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CHAPTER 1

Laura bit down on the sheets with a ferocity that took my breath away. Her eyes had rolled back, lost somewhere beyond the impersonal hotel room, and her nails dug into the mattress, bunching the stiff white fabric that creaked under her weight. She was drenched in sweat, her hair stuck to her forehead in messy strands, her head tilted against the comforter, her back arched at an impossible angle, her ass lifted, offering itself without restraint. Her breathing came as a rough moan, pure animal instinct, a sound that hit low and stayed there.

Malik, a dark-skinned giant, muscles straining with the effort, drove into her with a brutal shove. His huge black cock buried itself deep inside her; his balls pressed tight against her soaked pussy, as if he meant to push through her with every inch. He held still, fully buried, savoring the moment, and I, standing at the edge of the carpet that softened my footsteps, filmed with the camera in my hand — a DSLR shooting high-quality video; my heart was pounding so hard I thought the frame might shake.

We'd crossed this threshold more than once since those first chats on the swinger site, but seeing Laura like this, completely given over to Malik, still left a hollow in my chest — something between disbelief and a rush I couldn't shake. Fuck, what a sight.

The room smelled of raw sex, of built-up sweat, of the cheap wax from hotel candles no one had lit. The worn gray carpet under the bed swallowed the sound of bodies colliding, but not Laura's moans, or the wet thud of Malik's pelvis against my wife — a steady, repetitive sound that filled the space like a primitive heartbeat. Next to the nightstand, several used condoms lay crumpled like discarded trophies, proof he'd been fucking her for a while; this was the peak of a session that had left Laura's knees reddened from the constant friction against the stiff sheets, her thighs glistening with a mix of fluids pooling in uneven patches. Afternoon light filtered through the half-open window, mixing with the bare glow of the ceiling lamp, catching every drop of sweat along the curve of her back, in the folds of skin tightening and releasing with each movement. I'd set a video camera on the table, angled to capture the side profile of their bodies locked together, and another on a tripod in the opposite corner — low quality, both of them, but enough to get something usable, enough to come back to later, when the silence at home reminded us how far we'd gone. From where I stood, it wasn't just sex. It was a battlefield: clothes scattered across the floor, a bottle of lube knocked over on the nightstand, the constant hum of the air conditioner vibrating under the moans like an indifferent backdrop to what was happening on that bed.

Malik looked at me, his dark eyes flashing with a defiance that ran across my skin — he was the center of it now, and I was just the one watching. He pulled out of her slowly, inch by inch, letting the emptiness draw a frustrated moan out of her, until only the tip brushed her swollen lips, red and inflamed from prolonged use. Laura murmured something I couldn't catch, her body trembling, needing more, her hips pushing back on instinct, searching for him. Another brutal thrust — his belly slammed into her ass, a wet crack snapping through the room — and the mattress creaked as if breathing with them, absorbing the force of every thrust. She arched further; a choked cry escaped her throat, something guttural that ran straight down my spine. I crouched, filming from below, behind them; the camera caught him spreading her open completely, her body jolting under controlled violence, the wetness running down her legs in bright streaks that caught the light and made me swallow.

He pulled her ass apart with his large hands, rough from the physical work I could read in his build, leaving everything exposed — his cock disappearing inside her, her swollen lips gripping him like they didn't want to let go. "Your wife knows what she wants," he said, his voice low, with that slight accent that made it land harder, more removed from anything belonging to our normal life. "I'll have you again. For days. The way you deserve." He looked at me, a brief complicit flicker that tightened something in me, and for a second I wondered if this was really what I'd been after. He picked up the pace, driving into her with a steady, deep rhythm, every thrust a reminder of his control. The camera followed everything, but the knot in my stomach was unbearable — jealousy burning hot, and underneath it something just as raw.

I set the DSLR down on the nightstand beside the camcorder, my hands unsteady. I grabbed a tissue from the box next to the condoms. I worked myself fast, compulsive, feeling the pressure build too quickly — and then it hit, hard and sharp. I finished without a sound. When it passed, still breathing unevenly, I wiped off quickly, heart still hammering, and picked the camera back up, steadying my hand as best I could. They didn't notice; they were too deep in their own world, a world where I existed only as witness. The frame found her face again, completely gone, and the raw pull of it hit harder — a reminder that this was our choice, even if we hadn't seen this far.

He grabbed her by the hair, pulling her head up until she was on all fours, her neck exposed, her skin damp and alive under the light. "Your slut is mine now," he said, eyes locked on mine as he impaled her, the rhythm turning raw, each thrust snapping her body forward. Laura let out a cry that broke open from somewhere deep, her hands braced against the mattress, muscles tight under her slick skin. When he let go of her hair, she dropped forward, face buried in the mattress, mouth open, dragging in air, her moans breaking into uneven gasps. Malik whispered: "I'd take the condom off and fill you right now." She reached down to her clit, touching herself fast, frantic, her fingers moving with an urgency that matched how far gone she was, and the orgasm hit her hard — her body convulsing, breath catching in a prolonged, ravenous shudder, waves running through her that didn't seem to stop. He drove into her a few more times, controlled, stretching it out, then pulled his cock free, glistening with their mixed juices, and stripped the condom off in one quick motion, letting it drop onto the carpet with a dull thud.

He grabbed her by the arm, pulling her with a possessiveness that left a bitter edge in my mouth, like someone taking back what was his. She came down off the bed unsteady, her knees scraped and reddened by the friction, and dropped to the floor still catching her breath, eyes glazed, hair falling over her face. He brought his cock to her face and she sucked it hungrily, filling her mouth with black flesh, her lips stretching around him, her tongue visible with every stroke, taking him in with a hunger that left me without air. He groaned, hands on her head guiding her, pushing her deeper, while I kept filming — focusing on the stretch of her lips, the glint of saliva mixing with sweat along her chin, the afternoon light catching on both their bodies, throwing shadows that sharpened every detail. He pulled her back and slipped free from her mouth with an audible pop.

He came on her face — hot streams of pearly semen splattered her cheeks, her chin, dripping down in thick drops that vanished into the carpet. "Look at your wife. Look how she likes it," he said, his voice cutting, a challenge that landed hard. Laura was panting, eyes closed, taking it all with a submission that both fascinated and terrified me, and I felt a knot of arousal in my chest, a reminder that this was our game at its fullest expression, but one that was changing both of us.

Laura pushed herself up, stroking his cock as she rose, still riding the aftershock. She grabbed the towel from beside the bed and wiped her face, slow and deliberate, then looked at me. That smile of hers — half innocent, half impossible. The light in her eyes reflected a new Laura, a version of her who had crossed a line from which there was no turning back.

She blew me a kiss from across the room. It reached me anyway.

I breathed again — I don't know how long I'd been holding it — as I watched her walk away naked toward the shower. The water started running. Everything else ceased to exist.


CHAPTER 2

The elevator mirror is unforgiving… I look at myself and let out a snort.

"Jesus, these dark circles. I look like a raccoon."

"No wonder," Daniel says behind me. "But those aren't from staying up late."

I elbow him without turning.

"Shut up, idiot," I say, but a smile slips out anyway.

He laughs softly and slides a hand around my waist just as the doors open with a screech that sounds like an angry cat.

Fuck, everything works better with a bit of lubrication.

Out on the landing, voices are already buzzing. This meeting's already a mess: the woman from the fifth sounds ready for war, and the building president looks like he was born to take minutes.

"You sure you don't want to fake a heart attack and get us out of this?" I whisper.

"Too late, he saw me come in," Daniel says, with that calm of his that makes me want to roll my eyes and hug him at the same time.

The hallway smells of bleach and industrial cleaner. Half the neighbors brought folding chairs; the rest of us are standing, hovering somewhere between bored and half-asleep.

I cross my arms. My legs feel like concrete. If this goes on more than half an hour, I'm sitting on the floor.

The kid from 2C is running around with a toy car that makes more noise than a drill. His mom apologizes:

"I can't leave him home alone."

He comes up to me and grabs my knee with sticky hands. I swallow whatever I was about to snap at him. They sting. Raw, still red, and every touch is a small torture. But I smile. These things happen.

His mom scoops him up and I let out a breath. Please let this end soon.

The woman from 5A launches into her speech about a leak in the garage. The guy from 4B suggests painting everything beige "because it hides the dirt."

I'm done.

"Then let's paint it pink. If we're going to suffer anyway, might as well do it with style."

General silence. Everyone looks at me like I just suggested throwing a street party.

Dani covers his mouth to keep from laughing.

"It's an option," the woman from 3B says, dead serious.

I raise an eyebrow. Yeah, sure. Let's paint everything pink.

The guy from 6A wants to discuss the intercom again. Someone else brings up the parking allocation. I stop listening somewhere around minute forty and start counting ceiling tiles instead. There are eleven. That feels about right for this crowd.

Then a new neighbor walks in. Must be renting — I don't recognize him. He says hi and keeps going. Tall, mixed, gym-built arms, a smile straight out of an ad. Dani glances at me, raises an eyebrow, and smiles with that sparkle in his eyes that only he has.

I play along.

He's hot. Looks like Marcus.

The meeting drags on. I check the time. An hour and fifteen minutes. My legs are done. I lean against the wall and murmur:

"If this goes on ten more minutes, I'm sitting on the floor. I swear."

"Hang in there, champ," Dani says, barely brushing my hand.

A tiny gesture, invisible to everyone else, but enough.

Finally, it's over. We bolt out of there. Dani and I get into the elevator with the woman from 5A, who won't stop talking about her leak for a single second.

We look at each other and bite back the laugh.

Back home, I drop onto the couch. Dani tosses me a beer.

"What a waste of time," I say.

"At least we did our part as good neighbors."

"Yeah."

Dani sets his keys on the counter and stretches with a sigh.

"I'm going to pack. I leave early tomorrow."

"Too bad you couldn't get out of that sales thing," I say, sinking back into the couch.

"You know Arturo was supposed to go, but the idiot twisted his ankle playing padel," he says, opening a drawer in the living room cabinet.

"Padel?" I repeat.

"Yeah. You tell me what that donut on legs is doing playing padel."

I laugh. "That's just bad luck."

"And I couldn't say no," he adds. "Juan pushed, but I already told him I'm only going the first day. No way I'm spending two days away from home. Besides, day two doesn't even affect us at the dealership."

"Want help with the bag?" I ask from the couch.

"Relax, I don't need much for one night."

"Well, if you need me to iron anything, just say the word," I say. "Some of those shirts have been sitting in the closet."

"Don't bother. I'll take the one in the back — the blue one. It's fine."

"Okay. And… what am I supposed to do for dinner tomorrow?" I ask, in my best fake-dramatic tone.

Daniel laughs. "Come on. One night of cooking isn't going to kill you."

"You know I'm hopeless in the kitchen," I say. "I don't even know where you keep things. But whatever, I'll make a pizza or something."

He leans out from the hallway. "You'll buy a pizza and stick it in the oven. That's not making pizza."

"Okay, correction," I say, laughing. "We'll eat pizza. The kids love it."

"That's more like it," he says, smiling as he disappears into the bedroom. "At least I know nothing's going to catch fire."

"Very funny," I say, and I hear him open the closet.

From the couch, I catch the sound of the zipper, the thud of the toiletry bag, his distracted whistling. The house is quiet, that soft silence of normal nights.

I stay on the couch, beer half-finished, watching the clock.

Tomorrow, we're out a cook. This should be interesting.


CHAPTER 3

I leave work with my brain completely fried. Traffic is hell, same as always — cars honking, lights that take forever, and me drumming my fingers on the wheel while mentally going over the emails still waiting. SAP crashed three times today, right when I needed to close reports, and my boss decides to run a last-minute task check like I don't have a life outside the office. Fantastic.

I get to the kids' school with my hair a mess and my makeup smudged, but they greet me like I'm some kind of hero. The little one throws himself at me with his backpack half open, yelling "Mom!" at full volume; the older one, more practical, just goes, "What's for snack?" without even a hello. Same routine as always — but in that moment, their chaos makes me smile. I get them into the car, backpacks flying, questions about their day piling on top of each other.

At home, the afternoon unfolds like it always does: improvised snacks — yogurt, fruit — homework spread all over the kitchen table, and the shower turning into a full-blown water park. The little one splashes like there's no tomorrow, water everywhere; the older one complains because his brother's soaking his pajamas, and I keep moving back and forth, picking up wet towels, stepping over backpacks dumped in the hallway. Multitasking should count as cardio, fuck, because I end up sweating more than in a spin class. I try to bring some order: "Come on, dry off and get your homework done," I say, that automatic mom voice kicking in, even though all I want is to collapse on the couch with my feet up. By eight, the house smells like frozen pizza straight out of the oven — my lifeline without Dani — mixed with that kids' cologne that sticks to everything.

The three of us eat in front of the TV, watching a cartoon we've seen a thousand times. The older one glances at me. "Is Dad coming back late?" "Tomorrow," I say, keeping it casual. "He's on a work trip." The little one shrugs and keeps chewing, completely unfazed. I like that moment — that brief calm before the war of getting them into bed: the stupid jokes, crumbs flying, their small bodies pressed against mine on the couch. Then the routine kicks in: brushing teeth with toothpaste all over the sink, stories in a low voice, lights out, and the inevitable "Mom, water" or "Mom, one more kiss." By nine-thirty, finally, silence. Real silence, the kind that rings in your ears after all that noise.

I tidy up the kitchen a bit — plates into the dishwasher, counter wiped down — turn off the hallway lights, and drop onto the couch with a cold glass of white wine. I put on some random show, the kind you don't really watch, just background noise. The living room sits in half-dark, only the screen lighting up the scattered cushions and the remote buried between them. The silence feels different when Daniel isn't here. Not sad, just… bigger, emptier. Like the house expands without him. My phone vibrates on the table. It's him: "Just got to the hotel after endless pointless meetings. I'll call you tomorrow — this has been eternal." I reply quickly: "Everything's fine here. Kids alive, house still standing." I add a laughing emoji and a heart. That's it. That's us: practical, no fluff, but with our own code. I take a long sip of wine, feeling the cold run down my throat.

The laptop sits on the coffee table, closed. Tempting. I open it without thinking too much, at first just to check a couple of work emails still stuck in my head. But I end up drifting, jumping from tab to tab. Until the one in bookmarks catches my eye, like a whisper I can't ignore. PlaySwingers. Just looking, I tell myself.

For a few seconds I hesitate, finger hovering over the touchpad. What the hell are you doing, Laura? But I click anyway. A notification flashes in the corner: "You have new messages." My heart gives a small, stupid jump. I smile to myself. It's nothing. I open the inbox. Dozens of messages, stacking up like silent invitations.

"Hi, 2complicex. Saw your profile — you're amazing. She's gorgeous. Looking for something this weekend?"

"Would love to meet you. I'll be in your city Saturday. Coffee first, see if there's chemistry?"

"Saw you posted before looking for a guy. Interested in the next one. Profile verified — check the reviews."

I read them out of curiosity, not really intending anything. Some make me smile — too polite. Others are just boring, same thing over and over. I click into a couple of profiles, just to look. One: dark-skinned, fit, a semi-hard black cock in one of the photos, veiny, curved. Reviews on his wall: "Great guy, respectful, knows what he's doing." "Fantastic, gave us an unforgettable night." A low tingle settles in my belly. Another: blond, thick cock in close-up. Same kind of reviews. "100% recommended. Clean and discreet." I close the messages without replying. Not tonight. Or so I tell myself.

A chat opens as soon as they see our nick online. Walter69:

— Hi, good evening.

I hesitate. It catches me off guard, but the wine loosens me a little. I type under 2complicex:

— Hi. How's it going?

— Are you both there?

The cursor blinks. I look at my glass. Almost empty. I hesitate. Then I play along. I pretend to be Daniel:

— Yeah, I'm him. She's right here, reading.

— Great. Love your profile. She's gorgeous — those photos… they really turn me on.

I smile to myself. It's funny, imagining him writing that, thinking Daniel is reading it. The heat starts to rise slowly — not because of him, but because they're talking about me like I'm not there. It's ridiculous. But the pulse between my legs picks up.

Before I can reply, another chat pops up. Tom44:

— Hi, 2complicex. Saw your profile — your photos are incredible. Looking for something?

Same script as always. I type:

— Hi. Just browsing for now.

— Is it him or her typing?

The cursor blinks. I laugh under my breath. I don't know why I'm still here.

— Me. He's not here.

— Nice to meet you. Your photos really impressed me. The lingerie one… it shows off your curves perfectly.

The heat ticks up another notch. I check the time: 10:30. The house is asleep, just the hum of the fridge. Don't rush it, I tell myself. But I can already feel the dampness starting between my thighs.

I switch back to Walter69, still pretending to be Daniel:

— Thanks. She likes hearing that. What is it about our profile you like?

— Everything. The photos, the videos. I'd meet up, fuck her while you watch. Fill her properly. Make her enjoy it.

Fuck, straight to it. The pull of it hits hard — I picture Daniel actually reading that, getting hard. My hand moves on its own, sliding under my pajamas, finding the heat already there. I'm wet. I breathe in slowly.

Another chat opens. ProfesorX:

— Hi, 2complicex. Your profile feels real, no posturing. Looking for a guy for her?

I type, switching tabs:

— Hi. Just browsing for now.

— Are you him?

I play it again:

— Yeah, I'm him.

— Perfect. The cuckold thing does it for me. I picture fucking your wife, cumming inside her while you watch. You into that?

My pulse jumps. I close the laptop for a second. The living room suddenly feels too small. I need somewhere no one can see me. Not even my own reflection. I get up slowly, the couch creaking, and walk to the bedroom, the hallway dim.

I drop onto the bed and open the laptop again. The room smells of kids' soap and my own rising heat. I breathe in, my pajamas clinging to my hard nipples. I push my pants down and spread my knees. I open the drawer: the small one, the one I use for my clit, and the big one, cock-shaped, heavy, realistic, which also vibrates. I grab that one, add a little lube, and press it against my entrance.

I type to Walter69:

— She likes the idea. Tell me how you'd fuck her.

— Slow at first. On all fours. Going in easy, feeling her tighten around me. Then harder. Until she moans.

I wet my fingers and slide two in, curved. A low sound slips out of me, muffled. The wetness, the sound — it turns me on. I type with my other hand, fingers already sticky.

I open Tom44's chat:

— Thanks for the compliment. What I see in your photo looks solid. You'd fill me well.

— Yeah. I'd adjust to what you like. You into your husband watching?

— Yes. So dirty.

I take the big dildo and switch it on low. I slide it in slowly, feeling how it stretches me, inch by inch. A slight burn — like when Malik opened me up, that full, aching sensation. I take it all the way in, vibrating inside, pressing against everything. I feel full, fuck, like it's real. I pull it out slowly, push it back in, fucking myself with slow thrusts at first. The cursor blinks. The glass is almost empty.

I moan again, louder, biting my lip. The dildo moves faster now, wet, messy. I'm dripping, running down my thighs. I wipe my fingers on a tissue to type, but they're wet again the moment I touch the keys. Jesus, Laura, you've got this down to a science.

The chats keep coming, same lines, same offers. I answer in bursts, my head fogging over. I should close the laptop. I don't. I leave the dildo buried inside, vibrating low, filling me completely. I grab the small one and press it against my swollen clit. The buzz makes my hips lift. I moan into the pillow, holding it in so I don't wake the kids. The pressure builds, tighter and tighter, low in my belly, and then it breaks — my body arches hard, air gone from my throat, I come convulsing, my pussy clenching around the dildo and pushing it out slightly, heat in waves, each one longer than the last. I hold on, drawing it out, not letting it go.

Shaking, I pull the toys free and drop them aside. The sweat cools slowly on my skin. On the screen, the messages keep blinking. I don't read them. Daniel crosses my mind. My body is still warm, still pulsing. It takes a few seconds to feel like myself again.

I close the laptop. My body stays awake, beating slowly, settling into itself.


CHAPTER 4

I rush out of the office with my coat half on and my phone in hand. Clara's already waiting in the elevator, leaning against the wall, wearing that don't talk to me until my second coffee face.

"Going down?" I ask.

"What do you think? If I don't get caffeine in me right now, I'm going to bite someone."

Martina comes running just as the doors are about to close.

"Wait!" she says, squeezing through. "Fuck, not one day on time."

The three of us catch our reflection in the elevator and burst out laughing.

"Girl, you look like you just walked out of a storm," Clara says.

"A storm with a messy ponytail," I add.

"I slept like shit," Martina says, out of breath. "Don't judge me."

The elevator opens and we step out into the street. The cold air clears my head more than coffee ever does. We head to our usual café. The waiter sees us coming and already knows what we're having. We sit at our usual table by the window.

Martina drops her bag on the floor, sighs like she's just finished a marathon, and then just comes out with it:

"I watched porn yesterday."

Clara raises her eyebrows. I almost choke on my first sip.

"You did what?" Clara asks.

"That. I watched porn."

We look at each other. Silence. And then we lose it.

"No, wait," I say. "You, Martina?"

"What? Do I look like I don't know what porn is?"

"I'm sure you know exactly what it is," Clara says, with that smile of hers that always seems to mean she knows something you don't.

Martina sticks her tongue out.

"Well, yeah, I did. I was bored, my husband snoring away, so I put something on. Nobody's watching."

Clara looks at her like she's never seen her before.

"And? Did you like it?"

"It wasn't bad," she says, a sly smile spreading. "It was about a woman who was always up for it. Plenty of volunteers."

I almost spit my coffee. Clara laughs out loud.

"Oh my God, Martina. What kind was it? One of those where it's background music and faker-than-fiction moans the whole time?"

"Better than anything on TV. I'm practical," she says, shameless. "If there's no concert at home, I put on my own music."

I bring the cup to my lips to hide my smile. If you only knew. If you only knew what I've seen… Better keep my mouth shut.

"And your 'decorative plant' didn't notice?" Clara asks.

"No need," she says. "He's got his snoring, I've got my… choreography. And yeah, I went for it, okay? Not going to pretend otherwise."

Clara covers her mouth, but a giggle slips out anyway.

"And what was the plot? A plumber actually fixing something, or one of those that goes straight to it?"

Martina shrugs.

"No stupid scripts. Straight to it. No terrible comedy dialogue."

Clara rests her chin on her hand, entertained.

"If a plumber showed up and actually fixed something, I'd stay for the credits."

"You're asking for a miracle," I tell her.

Martina takes another sip and smiles sideways.

"There was one scene that got me thinking. The two-on-one moment. Not that I'd do it," she says, raising her hand for effect. "Just how the hell they coordinate that. There was a threesome and I thought: this requires an Excel spreadsheet."

I snort into my coffee. Clara puts her cup down and watches her with that mix of disbelief and wanting more.

"You're incorrigible. Martina, you're going to get carried away and then there'll be no bringing you back."

"Give me a ladder," she shoots back. "I'll climb."

We dissolve into that soft kind of laughter — not the loud, raucous kind, the other kind: the one that loosens your shoulders and leaves you lighter than any coffee could. I glance at the waiter. He's pretending not to hear, but a half-smile slips out. He's got us figured out: the serious one, the sarcastic one, and the one with no filter. Enough material to write a manual.

"You know what the worst part is?" Martina says. "I stopped halfway through because I started imagining it. And with my luck, that's exactly when the dog woke up."

"The dog?" Clara asks.

"The neighbor's, obviously. Barking like someone had broken in. Killed the mood completely. I nearly threw my phone out the window."

I cover my mouth with my hand so I don't choke on my coffee.

"I can just picture you explaining yourself to the police," Clara says. "'No, officer — it was for general knowledge.'"

"Exactly," she nods. "The same general knowledge my husband doesn't provide."

She says it without bitterness, almost like a joke. And there it is: Martina lives with him, but they don't share a bed. She carries it with that strange mix of irony and self-protection that sometimes makes me feel sorry for her, and other times looks a lot like freedom.

"Come on, admit it," I say to Clara. "You've watched it too."

Clara shrugs, no hesitation.

"Of course. Alone and with company. One of my exes was obsessed. He'd put something on and then… you know."

Martina's eyes go wide.

"And you, Laura? Don't tell me the saint here has never watched."

I laugh, shaking my head.

"Yeah, sometimes. But I like the ones that feel real. Homemade. Normal people, no studio lighting."

Clara gives me that look.

"Laura, sweetie, that's already advanced-level taste — even if the videos are amateur."

I can't help laughing.

"Hey, I'm still the most restrained one here. Doesn't mean I don't get curious."

Martina nods like she's just scored a point.

Clara raises her eyebrows.

"At this rate, I can see you both with your own OnlyFans channel."

We burst out laughing again, the kind that empties your head. The woman at the next table shoots us a look, but we're past caring. This is our moment of the day: venting, nonsense, and proper laughter.

We finish our coffee and head back up.

The rest of the morning goes by in emails, rushing around, and that stupid smile that keeps coming back every time I think about the conversation.

***

In the afternoon, I pick up the kids. The car is a parrot cage. One's singing, the other's complaining about going back to school tomorrow. I laugh. I stopped trying to keep order a long time ago.

When we get to the building, I recognize Daniel's car. He's home.

The kids run upstairs, yelling "Daddy!" down the hallway.

"You're all here," Daniel says from the kitchen, smiling. "Just in time for the chaos."

He comes over, gives me a quick kiss, and goes back to the stove. There's a pot on, and I don't say a word — I love it when he cooks.

"How was the trip?" I ask, dropping the backpacks.

"Endless. Talks, PowerPoints, bad coffee… the usual. I missed the noise at home."

"Don't say that too loud or they'll hear you and take it as a challenge."

We laugh. The kids come in with drawings — one a dragon, the other a heart. Daniel crouches down, listens, nods with the patience of a saint. You can tell he missed us.

I set the table and we have dinner between laughs — look at mine, Mom, he started. The kind of routine that's easy without trying. Then showers, teeth, story, bed. The house softens into silence.

We drop onto the sofa with the TV on. Some random show, in the background. Daniel stretches his legs and puts an arm around my shoulders.

"I'd bet you fell asleep on the sofa yesterday with the TV on."

I smile.

"Nope."

"No?"

"I was… entertained."

"Entertained how?"

I hesitate a second, then say it:

"That swinger site."

Daniel looks at me — that smile, half-surprised, half something else.

"Seriously? How was it?"

"Interesting," I say, shrugging. "Just to pass the time. Got me going."

He lets out a low laugh.

"Going, huh?"

"A good one. I even used the toys."

Daniel watches me with a smile that mixes surprise and desire.

"Fuck. And I missed it."

"Yep," I say, laughing. "I talked to a few guys. Some Walter something-or-other, one I think was Tom, and even a Professor X. They all wanted me. Obviously."

Daniel laughs under his breath.

"Of course they did. You're gorgeous."

"Oh, stop it. But yeah — I'd never chatted online alone before, didn't know what to say. I told one guy I was alone, and another that you were there and I wasn't."

He raises an eyebrow, amused.

"That it was me?"

"Yeah. I wanted to see what they'd say about me."

"And what did they say?"

"What you'd expect. That they wanted to meet, see me, all that."

Daniel smiles — something between curious and lit up.

"I love that you're telling me this."

"I always tell you everything. This is ours, even if I played around a little yesterday… but only online."

"Anyone worth meeting?"

"Didn't even think about that. The profiles were fine, but it wasn't the moment. You know how it is — either with you, or you take care of it yourself, and you're good at it."

He smiles.

"Well, not always. Remember the Pop Rocks guy?"

"That was a one-off," I say, laughing. "Yesterday was pure curiosity."

He watches me, relaxed, entertained.

"I like that you're curious. What did it do for you?"

"Knowing they wanted me. That they were turned on just imagining me. And thinking that you, hearing it, would smile."

Daniel leans in slightly, his voice lower.

"I do. I love the way you tell it."

"I like telling you," I say. "It turns me on that it turns you on."

He smiles, satisfied.

"Next time, read it to me while it's happening."

"Deal," I say.

We stay like that, looking at each other, the gleam in our eyes saying everything.

The TV is still on, but it no longer exists.

The filth of it hangs there, warm, ours — weightless. Just normal life with a spark.

I love it.


CHAPTER 5

Mid-morning traffic moved in a slow, steady stream, a constant hum that dulled everything around it. I'd left the dealership to check in with a supplier about a missing part for an urgent repair — one of those tasks that never shows up in reports but keeps the whole day running.

Inside the car lingered that rough mix of hot engine and recent rain. I liked driving alone. It was one of the few moments I could think without interruptions.

I finished the visit, signed the delivery slip, and stopped at a roadside bar. Ordered a coffee, sat by the window, phone on the table.

The screen lit up. Telegram.

A new message on the account I'd set up weeks ago: @2complicex.

Luca.

I stayed still for a moment. The name carried weight.

My pulse picked up. The memory came back all at once — the mall, Laura in the restroom, her panties on the floor, that muffled sound as he drove into her. Jealousy and filth tangled together; the kiss she didn't pull away from, the one that left my stomach tight and my cock hard.

I opened the chat.

— Hi, Daniel. How's everything?

I smiled without meaning to. That wasn't a casual message.

— Good. Working, as usual. You?

— Same. That day came back to me. It was… intense.

— It was.

— Too fast. I was left wanting more. We could meet again. Take our time. An apartment, a hotel… enjoy her properly.

I read it slowly. Not crude. Just the right weight behind it.

Something tightened low in my gut. My body reacting before my head caught up.

I glanced around. No one paying attention.

I typed, slower than I meant to:

— It was a strong moment. Hard to forget.

I swallowed. The coffee cooled in my hands. I pictured it — Laura naked, no rush, him taking his time with her. It turned me on. But I hesitated.

Laura had been clear. No repeats. Even if what happened with Luca hadn't felt like the rest. That encounter had been something else. Quick, but brutal.

I kept it neutral:

— Sounds good. But you know how it is. Tight schedule. I'll talk to her.

I locked the screen. Took a breath.

Too soon. Too direct.

I set the phone down and finished the coffee, cold now, bitter, as if my body were forcing itself back into something normal.

Back at work, the sharp snap of the impact wrench and the constant ringing of the phone should have been enough to drown it out. They weren't. Desire doesn't work like that.

I opened Telegram again.

A message was already waiting.

— Sure. And if you ever want to push it further… I sometimes meet up with a friend. We've done doubles with couples. They love it. He's discreet. Experienced. His nick on PlaySwingers is BigWolf. Check his profile — good verifications.

The words sat there, pulsing.

I thought back to that moment — his mouth on hers, cutting off the sound. And now a second man.

Would Laura go for it? What we had with Luca had been quick. But it had hit hard. Maybe she would.

My pulse climbed.

— You're putting ideas in my head.

— That's the point. And with my friend, it's double. He's like me — knows what he's doing. Good body. She'll like him. I guarantee it.

I shifted in the seat.

— Don't think she'd be into that.

— I think she is. She's got fire. Just needs a bigger stage.

The day kept moving — clients, calls, invoices — but every break was an excuse to go back to the chat.

Mid-afternoon, another message:

— I keep thinking about her. Her breathing. The way she shook when I had her against the wall. I don't know if you noticed, but she let go completely. It was incredible.

I ran a hand over my face. Heat and tension tangled under my skin.

— I noticed. And yes, she enjoyed it. So did I.

— I don't want to make you uncomfortable. I just… I'd like to feel her again. With more time.

My jaw tightened. I was turned on — no point pretending otherwise. But there was that edge too. The one that shows up when you're about to cross something you can't walk back.

What if I said yes? What if he became part of the game? What if Laura liked it more than was good for either of us?

I closed the app. Told myself I was in control.

I didn't reply. Just sat there looking at his name on the screen, the thread, the weight of it.

It wasn't just desire. It felt like opening something that wouldn't close again.

***

Later, at home, dinner smelled good, the TV murmuring in the background.

The kids were asleep.

Laura and I on the sofa, like always. That quiet at the end of a long day.

She rested her head on my shoulder.

"All good?" she asked, eyes still on the screen.

"Yeah. Just tired."

I thought about leaving it. Not saying anything yet. But Luca's voice was still there.

I decided to say something.

"Hey… I want to show you something."

I pulled the laptop onto my lap, opened the site.

Laura raised an eyebrow, amused.

"Really? Now?"

"Just a second."

I turned the screen toward her.

Luca's profile.

She recognized him instantly.

"Wow…" she said, in a tone I couldn't quite read.

"He messaged me today. Said he was left wanting more. That it all happened too fast."

She leaned back slightly.

"Seriously?"

"Yeah. And… he wants to do it again. Take it slower. Somewhere private."

She shook her head, smiling, almost in disbelief.

"No, Dani. That's done. We said no repeats."

"I know." I laughed under my breath, watching her expression before I went ahead anyway.

"What if there were two?"

She laughed — but didn't look away.

"Two? And what would you do? Two and you three?"

"All for you. You in the middle."

"Wow, you're getting creative."

"He has a friend. Sometimes the two of them meet up. Couples, encounters…"

I showed her BigWolf's profile.

She studied it in silence. Body, comments, reviews.

She turned back, a small smile there.

Not a yes. Not a no.

Just her head resting on my chest. It hung there between us.

I didn't push. There was no need.

As she drifted off, I kept thinking about that message. Two men on the same skin.

I closed my eyes with that image fixed in mind.

And I knew that, even if we didn't know it yet, the game had just changed.


CHAPTER 6

The faucet drips. Tick. Tick. Tick.

I clear the breakfast dishes still sitting on the counter because mornings are always a rush anyway — kids, backpacks, keys, "Mom, my pencil case," "Mom, I can't find my hoodie." Same as always. The dishwasher stands there with its mouth open, and I, with that tired weight stuck behind my eyes, start slotting the cups into place like I'm piecing together the same day again.

It's been days since Daniel's crazy suggestion. Days of routine and silence.

He hasn't brought it up again. Neither have I.

I act like I forgot. I didn't. Not even close.

The kids are at the table doing homework. One complaining about fractions, the other underlining without even looking. I toss a napkin in the trash and stare at the bin for half a second — thinking about nothing, and everything. Early mornings, work, rushing, back home, dinner, couch, falling asleep with the blanket half on, then back up again. I could run this choreography with my eyes closed.

I breathe.

God, it's exhausting.

I turn on the faucet to rinse a bowl and it hits me out of nowhere — a hot flash, sharp and immediate: the mall bathroom, the sound of the door when he kicked it shut, the cheap soap smell, the cold wall against my back, my moan trapped in his mouth. Daniel there, watching, not looking away. A spark runs through me. It annoys me how much it turns me on. And that only makes it worse.

"Mom, is this a proper fraction?"

"Yes, sweetheart. If the numerator's smaller than the denominator, it is."

"Okay."

I keep going. Plates in, glasses stacked, dishwasher closed. I stay there a moment, hands flat on the counter. It wasn't that big a deal, I tell myself. My body answers: Yeah. It was.

I tug at my ponytail. I want a shower. I want another cold wall. I want that stupid, constant tingle between my legs to stop — the one that shows up every time I remember his hand holding my hip. God, I hate how honest that feels.

Daniel's not home. He said he had errands after work. Good. Bad. I don't know.

I wipe the counter, brush away crumbs, straighten the fruit bowl. Full autopilot — tidying what keeps undoing itself. Stupid metaphor. Accurate one.

I sit down on the couch and open the laptop.

Screen, keyboard, password.

PlaySwingers.

My fingers move before my head has a say. The homepage loads and I get that flash — Laura, no. But I'm already in.

I pull up Luca's profile.

Still there. No face, just body and attitude. You don't even need the smile to know the guy's got it all figured out. Comments from couples: respectful, powerful, not pushy. The powerful makes me press my lips together. I cross my legs, shift. It doesn't help.

BigWolf.

Very fit, discreet, fewer photos, better reviews. Never fails. Keeps the pace. I laugh to myself. How stupid and how not stupid at the same time.

I tilt the screen down a little out of instinct, even though the kids are busy with their own things.

A new chat pops up:

— Hi, sweetheart, how's it going?

I close it. Not today.

I check Malik. New photos: a shirt half open, that skin — something else. I remember his neck. His hands… and everything that wasn't just his hands. I swallow.

Marcus has posted one too — just his body, and that smug, self-satisfied pose. I don't like him. He turns me on. I hate that.

Back to Luca. Back to BigWolf. I don't know what I expect just from looking. But I'm getting turned on. Simple as that.

My phone buzzes. Work.

Julián: "Try to stay an extra hour tomorrow. We've got things to go over. Long day ahead. Hang in there."

Me: "Okay."

Great. Another longer day chasing the clock.

I close my eyes for a second and listen to the house: pencils, pages turning, the washing machine I haven't started yet, the fridge humming. And me in the middle of it all, with the laptop screen like a portal opening onto a version of me where I'm not a mother or an employee or the one holding everything together. Just the woman who moaned against a wall and felt alive. So simple. So dangerous. So necessary.

I go back to Luca's profile. A review: He knows when to stop and check you're okay. Then he goes right back in — and makes you lose your head.

My skin reacts before my head does. I brush against the edge of the cushion — accidentally, or maybe not. I don't tell myself anything. I just breathe. Twice, three times. Then I pull myself loose like ripping something stuck to my chest.

"I'm putting the washing machine on," I say out loud, like that's going to fix anything at all.

I grab clothes from the hamper, toss socks in one by one like I'm counting sins. Load it. Add detergent. Close it. Start. The hum kicks in, and suddenly it's obvious that's my life: going round and round and coming out the other side pretty much the same, just a little cleaner and a little more worn out.

I lean against the doorframe.

Why not?

Seriously. Why not?

My husband wants it. I liked it. No one gets to judge me. Online I'm just a username and a cropped photo. And my life, exactly as it is right now, drains me dry and puts me in battery-saving mode by seven.

Why not?

I'm not a worse mother for wanting to feel. I'm not a worse woman for wanting. I'm someone who's burning out and, for once, wants to light back up.

I think that and laugh. Then I don't. Then something else hits me.

I go back to the laptop. I look at Luca. Then BigWolf. I picture both of them. I picture Daniel watching me, like in the mall, eyes locked on me. His hand at the back of my neck.

My body, no rush. No store aisle. No half-open door. No cheap bathroom mirror.

Doing it right. Slow. Long. With time. With want. Shamelessly.

Another chat opens:

— Want to chat?

I close it again. Today I'm not here to talk. I'm here to decide.

My phone buzzes — school group. Field trip, sandwiches, permission slips. I push it away. I check the time. Still a while before Daniel gets back.

I look at my hands. Damp from the dishes. A faint white line of dried soap next to my ring. I rub it with my thumb. That small gesture makes me feel tender. Then sharp. Then tender again.

"Mom, can I watch a video when I'm done?"

"Yes. When you're done. Just one."

I close the laptop. Pick up two glasses from the table. Turn off the kitchen light and stand there in the dark for a second, listening to the washing machine spin. A thought slips in that I don't say out loud: Fuck it. Life's short. I've already burned half of it running in circles.

The key in the door.

Daniel walks in carrying that mix of street and engine oil smell that's been following him around lately. Drops his keys in the bowl, shrugs off his jacket.

"Hey."

"Hey," I say. I walk over and kiss him. Not a peck. A kiss with intention. I can tell by the way he looks at me.

"How was your day?" he asks.

"Long. Same as always. You?"

"Same. I'm going to shower. I'm wiped."

I nod. I watch him walk down the hall. His back, the bag in his hand, his neck — his routine. Mine.

"Dani."

He turns in the bathroom doorway, the yellow light coming on behind him.

"What is it?"

No speech. I don't want one. I don't need it. I take two steps forward. I hold his gaze. I feel the weight of the week, the months, my whole life on autopilot, fall to the floor like an empty bag.

"Set it up," I say it, clear. "With those two."

He doesn't blink. He breathes. He's watching me. I hold it.

"I need this."

Silence. The washing machine hums. The kids turn a page.

And for the first time in days, in months, I feel something inside me stop going in circles — and finally move forward.


CHAPTER 7

Steam still hangs in the bathroom. It smells like soap, coconut shampoo, and Saturday.

The mirror is fogged over, throwing back a blurred silhouette that's me and not me. I wipe a circle clear with my hand and look at myself: my breasts, my hips, the damp skin still holding heat.

I take a breath. Not bad. I laugh to myself. At my age, I'll take it.

I turn sideways, lift my arm to gather my hair. I shift a little to check my ass. Not perfect, not bad. Mine. A small spot I pretend not to see.

I turn on the tap and let cold water run for a second. It clears my head.

I think about everything I've got pending: the little one's coat with the loose button, Monday's report, the laundry I haven't started. My head is full, and none of it fades — not even when I try to think about… that.

And still, I smile. Because deep down, I'm excited.

I grab the towel and dry myself slowly. Lotion over my shoulders, perfume at the back of my neck.

Not routine. Something else. A small ritual.

I run my fingers through my hair and leave it down. It falls to my chest, dark, glossy.

I open the closet. Orderly chaos: work clothes, dresses, jeans.

I don't want to look like a slut. Not like a nun either. That middle ground that says: I've made an effort — but not for you.

I pick a simple bottle-green dress, clean neckline, a skirt that moves when I walk.

Underneath, the good lingerie. Black. The set I keep for when I want to feel different, not just clean.

As I dress, I run through the plan: park near the apartment, eat somewhere quiet, then send Luca the location. His apartment now. Simple plan. In theory.

I open my makeup bag on the sink. Light hand — foundation, a touch of mascara, some gloss.

The mirror gives me a version of myself I recognize. I like her.

Okay, Laura. Today you don't hide.

"I'm home," Daniel calls from the hallway.

"Okayyy," I answer, still holding the brush.

Keys in the bowl. Jacket on the chair.

"I left the kids with my parents," he says, leaning on the doorframe. "All good."

I nod. He stays there a second, watching me.

"You look… beautiful."

"I know," I say without turning, and I can't help the smile.

He sits on the edge of the bed, pulls out his phone — and then:

"Fuck."

I stop mid-motion, lipstick in hand.

"What?"

"The apartment canceled. Says there's a problem."

I go still.

"What do you mean, canceled?"

"Airbnb. Just came in."

"Great." I set the lipstick down on the counter. "Whole week setting this up for nothing."

"Relax, I'll find another." He starts typing. "Let's see… there's one free, but it's stupid expensive."

"What about hotels?"

"Hourly ones are full. Regular ones — through the roof."

I lean against the doorframe, watching him.

"So what do we do?"

"I'm thinking…" he types. "I'll text Luca, see if he has any ideas."

While he does, I go back to the mirror. Smooth a strand, adjust the strap of my dress, spray on a bit more perfume. Something to do with my hands. Anything but his screen — or my own reflection.

The sound of a new message breaks the silence.

Daniel reads it, raises an eyebrow.

"I already told you I live alone," he reads aloud. "I've got a great apartment for the four of us."

I catch his eyes in the mirror.

"At his place?"

"Looks like it."

I don't answer right away.

The woman in the mirror isn't damp anymore — but her pulse is there. Strong.

"Ugh… I don't know. That feels… off," I say.

"We can go and see. If we don't like it, we leave," he says, calm.

I breathe.

The perfume mixing with the lingering steam. The dress. The lingerie underneath. The gloss on my lips.

"At this point… what does it even matter."

Daniel smiles, almost relieved.

I grab my bag, my phone, my keys.

"Come on, let's eat," I say, killing the light. "And after… we'll see."

***

The restaurant is new — one of those places that feels more like someone's living room than an actual restaurant. Wooden tables, soft light, oversized glasses. Daniel picked it because it's close to the apartment we're no longer going to use.

We sit. He orders wine without asking. I cross my legs and let the dress fall exactly how I want it.

"If you're not feeling it, we cancel," he says, opening the menu.

"Not a chance," I reply. "After all the effort I put into getting ready, I've already made up my mind."

He smiles, but doesn't take his eyes off the menu. Just as nervous as I am.

"You gonna let me kiss you?" he asks suddenly, without looking up.

"That thing at the mall wasn't a kiss," I laugh. "That was him muffling my moans — don't get the two confused."

We both laugh. The tension eases a notch.

"By the way," I add, "did you get the cameras set up?"

"Yeah. All ready."

I nod, take a sip of wine. I try to look calm, even though my stomach is full of butterflies.

"Did he send the location?" I ask.

"Yeah," he says. "Told him we'd eat nearby and I'd ping him after."

"And the other one?"

"No idea. He didn't say anything about the other one."

"Well… if he doesn't show, almost better than two," I say, feigning relief, even though I know the opposite is tempting too.

Daniel grins.

"We'll see how you handle two."

"When I'm less nervous, we'll see," I shoot back. "But if I don't pay attention to you, don't take it personally — I'll be… busy."

He laughs, but under the table his foot keeps shifting. He's got that look — somewhere between the filth of it and flat-out nerves — and I can't decide if it turns me on or melts me a little.

With the second course he relaxes. We talk about the restaurant, the wine, how good the dessert is. Everything normal. A little too normal.

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

I nod. As soon as he's up, I pull out my phone. Clara: bachelorette party photos. Drinks, costumes, chaos. I send a laughing emoji. You went completely overboard, I write.

Daniel comes back.

"Everything okay?" he asks.

"Yeah, fine. Just Clara and her parties."

We finish dessert.

"A drink?" he says.

"We've already finished a bottle. If I drink any more, I won't be any use," I joke.

"One light one."

"Fine. One."

The waiter brings two glasses of a creamy whiskey liqueur. I take a sip. Sweet. Thick.

Daniel waits for me to set the glass back down, then drops it, casual as you like:

"By the way — I took a Viagra."

I stare at him with wide eyes.

"What?"

"That. Viagra. Sometimes with nerves…"

"Nerves what?" I blink at him, incredulous. "You don't need that."

He shrugs.

"Yeah, but I'd rather be sure."

"And how did you even get it? They don't give you anything without a prescription now."

"I went to the urologist," he says, lowering his voice.

"And why didn't you say anything?"

"I was embarrassed."

The laugh that comes out of me is the kind that pure surprise knocks loose.

"Right… this better deliver this afternoon, or I'm using you as a weather vane."

He laughs. I laugh too. Something shifts between us — the humor stays, but underneath it, we both know what's coming.

I check the time.

He looks at me.

I hold his gaze.

No more backing out.


CHAPTER 8

I rang the doorbell. It sounded like every other doorbell, but to me it felt like an alarm. Nerves amplify everything. Even the air.

Laura checked her reflection in the glass by the entrance, adjusted a loose strand of hair, smoothed her dress with both hands, gave me a nervous smile.

I was holding the bag with the cameras, the condoms, and the toiletries. It felt twice as heavy as when I'd put it in the trunk.

"Relax," I told her, even though I was the one shaking.

She took a breath just as Luca's voice came through from the other side:

"Come up, please."

The elevator took forever. In the mirror, the ceiling lights repeated themselves like a row of question marks.

Laura adjusted her shoulder strap. I could feel my own pulse in my temples.

Nobody said a word. Just the hum of the motor and the thick air between us.

When the doors opened, what hit me was hard to pin down: the smell of my own nerves and the vague, unsettling awareness of not quite knowing what we were walking into.

Luca opened the door with an easy smile, white shirt sleeves rolled up, green eyes that hovered somewhere between assessing and inviting.

"Welcome." Two kisses for Laura, a handshake for me. No hesitation. No friction. Natural, almost rehearsed.

Behind him, Marco appeared — a head taller, dark-haired, two days' stubble.

"We already know each other," Luca said, glancing at Laura.

"Yes," she replied, the smile not quite settling.

"Luca told me," Marco added — and that smile of his, somewhere between friendly and deliberate, hit me low in the stomach.

We went inside. The apartment was large, warm, with that impeccable order you only find in places where a single man lives and nothing gets in the way. Leather sofas, low lighting, a sound system that cost more than my car.

I felt small. Out of place. Like a guest in someone else's life — cleaner, more deliberate.

"Something to drink?" Luca asked.

"No, thanks," Laura said. "We just ate."

"Just a little champagne," he insisted.

"We already ate together," Marco added, already opening a bottle waiting in an ice bucket.

The cork popped, the sound bouncing through the room. Luca poured with the calm of someone who doesn't rush anything.

I sat in the single armchair. Laura and Luca on the two-seater. Marco took the other sofa.

The bubbles rose slowly. Laura held her glass with both hands.

"Marco's been a friend for a long time. He works security," Luca said. "Tonight he's on access control at the Imagine Dragons concert."

"Wow," said Laura. "Then you'd better save your energy."

"Don't worry," Marco replied, with a slight smile. "I recover fast."

Laura let out a short, mischievous laugh, with that shift in her eyes that tells me she's already in.

Luca leaned toward her slightly, glass in hand.

"I can confirm that," he said, his tone so easy it passed as a casual remark.

She smiled, faintly, color rising just enough in her cheeks.

I took a sip of champagne just to have something to do with my hands. The air had thickened, and it wasn't the alcohol.

Luca turned to us.

"And you two? What do you do?"

"I'm an administrative assistant," Laura said.

"It suits you," he replied, without hesitating.

"Why?"

"Because you're sexy."

The word landed softly. But it stayed.

Laura looked down and laughed under her breath. I smiled too, though I felt a precise twinge in my chest.

"I'm in sales," I said, mostly just to say something.

"I work in a travel agency," Luca added.

"Are you Spanish?" Laura asked.

"No. Italian. Both of us. Ten years here now."

As he spoke, his hand brushed against Laura's leg. A slight, almost casual gesture.

She didn't pull away.

Marco watched over the rim of his glass, with that calm, patient smile of his.

I swallowed the rest of the champagne in one go.

"What's in the bag?" Marco asked.

I paused for a second.

"Our cameras," Laura answered, before I could open my mouth.

They both laughed — not loudly, but with an ease that didn't need volume.

"Don't want to miss a thing," Marco said, looking at me.

I tried to match the tone. It came out flat.

Marco stood up, still holding his glass, and leaned against the armrest beside Laura. He placed himself between them — Luca on one side, him on the other.

I sat opposite — back too straight, mouth dry.

"I still think about that time," Luca said. "At the mall. The raw pull of it."

Laura lifted a hand to her hair.

"Don't remind me, it's embarrassing."

"Don't be," he said. "You looked beautiful. You still do."

He kissed her shoulder. Slowly.

She closed her eyes for a moment.

I felt something tighten low in my stomach — heat, something I couldn't quite separate into categories.

I pressed my fingers into the armrest.

In that apartment that wasn't mine, watching my wife between two men, I understood that whatever this had been before, it wasn't that anymore.

Luca stood up to refill the glasses and Laura followed him with her eyes.

"Where's the bathroom?" she asked.

"Come on, I'll show you," he said, in that voice of his — half casual, half a quiet command.

And they left.

The click of the door was too loud. Then just their footsteps fading down the hallway.

I stayed in my chair with the empty glass and a look on my face I didn't want to name.

I listened to their footsteps disappear and thought: Brilliant, Daniel. Your wife walks off alone with the Italian and you're sitting here holding nothing.

I heard a door close somewhere deeper inside. Then silence.

Just Marco and me.

And the way he was looking at me — not aggressively, not even challengingly. Just measuring, as if the outcome had already been decided.

"Your wife is beautiful," he said, his accent smoothing the edges of the sentence.

"Yes," I replied, and my voice came out lower than I intended.

Silence.

"How long have you been doing this?" he asked after a moment, drinking calmly.

This.

I almost laughed — as if it were a club, a hobby, something with numbered steps. I didn't even know when it had started, or what counted as the beginning.

"A while," I said, turning — couldn't help it — toward the hallway where they'd gone.

He nodded slowly, with the look of someone who's seen too much.

"Relax," he added. "She's in good hands."

Good hands.

I don't know why, but the phrase cut right through me.

I pictured those hands.

And it became very clear that relax was the last thing I was.

I was about to say something — a stupid remark, an "I know," anything — when Luca came back.

He only needed to appear to fill the room.

He put his hand on my shoulder. Firm. Warm.

I felt the weight of it, literally — the weight of his certainty.

"I'm here," he said. "You didn't think I was going to walk off with her without you."

He smiled.

So did I. Or I tried to. I felt my lips stretch, but I'm not sure that counted as a smile. More of a reflex. A stupid smile.

Luca sat down beside me, composed, as if we'd just closed a deal.

"I respect couples," he said. "People who want a life with more spark than the usual."

Spark.

The word sounded like a bare wire to me.

I nodded, holding the posture, though inside everything was noise.

"And above all," he went on, "I respect you, Daniel. Not everyone can share something this intimate."

Share. Too clean a word for what I was feeling.

Still, I raised my glass. Not out of politeness — because in some way I didn't want to examine too closely, I liked being part of it.

The glasses touched. The sound felt like a countdown.

"Every couple has their own way of understanding desire," he added.

"I know," I said.

But I didn't. Not on this level.

Marco stood up, unhurried.

"I respect it too," he said. "But honestly — a little part of me envies you."

I couldn't tell if he was serious or trying to see how I'd react.

I tried to laugh. Nothing came out.

I looked toward the hallway.

Nothing. Still nothing.

She wasn't coming back. Not yet.

I pictured her reflection in the mirror — the dress, the strap slipped slightly, her hand touching up her lips. And Luca behind her, perhaps smiling, perhaps not touching her yet.

Part of me wanted him to.

The other part didn't know whether it wanted to pull his hand away or just keep watching.

"Relax," Luca said, lowering his voice. "She's in front of the mirror. Women always need a moment."

I nodded, without opening my mouth.

My throat was dry.

In front of the mirror.

I don't know why, but the sentence carried too many possibilities.

"And when she comes back…" he added, "you won't want to look away."

He smiled.

This time, so did I — and it wasn't a stupid smile.

It was the smile of someone who already knew that the worst and the best were about to begin, and who couldn't — and didn't want to — stop it.


CHAPTER 9

The bathroom has just enough light so I don't hate myself. I look straight at my reflection. I breathe. My pulse is still up in my throat. I go over my lipstick with my ring finger, wipe away a smudge that drifted out of place. Good. The dress hugs me where it should. The right strap insists on having a life of its own; I fix it and smile to myself.

It smells like my perfume and hot water—that scent that always seems to promise something, even if you don't know what. It's not fear; it's something else. Electricity. My body saying yes and my head trying to get serious: the kids, Monday, the supplier report, the meeting with Julián. Right. And here I am, mascara perfect, my nipples making their own decisions under the fabric.

"Okay, Laura," I whisper. "Breathe. You're a grown woman. You're not robbing a bank. You're just… going to see what happens."

I pull my hair back for a second, hesitate, and let it fall. Today I want neck, I want nape. Two light sprays of perfume on my collarbone. Nothing over the top. I check myself from the side. Turn. The skirt falls right. My ass, exactly where it should be. I wouldn't be in a panties ad, but I'd pass the casting.

And then the stupidest thought of the day hits me: what if the security guy looks even better than in the photos? I smile. I'm a mess. I run cold water over the inside of my wrists. Come on. I walk out. I want to see Daniel's face. I want to see if the nerves show on his cheeks too.

I open the door.

I walk out of the hallway into the living room and find the three of them bent over the table like they're about to broadcast a Champions League final: cables, one camera, another, memory cards, the bag open, the tripod half set up… and a pack of condoms balancing on the edge like some piece of modern art.

"All good?" Luca says, without getting up, in that easy I've-got-this tone of his.

"Perfect," I say. "If we ignore the fact that it looks like we're shooting for National Geographic."

Daniel looks up. He's red. Really red. I think: is he nervous, or does Viagra make your ears go red too? I hold his gaze for a second. Are you okay? I don't say it, I just think it hard. He gets it—he winks at me, the bastard. Something soft hits inside me. And a tingle. God.

Marco watches me with the calm of a bear in no hurry. He tends to the champagne like it's his pet. Easy smile, eyes fixed.

Luca sets everything down and gets to his feet, that smile of his somewhere between calm and danger.

"We were starting to think you'd run off," he says.

Marco looks up, glass still in his hand.

"Worth the wait," he adds, making no attempt to hide it.

I sit down on the sofa, the same one as before. Luca comes over slowly, offers me his hand like he's inviting me to dance, and says, with the calm of a Saturday afternoon:

"Wait. I think we can do something better than sitting."

He doesn't raise his voice. Doesn't make a thing of it. Says it like he's suggesting dessert. But the air shifts a full degree. You feel it. My skin feels it. Daniel too — I see him swallow and set whatever he's holding down on the table, like he's just remembered what we came here for.

I could ask what do you mean? — but I'd be lying. I know. And he knows I know.

"Stand up, please," Luca says, that half-smile of his that doesn't pressure, but still pushes.

I do. I stand in front of him. I feel his eyes move over me, slow, not brazen, not shy. Precise. Marco shifts just enough to give space. Daniel doesn't move — he follows me with his eyes like I'm the only channel he cares about.

"You look beautiful," Luca says, and tucks a strand of hair behind my ear, nothing more.

I don't know if it's the nerves, the perfume, or the promise of a beautiful mess — but a smile rises in me. From deep. From that part of the body that makes decisions when the head gets heavy.

"I know," I say. Soft, no edge. I play at being strong and feel very alive.

"Want another drink?" Marco asks, holding out the bottle.

"Just a finger," I say, and he pours with precision. Working hands. I notice that. The veins. The broad back of his hand. Laura, focus. A laugh starts inside me. I don't focus.

I take a sip. Small. Sweet. Cold. Luca doesn't lose me. Daniel doesn't either. Two spotlights. Like at the mall, but without the rush, without the cheap mirror, without a door about to open at any second.

"You okay?" Daniel asks now, out loud.

"Yes," I say. "You?"

"Yes." He smiles. Not polite. Complicit. That he's here with me — and that softens something in me I didn't know was tight.

Luca watches me like I just gave the right answer on a test with a prize. No applause. Something better: his hand brushing my waist for a second, barely there. A reminder. I feel it through the dress.

"Mind if I turn off a light?" he asks.

"No," I say. "I like things with soft edges."

A table lamp goes out. The room drops half a tone. Everything gains texture: my own breathing, the sound of the bottle settling into the ice bucket, the small click of the tripod as Daniel locks it into place.

Marco passes behind me — he smells clean, like a men's shower gel that doesn't try too hard. My arm brushes his forearm and a stupid little jolt runs through me, like static. I'm exaggerating. Maybe.

"Like this," Luca says. "Better."

"Better," Daniel repeats, and there's a shift in his voice. Less tense. More in it.

A short laugh slips out of me. No embarrassment. I know myself when the heat kicks in. It's a laugh with teeth. With hunger.

"Now," Luca says, "come closer."

He offers me his hand.

I look at it. Of course, Italian. You're setting the scene.

But I take it. Because I want to. Because I'm burning. Because my heart is tapping at me from the inside.

Two steps. The dress falls right. Heels soft on the parquet. Daniel watches me, and I feel his gaze like a hand on my back, holding me steady. Not pushing. Holding. That makes me braver than any champagne.

Luca stands in front of me, face to face. Marco behind me, not touching. Both of them there, at exactly the right distance for me to decide. And Daniel, seated, anchoring everything, that serious face he gets when something matters.

"So," I say — and it surprises me how steady my voice comes out — "make it worth it not to stay sitting."

Silence. The good kind. The kind that charges the air.

Luca smiles, just a trace.

"That was the plan."

And I think: go on, then. Prove it.

Because I don't want to think anymore.

The dress feels heavy.

My pulse climbs where my head doesn't get a say.

For the first time in a long time, I have no idea what I'm going to do… but I know I'm going to do it.


CHAPTER 10

Luca is in front of me. Marco behind me. Daniel across from me, seated, camera in hand, eyes fixed on me like I'm somewhere he knows how to find again.

The room breathes low and slow. One less lamp and everything softens: shadows on the wall, a sheen on the glass table, the champagne sitting still in its reflection. I feel my pulse in my ears. I don't know if it's the drink, the light, or the fact that I'm right here, between them, with my husband there, watching me.

Luca doesn't let go of my hand. He just turns it slowly, like he's reading me off my skin. His other hand joins in — wraps around my fingertips and moves up, along my forearms, with a calm that takes the air out of me.

When he reaches my shoulders, Marco comes in. I don't see him — I feel him: his chest drawing close to my back without quite touching. His breath brushes the curve of my neck. Goosebumps run up my skin, like a small current running through me.

"Easy," Luca says, so low it's almost breath.

I'm not nervous. I'm awake.

Marco closes the distance. His torso meets my back. Heat. Weight. A clean line holding me from behind. Luca's hands slide down my waist, slow. Marco's move up my arms, gathering me from elbows to shoulders, settling there, anchoring me without force. No pulling. No commands. Just one thing: they've read me right.

I breathe. I hear myself. Everything else drops a notch.

Luca starts over the fabric: open palm on the curve of my hips, fingers testing the edge of the dress, thumbs drawing a half-circle across my stomach. Marco shifts angle, wraps me from the sides, enclosing without pressure, drifting lower by millimeters. The dress rides up without asking. It doesn't need to. I was already saying yes.

They touch like they mean it. No rush, but intent. Marco unhooks my bra with the ease of someone who's done this a hundred times — or someone who's been waiting for me. I don't know which turns me on more. The strap slips. My back goes bare in a second. Cool air hits it — almost funny. Something trembles inside me; I don't know if it's me or everything around me. Daniel says nothing. He doesn't need to. He watches me like he does when something comes out perfect the first time.

"Good," Luca says, barely.

I want to touch too. My hands move, finding Luca's waist, the fabric of his shirt. Half unbuttoned. I pull one button, then another. The fabric opens. His chest. I don't linger — just check: firm, warm, clean. I go lower. The belt. I undo it. The metal clicks, small, close. Marco reacts — his hands drop to my stomach, press right where they should, and the buzz that runs through me makes me close my eyes for a second.

"Keep going," he says behind me — not telling me. Just there with me.

I follow without thinking. My hand slides under Luca's shirt, around his sides, down to the button of his pants. I undo it. The zipper comes down with that sound everyone knows. Over the fabric I can already feel his cock. I brush it, slow, on purpose. That's answer enough. I smile inside.

Marco reads it. His hand finds the edge of my thong at the front, under the dress. Slips in just a couple of centimeters and stops. Doesn't take. Asks. I answer with my body, pressing into his palm. He gets it. Goes a little lower.

Luca dips his head and tests my neck with his mouth. Kisses the open skin where my collarbone starts, the line to my shoulder, that hollow that always wants a tongue. Wet. Warm. Exact. Marco answers on his side: soft teeth at my nape, just enough pressure to pull a sound out of me I didn't plan — somewhere between a purr and a growl.

I want both of them. I twist my right wrist back, searching for Marco. Find the waistband of his boxers, slip inside. Fabric gives. My hand finds what I was looking for. I wrap my hand around his cock. Squeeze. He's ready. I love that he's ready.

In front, Luca feels it and answers in kind: his hand slides inside my thong from the side. Fingertips tracing a path back and forth — no show, no technique — like someone who knows the fruit and knows where to bite. The simplicity melts me. I don't fake it. I don't have to.

"Here," he says, close, and his finger sets a rhythm that takes my thoughts away.

Marco pulls the dress all the way down. Stockings stay. My breasts are free. The contrast — cool air, his warm torso — runs through me. No shame. Just an exposure that lights me up. Luca looks, but doesn't linger. He's already moving: he drops to his knees in front of me.

That breaks something open. Standing, heels planted, body between the two of them — I watch him lower himself, give up his height, settle in front of my thighs. His hands on my hips. He pulls my thong down with a patience that drives me crazy in the right way. Stockings hold. Thong falls. Marco holds me from behind and the dress becomes nothing.

Luca's mouth finds me. No buildup. Just hunger. He opens me with his tongue like he's tasting something full and ready. His hands grip under my ass and pull me into him, firm but sure. I settle over him because my body takes over. Marco presses his pelvis into my back — no fabric between us now. I feel him fully, hard against me. The combination burns: tongue in front, pressure behind, hands holding me, breaths mixing.

I'm here, I think. That's it.

I don't look at Daniel yet. I feel him to the side, a presence with eyes. Not now. Later. Now I just register what they're doing: fingers sliding in and out while his mouth keeps time; a small bite at my nape that sparks through me; sweat along the curve of his chest; my pulse climbing up my throat without asking.

Marco cups my breasts from behind, squeezing just enough to remind me I'm not in control anymore. I move one of his hands, place it lower on my waist. I want weight. I want anchor. He gives it. His other hand slides down my thighs, over the stocking, finds skin, moves up the inside and stops right at the edge of where Luca is. Doesn't take. Teases. The closeness hits my stomach hard. Short sounds come out of me that feel shared.

I open my eyes. Through the shadows, Daniel. Focus. Unfocus. His face — a shared secret: expectant, tense, lit up. He holds me with his eyes in a way that finishes breaking the fear. I hold him for a second. No words. He nods, almost nothing. The camera is still there, but what holds me is him.

Luca shifts. Two fingers inside me, tongue above, tight, precise circles. His grip on my hips keeps me there. I don't need directions. I let my body answer. I move against his mouth because I want more; I press back into Marco because I want everything. It's exact: they guide without taking over, follow without stepping back.

The first wave rises from my pussy. Not sudden — building, knowing the way. My knees soften, shoulders loosen, my hand grabs Luca's hair. No pretending: I'm letting go on purpose. No one pushes me. I go.

"Like that," Marco says, his voice tight.

I tighten my hand on his cock. He presses into me, the friction cutting through me clean. The tongue doesn't stop. Fingers follow. The pressure behind sets the pace. Everything clicks into place. Everything was waiting for this.

The second wave comes higher, fuller. I don't fight it. I take it. Deep breath, and I let it roll through me. They hear me. I hear myself. I cum. I open my eyes because I want to see it: Daniel there, eyes fixed, mouth slightly open, something in him that hits harder than anything they're doing to me.

My arms go back, grab Marco's neck, pull him in. He bites — just teeth against skin. Luca pulls me tighter into his face and I decide: I open my legs wider, drop everything else. My body breaks and snaps back together in a second that stretches. Clear. Complete. Mine.

When it passes, I'm left with a light tremor — not cold — release. Luca rises slowly, mouth wet. Marco wraps around me, this time fully. Not covering — holding. I breathe against his chest. I hear my pulse and an applause that isn't there.

I look for Daniel. Still there. He hasn't stopped holding me with his eyes once. More serious now. More beautiful. I feel proud — his and mine at the same time. A mix I didn't know existed.

"Let's go to the bedroom," Luca says, without asking.

Marco doesn't question it. He lifts me, carries me against his chest, following Luca down the hallway.

I don't know if this is madness or freedom. I just know I'm not on autopilot tonight.

I'm here.

My skin awake, my conscience asleep, my thong on the floor — and the certainty that whatever comes next, I've already crossed.


CHAPTER 11

I followed them down the hallway like someone trailing a procession that wasn't really his. Marco was carrying Laura in his arms, her body naked except for the stockings and garter belt, her head resting on his shoulder, her eyes closed. Luca walked ahead, opening the bedroom door with that calm of his that seemed to say: this is inevitable. I brought up the rear, the bag with the cameras over my shoulder, and the weight—only I could feel it—of the condoms, an absurd reminder that I had come prepared for something I no longer controlled.

Each step sounded different in my ears. It wasn't fear. It was something else, lower, more physical: the certainty that what I was about to see would split me open inside. And still, I didn't want to stop.

The room was spacious; the king-size bed dominated the center, immaculate white sheets as if they were waiting for more than sleep. The afternoon light filtered through the curtains and mixed with the amber tone of a lit lamp. An impossible blend: day dying, desire being born. Shadows stretched along the walls like hungry hands.

Marco set Laura down on her feet at the edge of the mattress. She opened her eyes, took in the room for a second—the half-open wardrobe, the mirror on the opposite wall, the carpet dulling footsteps—and then looked at me. That look: hot, open, a gleam that pierced me like a current I hadn't seen coming. Not the Laura of school mornings or dinners with the kids. She was a version of her that made my cock hard and my stomach turn at the same time, a woman letting herself go without asking permission.

She found me with her eyes, and I knew she wasn't looking for my approval anymore. She didn't need it. She was no longer my everyday wife, the one who waits for the kids to finish breakfast. She was someone else. And that someone else was mine and slipping away from me at the same time.

I took out the main camera and switched it on, hands steadier than my pulse. The viewfinder gave me the first frame: her in the center, them flanking her as if the space had been designed for it. I adjusted the zoom, captured a close-up of her face—lips parted, eyes unblinking, a faint flush on her cheeks that wasn't just the champagne. I set the second camera on the tripod I'd brought from the living room—wide angle from the foot of the bed, to hold the full scene. Switched it on. Two perspectives. I didn't want to miss anything, but I knew what I was recording wasn't even half of what was burning inside me.

I watched her kneel and the air caught halfway between my chest and my throat. I had dreamed of this, but dreaming it had been clean. Seeing it was a bright, open wound.

Laura moved slowly, the cold parquet under her knees, black stockings against her skin. Marco and Luca stood in front of her, hard cocks pointing upward, veins standing out, the glans catching the gold light.

She took Luca first—hand at the base, tongue running his cock from root to tip, slow, as if she were tasting each centimeter. She looked up at him while she did it, eyes raised, that slutty look on her face that drove me wild: open, hungry, shameless, lips stretched tight around him. She sucked slow, mouth open, saliva glistening at the corner, a thread breaking when she pulled back to breathe.

Marco waited his turn, his hand at the back of her neck, guiding—soft but firm. She switched, took Marco's cock—thicker—pushed it in as far as she could, her lips stretched to the limit, his hands on her head, easing her further with each movement. Luca jerked off slowly, watching, his hand moving up and down at a measured pace.

The focus trembles the same as my pulse. I don't know if I'm recording this to remember it or to make sure I never could.

I circled them, main camera in hand, the viewfinder pressed to my eye. I caught a moment of her mouth full, saliva sliding down her chin when she pulled back to breathe, the sheen on her lips. The sound reached me amplified: wet suction, their low groans, Laura's breath catching as she choked on cock.

My erection pressed hard against my pants—the Viagra doing its job, hard as a rock, a constant ache reminding me I was alive in the middle of all this. I wanted to step in, touch her, feel her skin under my hands, but there was no space. She didn't need me now. She was in her own world, being used by two young, powerful men, and that pulled at me harder than stepping in ever could. It was my surrender, my fixation: watching her like that, open, without me, and knowing I had allowed it.

It hurt not to be there, but I didn't want to be. Desire had that taste of defeat that becomes addictive. Watching her used was watching her alive.

They lifted her with ease, as if she weighed nothing. Luca laid her out on the bed, legs open, stockings stretched along her thighs. Marco rolled on the condom, the latex snapping tight—a sharp sound that reached my ear like a lash. He was in a hurry to fuck her: he positioned himself between her thighs, rubbed his huge cock against her entrance, hard, impatient.

He pushed in slowly, inch by inch, opening her with a force that seemed impossible to hold back, until he was completely buried inside her. Laura gasped, mouth open, eyes closed, a muttered "fuck" lost in the air. Marco thrust, slow at first, feeling every fold, then harder, his balls slapping her ass in a rhythm that shook the bed. My eyes drifted to her belly, as if I could see him moving inside her, marked beneath the skin.

She opened wider, legs trembling, toes curling in her stockings. Luca knelt beside her and pushed his cock into her mouth. She took him while Marco fucked her, face flushed, sweat on her forehead, the strain in her expression as she tried to take him deeper.

They were taller, broader, younger. And me, with the camera, I was like a memory that hadn't stopped breathing. I knew she would notice. I knew she liked noticing it.

I shifted the angle—close-up of her pussy, open, lips red and swollen, slick shining at the entrance, Marco's cock sliding in and out with a wet, steady slap that filled the room. The sound: skin on skin, wet, relentless, a friction that seemed to have no end.

I felt the pulse between my legs, the Viagra keeping me right at the edge, a bittersweet agony that made it hard to think. I wanted to touch myself, ease the pressure, but no. I was filming. That was my role, my way of being inside it without actually being part of it. Watching her like that—fucked hard, her face lost in pleasure—I was transfixed by her surrender. She wasn't mine in that moment, and that burned me and lit me up.

There was no distance between the vertigo and the pull of it. Everything was flesh, rhythm, wetness. I had always thought sex was domination. I understood that it was always surrender. Hers. And mine.

Marco pulled out of her, and she looked at him like he'd ripped something out that she needed to feel whole. He took off the condom and moved to the other side of her face, facing Luca, who was already rolling one on to take his place.

Laura took Marco in her hand while lifting her head to watch Luca push into her. Feeling him inside, she closed her eyes, mouth half-open and panting, sweat gathering on her forehead. Luca dropped over her and, as he drove in, pushed his tongue into her mouth and bit at her lips with hunger. She answered him with the same intensity, nails digging into his back, marking him as if claiming him—until she emerged from the initial fog and turned her head gently away to avoid breathing in his breath. She wanted to be fucked, not kissed. That hit me like a punch: submissive but in control, a slut in the best sense, choosing her own pleasure without compromise. My stomach churned, jealousy and filth in equal measure; everything throbbed in the same rhythm—my chest, my groin, my head.

Marco took the opportunity to place one hand on her cheek while the other brought his cock to her lips. She opened her eyes and took him in hungrily, her gaze shifting between Marco and Luca, who was driving into her like a bull.

She had never been submissive. Not even when she pretended to be. I understood it too late: her surrender was her way of taking control.

The long, deep moan came suddenly; Laura clung to Marco and tried to swallow him whole as she came like an animal, thrashing, eyes closed, without touching herself. Without touching herself. Laura had never come with me without her hand working her clit. Her toes contracted, her legs shaking through the orgasm in waves. Her skin caught my eye—I had never seen her like that, as if a high-voltage charge had run through her from her brain to the soles of her feet.

My breathing came out like a stifled bark. I wanted to drop the camera and step in, but my hands wouldn't obey.

I captured her in profile: a face of pure pleasure, eyes half-open and glassy, looking straight at the camera—at me. Look at me, I thought. She did. She smiled with her mouth full, a gesture that went straight through me, complicity and challenge in the same breath.

Not tenderness. A declaration. Like she was telling me: Look at me closely. This is who I am too.

Luca sat up, pulling out of her still hard, while my wife's legs fell open, loose, the intensity draining out of her.

For a second, I saw her as a flash of everything before—images of our former life, of her innocence, of her role as a standard wife. And now she was there in front of me, overwhelmed and satisfied, with a happiness I had never known how to give her. But now I knew how. And I didn't know whether that was redemption or condemnation.

The camera kept recording, but I didn't know if she was the one inside the frame or if I was the one slipping out of it.


CHAPTER 12

The ceiling spins for a second, or maybe it's me spinning inside. Everything tilts, like the world leans just for this moment. Luca steps back, his cock still hard, glistening. The smell of sex fills the room—body heat, salty sweat, that raw scent of desire that doesn't hide. I still feel the spasms low in my belly, that echo pleasure leaves when it hasn't fully burned out. My thighs tremble; my stockings cling to my damp skin, slippery, reminding me of every brush, every thrust that stayed with me.

Marco lies down beside me, his chest rising and falling heavily, like he's just crossed a finish line. The mix of daylight and lamplight traces his body, every drop of sweat catching the light. Luca stands, watching me with that deceptive calm, a stillness that barely holds back the hunger behind his eyes. Control, yes—but also a quiet certainty underneath: he's not done with me.

He pulls off the used condom in one clean motion, almost ritual. Sets it aside without looking away and rolls on another with a slowness that isn't trying to provoke—and still does. He doesn't speak. He doesn't need to. His silence says the same as his body: we're not done yet, and we both know it. He takes my legs and pulls me to the edge of the bed, my ass just over the mattress, feet firm on the floor. The strength is measured, almost gentle, as if he were weighing every move so as not to break something. No roughness—just that quiet dominance that settles in without asking, and instead of scaring me, it turns me on.

"On all fours," he says, low enough to sound more like an invitation than a command.

I obey. No thinking. Just feeling. Knees sinking into the mattress, body yielding to instinct, breath caught in my throat. Marco lies in front of me, cock hard, pointing up at the ceiling, waiting. I understand without words: I open my mouth and take him, slow at first, feeling his thickness take my mouth, my tongue running along him, his taste hitting me sharp.

Behind me, Luca settles in. His hands grip my hips, warm, firm, just enough to stay there. He brushes my entrance, teasing, testing. He pushes—fills me in one stroke—and the air escapes me in a moan that vibrates around Marco's cock. Everything blends: sounds, bodies, the rhythm the bed sets. Luca moves slow at first, almost reading how I open to him, then deeper, harder. Each thrust runs up my spine like a wet lash. Marco takes my hair, sets the pace, sliding in and out of my mouth. Saliva slips between my fingers and gets lost in his hair.

Everything vibrates—the bed, my breath, theirs. I feel the pleasure rising without warning, that wave that doesn't ask before it breaks. Marco shifts, and Luca reads it without a word. They guide me between them. Hands holding, adjusting, placing me where they want—but not forcing, as if my body were asking for it too. They help me up onto Marco, my knees on either side of his hips. He lines himself up, and when the tip finds its place, I let myself drop.

A rough sound escapes my chest, hoarse, involuntary. I ride him slow, feeling how I adjust, how he fills me. Each movement fits into the next, as if the air itself were following our rhythm. Marco pushes up into me, hands tight on my waist, matching my movements. I feel full, pierced, alive. I look down and see how I devour him; the slick between my legs gives me away. My tits move with every drop, nipples grazing nothing, sensitive, electric.

The rhythm breaks loose. His hands go up to my ass, squeezing, spreading me wide. I'm dying to touch myself—I hold back for the sharp edge of not doing it yet. I want Luca closer, want his cock in my mouth, want to be filled everywhere. Marco's upward thrusts make me press a hand to my belly. I feel his strength opening me from inside, that firm push that drives through me and fills everything. My body doesn't resist—it takes him, wraps around him, asks for more. My breathing deepens, like my lungs have to work twice as hard to keep up with what I'm feeling.

I rest my hands on the mattress and turn my head slightly. In the midst of all of it, I see him: Dani. Still there, camera in hand, watching. His expression is a mix of surprise and something deeper, something I recognize because it's in me too. Our eyes meet. In that second, all the noise disappears. It's just him and me—our breathing, our shared tremor.

Without a word, we still say it.

"We're in this together."

"We decided this together."

"We're enjoying this together."

But I'm the one getting fucked.

He watches, and I know every frame he captures is a confession too. His gaze pierces me—and hits harder than any hand on me. I arch a little more, letting myself be seen, knowing it's for him. I feel his desire from across the room like something physical, an invisible current that reaches me without touching. I feel blissful—for him, for me, for the line we just erased.

My hips pick up speed, roll, squeeze him; Marco's face is a poem of restraint and pleasure. I know he wants to come, but he holds back like a champion, and I'm glad, because that keeps me here longer, keeps me savoring it.

Luca appears at the side of the bed. I watch him roll another condom on, the gesture deliberate, almost ceremonial. I know why. I'm the target. The missing piece. The queen. Or the prey. He positions himself behind me. His hands trace my back, push my hair aside with a slowness that makes my skin react, and his lips stop at the nape of my neck. The bite is light—but the tremor it sends through me isn't. A purr slips out of me, involuntary, like a cat surrendered to need. I feel his fingers exploring lower, past what I know. A cold touch makes me flinch: lubricant. I turn my head, startled.

"No… not that," I whisper.

Not fear, but not surrender either. Something in between. My pulse shifts, as if it wants to warn me. Luca doesn't stop. His voice brushes my ear; his breath burns the back of my neck.

"Easy… slow. You'll like it."

His fingers come back. The first touch is careful, almost tender, but inside me panic and curiosity slam into each other. My head says stop. My body doesn't listen.

The lube, cold at first, begins to warm, spreading inside. I tense—but I don't pull away. I can't. He slides a finger in, slowly, testing the limit. Marco softens his movement, as if he doesn't want to interrupt, as if he's waiting to see what happens. My body trembles; I don't know if it's pleasure or defense. The finger goes deeper, slow, without force, but I feel it—opening something I didn't remember was there. It doesn't hurt, but it overwhelms me. I feel strange, too full, too exposed.

Luca keeps going. His breath mixes with mine. That bastard Marco has found my clit with his fingers and is stroking it in slow circles, keeping me hooked on pleasure while fear tries to find a way in. I moan. I don't know if it's arousal or confusion. I whisper "no" again, but it comes out hollow, without conviction. I'm giving in and I know it. My mind resists, but my body betrays every thought. I let myself go. I let myself feel.

Out of the corner of my eye I see Daniel, or at least his silhouette. The camera catches a flash of light in the movement. I want to ask him to get me out of here, to stop everything, but I can't speak. I don't know if I want him to.

Luca pushes me forward a little; my chest drops onto Marco's, and without a word he makes room, spreading me open with his hands. I feel Luca behind me again, his body pressed against mine, his cock looking for the same path as his finger. My skin is a network of electrical impulses—any touch sets me off. He presses in, slow, and stops. Does it again. Again. Each attempt is a wave that rises and takes me under. I'm impaled on Marco and feel Luca trying to force a way through between us. The pressure is brutal. It hurts and it doesn't hurt. Invasion, desire, and vertigo all at once.

I cry out, muffling the sound against Marco's shoulder.

"Seriously… I can't," I whisper, not knowing if I'm saying it with my voice or my whole self.

Luca stops.

"It's okay," he says, soft, no reproach. "No rush. There'll be time."

I breathe. I tremble. I laugh with a thread of a voice that barely makes it out.

"Another time… but warn me first."

The three of us laugh, and that laughter cuts the tension like glass cracking. But the air stays heavy, alive, pulsing between us. Luca pulls back slowly, still burning. His breath brushes my back before he moves away completely. I feel the cool air where there was heat. Marco, beneath me, hasn't moved; he strokes my face with a tenderness that undoes me. His finger traces the line of my jaw up to my lips. I take it into my mouth without thinking, tasting the sweat, the echo of what just happened.

I sit back up on top of him. Knees in the mattress, hands on his chest. He watches me with that mix of filth and exhaustion that only comes from desire well spent. I lower myself slowly; his cock slides inside me easily, still wet, still open. A sigh escapes me before I start to move.

I ride him. Slow at first, feeling every inch; then faster, deeper. Marco holds my hips, setting the pace. I move as if my body needs to prove it's still mine, that I haven't lost myself entirely. Each thrust pulls a different sound out of me, something I can't tell is pleasure or release—or both. The room holds every sound we make. My hands slip on his chest, nails leaving marks. Marco holds my tits, squeezes my nipples between his fingers. The low sting grounds me, keeps me present.

I speed up. My hips slam into his, the rhythm spiraling. I'm riding him like I want to rip his soul out. His body tenses, gaze fixed on me. A low, tight growl—he's close. I hold his face with one hand; I want to see him when he comes. He thrusts once more, arches, and I feel him shaking inside me. I stay planted on him, squeezing every pulse of his orgasm, clenching around him until his whole body lets go.

I breathe hard, sweat running down my back. He strokes my thighs, wordless. I let myself fall onto his chest, my hair stuck to his damp skin. For a few seconds there's nothing but silence and breaths finding each other.

Luca hasn't disappeared. I see him at the edge of the bed, watching, still hard, his eyes fixed on me. That look sets me off again without warning. I like knowing he still wants me, that he hasn't had enough. He guides me back onto all fours without a word. He likes to see me like this, and I know it. I open for him, without thinking, without reason. I feel his hand spreading my ass, the other guiding his cock to me. He enters in one push, easy, as if my body were waiting for him. He goes still, buried all the way in, savoring the moment.

He's not as big as Marco, but I don't need a comparison: he fits, fills me, pushes in exactly the right place. He starts moving with urgency, no holding back, that rhythm that only shows up when desire spills over. Skin on skin, wet, alive. I moan, I pant, I lose myself. My whole body burns. Every thrust takes me a little further, a little higher. I drop forward, face in the sheets, ass high, open for him. I move with it, almost in a trance, lost between pleasure and exhaustion.

I bring my right hand between my legs. My clit—swollen, too sensitive. I rub fast, desperate, like trying to put out a fire. The heat builds, my breath cuts off. I come without warning, a moan that turns into a cry, a sound that isn't mine. Luca grabs my hips and keeps going, hard, erratic, until he comes too. I feel him shaking behind me, his chest against my back, his panting mixing with mine. For a moment, the world falls silent.

I drop onto the mattress, spent. He drops with me, still inside, still pulsing. What just happened burns itself into my memory like a brand. I don't know if I've been broken or opened—I only know I'm not the same.

I turn my head. Daniel is still there. Camera lowered, but not his eyes. He's watching. He's watching me. And in that silence I understand it: I crossed a line—my body got there before my mind.


CHAPTER 13

The silence after her cry lasted longer than seemed possible. Not even the click of the shutter dared break it. Laura was still face down, trembling, and Luca still inside her, panting with his pulse out of control, as if it cost him something to stop being part of her. I stayed where I was, camera hanging, not knowing what to do with my hands. Part of me wanted to go over and cover her; another part wanted to keep watching. There was something almost sacred in that disorder, as if covering her would be denying what had just happened. The air was thick, hot, heavy with sex. Not the kind a shower washes away.

When they finally pulled apart, the world started moving again. Luca got up first, grabbed a towel, walked naked across the room with the ease of someone who needs no permission to exist. Laura turned toward me. She didn't say anything—she didn't need to. Her gaze was clouded, as if she were trying to recognize herself. It wasn't fear I saw on her face, but something more complex: that confusion pleasure leaves behind when it hasn't yet decided whether it was release or surrender. The click as I shut it sounded obscene, like sealing a scene that belonged in memory, not on a card.

Laura sat on the edge of the bed and ran her fingers along her thigh where the stocking had torn. She was breathing slowly, trying to put herself back together. She looked at me, searching my face for some sign of approval or calm. I nodded without knowing why, maybe just to avoid breaking whatever was holding the room together. Luca offered her a clean towel, and she accepted it. The gesture, simple and domestic, was unbearable.

Marco was already in the shower. Afterward they rotated through the bathroom while I waited in the living room, sitting on the sofa, checking my phone with feigned concentration. I heard the water running, bottles opening, voices muffled behind the door. I didn't want to picture anything, but the mind does what it wants. I thought a single second of distraction was enough to make me a spectator of my own life, and I realized I already was.

When Laura came out, her hair was damp and she was wearing the clothes she'd brought to change into: a beige T-shirt, fitted jeans, white sneakers. They looked good on her. She was tired, but pretty. Luca was talking to her about something trivial—about the concert, I think. Marco, who'd disappeared for a while, came back with a bottle of water and an easy smile, the kind that works for everything. The scene had the serenity of an after-dinner chat among acquaintances, if it weren't for the fact that we all knew what had happened between those walls.

"Are you going to the concert tonight?" Marco asked, leaning against the doorframe.

"No," I replied, putting the cameras away.

"Oh, I didn't even know they were playing tonight until you mentioned it," Laura said, smiling. "I love them, but you spend the whole week running between work and the kids and in the end you don't even notice."

Marco nodded with a polite smile.

"If you'd like, I can get you into the guest area. Nothing special, but you'll be comfortable and there are no lines."

"No, don't worry," I said. "It's not necessary."

"Yeees!" Laura replied almost at the same time, with that energy of hers that sometimes disarms me.

We looked at each other. The coincidence hung in the air.

"Well, if you don't want to, it's fine," she added, conciliatory.

"No, if you feel like it, let's go," I replied, trying to sound neutral. "I just thought you might be tired."

"I'm great," she said. "And you'd like them, I'm sure. Once you hear them, you'll recognize the songs."

"Okay… let's go," I relented.

She held my gaze for a second. She read what I was hiding: that I didn't want to go. She smiled—calm, almost protective.

"Well," she said, "we'll think about it and let you know in a bit."

Marco stepped a little closer, still smiling.

"Perfect. Save my number and send me a WhatsApp if you decide to come."

Laura took out her phone and typed it in without hesitating. Marco Security. Natural. Quick. Seeing her save the contact was enough to feel that brief current that starts in the stomach and masquerades as jealousy. Luca, from the kitchen, said he'd be there too. Laura smiled at him; I nodded. Everything seemed settled, even though no one had really decided anything.

We said our goodbyes. Luca, looser now, rested his hand on her waist as he walked her to the door. He didn't hide it. I watched him and thought I was an idiot for feeling jealous. He'd just fucked her until she was shaking—what was the point of getting worked up over a hand on her waist? Marco, by contrast, was correct. Almost professional. We went down the stairs without talking. Outside, the air had that electric weight of afternoons that refuse to end.

"Are you okay?" Laura asked when we got to the car.

"Yeah," I replied, too fast.

"You haven't said much," she insisted. "Not there, and not afterward."

"There wasn't much to say."

She looked at me sideways, not starting the engine.

"You didn't intervene. Not once."

"That wasn't the plan, was it?" I tried to sound light.

"No, I know. But… I don't know."

"I'm fine, really," I lied.

She watched me a few seconds more. Then she started the engine.

"Okay. But if you don't want to go to the concert, we'll just say so."

"I want to go," I said.

"Sure?"

"Yes. If you feel like it, let's go."

"Perfect. We'll grab a drink and I'll text Marco."

I nodded. Inside, something tightened like a valve. It's just a number, I told myself. A fucking number. But the thought stayed there, throbbing.

We went to a bar nearby. Two beers, a pizza. She was relaxed, with that glow I couldn't tell if it was pleasure or release. She was smiling more than usual.

"That was intense," she said, taking a long drink of her beer.

"Did you like it?"

"A lot," she admitted without hesitating. "There was a moment when I thought I couldn't take any more, and I kept going anyway."

"I saw."

"Yeah…" She looked down for a second. "I saw you too."

"Did you?"

"Yes. When I came. I looked at you. You were still."

"I didn't want to interrupt."

"You didn't have to," she said, with a half-smile. "It was enough that you were there."

I stayed quiet, turning her words over. There was something in her tone that touched me more than anything else had: for the first time she was talking naturally after having been with someone else in front of me, as if we'd crossed the border of post-fuck embarrassment together.

"And now what?" I asked, more to hear myself than out of any real curiosity.

"Now, beer and music," she replied.

She pulled out her phone, searched for something, and showed me the screen: a live video of Imagine Dragons. She set it on the table.

"Look, I'm sure you've heard them," she said, laughing.

We watched for a while, her humming along, me trying not to think too much. We talked about small things: the noise in the bar, the holidays, the kids, anything that made us feel normal for a moment. And it worked, for a moment. We laughed.

At eight thirty she texted him.

Hi, Marco. We'd love to come if it's not a hassle. Just let us know if we need to pay for the tickets—it's no problem.

He replied right away:

Come to Gate C-3. I'll be there at 9:30 sharp. No need to pay anything. Happy to see you for a bit longer—and Daniel too, of course.

I liked his efficiency; it annoyed me just as much.

We paid and left. Laura walked ahead, light on her feet, with that way of hers of taking up space when she feels desired.

The venue was half-lit. Thousands of people, endless lines, a murmur like the ocean. At the gate indicated, Marco was waiting with his walkie-talkie and that smile that could sell insurance or promises—same thing, really. He greeted us as if he'd always known us: two kisses for Laura, a handshake for me. He fastened her wristband gently; mine with a sharp tug, almost military.

"Come this way. Guest area," he said. "Enjoy yourselves."

He guided her with his hand on her back—professional gesture, but my head translated it its own way: I've already touched her, and I can do it again whenever I want. I told myself I was overreacting. Then I told myself I wasn't. Lately I tell myself too many things that serve no purpose.

The guest area was a side balcony with a decent view, closer to the noise than to any kind of comfort. Laura leaned on the railing, taking in the crowd. I found so many people unbearable. I would have preferred somewhere higher, sitting down, away from it all—but today she seemed to have enough energy for both of us. I kept that to myself.

Halfway through the second song, Luca appeared, looking put-together, with two friends and a blonde woman. He greeted us as if we were old friends. "Hey, you made it!" he said. Laura laughed; he kissed her on the cheek. "This is Nico, Dario, and Vika." All young, good-looking, with that ease that at my age you can no longer fake. I felt out of place, as if I'd crossed into a different generation without noticing.

"How's the sound?" Luca asked.

"Good," I replied.

"Sounds better here," he said, stepping a little closer.

Laura was laughing, delighted. Her eyes were bright. I kept pretending to care, but I was thinking that Luca had probably told his friends something about us. Had he? Were they watching me, thinking I was a cuckold? I felt the flush rise—didn't know if it was embarrassment or just feeling like an idiot. It seemed to me that Luca's friends were laughing between themselves, and I felt that absurd sting in my chest. Logic said they probably weren't even thinking about me, but I couldn't stop thinking it.

Luca kept his distance. He knew how. Every now and then he'd lean in to say something in Laura's ear, and she'd laugh. Once he caught my eye while smiling, as if asking permission. I gave it with a look. I don't know why. Maybe because not doing so would have been admitting that I no longer had anything to permit.

The band kept playing—lights, jumping, shouting. Laura danced as if her body weighed less. She sang without knowing the words, spun around, touched my arm. She was happy. I, not so much. But watching her like that felt like redemption. The concert ended with the crowd becoming a single sound. The lights came on to show sweaty faces and bright eyes. We made our way to the exit through shoves, laughter, and overlapping conversations.

Outside, Laura said she was exhausted, that she'd call a taxi. I nodded. Luca and his friends said their goodbyes with kisses and vague promises. "See you," he said. Laura said the same.

At home, I left the keys on the table. She took off her jacket and hung it without looking at me.

"Hungry?" she asked.

"No."

We brushed our teeth in silence. I looked at myself in the mirror: a tired face, a tight jaw. She appeared behind me, with that mix of exhaustion and beauty that hurts. She smiled at me sideways.

"Are you okay?" she asked again.

"Yes," I lied for the second time that night.

"I'm wrecked," she laughed. "I'm not up for this anymore."

I laughed with her.

We got into bed. I curled up behind her, looking for her warmth. Her breathing turned slow, steady, as if everything were in order—but mine wasn't. There was something inside me that kept turning, a wheel that couldn't find a brake. It wasn't jealousy, or guilt. It was the certainty that I no longer controlled the story. I suppose that's the fucked-up thing about fulfilled desires: they never go back to where they belong.


CHAPTER 14

I woke before the light came in. Not out of nerves, not out of remorse; my body had simply decided it had had enough sleep. Laura was still on her side, hair tangled against the pillow, breathing evenly. I watched her for a moment, not to reconstruct anything, just to hold on to that present that sometimes slips: Saturday was behind us; this was Sunday.

I got up quietly and went to the living room. I turned on the laptop, plugged in the card, and let the fan run its discreet concert. The editing software opened with its usual patience, like a machine that never asks for explanations. I imported the clips. Thumbnails lined up, timestamps, waveforms. The night before now fit into a handful of boxes.

I hit play.

I wasn't looking for filth. I was looking for focus. The first clip was slightly underexposed; I adjusted exposure, balance, cleaned up the noise. On the audio track, I cut a laugh that came in late and a headboard hit that was trying to steal the scene. I caught myself enjoying that minimal surgery that puts order into what the eye remembers as a mess. There's a kind of peace in choosing what stays and what gets erased.

I thought about yesterday: someone else's apartment, their shower, the concert. The fact itself didn't bother me; the setting did. In a hotel, with our key and our borrowed bed, I know what ground my nerves are standing on. The script wasn't dangerous, just foreign. I suppose my control isn't about imposing, it's about understanding the terrain.

I kept going. I made a precise cut, saved a new version. In one shot, Laura turned her head right after she got there and, for half a second, she looked for me. There's no eroticism more honest than that half second. I left it untouched. In another, the focus drifted to Luca's neck; I stabilized it and cropped it a couple of points to center the scene. The screen gave me back what I'd seen, but refined, as if memory had learned manners.

The video ran a few seconds further. In her breathing there was something that was no longer mine, even though I had been there. I felt my body respond without asking, a pulse that didn't care about logic or editing. I let my head fall back against the sofa and kept watching. It wasn't filth; it was recognition. Sometimes desire isn't about reliving something, it's about confirming it. I masturbated with the same calm I used to tweak a color or adjust a frame. My hand moved slow, following the rhythm of the slowed shot: Laura devouring Marco's cock, his balls slapping against her ass, the shine of sweat on her skin as goosebumps ran up it. Her orgasm built like a clean wave, the sound buried in the pillow. I picked up the pace a little. When I got there, it was brief, contained, clean. Almost silent. A technical end to something that wasn't technical at all. Yesterday I felt small, a full cuckold husband, and this is what I was after. Or maybe I wanted to be active with her in a threesome. Both, probably. The only real risk was losing control of my hands.

I let out a low laugh. It sounded almost ridiculous after that level of precision. I closed the player, took a breath, washed my hands with cold water, poured coffee. The clock read 8:12. At that hour, the apartment still belonged to silence. Pipes filling, a neighbor moving slow, a bird trying to pass for a tenor. I leaned against the counter and let the cup warm my hands. I wasn't thinking about anything specific. Just the luxury of being able to choose the pace.

When I went back to the living room, the copy was done.

I opened the inbox on playswingers.com. Two couples asking without asking, one guy barely introducing himself already pushing to meet, another going straight to it: "What's your availability?"

I closed it without answering.

Sunday mornings aren't for decisions. Just for tuning temptations.

I walked to the window and pulled back the curtain. The city still half asleep, streetlights off, bakeries opening. My reflection in the glass: Sunday face, beard that needed fixing, that look somewhere between focused and amused that comes over me when something doesn't overwhelm me, just challenges me. I wasn't sad. I was calibrating.

"What are you doing up so early?" asked a sleepy voice from the hallway.

Laura appeared in an old T-shirt, pillow marks on her cheek. She rubbed one eye with the back of her hand and leaned against the doorframe, watching me without expectation. It was the kind of normal that sits better on me than any certainty.

"I was going over yesterday's videos," I said. "A couple of cuts, that's all."

"And?"

"Good. I'm starting to get decent footage."

She smiled to one side, that small gesture that buys complicity without giving a receipt. She stepped closer and touched the screen, as if gauging the temperature of the frozen frame.

"The actress is good. Show it to me later?"

"If you want."

"I want," she said, reaching for her mug. "Smells like coffee."

"I made some."

We sat at the table, facing each other. No inventory. No need. She took a sip and set the cup near the edge, the way she always does when she's thinking about nothing important.

"You were off yesterday," she said, no judgment, like commenting on the weather.

"I didn't like being at their place," I said. "Not the plan. The setting. In a hotel or somewhere we rent ourselves, it's ours. Our plan, our control."

"I know." She nodded. "I had fun. But I don't need to repeat it. With them, I mean."

"Yeah."

"If you start repeating things, people get confused," she added, practical. "And this is about you and me having a good time, not making friends. I hope you didn't feel pushed into the concert. I really like that band, and at the time it felt natural to say yes."

"I know. And I liked them, honestly."

We drank. In the living room, the laptop was still open on the last frozen frame. Laura glanced at it, curious, not restless.

"Did you upload anything?"

"To Playswingers? No. Once I've gone over everything properly, maybe I'll upload some epic moments."

We laughed.

"By the way," she said, "yesterday you were calm when I needed you to be calm."

"I was."

She got up, grabbed her phone from the kitchen, came back barefoot, her feet finding mine under the table until they brushed my ankle. Simple. The best way to say I'm here. I answered in kind. No words. The right language.

"We've got Sunday ahead of us," she announced. "Plan?"

"Breakfast without rushing. Shower. Pick up the kids, take them out. And if you feel like it, we crash on the sofa this afternoon and rest."

"I feel like it," she said.

She got up to shower. I watched her go down the hall — not to keep track, just because I liked it. Water hit the tub with that sound that asks for nothing. I closed the laptop and sank onto the sofa with exactly the feeling I wanted to have: nothing was broken, nothing needed fixing. Just keep playing it right.

I went to the kitchen and made toast. Too much butter on mine, a little orange marmalade on hers, the way she likes it. In the bathroom, she was humming some tune, off-key and perfect. The day didn't ask for action; it asked for calm, for tenderness. That, too, is desire.

When she came out wrapped in a towel, she gave me a short kiss on the mouth. Everyday: the highest form of complicity. We clinked our cups.

Sunday was still there, open and quiet, waiting for us. I thought that sometimes control isn't about setting the pace, but knowing how to enjoy the beat. And she, who has always known more about music than I do, smiled before taking the first bite of her toast.


CHAPTER 15

I walk into the office like I've just run the New York Marathon… in heels.

My inner thighs protest on the first step, my quads on the second, and to top it off, my jaw reminds me that on Saturday I kept it open too long for reasons no gym accounts for.

Good for me. Bad for the stairs.

I drop my bag on the desk and sit down carefully, like I'm setting down a fragile box. The chair rolls a little and I let out a quiet "ow" that I cover with a cough.

I turn on the computer, open my email, breathe.

My right thigh throbs in sync with the notifications: three issues from the boss, two annoying suppliers, and a newsletter I have no intention of reading.

I stretch my legs under the desk. Mistake.

A sharp pull in my groin snaps me upright.

Okay. No crossing my legs today. Today I'm a medieval lady: upright and facing forward.

I get through the first hour like a discreet hero.

Emails, an Excel sheet that had stubbornly refused to add anything up until I forced it, and every trip to the printer feels like I'm doing warm-up lunges.

I try not to laugh to myself; if I start, my face hurts. Literally.

A video pops up in the office WhatsApp group.

Clara, jumping at the Imagine Dragons concert, spotlight, screaming, the chorus of Believer sung horribly, and pure happiness.

I turn up the volume for a second and smile: judging by where she filmed, we couldn't have been that far.

We didn't see each other, of course. We didn't need to.

A private message from Daniel:

—Morning, Miss Sore Muscles.

With a link to Amazon. Lingerie.

A black set with thin straps, elegant sheer fabric, and that garter detail that boosts your ego without asking permission.

I open the picture and zoom in with my finger. The fabric looks back at me from the screen like it knows too much.

I write:

—Is that what you're up to? Not much work today…

—I was looking at something else, but I saw this and thought of you. It would look brutal on you.

I shrug to myself, because yeah, it would look great on me.

I open it full-screen and let my eyes do their thing.

I picture putting it on. I picture taking it off.

Just thinking about it makes my adductors ache.

Back to WhatsApp to reply, and I type without thinking, like someone launching herself down a slide:

"In that set at the next meet, I'd look like a total slut, just how you like it… and the guest… or the guests, since we've already proved I can handle two just fine, hahaha."

I hit send.

And the universe freezes for a second.

I didn't check. I didn't check.

I look up. Green header.

Office Group—General.

My stomach drops to the floor, bounces, and hits me right in the groin.

I select the message with neurosurgeon fingers: Delete for everyone. Confirm.

Gone.

What's left: You deleted this message.

I go still. Did anyone see it? How fast do people read a group chat—five seconds, two?

I swallow.

I scan the room with the silent panic of a talentless mime.

No one's looking at me.

Good. Or bad, because I'd love to read it on their faces.

Breathe. One. Two. Three.

My lower back is begging for a truce.

"Girls!" Clara appears at my side, fast as a breaking headline. "Coffee. You coming?"

I nod way too fast for someone this sore.

Martina comes up behind her, folder in hand, full Monday energy.

"I'll be down in a minute," I say, grabbing my phone like it's dynamite. "Let me save this."

I close everything with textbook efficiency.

We walk to the elevator. The two of them talk; I follow two steps behind, trying to look normal while my pelvis has opinions.

The elevator doors open and we get in.

"Did you see that WhatsApp thing?" Clara drops it like a sugar cube into black coffee.

My heart flips over and plays dead for a few seconds.

"What thing?" says Martina, staring at the ceiling, completely unaware of the disaster playing out inside me.

"The video I posted," Clara says, showing her phone. "Don't tell me you ignored it."

I exhale without a sound.

Martina laughs.

"I haven't seen it yet. Is it porn? Did you film yourself dumping the last unsuspecting guy?"

"You're impossible," Clara says. "Laura, did you see it?"

"Yeah. Great. We were at the concert too," I manage, and honestly, I almost applaud myself. "We were… more or less on that side."

"Seriously? How crazy we didn't see each other," Clara says, putting her phone away. "Way too many people."

The elevator opens on the ground floor.

I thank the architect for the button.

We head to the building café.

The waiter brings our usual without asking: we're the perfect 9:30 routine.

We sit.

Clara pulls out her phone with the ease of someone drawing a blade.

"Look," she says to Martina. "Saturday's video. Oh, and…" She frowns. "Who deleted a message in the group?"

Martina leans in.

"There's drama and you're hiding it from me? Because I need some joy today."

I smile with the fake serenity of a diplomat on the edge of war.

"That was me," I say, trying to sound bored. "I'd written that I was at the concert too, but then I figured I'd tell you in person—that's what we came down for."

Clara looks at me for a second. Smiles.

"Good. For a moment I thought someone had trashed my video," she jokes. "I would've declared war."

"Never," I say. "I'm a fan of your screaming Believer."

We clink cups like people who've survived a storm.

I think about the sentence that nearly blew up in our faces and a nervous laugh slips out, which I bury in the first sip.

Mistake: the mug weighs more than I remembered.

My biceps complain. My jaw too.

I'm a full chord.

"You look stiff today, Laura," Martina says. "Back to the gym? Pilates?"

"I've gone back to…" I stop myself just in time. "The adult world. Let's say the concert ran long for me."

Clara nods enthusiastically.

"My calves are killing me. And my neck from staring at the stage."

Me: inner thighs, lower back, and a brand-new treasure map in my mouth.

Martina changes the subject.

"By the way, they've changed the shift schedule again." She slides the folder over. "Two afternoon shifts in a row. If they wanted to see me in a bad mood, they nailed it."

We talk work, bosses, budgets, and the client who only calls to say he doesn't know what he wants, but he wants it now.

It helps to talk about normal things.

Every so often a memory cuts through my hip; I breathe and let it pass like a wave that doesn't knock me down.

My phone buzzes on my lap.

Daniel:

—How are you holding up?

—I almost fucked up. I put the lingerie reply in the work group chat.

—Did you delete it?

—Yeah.

My screen fills with laughing emojis. Asshole.

—Breathe. Tell me later. No sudden movements today.

More emojis.

I laugh to myself. Martina glances at me.

We finish coffee and go back up.

The elevator takes us to our floor and my muscles celebrate by not going on strike.

Before we walk into the office, Clara takes my elbow with that old closeness between friends who share more than they say.

"You seemed off," she murmurs. "Everything okay?"

I look at her.

I could tell her that on Saturday I got split open without breaking, that today I'm carrying desire stitched inside me, and that I also nearly sent an unrepeatable line to thirty respectable people.

Instead, I squeeze her hand.

"Yeah. Just didn't sleep much. And…" half-truth, "I'm sore down to my soul."

Clara laughs.

"That means you danced like God intended."

"That's right," I reply. "Like God intended."

Back at my desk, I sit down with the same zen-like care as before.

I open my laptop.

Work.

Between emails, a notification: Clara has uploaded another clip from the concert, this time with fireworks.

A strange tenderness washes over me: life moving, the office humming, me walking slow, and that secret thread tugging at my gut every time I remember.

I don't need to watch it. I've already edited it in my head.

I text Daniel:

—About Amazon… buy it.

—Color?

—Black. Don't look at the price. I earned it today.

I close WhatsApp and get back to a report.

My legs, my jaw, and I sign a truce.

I take a deep breath.

My groin protests softly, like a reminder. I smile to myself. There are Sundays that reset your body. And Mondays that remind you of it with every step. This is one of those. Honestly, it's not bad at all.


CHAPTER 16

Some nights don't begin—they carry on.

Dishes waiting in the sink, the table cleared, that after-dinner stillness that feels like a truce. I'm in my cotton pajamas with little stars—comfortable, unguarded, like me when no one's looking. Daniel brings two glasses, sets them on the coffee table, and opens the laptop like he's lifting the lid on a small piano.

"Show me the guy," I say, half procedure, half dessert.

"Nico40," he says. "That's the username. He's actually forty-one. He told me in the chat."

He sits close, hip to hip. The fabric of my pajamas brushes against him and stays there. He tucks a strand of hair behind my ear, like he doesn't want anything getting in the way of what I'm about to see.

The site opens with its usual parade. Daniel doesn't browse—he goes straight to messages and pulls up Nico40's profile.

"You read all of it?" I ask.

"Yeah. Recent and older verifications, several repeat couples. Solid profile. Chatting with him, he came across easygoing, polite, with a bit of filth in him. Gave me a good feeling."

"Clean profile," in our language, means no cardboard to it.

I open it.

Photos: local gym, gray T-shirt that shows just enough; no full face, but you can make out the beard, neat. Shots from neck to waist, waist to thighs, a close-up of a large hand in his pocket, another with a white T-shirt clinging with sweat. Fit without fantasy. Legs built on stairs, not elevators. Normal light, minimal filters. Good—he knows ordinary, done right, works.

I read the description. Simple sentences, restrained punctuation, no "no-strings-attached fun." Anyone who writes that usually is the complication.

Halfway through, there it is: bi-curious.

"This?" I point at it, like I'm reading "non-smoker."

"I hadn't clocked that," Daniel says. "He hasn't hinted at anything either."

"What exactly is 'bi-curious'?"

"I guess… what it says. Curious about it. No idea, really."

"So he could be into you too. If you wanted."

"I talked to him about you. That's it."

"Yeah. But it's right there." I tap the screen without touching anything.

He puts on his sensible-adult face. I laugh under my breath. His jaw does that soft click that means he's out of answers.

"Maybe you'll discover something new," I say.

"At my age, I know what I like."

"Age gives you excuses, not certainty."

I reread the end: Looking for straight couples, straight women, trans. I pause.

"He doesn't list men in filters," I say. "Couples, women, trans. Bi-curious in the description, not in the search."

"Then that's that," he says, with the relief of someone checking the lock twice.

"Or he's just flexible. Flexible isn't a problem."

I close the description, go back to the photos. One, two. Solid. No posing. A profile that isn't trying to sell smoke.

"Okay," I say. "I like it. If it works for you, talk when you match."

"That's what I was thinking."

I'm about to log out when Daniel frowns.

"Look," he says, pointing. "He just came online."

The green dot lights up. He looks at me. I look at him. No need to say it.

"Say hi."

My fingers go to the keyboard. Our username: 2Complicex.

2Complicex: Hi.

Reply comes fast.

Nico40: Good evening, you two.

"Polite," I murmur. Daniel nods, barely, like marking a beat.

Before I type again, another message:

Nico40: Not sure if you're both here. I've spoken with him a few times. He mentioned Saturdays usually work for you. Still the case?

Good. He leads. Perfect.

2Complicex: Yes, both here. Saturdays usually work. Tonight we were just checking profiles.

Nico40: Does she like my profile? I prefer to ask straight.

Daniel smiles with his eyes. I answer with my fingers.

2Complicex: Yes. I like your profile. Good verifications, good photos.

Nico40: Thanks! I really like yours too. I'm flexible with your schedule. If it fits, message me privately whenever it works for you and we'll set it up. No rush.

I breathe quietly. Under the table, Daniel's foot brushes my ankle. Small, precise. Like turning on a light.

2Complicex: We saw you list bi-curious. What does that mean for you?

He takes a second. Then:

Nico40: That I'm looking for women and couples, not men. If the vibe is right and we're all into it, I can do light things with the guy—touching, brushing, that kind of thing. I've given and received oral a couple of times. If the guy isn't into it, I don't go there. Zero pressure, zero script. Respect first. I'm just exploring, really. I'm a little filthy, haha.

Daniel exhales through his nose. I feel it in his shirt, not the air.

I type:

2Complicex: Got it. Thanks for clarifying.

Nico40: I'd rather avoid surprises. If it happens, great; if not, that's fine too. What gets me going is the whole thing—her enjoying it, everyone at ease.

Daniel leans slightly toward the screen.

"Tell him this week's not possible. When we have a free Saturday, we message."

"Signal, not date," I translate. I type.

2Complicex: This week's not possible. When we have a free Saturday, we'll message you privately. That work?

Nico40: Perfect. We'll talk another time and close it. Anything you want to ask now?

I look at Daniel.

"Anything?"

"No. He said what he had to say."

I go with that.

2Complicex: All clear. Thanks.

Nico40: Anytime. Get some rest. Kisses.

2Complicex: Kisses.

The green dot lingers, then goes out. I close the chat, not the session. The screen drops us back into our living room, us inside it, smaller.

"So?" I ask, lifting my glass.

"Good," he says. "Clear. Seems calm and sure of himself."

I lean back, stretch my legs; he meets them, sock to sock. We stare at the ceiling like it has subtitles.

"Does the bi-curious thing bother you?"

"It doesn't bother me," he says, thinking it through. "And it's clear: if I don't play with him, he doesn't play with me."

"Then that's it," I say. "Could be a lighter contact than the last ones. Maybe you get more involved."

He turns, gives me that half-smile that smooths the line on his forehead.

"Every moment's different. What matters is we enjoy it." His fingers slide along my calf, two fingers, like someone testing a string before tuning it.

I close the laptop. The screen goes black and gives us back a blurry, truer reflection. I lean in, kiss him slow—just enough to leave the night tasting like a promise, not a task.

"So…" I say against his mouth. "Do I put him under 'pending' or 'calendar'?"

"Put him under 'pending, curious.'"

"Oh, look at that. You're curious too."

"No prefixes."

We laugh at the same time, for no reason. The kind of laugh you only get when you know tomorrow life keeps going—with desire a little less anxious, a little sharper. We turn off the screen, but not the game.


CHAPTER 17

The waiter brings the second bottle like he's bringing good news with him. Daniel looks at it with that half-smile of a serious man who lets himself relax in small doses. I play with the bread like it's an accordion.

"What are we toasting to…?" he says.

"To not making plans and having them happen anyway."

We clink glasses. The wine lingers in my mouth like a word I don't say. Daniel cuts his steak with surgical precision; I steal a potato like I'm signing paperwork.

"We've got a reservation tonight," he says. "That new place. The one with the cage lamps."

"Very trendy, right?"

"Very trendy," he nods. "Three articles and two influencers with perfect teeth confirmed it."

"And after dinner?"

"We grab a drink somewhere."

"What about bingo?"

"Bingo?"

"Yeah. Like when we used to go after the movies."

"That was ages ago," he laughs. "You loved it."

"Crossing off numbers and maybe getting a line or a bingo felt exciting."

"Okay, but with a limit. They keep bringing cards, you don't win anything, and the money disappears."

"Fine. We put one bill on the table. That covers two drinks and we play until it's gone or we win something. The point is we laugh."

"Sounds good."

"I know." I raise my glass. "To innocent plans."

"And the guilty ones," he says, raising his too.

We eat without rushing. We talk about everything. The week, some ridiculous story from Martina, the latest episode of that show we both pretend we don't like. We order dessert. The waiter takes the order and gives me a wink I pretend not to see. Daniel looks at me over the rim of his glass and I hold his gaze just long enough so it doesn't turn into a contest.

"I like it like this," he says. "No rush."

"Me too."

We pay and head out, slow, like the day still has room left. Downtown carries its own noise—people, bags, laughter bouncing off terraces. One more block and the hotel appears on the corner, serious, four stars without showing off, glass and brass façade.

We walk in like we belong. Daniel nods. I sweep my hair back with one hand and catch my reflection in the door. The lobby has that temperature of a place that's well looked after. We don't look at reception; reception doesn't look at us. Perfect.

The elevator lifts us with that soft pull I like and Daniel doesn't bother commenting on. The room has been ours since noon: discreet carpet, a big bed, a round-shaded lamp casting clean light, a window letting in an afternoon with no ambition. Our suitcase waits on the bench—small, efficient, like Daniel's mood.

"Open it?" I ask.

"Open it."

The zipper gives. Inside, the usual kit: black lingerie with sheer panels, red in case I change my mind, vibrator and charger, lube, condoms, stilettos, makeup, perfume, a soft robe, the short dress for dinner. And the pajamas, because the night ends as a couple, as we'd decided. I lay everything out in the bathroom like a storefront.

"You take your pill?" I ask, not looking up.

"Half."

"Half?"

"Half's enough."

"I trust you." I turn. "And chemistry."

"Chemistry usually trusts me," he says, dry, and that's why I laugh.

He takes out the small tripod, checks the angle in the most discreet corner, aims it at the bed and a slice of the sofa. Same as always: no show, no posing. A frame that doesn't get in the way—one you forget.

We've still got some time. I shower fast; the water settles the wine into something warm. Dry off, hair down. Black lingerie: thin straps, lace edges, stockings clipped to the garter. I look at myself in the mirror without mercy and without a fight: I look good. The robe goes on to soften it. Daniel looks once, head to toe, says nothing. I keep the comment.

"You writing him?" he says.

"Going."

I open Telegram.

"Five o'clock?" I add.

"Five oh one," he says. "I like the imperfect minute."

"Control."

"Habit."

We laugh.

I type: Hotel Central. Room 307. Walk straight in; on the left you'll see two elevators; take the one in the back. Go up without talking to anyone and knock three times, soft.

Double check almost immediately. Just an "ok." No emojis. Good.

I leave the phone on the nightstand. Daniel watches his watch like the second hand owes him money.

"Nervous?"

"Less than other times."

"Even."

"Even."

Silence settles in, easy. The TV fills the wall; I turn it on so I don't have to think about it. The bed, white and exact, waits. A slice of city sky through the window. I sit on the edge and let the robe fall open just enough to remind myself. Daniel sits beside me, shoulders touching without thinking.

"Ready to have a good time?" he asks.

"Ready. Feeling like a she-wolf."

"You changed animals."

"Evolution."

We laugh early. I switch the vibrator on for a second—low buzz—off again.

Five o'clock. The tension starts to build. Three soft knocks push it higher.

Daniel gets up. I lean back a little, cross my legs at the ankles, pull the robe behind my shoulders so it falls to my elbows. Lingerie only now. Sitting on the bedspread, back straight, knees barely apart. A posture that says here I am without spelling it out.

Daniel opens the door.

Nico is normal. Out loud, that might sound like a disappointment. In my head, it's a relief. Tall, broad shoulders, basic T-shirt, jeans, gym bag. The trimmed beard we'd seen without the full face; eyes calm. He carries himself with ease.

"Hi," he says.

"Hi," I answer.

"Hey," Daniel adds.

He pauses a second, like he's taking us in or waiting to see who moves first.

"I'm Nico."

"Laura."

"Daniel."

No last names. No explanations. Two kisses with me—one near the corner of my mouth, the second brushing a little more than expected, still just right. With Daniel, a handshake. Firm, clean.

He looks at me a second longer than needed—not boldness, just confirmation. I hold it long enough to say yes.

Gym bag on the floor.

"Any trouble getting in?"

"No, nothing. No one even looked."

"Good."

"I wasn't sure I'd make it on time. Parking around here…"

"There's a garage on the next street," Daniel says.

"Yeah, I saw it, skipped it. Got lucky close by. I see you're all set," he says, smiling.

"We don't waste time," Daniel says. "No coffee like it's a job interview. We all know why we're here. Once we meet, anyone can change their mind. No problem."

"On my side, I'm in," Nico says. "Happy to keep going."

Daniel looks at me.

"Same here," I say.

"Then let's get to it," Nico says, easy, no theatrics.

"Shower?" I ask, smiling.

"Yeah, if that's okay."

"That's fine," Daniel says.

Nico nods and heads to the bathroom like he's done this before. Door closes without a lock, just that soft magnetic click. Water starts.

I look at Daniel. He looks at me.

"Good?" I ask.

"Good. He seems nice."

I adjust a strap. Slide a little closer to the center of the bed. The robe is already on the chair. Now the lingerie does its job quietly.

Daniel turns on the cameras, nudges the tripod, centers it more on the bed. Then that look—you look good—no words. I answer with half a smile.

Water stops. Towel. Bottles. A soft throat clear.

Nico comes out in white briefs. Fitted. No rush, no fake shyness. Just… normal. He stops two steps from the bed.

I look at his body without poetry: solid chest, defined stomach without obsession, just enough hair, legs that get used, a clean line from his obliques down into the fabric. The fabric says enough. There's volume, shape, promise. The rest I fill in with my eyes. My mouth—nothing yet.

I hold myself at the edge of the bed, back straight.

"Is this good?" he asks, like we're talking about the weather.

"That's good."

He nods. Hand to the back of his neck for a second—warming up, or maybe a trace of nerves. He doesn't sell himself. He offers. It's different. I look at his hands: hands that do things. Daniel watches with the concentration of someone checking alignment, not distrust—precision.

Nico takes one step closer. One is enough. The space changes. He asks with his eyes. I answer without words. He moves in, hands light on my arms, my legs, until his mouth finds my neck. The room breathes. I breathe with it.

"Nice heels," he says. Not a line—he's actually looking.

"Thanks. Heavier than they look."

"You handle them well."

"Training," I smile.

Daniel leans against the wall, arms crossed, weight balanced. Watching us both like he's making sure the frame holds. I drop my gaze for a second and bring it back up. There's a map in my head, and right now all three of us are inside it.


CHAPTER 18

I'd taken half a blue pill. No more, no less. Just enough to keep my body obedient.

I stayed by the wall, by the frame, while the camera blinked in silence. Laura was on the bed, sitting upright, wearing that black lingerie that fit her body like a second skin. Nico stood in front of her with the look of someone balancing caution and desire. There was something in the way he held himself that settled me. He didn't rush, didn't perform; he measured the air like someone taking his own pulse.

Laura gave him a slight smile, and that alone shifted the density of the room. Her body had a way of saying yes without words, and I recognized it the way you recognize a melody before you've heard it all the way through.

Nico brushed her arm with the calm of someone who already knew what he was looking for but still wanted to explore it. His movements were slow, exact. Laura shivered, and the short sound that slipped out of her throat was enough to remind me why we were there. I felt the first pull in my groin, my cock hardening under my pants, responding to the anticipation already running through me like a live wire.

The silence had weight, but it wasn't uncomfortable. The room felt larger, the air thicker, charged with that electricity that comes right before movement. I breathed slowly, keeping my mind clear—no cameras, no nerves, no what-ifs. Just the fact that Laura's desire had brought me here. It didn't leave me out; it put me at the center of something larger.

She guided him with her eyes. He answered with small, precise gestures, measuring distance as if the body had its own language. It all flowed. Neither of them imposed a rhythm; they found it together. Nico slid his fingers along the lace of her bra and pulled it aside just enough to expose one breast. Her nipple tightened instantly in the air, and he took it into his mouth, sucking slowly enough to make her arch her back. A low, rough moan came out of her, and I felt my breathing shift, syncing with hers.

My pulse started to fall into step with theirs. It felt like desire had its own timing, and the three of us were following the same invisible line. I took off my pants, easing the pressure, but I didn't touch myself yet. I wanted to feel it build, that urgency that wasn't only mine.

Nico brushed her shoulder with his lips, unhurried, without show. His warm breath pulled goosebumps up her skin, and she answered with that mix of sweetness and edge she only lets out when she's completely free. I watched—not from the outside, but from a place inside it all. My fingers grazed the outline of my cock through the fabric, light, enough to send a clean spark straight to my head. It was real. The heat climbing my neck was real.

No movement was wasted. Nothing felt out of place. The tension was clean, almost mathematical, a sequence of impulses locking into place. Nico slid his hand between Laura's legs, pushing her thong aside with his thumb. She opened her knees slowly, inviting him in. His fingers slid inside her, steady, measured, making the muscles in her thighs tighten. Laura breathed out against his chest, and the sound landed in my head with quiet force.

I moved closer, letting instinct guide me. The air between us was warm, dense, vibrating. Laura found me with her eyes, and I knew she was pulling me in—not into the scene, but into the feeling. I leaned down, kissed her neck, felt the vibration under her skin—fast, steady. The taste filled my mouth. She turned her head just enough, and for a second everything held still. Her hand reached back, found my neck, pulled me down to her exposed breast. I took her nipple into my mouth, hard, biting just enough to make her twist, while Nico worked her with his fingers, the wet sound filling the room like an obscene symphony.

Nico shifted to the side, unhurried. Our legs brushed—barely anything—but it was enough. This wasn't a thought or an image. It was bodies and breath, lined up. His heat brushed against me, and something ran through my spine. I couldn't place it—desire, vertigo, something else—but it was there. For a second, I understood that the body can feel things the head isn't ready to explain. And that sometimes curiosity is just another form of desire.

Laura looked at both of us with a calm that edged into tenderness. There was surrender in it, and control, and the mix held. I understood it wasn't just pleasure moving between us. It was trust. And here, that carried more weight than anything else.

She reached for me, pulled my underwear down. My cock came free, hard, pulsing. Laura wrapped her hand around it and started pumping slowly, matching Nico's rhythm inside her.

Time blurred. Breathing overlapped. Hands moved without searching. It all happened with a natural ease that looked rehearsed but wasn't. Laura leaned forward, licked along his chest, moved down, pulled off his boxers. His cock came out thick, veined, and she took it into her mouth without hesitation, sucking with intent while I stepped in behind her.

I put her on all fours, moved the thong aside, and pushed inside her—warm, wet—in one smooth motion that pulled a sound out of all three of us. The heat closed around me, tight and slick, and I set a steady pace, each thrust lining up with her head moving on Nico's cock.

What struck me was the absence of nerves. The quiet inside. My body moved without resistance; my head stayed back, watching, not interfering. Nico reached out, brushed my hip as I drove into her—an exploratory touch that sent a current up my back. I didn't move him away.

There was something choreographed in it, but also loose. The movements were exact and instinctive at the same time. No one was trying to take control. We moved as if the desire itself was setting the rhythm. We shifted positions without speaking: Laura on her back, me between her legs, inside her again, Nico kneeling at her side.

She took him deep, almost swallowing him whole, lips tight around his thickness, her tongue working from base to tip. I felt every contraction tighten around me, the way she closed when he pinched her nipples. I don't know why I did it—I reached out, wrapped my hand around the base of his cock, guided it into her mouth, feeling the solid heat of it under my fingers.

At times I closed my eyes. Listened. Breathing, skin, the rhythm of bodies. No words, but nothing missing. My thrusts set the pace. The wet sound of her mouth on him. The low sound she made when she took him deeper. The pleasure built in a spiral, passing between us without breaking.

It wasn't a test. Not a line crossed. Not something we owed to anything. It was just another way of being with her. Desire had turned into a shared language, a space without edges where none of us was out of place.

Laura got there first, her body tightening around me in waves that dragged me right up to the edge. I cried her name, drove in one last time, and got there inside her, hot and filling her, spilling out around me. Nico followed seconds after, cum running down her face, the rest across her neck.

At some point there was no distance left. Movements overlapped, looks too. Each of us knew what to do without asking. The pleasure wasn't separate. It moved in a loop. No start, no end.

We dropped together, bodies tangled, slick with sweat and mixed fluids. Laura kissed my shoulder, then Nico's. Quiet. Enough.

I couldn't tell how long it lasted. It didn't matter. Time in that room had stopped.

When it was over, the silence came in clean. Almost formal. No one spoke. We just breathed.

Laura lay back, hair stuck to her neck, skin flushed. Nico sat on the edge of the bed, elbows on his knees, looking down, calm. I stayed standing a second longer, watching the three of us in the mirror.

I hadn't expected this. Calm.

It hadn't been the half pill holding anything together. It had been her. This. Us.

Nico stood, understanding we weren't looking to continue. He didn't push. He dressed without hurry. Said something simple, low-key.

Laura smiled back. I nodded. That was enough.

When he left, the elevator sound faded down the hall. I closed the door slowly and went back to the bed.

"Everything okay?" she asked.

"Yeah. Really," I said.

We lay down together. No talking. Didn't need it. A strange calm, the good kind.

I closed my eyes and thought the hard part hadn't been doing it, but understanding it could be done.

And in the end, of the three, only one remained: desire.


CHAPTER 19

Mid-morning coffee tastes like routine with foam. Clara stirs hers without sugar, Martina updates her running list of complaints, and I count the seconds before heading back to my desk. Everything's normal. Until Martina drops, with her usual drama:

"I've got to go pick up T-shirts for the anniversary."

Clara lifts an eyebrow.

"Did the boss dump another job on you?"

"Yeah, girl. My desk's right next to his office, so I'm the first one he sees when he sticks his head out. 'Martina, do this, Martina, do that…'" She does the usual impression, nasal voice, martyr face.

She takes a sip, wipes the corner of her mouth, and adds:

"He wants group photos—everyone in the same shirt, same color, same slogan, smiling like we're getting paid for it. And he goes, 'Take whoever you want to help you.' So…" She turns to Clara, full Puss in Boots eyes. "You."

Clara laughs.

"Good luck with that. I've got a quality meeting in an hour. Don't even look at me."

Martina turns to me.

"Laura, you're coming."

"No way," I say, flat. "I'm buried."

"Me too. Still my turn. And you're the one who puts up with me best. So either you come, or I take the intern and end up in jail."

"Not happening."

"I swear it's quick. And hey, it'll break up your day."

"My day breaks up better with coffee, not boxes."

She shrugs.

"Too late. Decided."

We pay, head upstairs, and I keep complaining all the way to the elevator.

"Seriously, ask someone else."

"You and Clara are the only two who don't make me want to jump out a window," she says.

"Thanks," I mutter.

At Julián's office, Martina leans in with that kamikaze cheer:

"I'm going to get the T-shirts. Taking Laura with me."

He doesn't even look up.

"Fine."

I try to protest, but Martina's already pulling me by the arm.

"Come on, I don't bite."

"I do."

"That's why I like you."

And we're off.

The day is mild, forgettable. The kind that looks harmless… until it isn't.

In the car, Martina turns on the radio and launches into her daily monologue. Boss, husband who can't pick up his socks, daughter dating a guy "built like a pine tree with the brain of a bonsai." I nod, laugh when I'm supposed to, check my email at red lights.

"Where are we going?" I ask, mostly to be polite.

"To that print shop in the mall they built a couple years ago," she says. "Cheapest place the rat upstairs could find."

My breath catches for a second.

That place.

"The one in the south?" I ask, like I don't already know.

"Yeah."

I lean back, cross my legs, smile without letting it show.

The south mall. Where Daniel took me that day. The tiled hallway. The mask… the Italian.

Martina keeps talking, oblivious to the knot tightening in my stomach.

"If the boxes are heavy, I swear I'm leaving them there and the boss can come get them in his company car."

"Do it," I say, distracted.

Traffic moves. So do my thoughts. I don't want to go there, but my body does it on its own. The corridor. The metallic smell. The cold wall. Someone else's breath. The filth of it. I shift in my seat. Not in the mood to explain to Martina why I'm flushed.

We park underground.

"Come on, quick in and out," she says, fixing the mirror.

We get out. Walk down the corridor by the restrooms. I recognize it before I see it—the same tiles, the same clean smell. My knees go soft. I'm smiling, inside and a little outside.

This is where Luca pounded me. And my pulse hits hard enough that I have to slow down.

Martina doesn't notice. Still talking about her daughter's useless boyfriend. I nod without hearing a word, heart up in my throat. Every step pulls me closer to something that never really went away, just stayed there under the skin.

We take the escalator up. Lights, storefronts, perfume.

And then I see it.

Travel agency.

And there he is.

Luca.

Dark suit. White shirt. Tight tie. Serious. Professional. Almost someone else.

Until he looks up.

And my body remembers what my head is trying to forget.

I don't know who smiles first. It happens.

A look, just long enough to light something back up.

I keep walking. Don't stop. Martina keeps talking, oblivious.

"…and then she tells me the guy's 'nice.' Nice my ass—he looks like you'd give him a puzzle and he'd eat the pieces."

I nod. Can't even fake normal.

Inside my head, a voice laughs.

"Now I get it. You fucked me here and then went upstairs to work, you bastard. Like nothing."

Heat and vertigo mix. It shouldn't—but it does.

It's not him.

It's what it wakes up.

Martina points.

"Here."

We go in. A kid comes out from the back, she hands him the receipt.

"We're here for this."

He nods, disappears into the boxes.

I look around without really looking. Until I catch the reflection of the agency in the glass across from us.

And yeah.

He's there.

Luca.

Standing.

Leaning against the counter.

Watching me.

My breathing shortens. No gesture. No words. Just that current running through me.

Martina signs, thanks him. I barely register it.

We step out with the boxes.

I glance sideways.

Still there. Faint smile. One hand in his pocket.

Undressing me without touching me.

And I let him.

I pick up the pace.

Out into the corridor.

The AC hits me full on. Doesn't do a thing.

I'm on fire.

Back in the car.

"What's wrong with you?" Martina asks.

"Nothing. Just hot."

"Open the window, then."

I do.

Air comes in. Doesn't cool me.

Don't know if I'm nervous or turned on.

Okay, I do.

I press my thighs together. Useless. My skin's burning. My head too.

Martina keeps talking. I barely hear her. The rearview mirror catches my face—flushed, eyes brighter than usual.

My whole body remembers him. His hands. His breathing. The raw pull of it, both times.

And this—running into him like this—has me turned on.

At a red light, Martina puts music on. Background noise. I sink into the seat.

"If he pulled me back into those restrooms right now, I don't know if I'd say no."

No guilt. Just heat. Desire. A smile I can't shake.

Martina turns into the office parking lot. Glances at me.

"What are you smiling about?"

"Nothing. The boss and his T-shirts."

"That's not funny."

"Exactly."

We unload the boxes. The air outside is cooler. Almost helps.

We walk toward the building. My steps are steady. Inside, the current keeps moving.

In the elevator, I catch my reflection. No fear. No doubt. Just a spark.

And I think: It's a small world. And some worlds burn.

The doors open. I smile to myself.


AUTHOR’S NOTE

Daniel watched. Laura didn't stop. And somewhere between the camera, the tension, and what they let happen… something changed.

If this story pulled you in, leaving a review on Amazon makes a real difference — it helps more readers find it and keeps the series growing.

Follow me on Amazon to be notified when the next book goes live.

More content, updates, and upcoming releases: www.alexnighy.com

You can also find me on Bluesky: @alexnighy.com

— Alex Nighy
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