message, Marcus keeps pushing, others throw compliments like there's no tomorrow.

Then — a door slams. Voices. Laughter. The kids.

"Shit…" I whisper.

I jump like a cat, snap the laptop shut, and drop it on the table as if nothing ever happened.

Dani stirs beside me, cracks one eye open, half-asleep.

"What's going on?"

"Nothing — they got bored of playing in their room." I smile like everything's normal, heart hammering.

He stretches, yawns, and snorts.

"Damn… we had it so good…"

I nod, all innocence on the outside, still buzzing, still feeling it.


CHAPTER 5

I drove with the radio turned down so low it might as well have been off. The week had flown by and here we were — that free Saturday, no kids, and a plan. It still felt unreal: I spend hours on that site, chatting with guys, agonizing over whether to keep them on the list or delete them for good, and all it took Laura was one afternoon to make up her mind. She talked to a few, played a little, and decided, just like that, that there was no point looking any further. That we were meeting Francx85. A guy I hadn't even added as a contact or exchanged a single word with.

Laura sat beside me, talking about whatever came to mind — the kids wrecking the kitchen, needing new sneakers, some weird noise the car was making. I nodded, smiled every now and then, but none of it was getting through. My head had no room for anything except what we were about to do.

"What are you thinking about?" she asked suddenly, turning toward me.

"Nothing." It came out too fast.

She looked at me the way someone does when they know perfectly well you're lying, but decided to let it go.

I tightened my grip on the wheel, hands already damp. It wasn't just nerves about the meet — it was the same fucking doubt as always: will I hold up or not? The urologist had asked for tests before prescribing anything, so Viagra was off the table entirely. Every time I let myself picture it going wrong again, a cold ripple ran down my back. And at the same time I was hard just from looking at her sitting there, that controlled calm of hers that I know hides a low, constant buzz underneath.

The hotel appeared right off the exit: discreet, dim sign, an entrance that looked like any anonymous garage. Perfect. We checked in from the car without seeing anyone. A barrier lifted and we drove straight into the underground parking. Everything designed so you don't cross paths with anyone, not even by accident.

"Fuck… this is something else," Laura said, looking around.

"Yeah. Like we're spies on a secret mission."

I parked in the assigned box and we went up to the room via a private staircase. When I opened the door, a chill ran through me.

The room smelled clean — cheap detergent with a hint of generic hotel air freshener. A huge bed with white sheets, mirrors placed exactly where they needed to be, heavy curtains cutting out most of the light. A room built for fucking and disappearing.

The first thing I did was pull out the tripod and the cameras. I went about it with absurd seriousness, like I was setting up how I was going to watch this later. Adjusted angles, tested the light, cracked the curtains just enough to let in some natural light. I didn't want dark footage like last time. I crouched down, stood back up, checked the battery, checked the focus again.

Meanwhile, Laura slid out of her jeans slowly, as if she had all the time in the world — an impromptu striptease for no audience in particular. She eased them down her legs and let them drop to the floor. Underneath, a black lingerie set that stopped me cold: lace bra, barely-there panties. Then she pulled on a tight miniskirt and a light, sheer blouse, the kind that suggests more than it covers. She slipped on her heels and started walking around the room. The click-click on the hardwood floor a metronome for my arousal.

"Looks like you're going on a date," I said, aiming for casual.

"Isn't it?" she replied with a half-smile, turning toward the mirror to fix her hair.

I had a brutal urge to fuck her right there on the spot, but I knew we had to wait.

I sent the location to the guy. We'd agreed to meet at a nearby gas station — he'd drive there and leave his car, and we'd go out to pick him up. Laura sat on the edge of the bed, crossed her legs, and watched me with forced calm.

"Are you sure this is a good idea?"

"He's the one you liked."

"I didn't like him." She shook her head. "He felt right."

"Fine. Felt right." I shrugged. "That's good enough for me."

We laughed, though neither of us was relaxed.

A few endless minutes later, the message came through: he was at the gas station. We went back down to the car. The feeling was surreal — walking out of a hotel room we'd rented to go pick up the stranger we were about to fuck.

We spotted him right away: tall, fitted T-shirt, standing by the pump with his hands in his pockets. He clocked us fast and lifted a hand, easy, like he was meeting friends. I pulled up and he got in the back.

"Hey," he said, calm voice.

We introduced ourselves. His name was Frank. Then silence — the kind where no one quite knows what to say. Eventually we landed on safe ground: traffic, the heat, how hidden the hotel was. He seemed decent, polite, even a little shy. I watched him in the rearview mirror: good body without being a gym obsessive. That helped. I already knew from the photos his cock was bigger than mine, but he wasn't built like Marcus. He didn't intimidate me the same way.

Back at the hotel, through the barrier again, same box, up the private staircase. Laura walked ahead of us — short miniskirt, long legs, heels marking every step. Me and Frank behind her, side by side, like two bodyguards following her somewhere we all knew how it was going to end. That image stuck harder than it should have. I filed it away.

In the room, I invited him to shower. He accepted without hesitating, went into the bathroom, and the sound of running water filled the silence. Laura checked herself in the mirror, smoothed her hair, and ran her tongue slowly across her lips. I adjusted a camera again for no real reason, just to keep my hands busy.

The water stopped. He stepped out with damp hair and his body still glistening and stood there looking at us. That moment. Everyone knows what's about to happen. No one moves.

Laura did. She walked over to him, smiling, and positioned herself at his side, her arm grazing his. I moved in from behind, as if I couldn't help it. The three of us standing there, no more waiting, and we started touching each other. He ran his hands along her waist; I traced her neck. Laura closed her eyes and let it happen, her lips parting slightly as our hands moved over her body at the same time. Breathing quickened, skin against skin. I felt her tremble, and I knew the game had truly begun. I just needed my body not to fail me now.


CHAPTER 6

I glance at him out of the corner of my eye. He's taller than Dani, slimmer. Decent body — you can tell he doesn't live at the gym, which I almost like. A few gray hairs that actually suit him. He's no model, but so far he's behaving exactly as I hoped: pleasant, proper.

I'm standing in the middle, next to the bed. Dani on one side, Frank on the other. Both in briefs. I'm still dressed. Well… half dressed. Black miniskirt, fishnets, shirt half open, lace bra and thong. Sexy as fuck. And both of them already have their hands all over me. They stroke me under the skirt, fingers sliding up my thighs, brushing between my legs over the thong. Goosebumps run up my skin. They kiss my neck and I'm getting turned on. I let them touch me, let it happen. I like feeling wanted. For a second I think about Dani and how we got here, but the thought slips away with the next touch.

Dani starts undoing my shirt. Frank slides his hand inside my thong. God. I'm already wet. He strokes my clit slowly and I close my eyes for a second. From behind, his other hand grabs my ass, squeezing hard. One hand in front, one behind. And me right in the middle, taking all of it.

I run my hands over their briefs. Both hard. I smile to myself. Dani's into it, relaxed — that settles something in me. He pulls my thong down, strips off my skirt, my shirt. Frank unhooks my bra and goes straight for my tits — mouth on them, tongue, sucking. I gasp. I tug his briefs down just enough and take out his cock. Bigger than I expected from the photo. Fuck, that's a good cock. My mouth waters.

Dani kicks his briefs off. Frank does the same. All three of us standing there, touching each other. They work me with their hands, and I work them with mine.

I drop back onto the bed right there. I grab Frank and take his cock into my mouth without thinking. Hot. Hard. Delicious. I suck him deep and hungry. He groans, fingers tightening in my hair. Dani moves closer and brings his cock to my face. I stay on Frank, then turn and take Dani into my mouth. Back to Frank. Both of them, switching, not stopping. I feel more gone than I've ever been. And I love it.

"Suck his balls," Dani says, in that tone of his that lights me up.

I move without thinking. I lower myself and take his balls into my mouth while I keep sucking his cock. He groans loud. I smile against him and keep going, faster, dirtier.

Frank pushes me back onto the mattress. I kick off my stockings and heels without thinking — too much heat. All three of us naked now. I spread my legs and he slides between them. His tongue on my pussy. Fuck. My whole body tightens. He knows what he's doing — tongue, lips, fingers inside me at the same time, fucking me with them while he eats me out.

Dani grabs the new camera. I catch him from the corner of my eye, on his knees, filming my face while I moan. I turn my head and take his cock into my mouth, the lens right there, inches away. That combination does something to me — Frank between my legs eating me out, Dani filming me while I suck him off.

I writhe. I can't hold on. I cum hard, grabbing the sheets with both hands, eyes rolling back. A brutal orgasm that leaves me panting, sweating, head completely gone.

"Fuck… you're so good at that," I whisper, still trembling. "God… incredible."

Daniel sets the camera down on the bed, letting it record whatever it catches. He spreads my legs — still shaking from the orgasm — and pushes into me without warning. I sigh hard. He starts fucking me slowly, sinking deep. I keep my legs open and look at him, no filter left.

"You like how my pussy feels?" I pant.

"I love it," he says, and I feel him drive deeper.

Frank kneels beside me and brings his cock to my mouth. I don't hesitate — I take him in hungrily, suck his balls, work him with my hand at the same time. He groans. Dani sees all of it. My husband fucking me, my mouth full of another man. I can feel it without even looking. And it turns me on even more.

The rhythm builds. Dani moves steady and deep, feeling how tight I still am, like my body hasn't come down from the orgasm yet. He kisses my neck, his face grazing Frank's cock. It's brutal.

He doesn't last much longer. He cums inside me, groaning, while I keep my mouth full and a dirty smile on my face. Dani pulls out, breathing hard.

Frank doesn't waste a second. He reaches to the nightstand, grabs a condom, tears it open. I watch him roll it on without stopping sucking, only pulling back for a moment to see his cock gleaming under the latex.

He moves between my legs and drives into me in a single thrust, all the way in. I cry out. He grabs my hips and holds himself buried deep, completely still. I feel him deeper than Dani — he opens me up, splits me, and I love it. I pull him toward me, dig my nails into his shoulders, pushing him deeper. Asking for more without saying it. And he gives it. He starts fucking me hard, pounding me, sharp thrusts that bounce me off the bed like it's made of rubber.

Dani's gone to the bathroom. He comes back. I look straight at him while Frank fucks me. I moan like a slut, no holding back. I watch him grab the camera and point it at us, recording everything, his other hand wrapped around his cock, jerking off. Still hard.

Frank lifts slightly, braced on his arms, never stopping. I slide my hand between us and find my clit. My fingers moving with his rhythm, every thrust pulling a sound out of me.

"God… more…" I whisper.

Frank goes faster, deeper, harder. I move under him like I've lost it completely, my hand flying over my clit.

"I'm cumming," he growls.

I'm already there. And I let go. I cry out and writhe as I feel his cock pulse inside me, unloading into the condom. We hit it together — him buried all the way in, me clawing his back, losing myself in the orgasm.

He collapses over me, sweating, breathing hard. I stay open, legs limp, chest heaving. He kisses my stomach and gets up.

"I'm going to the bathroom," he says.

I watch him walk away. I close my eyes for a second. Skin still burning. I push my damp hair back. I'm wrecked, soaked, satisfied. Still open. Still feeling him. And I still don't know if this is over or if they're about to start making me shake again.


CHAPTER 7

Frank comes back from the bathroom and drops onto the bed like he's just climbed Everest.

"Ugh…" he exhales.

I get up.

"My turn."

I step into the bathroom and splash water on my face. I look at myself in the mirror. Do I shower and call it done? Or do I go back out and see if the battle's still on?

I grin to myself. Girl… you've turned into a proper little slut.

I check myself head-on, then in profile. Honestly, I'm not holding up too badly. I sit on the toilet, take care of things, fix myself up, and head back out.

From the room I can hear Frank and Dani talking… they're even laughing. I'm cracking up inside. Sure, at this rate we're going to end up starting a friends' club.

I feel good. Dani was much better this time. I saw it — he enjoyed himself, more confident. And me, more relaxed.

I walk out. They're both at the window, naked, smoking with it cracked open. I step over.

"Do you smoke?" I ask Frank.

"Yeah," he says, smiling. "Your husband told me you two only do it on special occasions."

"Then give me one. This definitely counts."

He laughs and hands it over. I slide in between them. The three of us, naked at the window, smoking like we've known each other our whole lives.

"You been in this scene long?" Frank asks.

Dani shrugs.

"Not really. We set up the profile not long ago and… this is our third time."

Frank nods.

"Playswingers is solid. There are other sites, but the times I've met up with couples through this one, it's gone pretty well."

"The verification thing is good," I say, "because at least you get a sense of people."

"And do you only do threesomes? Or swaps too?" he asks.

"We met up with a couple once, but it didn't go well," Dani says. "Too many looks, too many drinks… we weren't comfortable."

"We even went to a swinger club with them," I add. And I laugh. "I had the feeling everyone knew each other."

"They do," Frank says. "They know each other, judge each other, gossip. There are good people, like anywhere. But there's also a lot of posturing, couples who aren't going to do anything… I don't know. I've always gone as a single guy — sometimes it's been great, other times a complete waste of time. And money."

Dani takes another drag.

"When we meet up, it'll probably be with guys. You talk, and if there's a connection, you hook up. No drama. That's what we're looking for."

"In my opinion, that's the best way," Frank says.

I think the same. The guy's got his head straight, you can tell.

And then it hits me: I'm completely naked, standing next to a guy I didn't know a few hours ago — also naked — with my husband right there. The three of us just standing here smoking like it's nothing, after I've just been fucked senseless. Something in me wants to laugh.

What are Martina and Clara doing right now?

I snap out of it, stub out the cigarette. A strange silence settles over the three of us. We're all thinking the same thing: do we keep going?

Dani moves first. His hand lands on my ass.

"You still want more?" I shoot back, half laughing.

Frank shuts the window and runs his hands over me too.

"Mmm…" That's all I manage.

Dani kisses me on the mouth, turns me against the wall. Frank goes straight for my pussy. His fingers find me instantly. I spread my legs a little.

"Still soaking wet," he says.

I don't answer. My face says everything now — filth, the raw pull of it, pure need. He presses harder, then slides his fingers into his mouth and sucks them clean, watching me. Fuck. A jolt runs through me. He goes back in and I think: if he keeps that up I'm going to cum right here.

They're both hard again. I'm on fire.

Dani takes me to the bed, gets me on all fours with his feet on the floor. He fucks me from behind.

Frank lies down in front of me, legs spread, his cock right there. I don't think twice. I take him in my mouth and suck him deep, greedy about it. He strokes my head, plays with me against his cock, controlling the rhythm. I work him with my tongue while Dani pounds me from behind — hard, sharp, merciless.

I move with every thrust. My face drops lower, almost resting against Frank's body. I look him straight in the eyes while I suck his cock like a slut who's exactly where she wants to be. Dani drives into me harder and harder. I feel used, filthy, wide open. And I fucking love it.

Dani groans. He slams into me like it's the last time. He cums inside me again. I don't look away from Frank, his cock in my mouth, thinking: this guy must think I'm a nympho… a whore… or both. I don't care.

Dani pulls out. I feel his cum leaving me, dripping onto the sheets. The heat makes me smile with Frank's cock still in my mouth.

He gets up to grab a condom. I stay on all fours, cheek pressed to the mattress, ass high in the air, rubbing my clit like I can't help it. I know I'm provoking him. That's exactly what I want.

Frank comes back, spreads my cheeks and pushes his cock all the way inside in one go. I moan loud. He pounds me hard from the first second. With every thrust his balls slam against me — solid, relentless.

I glance to the side and see Dani, no longer hard, camera in hand. Recording everything. I lock eyes with him, completely gone, thinking: you want to see it? Then look. Watch me take another man. Watch how he uses me, how he splits me open. This is what you wanted, isn't it?

Frank goes faster and faster. Dani crouches behind us, filming close, nearly pressing the camera right where our bodies meet. I know exactly what he's capturing — how he's driving into me, how he's splitting me open. And that lights me up even more.

I feel the heat inside me and think of Dani's cum still there. I think of Frank cumming inside me. I think of Marcus filling me up. And the orgasm hits.

Brutal. Out of control.

I spread my legs wider, arching up, face pressed into the sheets, screaming, drool slipping from my mouth. I cum hard — a full-body orgasm that splits me in two.

Frank keeps pounding me until he groans:

"I'm gonna cum."

Everything goes blurry. I feel him tense, pull out, tear the condom off. I turn my face just slightly and feel it — a hot streak across my back. His cum. All of it.

My husband records everything. Me, spread open, used, my back painted in cum.

And happy.


CHAPTER 8

Frank went in first. Five minutes — quick, efficient, just enough to wash off the sweat and the smell of the room. He came out with wet hair and nodded at me.

"Your turn."

I did the same: brief, practical. The water ran over skin that was still sensitive. When I stepped out, Laura went in last. She shut the door and I heard the water start again.

We tidied up just enough in the meantime. The bed was still a battlefield — stained sheets, pillows wrecked. There was no point trying to fix it. It was the visible proof of what we'd done, and when we left, it would stay behind, like a secret locked between four walls.

Frank, already dressed, took out his wallet and held out a couple of bills.

"Half the room."

I took them without comment. But inside, something snagged — as if, for a second, he was paying me to fuck my wife. And far from bothering me, it turned me on. Of all the things that could have done it.

When Laura came out of the shower, dressed and ready, the three of us looked composed again. Nothing like the scene from half an hour earlier. It was like stepping back into being ordinary people.

We went down to the parking garage together. The cold air hit us all at once, a reminder that nothing outside had changed. We got in the car — me driving, Laura beside me, Frank in the back. The ride was almost silent. We dropped him at the gas station where he'd left his car. The goodbye was quick: a handshake, a couple of jokes, a smile from Laura that he returned like they already understood each other. Then he was gone, and we were alone again.

I checked the time. A little past seven.

"Shall we head home?" I asked.

Laura turned toward me, hair still damp, expression calm.

"We could grab something to eat."

I nodded. I didn't feel like rushing through the end of the day.

We chose a quiet place — nothing special, a table in a corner. She ordered wine, I ordered a beer. The conversation started with the usual: the kids, Monday, needing to stop by the supermarket. And I kept thinking: if the people at the next table knew where we'd just come from.

Laura was smiling a lot. Relaxed, comfortable. Better-looking than ever.

Between courses, she lowered her voice.

"By the way, I made an appointment for the IUD."

I looked at her.

"Yeah?"

"I don't want to be worrying every time. It's the most sensible thing."

I took a sip of beer. It was a practical matter — medical, responsible. But it lit something in me all the same, because it meant this wasn't some isolated episode anymore. We were thinking together about how to keep going.

I leaned in slightly, lowering my voice.

"Good. Because when you're turned on… if some guy fucks you right and wants to go bare, you might not even say no. And you know they'd all die to cum inside you."

Laura looked at me, surprised, then laughed quietly, color rising in her face.

"You're brutal. I'm thinking more about a condom breaking…" she said, looking away — but with that small dirty smile she couldn't quite hide.

We clinked glasses and kept eating. We talked about everything and nothing — the grocery run, work, whether we could take the kids out the following weekend. And I thought: we looked like any couple in any restaurant. But only we knew what had happened an hour earlier.

When we left, the night had closed in completely. We walked to the car together. She took my arm, resting her head against my shoulder. And I thought: we had a secret. Ours. Something that didn't make us less of a couple — it made us more.

***

I woke early on Sunday. Laura was still asleep beside me, exhausted, breathing slowly and steadily. I got up without making a sound and turned on the laptop. I'd downloaded the videos the night before but hadn't gone through them properly. I opened the folder and felt a tight pull low in my stomach — nerves and something sharper underneath.

The first file opened on screen. Clearer than I'd expected. The camera had caught everything in detail: the angle of the bed, Laura's expression as she let herself go. She was on all fours, face pressed into the mattress, eyes half-closed. I hadn't seen that expression live — I'd been too busy behind her. On video it was different. I could take my time, go back, look at each detail: the way her mouth tensed, how she bit the sheets between moans.

I'd glanced through them briefly when I copied them over the night before, barely a few seconds. This time was different. I stayed with it. I fast-forwarded, rewound, paused. Laura sucking Frank's cock, taking him down like nothing else existed. Gripping the sheets, face breaking open with pleasure while he pounded her. Moaning, wearing that expression of hers that isn't just desire — it's total surrender.

The strange thing was that I'd been there. I'd seen it, filmed it, lived it. And yet watching it now on the screen felt like something else entirely — like discovering my own wife from the outside. I came without a sound, eyes fixed on the screen. An inevitable release, the kind you don't plan. I closed my eyes for a second and breathed.

When I opened them, I hit play again. And I caught myself smiling — not just because Laura looked incredible, but because I'd been right there, matched to all of it. No freezing up, no hesitation. I'd enjoyed it as much as she had. The camera showed me what I hadn't been able to see in the moment: her expressions, her glances, the details that had slipped past me. And that, more than jealousy, was pure filth.

I shut the laptop and sat for a while in the quiet, looking at the dark screen as if her image were still there. Laura was sleeping in the other room, oblivious to everything. And I smiled, thinking that what we'd done wasn't a mistake or madness: it was our story. A part of our life that no one else would ever know — and that, without either of us realizing it, had changed something between us.


CHAPTER 9

More than a month had passed since the meet with Frank. Time had slipped away into work, quick dinners, and kids who always went to bed later than they should. I wasn't sure what the right pace was for setting something up again — once a month, every two? There were no written rules, and Laura didn't say anything either. We carried on like normal, as if what we'd done sat sealed in its own compartment, closed until one of us decided to open it.

In the meantime, I stuck to my private routines. Lately I'd been downloading amateur porn — short clips, mostly: threesomes, swingers, cuckold scenes shot on phones. Raw footage that looked real. Full-length videos bored me, so I trimmed what I downloaded and kept only the parts that mattered. I'd built up a decent collection in a folder that had almost become a private archive of ideas.

I knew we were going to fuck that night. We'd said as much on WhatsApp that morning, half joking between work messages. A week without sex, and in our code that meant urgency. I decided to give it a different edge: that afternoon I put together a playlist — amateur clips cut with short fragments of us. Marcus while she sucked my cock. Frank pounding her from behind. Even the first guy, that almost clumsy fuck that already felt like ancient history. I renamed everything so the player would run it in alphabetical order, alternating theirs with ours. A carousel of images designed to turn her on without her knowing what was coming next.

After dinner, getting the kids to bed, and cleaning up the kitchen, we finally sat down on the couch. I dimmed the lights until only the blue glow of the TV was left. Laura settled in beside me with a calm that didn't fool anyone: she was ready.

She set the lube and the vibrator on the side table, the way you set out tools you already know you'll need. I opened the laptop and turned toward her.

"I put some videos together," I said.

She gave me a quick smile.

"I've probably already seen them," she said, like she was trying to disarm me right out of the gate.

"This time I tried something different. To give it more of an edge."

Without another word she took off her pajama shorts and let herself fall back onto the couch, legs spreading naturally. The toy and the gel sat to one side, the inevitable props for the night. I hit play.

The first clip filled the screen: a woman being fucked by two men, the camera so close every thrust felt like it carried into the room. Laura watched without moving at first, still, as if measuring how much of that heat she was going to let in.

Then she shifted, rested her face against my stomach, and took my cock into her mouth slowly. Her body angled to one side, legs open, one hand reaching for the gel while the other set the toy between her thighs. I held her head, steady, guiding my cock deeper into her mouth as if I'd been waiting for that moment all afternoon.

I couldn't stop noticing how much she'd been enjoying going down on me lately. Before, it had been occasional, almost perfunctory — now she got into it, especially when she was touching herself at the same time. Maybe because every blowjob had become a live reminder of what we'd done with other men.

The next amateur clip rolled — two guys fucking a woman without pause. Laura moaned around my cock, the vibrator pressed to her clit. I'd slipped one of ours into the sequence, and when it came up she pulled back for a second and looked at me.

"Well, aren't you clever," she said, with a quick smile.

I laughed and ran a hand through her hair.

"Gives you something to think about for the next one."

She took me back in, deeper this time, the vibrator pressing harder against her. I commented almost to myself, low, like I was just thinking out loud: "Frank used you pretty well too… not sure if more or less than Marcus." Or I'd nod at the screen when a random clip shifted: "Look at that — they've filled her up so much it's dripping out of her."

Laura just moaned and took more, lost in what she was watching.

Then one of ours came up: Marcus from behind, the angle I'd shot from below. The lighting was bad but it was clear enough — his balls slapping against her, his cock going all the way in.

"You can't even tell in that shot if he's wearing a condom or fucking you bare… fuck, the load he could've shot inside you," I said before I'd thought about it.

Laura let out a rough moan and took my cock deeper, cumming hard with the vibrator squeezed against her clit. She stayed there a moment, head resting against me, breathing uneven, then her hand moved again — more gel, adjusting the toy back into position.

I wrapped my hand around my cock, slow, watching her. The room filled with the low sounds from the clips, her muffled moans, the steady hum of the vibrator.

"Should we set something up on the site?" I said into the air. "See who the next one is."

She answered with a murmur, mouth back on me, nothing definitive.

"You don't feel like it?" I pressed.

She looked up for a moment, breath short.

"Frank told me there are some swinger clubs worth checking out… he mentioned two where guys from the site usually go."

That stopped me.

"When did he tell you that? When you were messaging?"

"No. That day. While you were in the shower."

"You hadn't said anything."

"It just didn't come up," she answered, like it was the most natural thing in the world.

I sat with that for a second. I'd never asked what they'd talked about during that time alone. It hadn't occurred to me to wonder.

"And you'd want to go?" I said, still off balance.

She was still working the toy, my cock back in her mouth. She pulled off it to answer, breathless: "The hotel works fine, and so does renting a place, but maybe having a drink and seeing what's there… if there's an interesting guy, you don't have to make such a production of it. And if there isn't, it's just a night out."

"I thought you didn't like those places," I said.

Just then the screen cut to Frank pulling the condom off and cumming hard down her back, the shot holding on the line of it running straight down her spine. She saw it and shuddered. She moaned loud, trembling through another orgasm with the vibrator inside her and my cock in her mouth. I was still watching, somewhere between turned on and not quite able to account for how well it all fit together, wondering at what point this had stopped being something we were trying and become something else entirely.


CHAPTER 10

Friday night, and here we are at the company Christmas dinner. One endless table, white tablecloths that look like the boss's grandmother just ironed them, glasses catching the light, and that low hum of coworkers that only dies down when the food hits the table. Martina on one side, Clara on the other, and across from me Conchi and Carmela, dressed up like they're walking the Oscars red carpet.

Clara leans in and whispers in my ear:

"Look at her, Conchi… yesterday she looked like a nun, and today she shows up in a sequined dress."

Martina smirks.

"The ones who play saints are always the worst. I bet she's not even wearing panties tonight."

I crack up.

"Are you serious? Conchi is more proper than the Virgin Mary."

"Yeah, yeah, proper…" Martina replies, raising an eyebrow. "She's going commando tonight. No question."

And that's it—we're gone. Bent double laughing, nearly spilling our cava all over the tablecloth. Conchi gives us that I know you're talking about me, you witches look, but she keeps smiling like everything's perfectly fine.

They haven't even brought the first course when Martina jerks her chin toward the back of the room and says:

"Watch, Laura… there comes your Thiago."

I roll my eyes, resigned.

"Oh my God…"

Clara sighs with a touch of theater.

"Such a waste. All that and nothing to show for it."

"Don't be mean," I protest, even though the smile's already there.

And Martina, who has zero filter, elbows me.

"If he weren't gay, you wouldn't be wearing panties tonight."

"Oh, shut the hell up," I say, giving her a light shove. And we're all losing it again—at this point, there's no shutting us up.

Dinner picks up steam: starters, toasts, cava that keeps circulating. Between laughs and whispers, Martina lowers her voice and drops on us:

"Girls, I finally watched that movie you were obsessed with."

"What movie?" I ask.

"The funny one, come on… the one where the wife fucks other guys while the husband just stands there watching with his mouth hanging open."

Clara taps the table.

"No way! Is it on a streaming platform already?"

"Yeah," Martina nods. "I put it on at home, but Eduardo passed out in ten minutes. I mean, it wouldn't have made a difference if he'd stayed awake—he'd have watched it with the same interest as a plaster cat. Started snoring on the couch, so I went to bed and watched it there."

We laugh, obviously. And she keeps going, not holding back at all:

"Still… somewhere in between, I got pretty turned on."

Clara raises her eyebrows.

"Makes sense. There's something dirty about the whole thing."

I try to play it cool, but the stupid little laugh slips out anyway.

"Yeah… a bit."

Martina lifts her glass like she's making a toast.

"One of these days I'm getting an ace of spades tattooed on my ass."

I nearly choke on my cava and Clara claps her hands.

"Do it. Maybe then you'll stop grumbling."

"I don't grumble, I'm just realistic," Martina protests, pouting.

I smile and keep my mouth shut—I've said enough already.

"Those clubs, like in the movie, must be like a theme park," Martina adds. "You get on whatever ride you feel like."

Clara and I nearly wet ourselves laughing. And right in the middle of it, it just comes out of me:

"Not really… they're actually more boring than in the movie."

They both turn and stare at me like I just admitted to having a lover.

"Ooh, ooh, ooh…" says Clara. "You sound like you know exactly what those clubs are like."

I freeze, face doing its best please, ground, swallow me whole.

"I don't know… I'm just saying, from a report I saw on TV."

Martina points her finger at me.

"That sounded very confident, Laurita."

I go red as a Christmas ornament, laugh it off nervously, and swirl my glass like none of this has anything to do with me. Shit. I said too much.

I try to dig myself out.

"But come on—do you actually see me in one of those places?"

"I don't know, girl," Martina replies, "at my age, I'll believe anything."

Clara, dying of laughter, suddenly drops it:

"Well… I've been."

Martina and I both turn at the same time.

"Seriously?" I ask, eyes wide.

Clara nods, casual as you like.

"Yeah, just once. And I didn't do anything, okay? Years ago, New Year's Eve, with a pretty open-minded guy I was seeing at the time. Packed like any club: huge dance floor, confetti, party hats, tinsel…"

Martina takes a sip and finishes the thought:

"And condoms… well, you know. The usual."

"Oh my God, you're awful!" Clara laughs, smacking her on the arm.

And we're off again—tears, howling, half the room staring at us like we've been hitting the good cava way too hard.

Dinner keeps moving. Courses, toasts, desserts. Then drinks, photos with half the department draped around each other, and even a sad little raffle with prizes nobody wants. In one corner they've set up a karaoke, and the whole thing has turned into a full-on street party: coworkers singing horribly, others dancing like they're TikTok stars, flashes going off everywhere.

I remember something Martina told me once: at company dinners, something always kicks off between coworkers. I'd never really paid attention before, but tonight, with a few drinks in me, I start watching. Hands on hips that aren't theirs. Hugs that go on a beat too long. Stares that stick. Laughs that don't quite add up. I tell myself it's all just the alcohol talking… or at least that's what I'd rather believe.

I dressed up more than usual tonight: tight skirt, high boots, a sweater that's elegant but fits close. In one of those group photos, half the team grabbing each other by the waist, I feel a coworker's hand a little too close to where it shouldn't be. When we break apart, Clara drifts off with some colleagues, Martina disappears in another direction, and I'm left alone for a moment.

Then Rober—the one who was next to me in the photo—stays close. Smiles like he knows exactly what he's doing.

"Laura, you look incredible tonight."

"Thanks, Rober!" I say, trying to sound natural.

"Want to grab a drink?"

"Sure!" I say, before I've even thought about it.

We head toward the makeshift bar in the room, surrounded by people shouting orders. While we wait, Rober slides an arm around my waist and leans in close—so close I can feel the warmth of his breath against my ear.

"The only interesting thing about these parties," he murmurs, "is that they give you a chance to get to know each other a little better… because during the day, you know how it is."

And I stand there, half-smile, drink in my hand, thinking: oh my God… he's hitting on me.


CHAPTER 11

We sat across from each other in a small restaurant, candles on the tables and background music pitched low enough not to get in the way. Laura downed her wine as if she hadn't spent the entire day running on coffee.

"After what you drank last night," I said, smiling, "that's an impressive recovery."

She laughed and raised her empty glass.

"It's my youth… though the ibuprofen this morning helped."

We both laughed. I liked her like that—light, easy, with that spark she didn't always let out.

"Well, I'm glad you had a good time."

"We laughed a lot. Martina got into the taxi completely wrecked," she said, already scrolling through her phone. "Look, I've been getting photos all day."

She handed it to me. A few shots of the table, the three of them laughing, and one of Laura in a short skirt and high boots, caught mid-pose without even trying.

"Honestly, with those boots and that skirt you looked incredible," I said, not really thinking about it.

She laughed.

"That's exactly what they told me."

I looked up.

"Who?"

"The girls," she replied, all feigned innocence.

"I'm sure more than one guy was watching you too," I added, half-joking, half not.

Laura tilted her head with that small knowing smile.

"One of them tried to hit on me." She said it like it meant nothing.

I felt a sharp twist in my stomach.

"Really?"

"Well… people drink. Maybe it was just my imagination."

I shook my head.

"I doubt it. I'm sure that's what happened. Who was it?"

"Rober. You don't know him."

I watched her, expression somewhere between a smile and something more serious, waiting.

"And what did you do?"

Laura took a sip of water and looked at me like the answer was obvious.

"I slipped away. What else was I supposed to do? I saw Clara walk by and went with her."

I nodded, feigning indifference, but the image bothered me more than I wanted to admit. Laura in her boots and skirt, smiling at that endless table while some random guy tried his luck. It wasn't the same as when I was right there, when I could watch, measure, decide how far things went. This had happened out of sight, and that difference sat in my stomach like a shot of whiskey that wouldn't sit right.

We finished dinner without rushing but without dragging it out. Dessert went quickly and we asked for the check. Outside, the night was alive: it was the weekend before Christmas and you could feel it on every corner. Office groups spilling onto the street, company dinners, couples leaving bars with red Santa hats. Laughter, lights, drinks in hand.

Laura adjusted her coat and looked at me.

"Do you have the location on your phone?"

"Yes," I replied, pulling it out to check.

We started walking through the crowd, following the arrow on the screen. The city had that electric charge that comes from cold air and collective euphoria mixed together. She hooked her arm through mine like we were just any other couple heading home after dinner.

"In the mood to party?" I asked, with a half-smile.

"Why not?" she said, glancing at me. "At least one drink before Christmas. After that, those days stress me out more than anything else."

The arrow led us down a quieter street, lit by a couple of streetlights and a flickering neon sign over the facade of an unassuming venue. A suited guy at the door monitored the entrance with a relaxed air.

As we approached, he smiled.

"Welcome."

Laura and I looked at each other for just a second, long enough to confirm we were really doing this, and walked through.

Inside, a dark-haired woman in a tight dress greeted us with a professional smile.

"Good evening. I'm Cloe."

A middle-aged couple came in behind us and greeted her like regulars. She answered with the easy familiarity of someone who'd said it a hundred times, then turned back to us.

"Is this your first time here?"

"Yes," I said.

Cloe nodded and explained with practiced patience:

"Tonight's busy—almost Christmas, and it's Saturday. We're not doing guided tours."

Laura didn't hesitate.

"That's fine. We've been to a place like this before."

Cloe's smile widened.

"Perfect. Since it's a special holiday night, couples and single guys share the bar area and the dance floor. The hot zone—jacuzzi, rooms, French corridor—stays couples-only, except for a small group of regulars we trust who won limited access through a contest we ran. Couples can also invite a guy, always under their own responsibility. We keep the male numbers tight and only let in people we know well."

"No problem," I said. "We're here for a couple of drinks and to see the place."

Cloe pointed to a discreet sign on the wall.

“It’s $60 for couples. Since tonight’s almost an open house, you get two drinks each—normally it’s just one.”

As I pulled out my wallet, I caught the other prices out of the corner of my eye: seventy-five for single guys, twenty-five for women. I couldn't help smiling. For that kind of money, I thought, nobody walking through those doors was here just for the drinks.

I handed Cloe the cash and got back change and a set of colored tokens for the bar. She also handed us two felt Santa hats, a red mask and a blue one with glitter, and a couple of glow sticks—the kind you snap and they light up.

"From the house, for the Christmas party," she said with an amused smile, as if she knew perfectly well how ridiculous and exciting it was to see people half-costumed in a place like this. Then she produced two small keys on elastic wristbands: "Here are your lockers, in the couples' changing area. There's a fifteen-euro deposit per key, refunded when you leave. Inside you'll find a towel, a sarong with the club logo, and a couple of condoms in case you feel like heading into the hot zone. Coat check is right here if you want to leave your jackets now."

While we were leaving our coats, Laura tried the red mask on over her face and turned toward me with a theatrical flourish. I stood there watching her with the hat in my hand, thinking that the whole thing felt more like the lobby of a college party than the entrance to a swingers' club.

Cloe led us down a short hallway to a pair of red double doors that swung open like a stage curtain.

The contrast was immediate. On the other side: loud retro music, a DJ in a lit booth, people talking with drinks in their hands, laughter, embraces. For a moment I thought that if it weren't for what I'd just paid, I could have sworn it was any ordinary bar.

We put on our masks before stepping through the red doors. Most people inside were wearing them too, along with the Santa hats from the entrance. The bar was packed, the hum of conversation layered over the music the DJ was sending out from a booth lit in blue.

On the dance floor, two pole-dancing bars had been set up. Two women in red miniskirts and Santa hats spun around them laughing, their deliberate clumsiness somehow making the whole thing more provocative. In the center, a muscular guy was doing his version of sexy Santa: tight red pants, shiny suspenders, bare chest barely covered by a fake white beard. The crowd cheered him on with applause and whistles.

Laura and I pushed through to the bar as best we could. In the crush, someone brushed against my ass and I leaned toward her ear.

"Not sure if they grabbed my ass because they want something or because I elbowed them getting through."

She burst out laughing, open and real, and it got me laughing too.

I ordered two gin and tonics. Hers, pink as always. She raised her glass.

"This place is packed."

"Probably a mix tonight—regulars and first-timers. It's Christmas."

"Well," she replied, taking a sip, "with four drinks at the price any bar charges these days, it comes out about the same. And here—" she smiled "—the whole point isn't the drinks."

We both laughed, though I couldn't quite shake the strange feeling of being back in one of these places.

"Honestly, I never thought we'd come back."

Laura looked at me over the top of her mask with that smile she had that always cut straight through me.

"The first time was unexpected. And the second… we weren't with the right people."

I stayed quiet for a moment, turning that over, and then nodded toward the area closest to the dance floor, where the crowd was moving in tight.

"Shall we?"

She nodded and we pushed through the crowd again. The lights strobed hard, leaving me somewhere between seeing and guessing. Around me a mosaic: older couples, younger guys who looked fresh out of university, women in tight dresses catching the light under the spots. The masks hid faces, but not much else.

In a corner, a couple kissing against a column, his hands already too low on her back. Further in, a man talking to two women, and one of them laughing in a way that landed against his chest like she'd just told him something obscene.

Laura moved close and brushed her arm against mine. Under the lights, her red mask had something of a decadent carnival about it, and I thought that all of it—the noise, the costumes, the brush of strangers—had something unreal to it, as if we'd walked through the door of a theater where the rules outside didn't apply.

We made our way onto the floor with our gin and tonics. The music was picking up and the crowd moved without much coordination but with genuine enthusiasm. Laura took my hand and pulled me in, through masks and Santa hats bouncing to the beat.

We danced, though it wasn't really dancing—more like letting go, moving among bodies that grazed us as they passed. Sometimes someone smiled; other times they just got a little closer than necessary. Laura answered with the same open smile she might have used greeting someone at a family dinner, but I could see something different behind the mask. A brightness in her eyes.

The drinks disappeared quickly. Between the heat, the music, and the press of bodies, we ended up back at the bar for two more. Hers, pink again.

When I turned toward her with the glasses, Laura leaned in just enough to speak into my ear, her mask almost grazing my cheek.

"Want to go explore the club?" she said, with a half-smile.

I held her gaze for a moment, glass in hand. Something in her was loosening. I could see it clearly now.


CHAPTER 12

The red drapes part—thick, heavy—like a boundary where everything on the other side plays by different rules. Dani and I look at each other, and I swear the mask gives him this sexy outlaw edge that puts my nerves right at the surface.

A staff guy steps in front of us, smiling like he knows more than he's letting on, and gestures to the right with an easy flick of the wrist.

"Changing rooms first, couple."

Dani frowns—that flicker of doubt that melts me and scares me in equal measure. For a second I think he's going to turn around, but he adjusts his mask slowly, eyes catching the light like he's decided to enjoy this.

"Shall we, queen of the night?"

"Let's see what's cooking," I say, keeping my voice easy, casual—like we're heading in for popcorn—while inside my pulse is hammering so hard it feels like it's going to burst right through me.

We step into the changing rooms and, God, the heat hits me like a slap. The air is thick with expensive perfume and warm humidity that sends goosebumps up my skin. Around the mirrors, a parade: women slipping out of dresses without a second thought, lace and tiny thongs and breathtaking lingerie suddenly everywhere, heels striking the floor in sharp, confident clicks. Men in tight briefs chatting like they're at a bar getting beers, laughing, locker doors slamming. I lick my lips, feeling a treacherous tingle between my legs.

We find a locker. Dani stuffs in the hats, the coats, the drink tokens. He's down to his briefs—tight, outlining every inch of what he's got—and I swear a breath escapes me before I can catch it. I almost say it out loud. Don't. Just swallow the laugh.

I slide my skirt down slowly, letting the fabric drag along my thighs, and hang it up. Bra and lace panties, the club sarong tied at my waist. In the mirror, the mask and my messy hair do their work: I look like something between a goddess and a bad idea. I recognize myself, yes—but I also feel like someone else. A Laura who this time has no intention of stopping.

"They've done this well, haven't they?" Dani says, giving me a sideways look, that tone of admiration that always makes me smile.

"Yeah. Let's see what the night's got for us," I reply, turning slowly like I'm trying on something new, letting the sarong shift just enough to show a little more than it should.

The wine and the drinks have left me light, with something reckless buzzing in my blood. Curiosity pushing harder than fear, and that's what's carrying me forward.

Dani closes the locker—then pauses. Pulls out a clear bag of condoms someone left inside. Holds it up, eyebrow raised.

"The condoms…?"

"No way," I blurt, laughing a little too fast. "We're here to look, not touch."

"Sure?" he insists, that look—he knows exactly what he's doing.

"Ugh… I don't think we're going that far," I say, though my voice dips just slightly, giving me away.

I turn toward the door, the sarong moving behind me like a battle flag. Decision made.

Then I catch him in the mirror.

He lingers a second, slides the bag into his briefs with one quick movement, and closes the locker like nothing happened. Always so prepared, the bastard. I smile to myself, feeling heat rise up my neck.

We step out into the hot zone, and the atmosphere wraps around me like a sinful caress. The light is low, all shifting shadows that invite you to get lost, and the soft music seeps into my skin like a touch no one asked permission for. The décor looks like a high-end porn set: flickering fake candles, dark corners that swallow everything they touch. I grab Dani's hand and whisper:

"Let's have a look around—this is interesting."

We take the left hallway. The blue lighting leaves me half-blind at first, but then we round a bend and a scene stops me cold. A BDSM room opens in front of us: a woman tied to a St. Andrew's cross, her skin glowing under the low light, while a man draws a whip across her body in slow, grazing strokes—more about the filth of it than pain. The lashes make no sound, and the few people watching—a couple of curious onlookers with drinks in hand—look more like they're at a party than a serious session. I stand there staring, pulse climbing. It doesn't shock me, but something shifts inside, low and restless, like I want to try that game myself.

Dani brushes my arm, his voice rough enough to pull me back.

"Promising, right?" he says, with that half-joking, half-wicked smile that makes me laugh.

"Keep going—that's just the appetizer," I mutter, tugging him before I get rooted to the spot.

We keep walking, and at the next corner a half-open door stops me completely. What I see inside sets my blood on fire and dries my mouth at the same time. A huge round bed, like some altar built for this, surrounded by several men—five, six, I don't count—moving around a woman like hungry wolves.

She's a goddess, body arched, breasts trembling with every thrust, skin slick under the light. They lick her, spread her open, fuck her from every angle with a brutal synchrony that makes it look choreographed, and her moans fill the room raw and uncontrolled, getting louder with every second. One pounds into her hard and deep, relentless, like he's trying to split her in two, while another sucks her nipples, pulling them between his teeth.

A third jerks off right there, watching, waiting, so close she could reach him if she wanted. She doesn't close the distance—she just writhes, eyes shut, mouth open, hips rolling like she owns every single one of them and wants more.

A ring of spectators—men and women, drinks in hand—murmur and laugh. Some touch themselves quietly; others just stand there, locked in place. The air is thick, heavy with sex and sweat, and it hits me like a wave. I can't move. I can't look away. My legs are shaking and there's a liquid heat sliding between my thighs that I can't ignore.

One of the men comes on her skin, streaking across her stomach, and another takes his place before she's even caught her breath—no pause, no mercy, just the next one stepping in. Raw. Excessive. Too much. And it's pulling me toward an edge I'm not sure I want to cross.

Then I feel it.

A body behind me, so close his heat presses into my back. Not Dani. A hard cock, fabric between us, pressing against my ass, and a shiver runs through me from head to toe. I turn just enough—dark eyes, a crooked smile that promises exactly what he's not saying. He doesn't speak. Just presses against me again, slow and deliberate, and my breath catches. Oh my God, what am I doing? My heart is going so fast it's making me dizzy.

Dani's hand closes around my arm. His voice is a low, warm breath against my ear.

"Are you okay?"

I nod, speechless, my head full of images and a heat that's eating me alive. The stranger is still there, every brush sending sparks through me, every contact stealing another piece of my composure.

I look at Dani. His eyes are lit up—desire and something else, something that looked like ownership. He knows exactly what I'm feeling, and that lights him up even more.

"What are you thinking?" he asks, his voice low, almost a growl.

I smile, slow.

"I'm not thinking—my head can't handle that right now."

He lets out a low laugh and his hand tightens around mine. We're lost—or found, depending on how you look at it.

I pull him with me, moving again. But the heat of the stranger and the image of that bed stay with me. We step out of the room, my pulse still racing. The arousal is alive in my skin, wound tight, ready to break. The night isn't done with us yet. And my body already knows it.


CHAPTER 13

The hallway narrows, the air thickening like the club itself is breathing desire. The blue lights bleed into a deep, saturated red that licks along the walls — a warning that the rules change here.

Dani walks ahead, wearing that grin of his, half mischief, half challenge. He glances back over his shoulder, eyes bright under his mask.

"Going all the way to the back, or what?" he murmurs, like we're about to sneak into somewhere we shouldn't.

I nod, my heart doing something stupid against my ribs. The wine from earlier and the gangbang we just stood there watching still have my skin on fire. No hesitation. Just a buzz pushing me forward.

The corridor bends, and we come up against a row of black doors, numbered, each with a little red light above it like a neon wink. Some are shut. Others slightly open, leaking gasps and low voices that need no subtitles. Dani and I look at each other and a nervous laugh slips out of me.

"This is like a roadside motel, but with more class," I say, pointing at one.

"Or a confessional for the good sins," he shoots back, with that bad-boy look that melts me every time.

I lean into a half-open booth. Bigger than I expected, but not big enough to call a room. Red leather walls, a low bed pushed against the back like an altar for whatever goes on in here. In one corner, a silver bowl overflowing with condoms in shiny wrappers, and next to it, a roll of paper towels. Practical, I think, and laugh to myself.

And then there are the holes. Three of them, at different heights, cut into the wall with a precision that screams this is no accident.

"Is this what I think it is?" I ask, even though I already know.

Dani laughs, leaning against the doorframe.

"Glory hole in all its glory, baby."

I clap a hand over my mouth to stop myself howling.

"Next level, right?"

"So? We going in, or does it give you vertigo?" he teases, with a wink.

"Vertigo, says the smart one," I shoot back, giving him a soft nudge — and step inside.

I close the door. The red light softens, bathing us in a warm glow that makes everything feel more intimate, more dangerous. Dani nods at the wall.

"Guess they know someone's in here now."

"Cutting-edge technology for anonymous fucking," I say, dry as you like, and we both laugh.

The air smells of leather, air freshener, and something else — something electric that makes goosebumps run up my skin. The sounds from the neighboring booths seep through — a chorus of moans that pulls my pulse faster. Dani presses in behind me, his chest brushing my back, mouth close to my ear.

"Dare you to see what happens."

I don't answer. I just move toward one of the holes, heart hammering.

And then — bam — a cock pushes through the wall. Not huge, but hard, and the surprise pulls a low laugh out of me. Dani leans in with that look that says this is going to be fun.

"Well, look who's come to visit," he says, goading me.

I touch it, curious. Hot. Firm under my fingers. Filthy. And I love it. Dani settles in behind me, his hands on my shoulders, and his low voice lights me up.

"Feel like playing a little?"

I nod, a shot of adrenaline running through me. I drop to my knees on the padded leather — soft against my skin. While I stroke the anonymous visitor — I can feel it pulsing in my hand — Dani frees his own. Hard. Throbbing. Right in front of my face. I look up at him. His eyes are burning.

I take him in my mouth, savoring the salt of his skin. I move slow, letting the rhythm settle over me. Every lick a challenge. Every sound he makes, a reward. The cock through the hole responds to my hand, hardening more. Dani passes me a condom and I roll it onto the third party with practiced ease. Then I settle into it — one hand here, my mouth there, the air thick with pure sex.

But I want more. What we saw a few minutes ago has me soaking. I can feel the wetness spreading down my thighs. I stand, my legs unsteady with real heat, then bend forward, leaning toward the hole and putting my ass out for Dani.

He catches it immediately. His hands grip my hips, shifting the sarong aside, and he slides inside me, fitting us together perfectly. I moan, loud, opening wider as he starts moving — slow at first, then firmer, deeper, slamming into exactly where I need it. I keep my mouth on the cock through the hole, lips tight, tongue working along every vein.

The gasps from the other side mix with mine. Dani drives harder. Everything becomes heat, sweat, that thick air that tastes like sex.

Then another hole comes alive. A big cock pushes through — thick as my wrist, long and defiant. I laugh, half-gasping. Dani hands me a condom with a wicked grin.

"Here. For the big one," he says, his rough voice making me even wetter.

I tear the wrapper open with my teeth and roll it over that monstrous thing. The other cock seems to get the message and disappears as quietly as it arrived. I feel the new one pulsing under my fingers. A challenge. God, what a rush. I start sucking it, my mouth stretched to the limit, saliva running down my chin, while Dani pounds into me from behind — harder now, relentless, each thrust knocking the air out of me.

I can't hold back anymore. I straighten up, eyes on my husband. I press my ass back against the hole. It nudges my entrance, testing. Then starts pushing, eager. I brace against the wall, letting it in slowly. It stretches me open, fills me until I feel every single centimeter — and then some.

The guy moves through the hole, slamming into me hard, and I set the pace, driving myself back without thinking, my fingers dropping to my clit, rubbing in furious circles. I'm soaking; every thrust wrings a sound out of me I can't control, bouncing off the leather walls like I'm the floor show.

Dani is watching, his hard cock in his hand. For a moment I take him in my mouth, clinging to his legs while the stranger pounds into me from the other side. But I'm so far gone I pull back into myself — touching it, feeling how swollen he is, feeling that guy filling me up from behind, the two of them existing in my body at the same time like something I'll never be able to explain to anyone.

"Help me," I whisper to Dani, my voice wrecked.

And he, without hesitating, grabs one of my legs and lifts it — and suddenly he's deeper, grazing places that make me see colors. I cry out, I can't stop myself. Every thrust a lash, my pussy clenching around him, my hand frantic over my clit.

And then I explode. An orgasm rips through me like a current. My legs shake. I moan so loud I'm sure the whole club can hear me. Waves of pleasure crashing from my head to my feet, one after the other, not stopping.

I lose my breath for a second. The stranger doesn't stop — keeps slamming into me, and I feel him throbbing inside me. When he finally stills, buried deep, I pull away slowly, shaking. The condom is full, glistening with hot cum. I laugh, half-dazed, looking at Dani.

"This…" I start, but there's no way to finish it.

Dani kisses me hard, his hand still on my hip. I feel like I could catch fire right here. My body still shaking from the orgasm, the air thick with vice, the smell of it deep in my lungs now. I step back a little, catching my breath. I clean myself with the paper towels, grinning as I do it. Cheap, but practical, and right now I couldn't care less.

"What a fucking ride," I say, looking at him with a wicked smile.

He holds my gaze, eyes bright under his mask, and gives my ass a light slap.

"Epic. Keep exploring?"

I nod, my heart still going. We step out of the booth, still buzzing, pulling in air before diving back into the noise of the club. The dim light of the hallway wraps around us again, soft lights tinting our skin like we're part of a dirty video.

The gasps from the neighboring booths mix with the distant music. Every step makes me feel more alive, more shameless. Dani takes my hand, his palm warm against mine. We head back the way we came, toward the gangbang room we'd seen before.

The moment we pass through the open door, the scene hits me like an electric shock. The round bed is more packed than before: three women, naked or in lingerie, surrounded by a handful of guys. The light so low everything is shadows, bodies moving to the rhythm of raw moans. The smell of sex hits you the moment you walk in.

A blonde on all fours, one man pounding her while another pushes into her mouth. Flesh glistening under the soft lights. Another, a brunette, riding a guy with a fury that looks like something out of a wet dream. The third, dark-skinned, lying spread wide, two guys taking turns, her moans filling the air like something wild and uncontained.

All around them, more men and a few women watching, commenting, touching themselves. The whole thing is electric, almost suffocating.

"Fuck," Dani breathes, and I can hear in his voice that he's hard again, even though he didn't cum in the glory hole.

He looks at me. His eyes say everything: he wants more. So do I.

Without a word, he guides me toward the bed, to a spot on the edge right next to the brunette who's riding like the world is ending. I lie back, the soft mattress under me, and open my legs without thinking. The red sarong slides away, leaving my pussy exposed, wet and ready after the rush from before.

Dani pulls a condom from the bowl nearby and tears it open with his teeth. I know we don't use them at home, but here, with all this chaos around us, it feels like the most natural thing in the world.

"Let's bring a little more action to this bed," he says, with that bad-boy smile that's been stuck on his face all night.

He rolls it on fast and, without any more preamble, gets between my legs. He pushes into me, slow but deep. I moan, opening up more, each thrust heavier than the last, each one filling me fuller. My fingers drop to my clit, rubbing it hungrily. Desire rising from between my legs all the way up to somewhere behind my eyes.

The brunette beside me moans louder. I turn my face and catch her eyes. Her gaze is somewhere else, but when she sees me she smiles — a complicit smile, like she's saying welcome to the club. Her hand grazes my arm, soft but electric, and I think: I don't care if it's a woman or a man. This is pure fire.

Dani speeds up, his hands squeezing my thighs. I let go, touching myself while I watch him. His whispers blend with all the others in the room, a chorus of pleasure that wraps around me.

Then he growls, tenses, and cums hard. His face: relief cracking into something rawer. He pulls out, breathing heavy, and stands beside the bed, staring down at me with wide eyes and a jaw so tight it looks like he's holding something back — like something inside him already knows what's coming and isn't sure it's ready.

I'm lying there, legs open, hot as lava, when I feel an unfamiliar hand brush my thigh. I turn my head. Tall guy, black mask, body lean and built like a predator. He says nothing. Just watches me as he picks up a condom and rolls it on — calm, deliberate, unhurried — and that calm is what does it, a tight little pull low in my stomach like a warning I've got no intention of heeding.

Dani and I look at each other. Something different in his eyes now — shock and hunger fighting each other for the same space.

I say nothing. I let my body do the talking. The guy moves over me, his hard cock pressing against me, and slides inside — one firm, claiming thrust that makes me cry out loud. He starts pounding me. Hard. Relentless. Like I'm something he intends to keep. My hand drops between my legs, rubbing fast and desperate, my eyes locked on Dani, my filthy whore face saying everything that doesn't need saying.

He doesn't look away. His breathing is heavy, like he's fucking me through that guy. Like he's inside it and outside it at the same time and doesn't know which one is worse. The brunette beside me moans, her hand grazing me again, pushing me closer to the edge. I'm so wet the stranger takes me without resistance, every thrust driving me further, my fingers flying over my clit, the pleasure building like a wave with no shore to break on.

The stranger speeds up, grunting, and then I explode again. An orgasm rips through me — violent, my legs convulsing, my voice cracking — while he just keeps fucking me like I'm his, like he's got nowhere else to be.

I gasp for air.

He doesn't slow. Takes me how he wants — slamming into me, each thrust deeper and harder than the last, my legs spread wide, burning from the inside out. I can't stop touching myself, can't stop the sounds tearing out of me, can't stop any of it.

I turn my head and look at Dani, still standing beside the bed. He hasn't moved. Hasn't said a word. Just staring, face gone somewhere unreadable, like this crossed a line he drew in his head without ever telling me where it was. His eyes locked on me — not checking if I'm okay, not asking permission — just watching, held there by something he can't name and can't put down.

I don't know if what's in his eyes is desire or something breaking. And the not-knowing burns through me hotter than anything else in this room.

I hold his gaze, defiant, and smile — filthy, deliberate — watch me, fuck, look how they're wrecking me — and I feel the next one already starting to build.

The stranger above me growls, sweat dripping onto my skin. I arch into him, squeezing his cock inside me, chasing it, taking everything he's got. Too big to stop. Too far gone to want to.

Pleasure tears through me again. He moves like a bull above me, relentless, and through the blur of it, burned into my retinas like something I'll carry out of this room — my husband, standing still, watching, his face a map of everything he isn't saying.


CHAPTER 14

Laura was still writhing through the last of her orgasm, the stranger pounding her with a brutal, relentless rhythm that dragged rough, animal sounds out of her throat, like the pleasure inside her had claws and no intention of letting go. Her gaze — fuck — that gaze, the look of a woman completely gone, completely not mine, drilled through my skull with the precision of something deliberate, like she was putting it straight into my head without words:

Watch me, you bastard. Look what he's doing to me.

And I just stood there. Useless. Cock soft. Frozen inside something I'd started and couldn't control anymore.

"Daniel, can you come here?" My boss's voice, dry as a hammer, yanked me out of it.

I surfaced like coming up from a wet dream, the reality of the workshop hitting me all at once — grease, hot metal, burnt coffee. I cursed under my breath, my head still tangled back there in the dim light of the club, in Laura's moans, in the sweat running down that guy's back while he fucked her like I wasn't even part of the equation.

I walked to the office, the dealership floor creaking under my sneakers, the sharp smell of new tires settling in my nose alongside the stale coffee. Monday morning, and here I was, trapped between shiny cars and invoices, while my head was still on Saturday night.

He was behind his desk, flipping through a sedan catalog like it mattered.

"Pain in the ass, the guy with the gray BMW. He wants a test drive now. You take him."

I nodded. On autopilot.

"Sure, I'll handle it."

I stepped out, but Laura stayed right where she was in my head. I saw her again coming out of the club — wrecked, with a smile she couldn't shake, eyes bright like someone who'd just won something big. I drove in silence, her hand on my thigh, her soft laugh filling the car. I'd loved it — no point pretending otherwise. But it had thrown me off balance.

The hotel threesomes were mine: I chatted on the swinger site, picked the guy, booked the room. Total control. But at the club, everything went off-script. They fucked her without asking, and she — moaning like that — looked at me like I was a bit player. Did I want to see her like that? Yes. That wasn't the problem. The problem was I hadn't decided it. What happens when I'm not there to set it up? What happens when she doesn't need me in the equation at all?

The crack of an impact wrench snapped me out of it. Bruno, one of the mechanics, was in the corner, flipping through one of those yearly calendars — bikini girls draped over cars, tits and asses glossy like part of the product. The kind the tire supplier sent round every year.

"Fuck, Daniel, get a load of this one," he said, tapping a blonde with impossible tits. "I'd fuck her until I was empty."

I let out a short laugh. Reflex. My head still somewhere else — Laura under that guy, taking it, the sound of his balls slapping against my wife still looping in my skull like a drumbeat I couldn't switch off.

"They're something, right?" Bruno went on, flipping pages. "I'd bang all of them — calendar, real life, doesn't matter." He laughed, nudging me. "Well. Maybe not our wives. They're saints. Mine definitely is. Though fuck, if she looked like this…"

My smile shifted.

Mine's not a saint. I saw her again — legs shaking, back arched, taking another man like it was the most natural thing in the world. I dropped onto a rusted stool, the low hum of the AC blending with the echo of her sounds still stuck in my head. I pulled out my phone, hesitated a few seconds. I didn't know what I expected to find.

Laura: How's your day going?

I smiled, but my fingers paused. Full of cars and pain-in-the-ass clients. Yours?

Office chaos. But I'm alive, don't worry, she replied, with a wink.

I typed, half-amused: Does your back still hurt?

A little. But I'm better, she came back quickly.

I let out a quiet laugh, my cock giving a sharp twitch. With the pounding they gave you, I'm surprised your groin isn't wrecked.

I watched the screen, pulse ticking up. Her face from Saturday still sitting there in my head.

Hahaha don't even start — I'm actually a little embarrassed thinking about it now.

The BMW customer walked in. Mid-fifties, cheap suit, face like a man who'd woken up annoyed and intended to stay that way. I slipped the phone into my pocket and forced a neutral smile.

"Good morning. How can I help you?"

"I want to try the gray one. That one," he said, pointing like the car was already his.

"Of course. This way."

I grabbed the keys and led him over. He adjusted the seat with the particular fussiness of a man who does everything like it's a negotiation, then started the engine. It growled. I didn't register it. My head was somewhere else — her hand between her legs, her body opening, her eyes on me without really seeing me.

"Nice machine, huh?" he said, pushing the gas.

"You can tell," I replied, watching the city slide past in a gray blur.

We got back, he signed fast and left. I walked back inside, the sun on the back of my neck. Bruno hadn't moved — same bench, new page, brunette this time, bent over a red hood.

"Look at this one," he said, laughing. "I'd pin her right there and fuck her until she begged."

I laughed. Forced.

"You're out of it today," Bruno said, closing the calendar. "Too much paperwork?"

"Something like that," I muttered, sitting back down.

My phone buzzed. Laura: My inner thighs are a little sore… but I'm not complaining about that lol. How are you?

I smiled, but the knot in my chest pulled tighter. Good. Working. Thinking about you.

Which part? she replied, with a little devil emoji.

All of you… but some parts more than others, I typed, hitting send before I could think better of it.

I stared at the screen, cursor blinking. Accomplices — that's how it was supposed to work, the way we'd always played it, both of us in on it from the start. But at the club, the look she'd given me said something else entirely. It said she was in charge. It drives me wild. It pisses me off. And I've got no way of stopping either one.


CHAPTER 15

The company cafeteria is a fucking punishment. Scratched Formica tables, chairs that creak like they're about to give out. The microwave stinks of reheated packet soup. The air is thick with layered smells and the sound of coworkers chewing like they're at a trough.

I walk in with my Tupperware — chicken and rice I threw together in a rush yesterday — and drop into a chair next to Martina, Clara, and Ana, who are already set up. Martina stabs at a piece of tortilla with a look of pure contempt, Clara picks at one of those magazine-perfect salads, and Ana, quiet as always, nibbles her sandwich with that steady calm that gets on your nerves.

God, my whole body aches. Not office tired — no. This is from Saturday. They put me through my paces, no breaks, no mercy. I'm going to have to actually start hitting the gym. I can still feel it between my legs, a low throb, a mix of that raw dirty pull and something I don't want to name. Regret? Not a chance. That's not who I am.

"Doesn't this place remind you of some shitty high school cafeteria?" Martina says, breaking the silence. "All we're missing is a teacher screaming at us to chew with our mouths closed."

Clara laughs, covering her mouth with her hand. "Worse. At least here you can bring chips."

Ana, who's barely said a word, looks up. "And there isn't a single vending machine that actually works."

We laugh — though Ana's version is more of a snort. She's an enigma, this one. Quiet, but when she talks, she lands it clean.

I push a piece of chicken into my mouth, trying not to think about the weekend. Pointless.

My phone buzzes in my bag. I grab it like a reflex. Daniel.

With the workout they gave you, I'm surprised your groin doesn't ache, he wrote a while ago.

A smile slips out before I can stop it. My fingers move fast.

A little sore, yeah, but it was worth it for what I had between my legs — I stop. Delete. Too much.

Groin's a bit sore, but I'm not complaining about that, haha. You? I send, feeling the heat climb my neck.

"Is that smile because of the rice or something a little more interesting?" Clara catches me, eyebrow raised.

I laugh and slide the phone away. "Nothing. Just checking it."

Martina gives me that look. The one that says you're not fooling anyone.

"Sure, Laurita. And I'm eating this tortilla because I'm passionate about the culinary arts."

We crack up, half the cafeteria turning to look. A coworker walks past with his tray, nods at us, disappears into the tables.

I go back to the food, but my head's gone somewhere else entirely. I feel like a teenager with a secret boyfriend she can't tell anyone about.

"Hey, speaking of interesting things," Martina says, lowering her voice like she's about to drop serious gossip, "do you remember the Christmas dinner? What an absolute circus."

Clara lets out a theatrical sigh. "How could I forget? Conchi in that sequined dress — she looked like she was about to climb onto a carnival float."

Ana, who'd gone quiet again, drops in: "Wasted effort. Nobody tried to pick her up. Not even the drunk intern."

We laugh. Martina nearly spits her water. I try to keep up, but I'm only halfway here.

My phone buzzes again. Daniel: Working. Thinking about you.

Fuck, this man. I type fast: Which part? Hit send and bite my lip, feeling a tension between my legs that has no business being here while I'm eating rice.

"Laura, come on, tell us about Rober again," Martina says, already wearing that sly smile of hers. "The one who was practically eating you alive at the dinner."

I flush, drop my voice. "God, you're such a drama queen. It was nothing. He glued himself to me in the photo, hand on my waist, then at the bar he kept leaning in to whisper in my ear. We should get to know each other better, he kept saying."

Clara covers her mouth, dying. "Poor Rober. He had no idea what he was walking into."

Ana, with that sharp calm of hers: "Flirting like that is so high school. Embarrassing."

Martina nudges Clara. "Hey, she didn't exactly shut him down. Right, Laurita? You liked it. Even just a little."

I laugh, a beat too fast, pushing the rice around. "No way. It was just a moment, that's all. I was having a great time — the cava, the laughs — I wasn't going to get involved with Rober. I'm married, for fuck's sake."

But even as I say it, Saturday floods back. The filth of it. That spark of doing something you shouldn't. God, I liked it way too much. Is that wrong? Does that make me a dirty girl? No — Daniel wanted it. We wanted it. But what if I want more?

"Laura, you're miles away," Clara says, tapping my arm. "Rough weekend, or just a bad Monday?"

"Bit of both," I admit, laughing it off.

Martina watches me, her expression doing that thing. "Rough weekend, definitely. From what I've seen this morning, she hasn't done a stroke of work."

I choke on the rice, coughing like an idiot. Clara laughs. Ana raises an eyebrow.

"Fuck's sake, Martina, like you're keeping tabs on my output," I say, trying to wriggle out of it. "My head's just all over the place."

"Sure, sure," she says, winking. "But I've got an infallible radar, and ever since you started dressing so nice, you've also been way more out of it."

My face goes red. They lose it. The cafeteria is packed, people streaming in and out, plates clattering, noise swallowing everything.

I finish the food — cold now — and stand up with the others.

As we're putting things away, Martina sidles up and drops her voice. "Girl. You've got a hickey on your neck."

Everything stops. My hand goes straight to my neck like I can erase it. My heart does a little jump. Fuck — I'd completely forgotten. And the scarf has been sitting in my bag all morning. Shit.

"Daniel gets a bit intense sometimes," I mumble, heat rushing to my cheeks.

Martina looks at me sideways, that smile sharp as a blade. "Daniel. Oh, yeah. Sure."

I keep walking toward my desk, leaving the cafeteria — and her — behind. She has no idea that this hickey is a quality stamp pressed into my skin, and that I earned every bit of it. Just thinking about it, that smile comes back — the dirty one I don't bother hiding anymore.


CHAPTER 16

It was Sunday morning, and the sun was filtering through the curtains, laying a soft, almost golden light across the office that barely touched the cold January air. The house was silent. Everyone asleep but me. I'd gotten up early, the way I always did when I needed some time to myself — away from the kids, from work, from the noise of the world, and from my own thoughts, which had been giving me enough trouble lately.

I sat at the computer in the small office Laura and I had cobbled together between stacked boxes and cluttered shelves, an old cotton pajama set clinging to my skin. The screen hummed to life. I opened the swinger site. The cursor blinked, steady, like a pulse.

The night before, we'd talked about setting something up again — fixing a date for the following Saturday, a holiday weekend that looked like it would be quiet. I hadn't given it much thought. Before going to bed, I'd posted the ad:

"Couple looking for a solid guy for a dirty afternoon. Polite, discreet, experienced. Photos and prior chat required."

It read simple enough. It didn't feel simple. There was a knot sitting in my stomach that the re-reading didn't help.

While the page loaded, my eyes drifted to another tab I'd left open — amateur videos. Hotwives, threesomes, gangbangs, interracial. The variety was endless, a catalog of filth that pulled you in the moment you stopped resisting. I clicked on one: a brunette, Laura's coloring, moaning under a guy while her husband filmed from the corner.

I wrapped my hand around my cock and worked myself slowly, the fabric of my pajamas bunching against my wrist as I pictured Laura in her place — her body arching and twisting, her moans filling the room, that defiant look on her face that I still hadn't managed to file away in any useful mental category. The image was vivid enough that I could almost feel the heat of her skin. Fuck. That night at the club, more than a month ago now, and it still hadn't let go of me.

Laura completely unleashed. The stranger grunting over her. Me watching, locked in place, completely frozen. It had been brutal and it had been a genuine turn-on, and it had also knocked something loose that I still hadn't managed to put back. Since then we'd only fucked a couple of times, and not like before.

Work had swallowed us, then Christmas, the kids home around the clock. Laura seemed satisfied — settled, almost, like the club had given her enough to last a while. Or maybe, fuck, maybe I was the one who'd stopped being enough.

I shook it off. In the desk drawer sat the blue bottle I'd finally gotten after the urologist's tests, and knowing it was there did something. No repeat of what had happened with Marcus — the guy from the second threesome, big black cock, the kind of size that made the numbers obvious and unfavorable, my nerves caving at precisely the wrong moment. With those pills in the drawer, I felt something like control again. I kept telling myself that. The nerves didn't particularly care.

The chat pinged. Several replies to the ad.

I opened the first — a guy called "Luc36." Mid-thirties, defined torso in his photo, and a profile that listed measurements designed to impress: long, thick, built for exactly this kind of situation. Interested, shall we talk? he wrote. I came back with a couple of questions. His reply arrived fast and sharp: Tell me what your wife wants. I give her what she needs. I stared at it for a second. Too much ego. Like he was the headline act and we were just the venue. I closed it without responding.

The next one, "cuck1," had explicit photos — athletic build, a cock that looked like it belonged in a production budget. We chatted for a while, but there was something in his tone, that particular confidence of a man who's been through enough couples to stop asking questions. Too experienced, I thought. I could picture him deciding things for us before we'd even started. I set him aside.

Another message: "dotado22," tall, videos on his profile. In one he was fucking without a condom. That was enough. I kept scrolling, and the pattern repeated itself — one too polished, another already acting like he had the afternoon mapped out without any input from us. Every profile had something. A reason to skip.

I didn't say it out loud, even to myself, but it was there: I was looking for someone I wouldn't lose against. Someone who didn't feel like Marcus. Someone who wouldn't make me feel like the smallest person in the room in my own arrangement.

In the end, I narrowed it to two. "Nick44" and "Samx00." Both on the shorter side, average-looking, their photos unremarkable — normal builds, nothing that stood out. In chat they were polite, almost hesitant. Nick44 asked about our preferences; Samx00 said he liked to take it slow and get to know a couple properly first. Their messages had a different rhythm — unhurried, no pressure, no performance. Something in how they wrote felt calmer, almost approachable.

Solid enough, I thought, even if they weren't going to set anyone on fire. Not intimidating. Nothing like Placerblack, nothing like the others I'd already dismissed. I told myself they were a sound choice, that Laura didn't need a stud to have a good time. Or more accurately — and I was aware of the distinction, even if I wasn't particularly keen to sit with it — I was the one who didn't.

The office door creaked. Laura leaned in, hair messy, eyes still heavy with sleep, wearing an old T-shirt that clung to her in the right places. She gave me a soft, slow smile.

"Morning," she said, yawning, resting against the doorframe.

"Morning," I replied, closing the video tab without making a production of it. "I was looking at the Saturday thing."

She frowned, rubbing one eye. "Ugh. I can't think about dates at this hour."

I laughed. The holidays had left us both wrecked.

"Don't worry about it. There are a couple of guys who seem fine. Though with the long weekend, there's not much choice out there."

She shrugged, already turning away. "You decide. It's just for a bit. To have some fun."

I nodded, though her indifference landed with a small, precise sting. I watched her disappear down the hallway, the sound of her footsteps fading into the quiet of the house. I closed the laptop. The two profiles were still on the screen, waiting. Safe. Manageable. No unpleasant surprises, I told myself.

I leaned back in the chair, thinking about the blue bottle in the drawer. This time I wouldn't fail. I wanted Saturday to be ours — I wanted to set the pace, to feel like I was running something again. But underneath that, a small, persistent voice was telling me I was choosing wrong, that Laura probably wanted more than I was about to offer her. And that, fuck, turned me on and pissed me off in equal measure.


CHAPTER 17

A week after posting the ad, Daniel's setting up the cameras like we're about to shoot a full porn production, and I watch him thinking this is going to turn into some cheap late-night sketch. I've had a tight, uncomfortable knot in my stomach all day, like a bad feeling that won't let go.

This Samx00 guy doesn't convince me. His profile was average — and not in a good way: not a single couple verification, just clubs. Lately, sex with Daniel has been a letdown. Two fucks, and neither one worth remembering. I want that spark that made me lose my mind at the club, that fire that split me open and burned through me until I was shaking. The guy we're meeting doesn't do a thing for me, but here I am anyway, ready to give it a shot, with the echo of that night still pulsing under my skin.

"We could've waited for another weekend, more options," I tell him, adjusting the neckline of my black dress. It hugs my curves like a second skin, makes me feel powerful — even if tonight it feels like a waste on this plan.

Daniel slides a hand over my hip, that smile of his that tries to smooth everything over. "Come on. It's just about a bit of filth. The guy's got good verifications on the site."

"Club verifications, Dani," I mutter, slipping on my hoop earrings. "Meaning a watcher, not a player. But whatever, we're already in it."

Traffic is a pain in the ass: horns, lights, Saturday chaos. Daniel talks about random stuff — work, the kid, dinner last night — and I nod, but I'm not there. That fire from the club wrecked me, left me shaking, and now this feels like a joke. I want it. I need to feel it again, even if it's with some guy who's not promising anything. This is going to be a disaster… or something we laugh about later in bed.

Same hotel as last time: discreet, with that shared-secret feel that gets me going right away. Daniel punches in the code, the private parking lot swallows us up, the metal gate closing behind us like a quiet agreement. We climb the stairs, each step creaking like it knows too much.

The room is a total cliché: big bed that creaks like it has a life of its own, heavy curtains shutting the world out, that smell of stale air freshener mixed with recycled cologne. I love this dump. It's made for fucking, full stop.

Daniel adjusts the cameras with porn-director precision while I get changed in the bathroom, spraying on perfume. I check myself in the mirror: tits up, ass perfect. The dress looks good — better than I expected. Lately I feel different, more confident, like something in me has woken up. But doubt still nips at me: what if he's useless? God, what a drag. I wonder if he'll know how to light me up or if I'll end up faking it start to finish.

"Not bad, right?" Daniel says proudly, testing the angles.

"The G-spot of filth," I shoot back with half a smile, trying to get into it.

We pick him up at a nearby gas station. You can't walk into the hotel, so the three of us have to go in one car. The scene almost makes me laugh: fluorescent lights, the smell of gas — so deeply unromantic it has its own weird charm.

There he is. Samu: short, mid-forties, slicked-back hair shining under the lights like a mirror, a loud patterned shirt straight out of a nineties karaoke night, and a rehearsed smile that sets me on edge immediately. He's got a cloth bag over one shoulder and his forehead is already glistening with nervous sweat. I don't know why, but this has disaster written all over it.

"Hi, I'm Samu," he says, offering his hand, awkward.

"Daniel," he replies, shaking it. "We were waiting. Get in."

"Hi," I add from the front seat, polite smile, nothing more. "Nice to meet you."

He gets in the back still wearing that forced smile, and I hide my reaction. We're here because we want to be, right? Samu launches straight into bar-Casanova mode: At the club up north I'm a legend, everyone knows me, I've had epic nights with couples. I stare out the window and roll my eyes. If you're such a stud, why aren't there any couple verifications on your profile, champ? This is looking bad.

Back in the room, Samu heads to the bathroom and I whisper to Daniel: "He looks like he's here to watch more than fuck."

Daniel gives me a look that says I know, just hang in there.

Samu comes out with his fly half open and a wave of cheap deodorant that hits me like a punch. He pulls out his wallet and hands Daniel half the money for the room. "To split it," he says, with a wink that's just embarrassing. Yeah, and you're getting half a fuck at best, pal.

We get started. Daniel gets his hands on me first, confident, sliding over my dress, knowing exactly where to go. Samu joins in, but his hands are all wrong — like shovels digging for gold in the wrong place. He takes my dress off with ridiculous care, like he's unwrapping an expensive Christmas present.

"You look amazing," he murmurs.

How original, I think, biting my tongue to keep from laughing.

Daniel slips a blindfold over my eyes and everything should be heating up, but it isn't. I can tell their hands apart immediately: Daniel's warm and sure, Samu's soft and aimless, like he's looking for the emergency exit. His tongue moves down my stomach and the festival of disaster begins. He doesn't lick — he scrapes. Doesn't taste. Just rubs around, clueless. If there were a GPS for the clit, this man would be stuck recalculating on an endless loop. I let out a fake moan out of courtesy, but inside I'm dying of laughter. It's not an ice cream, sweetheart.

When he puts on the condom and pushes inside me, things somehow get worse. His cock is small — but that's not the problem. The problem is he has no idea what to do with it. Two clumsy thrusts, a gasp of "I'm cumming, I'm cumming," and he's done in less than a minute. He collapses next to me panting, wearing this proud little smile that genuinely stuns me.

I pull off the blindfold and look at Daniel. We don't need to say it. Seriously?

Daniel steps in. He kisses me hard, turns me around, and his cock does the job — that rhythm that lights me up, every thrust landing right, his fingers digging into my hips and pulling me back, building something real that Samu never came close to. I grab onto his arms, start to go, let myself fall into it.

And then, from the side: "Fuck her! Fuck her!"

Excuse me? What is this, a football match?

I start laughing and I can't stop. Daniel laughs too, without stopping, and somewhere between the laughter and the heat I cum hard — angry, relieved, desperate for it — my walls tightening around his cock as he groans and finishes inside me.

Samu is already digging into his bag, pulling out a bottle of cava. "Shall we toast?" he says, like he's just won something.

Daniel gives him a polite smile. "Another time — we're in a hurry."

While he's packing up, I spot something in the bag. "No way," I laugh. "Pop Rocks? I haven't seen those since school."

"I bring them sometimes," he replies, completely serious. "Some women go crazy if you put them in their mouth while you eat them out… you know."

The three of us look at each other.

And lose it. Real laughter — the kind that comes from somewhere deep, clears the air, brings you back to life.

We're still laughing while we get dressed, still laughing in the car on the way back.

"Daniel, what a disaster," I say, wiping a tear from my eye. "Between the Pop Rocks and the 'fuck her!' — I'm dying."

He laughs, shrugging. "At least he didn't make it worse."

"Nice enough, but he can't fuck," I reply, still smiling. "We need to screen better, Dani. This casting doesn't make it past round one."

"Agreed," he admits, eyes on the road.

I rest my head against the window, the city lights sliding past like a golden river. Daniel drives in silence but I can feel it — the smile, the sidelong glance. He's already thinking about making it up to me for his terrible choice. That smile comes back — the slutty one. One bad fuck doesn't knock me down. It just makes me hungry. And this time, I'm eating the whole menu — every last crumb.


CHAPTER 18

The sun was just coming up when I opened my eyes. The house sat in a dense, heavy silence, the kind Sundays carry when they weigh on you like a hangover without the alcohol. The air had that particular mix of clean house and dirty thoughts.

I got up carefully, leaving Laura tangled in the sheets, her breathing slow and steady as a metronome. Barefoot, I crossed the hallway into the office. The laptop waited, dark, and next to it the SD cards — small black rectangles holding the previous afternoon. I looked at them for a second, caught between destroying them and keeping them. It wasn't a rational hesitation; it was visceral.

I hit play.

The screen came to life. Samu, with his nervous laugh, trying to look confident. Laura, blindfolded, her body tense and beautiful, giving herself over to something that never quite came together. He moved without rhythm, like it was foreign to him. I didn't feel jealous — not exactly. What bothered me was how it looked — the shape of failure. But I couldn't look away when she arched her back, letting out that moan I know by heart. It wasn't pleasure — it was complicity, her way of saying I'm still with you, even if this isn't worth it.

I saved the videos in a password-protected compressed file. Not because I wanted to watch them again, but because deleting them would have meant pretending it hadn't happened. Those moments, however failed, were part of the record. I formatted the SD cards — a mechanical gesture, almost cathartic. I took a breath. That couldn't happen again. The next one had to actually work; someone capable of not killing the momentum.

I opened Playswinger out of habit, more routine than desire. But the screen shifted my pulse. New messages. Saturday's ad was still pulling replies. "Another time," I typed to most of them, barely reading. Until one of them, who was online, opened the chat directly.

Luca99. Thirty-four, six feet, solid build, a restrained smile with half his face in shadow. No full-face shots, but enough to sense he knew what he was doing. Couple verifications: polite, intense, very well-endowed. His photos didn't ask for attention. That was already a sign. The ones who have something to offer don't need to advertise it.

He wrote first: "Hi, couple."

I answered in the same register: "Morning."

"I like your profile. She's beautiful — at least from what you show."

I read it twice. Not cheap flattery — a precise observation, no fawning. I found myself smiling. "Thanks. Laura's still asleep. This is Dani," I wrote. "Up early like me, then," he replied. "Yeah. I like the silence before everything starts." "Noise has its place too," he wrote, and then a few seconds later: "By the way, I'm Luca." "Figured," I replied. "The username helped."

He knew how to move between the literal and the implied without pushing it. We talked for a while — nothing deep, but the rhythm was right, neither rushed nor slow. Practical ground first: discretion, logistics, the usual complications that come with young children. "Summer's easier," he said. "Hotels, apartments, nude beaches." "We're not into nude beaches," I replied. "Too exposed. We prefer private." "That says something," he answered. "The best things happen where no one's watching."

That was enough to keep him talking.

I told him we recorded, that I sometimes participated. He asked if Laura knew I was online. "No, she's asleep. But she trusts my judgment here," I wrote. "Good sign," he replied. "Trust is a turn-on." That landed low in my stomach — not the words themselves, but the placement. He suggested without forcing, left space for the mind to fill in. It was controlled, and I liked that.

We kept going. I asked what he was into. "The shared pull," he said. "Seeing, touching, knowing no one's out of place." The phrase did something to me. It wasn't arrogance; it was control. I pictured Laura between us, my hand on her back, her body giving way. I got hard immediately, without looking for it. Sometimes it doesn't take skin. Just the right words. And Luca knew how to use them.

When he said he'd like to meet us, I answered without thinking: "You've got a solid profile. Laura would like you." "I hope so," he replied. "Though I'd rather check in person." I leaned back in the chair, breathing slowly. It wasn't just arousal — it was strategy. Luca had the right balance: polite without being soft, direct without pushing, and he knew when to leave silence, those gaps that impulse fills on its own.

He mentioned another couple. "I was with them for a while. Older than you two. We ended up meeting outside the bedroom eventually. It's strange how desire shifts the way you see things." "What happened?" "They moved away. But they left me with one thing clear: limits don't exist if you know how to hold them." I sat with that phrase. Limits don't exist if you know how to hold them. It fit too well — like a description of our marriage.

He asked specific questions: anal, domination games, condoms for oral. I answered straight. "Not usually. Depends on the moment." "I like flexible people," he replied. "I like people who know when to apply pressure," I wrote back. The chat had turned into a kind of dance — I couldn't always tell if we were talking about sex or strategy, but deep down it was the same thing. Every line weighed something, tested something, pushed something.

"I'd love to meet you," he wrote at the end. "Meet us or fuck her?" I replied. "Haha. Both." "Good. Be clear." "Always."

I laughed to myself, the screen lighting up my face. The heat in my body was real, but I didn't act on it. Some arousal you hold. Save it for later. I closed the chat. The office was already bathed in sunlight. Laura was still asleep. The silence had changed texture.

I looked at my reflection in the dark monitor, my face halfway between shadow and light. No guilt, no remorse. Something sharper: purpose. The problem with Samu wasn't the sex; it was the choice. I'd gone looking for safety, and safety kills desire every time. Desire lives in the cracks, in the risk, in what you can't predict. Luca had all of that.

I opened my email and wrote a note: "Buy a new blindfold. The other one broke." I smiled as I typed it. A new blindfold isn't submission — it's a reset. Darkness works when you know who's watching from the other side.

I thought about Laura. The way she moves when I take her by the waist, that exact moment when her body gives in. How routine dulls her and one intense night lights her up for days afterward. She won't say it out loud, but after those encounters she fucks better with me — looser, sharper, more alive. Maybe that's why I'm still doing this: to see her come back that way.

I pictured the next time. Not something different — just done right. Clean, intense, no awkward pauses, no dead air. Laura walking out of that hotel with the look she gets when the fire hasn't gone out yet. The one that, in the end, always comes back to me.

"The best things happen where you don't expect them." That line stayed with me. I didn't have the full shape of it yet, but the plan was forming. Not soon. But right. And Laura wouldn't see it coming.

I shut the laptop. The room was bright now, the day starting up around me — kids, breakfast, the low noise of the house waking. But under the surface my body was still burning, not from what I'd done but from what I was planning. The real infidelity isn't fucking someone else; it's thinking differently while everything looks the same.

I stayed there, letting desire and strategy settle into each other like two things that were always the same thing. It wasn't guilt. It was hunger. The game was open again.


CHAPTER 19

Another week of routines that drained you to the bone: meetings that stretched out like unpaid debts, emails stacking up in the inbox, thrown-together dinners while the kids turned the living room into a war zone. But in the gaps, in those stolen minutes, PlaySwinger had become my release valve, a space where desire could breathe without asking permission.

I was trading messages with different profiles, each moving at its own rhythm. Some were pure noise: inflated lines, photos that promised more than they could deliver. Others had something — a glimmer of potential — but no subtlety, none of that spark that separates a quick fuck from something that actually stays with you. I wasn't looking for perfect bodies or empty promises; I was looking for someone who understood the game, who knew how to move inside it without breaking the balance Laura and I had built.

Luca99 kept standing out. Not the boldest, not the most explicit, but there was something else — quiet filth, a calm way of being present, as if he knew that desire doesn't need to be pushed. It lands on its own.

That Wednesday, the break room reeked of burnt rubber and exhaust fumes, a smell I barely noticed anymore except on the heaviest days. I leaned against the counter, phone in one hand, a steaming plastic cup in the other. On the other side of the door, the office hummed with its usual chorus of keyboards and muffled laughter.

I opened PlaySwinger under our username 2Complicex, more out of habit than anything else. The site was an honest distraction — livelier than social media, rawer than coffee with coworkers.

Four notifications. Two were generic messages, the kind you answer out of politeness and forget immediately. A couple of regulars pushing again: "You guys free this weekend?" "When are we finally meeting?" I ignored them. The weekend was locked; no grandparents, and the family calendar was a cage of kids' commitments — birthdays, practices, routines that didn't bend.

Luca99 was online. He opened the chat.

"Hi. How's your day going?" he wrote.

I dropped into a plastic chair that creaked under my weight. The coffee tasted like shit, but I drank it anyway; its bitterness, an echo of the morning.

"Good. Just a quick coffee before the chaos kicks in," I replied.

"Sounds relaxing. Wish I could do the same."

I gave a half-smile. Nothing brilliant in the line, but with him, even something simple sounded measured, like he knew exactly where to stop.

"That's just how it is."

"You told me Saturday doesn't work. But since we're in the same city — maybe we could find a moment. Something without all the setup."

There it was. A sharp twist just below my navel. Not the words themselves, but what they implied: something spontaneous, off-script, no hotels, no planning. I pictured Laura, that raised eyebrow, that laugh that said Seriously? But this wasn't the moment for fantasies.

"Sounds tempting. But you know how it is — we're tight on time," I wrote.

"Yeah, I get it. But if you could — what would you want?"

I stared at the screen, finger hovering. Simple question, not a simple answer. I thought about Laura — the way her body tightens when the desire is real, the way a good encounter leaves her lit up for days, her skin more alive, her eyes sharper, as if the world came back into focus.

"What we've done so far has always been private, no rush. Somewhere we can actually explore."

"I like how you think. Wish we could."

"The right moment will come," I wrote, keeping it light so I didn't sound eager.

"Hahaha. Hope so. By the way — want to switch to Telegram? It's easier."

I leaned back, the coffee already cold in my hand. He was right. PlaySwinger was useful for filtering, but its chat was clunky, a parade of distracting notifications. Telegram offered something else: discretion, fluidity, a space where words could carry weight. It wasn't just convenience; it was a step, small but loaded with intention.

"Good idea. Let me set it up and I'll send you the contact," I replied.

"Perfect. I'll be waiting."

I closed the chat. My pulse ticked steady. Not the coffee. Not just Luca, not just the message — it was the feeling of moving pieces, of laying the groundwork without forcing anything. The idea of a threesome, of something that would break the routine, was still a distant plan, held back by the kids' schedules and a calendar that gave nothing away. But every message, every move, brought it a little closer.

That afternoon, during my lunch break, I bought a prepaid SIM at a tobacco shop two blocks from the office. I dug out an old phone that had been sitting in a drawer — more relic than device — set up Telegram under @2complicex, and from PlaySwinger I wrote to Luca: "Hey, Luca. We're on Telegram now: @2complicex. Good to connect."

I powered the phone down and slipped it into my pocket. I smiled — not out of excitement, but because of the clarity of it. A small step, almost trivial, but deliberate. Laura would approve, even if she didn't know it yet. She trusted my filter; I trusted her instinct. That was the deal.

When the calendar gave us room, when the kids weren't in the way, we'd be ready. Not for something epic — for something worth it.

The ping of an incoming email snapped me back. The office was demanding its cut. I pocketed the phone, finished the coffee — its bitterness clinging to my tongue — and went back to work. But under the surface, something was still burning. Not urgency. Patience. The game, slow but steady, was still in motion.

***

I'm in front of the computer, eyes fixed on the screen, but my head is anywhere except on the orders piling up like unpaid bills. The damn SAP has decided to declare war on me: updates that won't load, errors that make me grind my teeth. Every click is a battle I'm losing. This job is sucking me dry.

I huff, drag a hand through my hair — messing it up even more — and glance at Martina as she zips past my desk with her folder tucked under her arm.

"Martina, what the hell is going on with the platform today?" I snap, trying not to sound as pissed off as I am.

She throws me a sideways look with that worn-out smile that says I'm just as fed up as you are.

"No idea, girl. It's glitching like hell — just like me. I told IT already, but you know how they are."

I huff again, louder, letting my shoulders drop. Honestly, I should just say fuck it and open an OnlyFans. At least I'd make money having fun. A wry smile slips out.

My phone buzzes on the desk, a vibration that pulls me out of the loop. Daniel.

"How's your day going?"

I look at the screen, fingers drumming the table.

"Like shit. Yours?" I reply, fast.

"One more."

I smile, because I can picture him — coffee break, sleeves rolled up the way I like, looking at his phone like it's something private.

"Same here, with things that won't work and are driving me insane."

"Relax. You need to blow off some steam. Speaking of that — and things that actually work — I'm talking to a guy. Could set something up soon."

I let out a breath. Not annoyance — more like a deep ugh that comes from somewhere low, because today I don't have the energy for threesomes or anything beyond surviving this Wednesday. But the idea still hits, like it always does. Fuck, Dani, you always know exactly where to get in my head.

I laugh under my breath, picturing myself on OnlyFans posing for the camera while he lines up guys.

"I mean, selling cars isn't exactly your thing, is it? Haha."

"Hey, I log in when I get a chance."

"I like that you're finding me something better (WAY better) than the last one, hahaha."

"Don't worry about that — it won't happen again."

"I'm serious: if I see it's not working, it's goodbye, first sign. Done."

"No doubt."

I lean back in my chair, the warmth from the tea I forgot to drink still rising from the cup. Last time, with Samu, was a disaster. Not his fault, poor guy — there just wasn't anything there. Daniel knows it; I saw it in his face when we shut the camera off.

Then my phone buzzes again. A WhatsApp notification. And a photo.

Not his face — just torso, muscle, and a cock that, even soft, is the kind that makes you blink twice.

I lean toward the screen like someone in the office might catch me. My heart jumps, and I don't know if it's the surprise or the heat that comes up out of nowhere.

"Fuck — who is that?" I type, with a mix of laughter and pure shock.

"The top candidate," Daniel replies.

I smile to myself, trying to keep it off my face. Fuck. Dani knows exactly how to play this. I picture that body in a hotel room, Daniel watching me, me losing it completely. The tingle goes straight down, no asking permission.

"Wrap him up as a gift and send him over, or tell me where to pick him up — I'm taking him home," I type, laughing to myself.

"Hahaha. First we need to find the moment."

"Fine. You'll tell me more about your 'contacts' later. Have a good day, kisses!!"

"You too. Kisses!!"

I go back to the SAP screen, but my head isn't here anymore. I pick up my phone again and open the photo. That torso, that cock that promises more than it shows. What a fucking specimen.

The heat's still there, mixed with a small pinch of guilt. Not because of Daniel, not because of the game — just because of how easy it is to let go. But fuck, it feels good.

The routine is a brick wall, but these flashes — these expectations of something intense — are what keep me alive. I close my eyes for a second. I picture him there, watching me. His voice low in my ear: Keep working. But don't stop thinking about me.

I put my phone away, exhale, and force myself to click the next order. The day is a disaster. But I'm already wet thinking about it.


CHAPTER 20

I put on the skirt, reluctantly. Daniel insists:

"Come on, you look better like that. Indulge me — let me see you looking good."

I huff, but I give in. He can be such a pain sometimes. We make the shopping list, and when he tells me we're going to South Mall, I frown.

"Do we really have to go there? If you want those sneakers, you could just go one afternoon on your own."

"Come on, keep me company. We'll drop the kids at my brother's — it's on the way — and we can take our time."

I sigh. All this fuss over a pair of sneakers.

"It's just that I'm not sure which ones I want," he says, "and the kids bouncing around makes me crazy. Better to go without them."

Age showing, I think, putting on my earrings.

We get to the mall early. Daniel drives. He seems a little off — like his head's somewhere else — but I don't give it much thought. Lately, between work, kids, and routine, we're both running flat out.

We park. I grab a cart and point at the automatic doors.

"At this hour, right after opening, they won't even have your damn sneakers out yet."

He laughs and checks his phone.

"Come on, put the phone down already."

"I was checking if they're on sale," he says.

I roll my eyes.

We haven't even stepped onto the escalator when he says:

"I need the restroom."

"Okay," I say.

We walk down a corridor. Soft background music. The smell of fresh cleaning product. When we reach the restroom entrance, he steps behind me and suddenly covers my eyes with something soft.

"What are you doing?" I protest, half amused, half nervous.

"Trust me," he says — and something in his tone cuts right through me.

He guides me carefully inside.

"Daniel, for God's sake, what are you doing? This is insane…"

His breath is close. Very close. His hand settles on my waist.

"Shhh… just trust me."

The air changes. It doesn't smell like a mall corridor anymore — it smells like metal, like perfume, like something I can't name.

"Daniel…" I whisper.

Then other hands brush against me. Not his. Firm. Unfamiliar. My breath cuts off.

"Daniel…" I repeat, not understanding.

He bites my neck, soft, and his voice trembles against my ear:

"Relax. I brought you a surprise. Remember the photo I sent you?"

My mind goes blank.

It can't be.

An electric heat rises from my stomach.

Those unfamiliar hands brush my thighs, moving slowly upward, sliding inside my skirt, and my traitorous body responds before my head can catch up. I don't think. I can't. Just the sound of mingled breath, the muffled hum of background music, the echo of my own heartbeat. I grab onto something cold — a wall, maybe — and the floor drops away beneath me.

Time dissolves. No mall, no shopping list, nothing but this suspended instant.

"This is insane, Daniel…" The words barely make it out of my mouth; they fall apart in the air.

Hands — firm, not his — take me by the shoulders. I know it instantly: the shape, the weight, the pulse. I move backward, guided by that silent pressure, walking blind, heart hammering in my temples, until I hear a dull thud behind me — a door half-shutting, pushed closed with a foot.

The space shrinks. The air in here is thicker, warmer; it smells of bleach and soap. My heel catches on something — a cold edge, the toilet rim — and I stop.

We're inside a stall.

My back presses against the tiles, ice-cold. His body fills the space between the wall and me. My left leg brushes the toilet, forcing me to turn slightly; my breath mixes with his. I can't see anything, but my skin sees everything: the distances, the edges, how close he is. And in that tight space, the world narrows down to breath and touch and a drop with no way back.

His mouth drags along my neck. His hands climb my body like claws and lock onto my breasts. I moan. He takes my hand and guides it to his cock — already out, hard, hot, enormous. I'm turned on, disoriented, completely gone. One of his hands travels down and pushes under my panties, his fingers sliding inside me; I hear myself make a hoarse sound, rough, like it isn't mine, like I don't recognize it. I'm soaking wet and hadn't even noticed until now.

His other hand settles at the back of my neck — no force, just guidance. I understand what he wants, and I go down without thinking. His cock fills my mouth all the way to the back of my throat. I suck him hard, working my hand over his balls. I'm not thinking. There's nothing else.

He pulls me back up. The cold hits again. He pushes up my shirt and my bra. His mouth devours my tits and moves down my body like he wants to eat me whole, until I feel his lips push between my legs, licking me, pulling everything out of me until I'm wrecked. I grab his hair and shove him harder against me. Then I feel him yank my panties down and rip them off in one sharp pull.

His mouth leaves me. His hands too. I stand there panting, tense, on edge, his body still pressed against mine. Then the sound — soft, unmistakable — a condom wrapper. I can't see it. I don't need to. I know exactly what's coming, and I want it more than anything. For a moment I think of Daniel: he's not here, I don't feel him beside me.

"You're incredible…" he whispers.

I can't answer. His voice has the dangerous calm of a predator who knows his prey isn't running anymore.

He lifts one of my legs and places my foot on the toilet, leaving me completely open. He slams into me in one brutal thrust, pressing against me with such force it nearly lifts me onto my toes. A sound tears out of my throat — half growl, half wrecked moan. He starts fucking me against the wall, face to face, his breath mixing with mine so close it feels like we're breathing the same air.

Pure instinct. Nothing else.

His hands grip my ass, mine dig into his broad, powerful shoulders. Every thrust lifts my heels. I'm entirely in his hands, completely at his mercy. I moan — and for one instant I'm aware that I have never been this turned on, this open, this… slut.

My sounds speed up, hoarse and wild, not even mine anymore — I hear them from the outside, like I'm listening to someone else getting fucked in my place. He's splitting me open, fitting inside me perfectly, stretching me from within. Every thrust lands deep, like he's knocking at the door of my insides.

His hands take my face and he pulls off the blindfold. Light hits me; it takes a second to focus on his face for the first time. Green eyes, wide open, locked onto mine in the wild movement that binds us together. I turn my face slightly, looking for Daniel. I find him through the half-open door, looking at me. Back pressed against the entrance, still, like a silent guard. His face looks tight, overwhelmed — I can't read more than that. My body keeps going, indifferent to my mind and my morals. An enormous sensation breaks me apart, convulses me.

I look back at the green-eyed animal in front of me.

My breathing fractures, and a guttural sound tears out of me that I don't recognize as mine.

His mouth crashes down on mine and swallows it whole.

The dull impact of our bodies fills everything.

I cum — irrevocably — my orgasm lost in his mouth, soundless. My body convulses, my legs buckle from the tension and effort. I clench hard around him. He keeps fucking me with every stroke, then stops, buried deep, shaking with me, moaning with me, desperate, trembling just the same.

The background music comes back, like someone just switched it on. Reality pushes through.

I look. Daniel is still there. I smile at him. In his eyes, I know he understands everything.


EPILOGUE

Sunday morning had that dense calm that only comes after a week of madness.

The kids were in the dining room, scribbling through homework with pencils rolling across the table. Laura was vacuuming the hallway, her silhouette in pajamas moving with that energy she never seems to run out of. I was in the kitchen, organizing the containers for the week: rice, vegetables, chicken curry. The whole chicken, rubbed with oil and rosemary, was already in the oven, filling the house with a smell that promised real food.

I stepped out for a moment to help the kids with a multiplication that had them stuck.

Laura crossed the doorway with a cloth in her hand, heading for the bathroom. Our eyes caught through the noise of the vacuum. I gave her a wink.

"Need a hand?" I asked.

"No, no—keep doing your thing," she said, smiling.

I smacked her ass as I passed — casual. She laughed and snapped the cloth at me like a toy whip.

In the living room, the radio was spitting out news about politics and accidents.

"Change that, Dani—put some music on!" she called from the bathroom. "I don't want any more bad news."

I pulled up a soft pop playlist and the rhythm spread through the house.

Back in the kitchen, I turned the heat down under the pan, stirred the curry, checked the oven. Everything under control: the oil whispering, the vegetables glistening, the chicken browning.

I had a few minutes, so I slipped into the office.

I opened the laptop and logged into my blog: travelnotas.blog/secret. Password: lauradani2026. The page loaded smoothly — my private corner. I'd edited a couple of photos the other day: fragments from past encounters, just flashes of Laura lit up. My secret blog. Just for me. I unzipped the files with the password and uploaded them to the blog. For a second I watched the progress bar the way you watch an oven. Done. I smiled to myself: enough.

I closed the laptop and went back to the kitchen.

The oven had hit that exact point where the skin crackles and the meat gives. I pulled the tray out and the steam fogged my glasses. Laura appeared behind me with a glass of water, her hair pulled back in a loose bun.

"Smells like a proper Sunday," she said.

"It is," I replied. "You get the plates — I'll carve."

We served, sat down, went through the usual rounds of "needs salt?" and "pass the bread" — that simple ritual that brings a family back to itself. The kids talked about their drawings, Laura about the shopping list, I mentioned a client who had finally signed. Nothing out of the ordinary, except that we were all there together.

We ate without rushing. When we finished, I cleared the table and made coffee.

"Sneaky cigarette?" I asked, holding up two cups.

"Come on, let's go to the terrace — but quiet, so we don't get caught," she said, half laughing.

The air outside smelled like Sunday.

We talked about the week ahead, the missing tracksuit, a school trip. Then we cleaned up together: I washed, she dried, and the kids disappeared with the promise of tidying their room after they played. When the dishwasher started humming, we traded the world for the couch and I put on some random movie, low in the background.

Laura leaned into my shoulder.

I sat there watching our feet tangled under the blanket, the clock moving without urgency. I thought that sometimes happiness is just that: a clean kitchen and a chest to fall into.

***

The afternoon fades slowly, seeping through the curtains as if it too were running out of steam.

The TV is on, but neither of us is watching it. I'm still curled against Daniel's chest, listening to the steady beat of his heart.

"Mmm… like this," I murmur.

"Like what?"

"Like this: no noise, no bosses, no kids jumping all over us."

He laughs softly.

"You're forgetting Monday."

"Monday doesn't exist."

"I wish," he says, and I feel him settle in closer, his arm wrapping all the way around me.

We stay like that for a while without talking. Just the dishwasher in the kitchen and the TV murmuring things that don't matter. Outside, the neighborhood has that strange Sunday mid-afternoon quiet, like the world has run out of battery.

"You know what I feel like?" I say, turning my head slightly to look at him.

"What?"

"Nothing. Absolutely nothing. Just staying here."

He smiles without opening his eyes.

"That I can do."

I laugh softly.

"Maybe we should ask the universe how to make this last longer."

"I only do chicken recipes," he says.

"That works."

We stay like that, tangled up, laughing at nothing.

And I think that, despite everything, we've done this right: we're not a movie story, and we don't need to be. We're what's left when the music stops, when the kids are asleep and the house smells like rosemary.

I stretch, looking for his eyes.

"Hey — let's eat early tonight. We've got to get up early tomorrow."

"Deal."

"And… later, if you want, we can check the site. See if we find someone interesting." I smile at him with a little mischief.

"Sure," he says, with a half smile. "I've also got a series of videos I found — pretty inspiring."

"I'm in for all of it," I say, laughing.

That's all it takes. Just this feeling of being a team, of knowing that shared desire doesn't break anything — it's part of what we are.

I settle back in, close my eyes, let the TV keep talking to itself. The warmth of his body pulls me under.

And I think, just before I fall asleep, that life is as simple as we decide to make it. Together, that's how we'll have it: simple, yes… but never boring again.

Fuck, this feels good.


AUTHOR’S NOTE




What started between them is changing.

And it’s only getting harder to control.




If you enjoyed this story, 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.




You can find more content, updates, and upcoming releases here:

www.alexnighy.com




You can also find me on X:

@AlexNighyAuthor




— Alex Nighy
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