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CHAPTER 1

The car didn't respond.

It wasn't me. No sudden swerve, no speeding. Just that exact moment when something gives — and your body knows before your head catches up.

The tire blew with a dry, violent crack, like a gunshot under the seat. The steering wheel went light. Too light.

The car pulled hard to the right. I corrected on instinct, no thought, shoulders locked, jaw tight, forcing it to stay on the road.

The world narrowed.

The sound of asphalt. The uneven thudding. The feeling the car was going to cross the white line and not come back. One long second. Another. My heart hammering so hard it made me dizzy.

I braked when I was already almost off. The car stopped on the shoulder, crooked, one wheel sunk in soft dirt.

Silence.

I stayed there, hands on the wheel. Not moving. Palms slick.

Waiting.

I didn't know what for, exactly. Pain. Dizziness. Something broken.

Nothing.

It took my body a few seconds to register I was still in one piece. When it did, a thin, unpleasant tremor ran through me — from my stomach down to my fingers.

I breathed. Once. Twice.

I opened the door.

As I put my foot on the ground, my legs gave. I caught myself on the frame without thinking. The air smelled of burnt rubber and damp grass.

"Hey. You okay?"

It took me a second to place the voice. A man had pulled over a few yards back. He was getting out slowly, hands visible, like he didn't want to spook me.

"Yeah… I think so," I said. Not entirely sure.

He nodded toward the blown tire.

"That was close."

I nodded. Nothing else.

I shook my hands, trying to kill the tremor. Reached into my pocket for my phone on autopilot. I had to tell someone. Laura. Or work. I didn't think about it.

The screen lit up.

A notification.

Telegram — Marcus.

I tapped it. Without meaning to. Or maybe I did. I don't know.

The message was short. The image that came with it hit me square in the face.

Do you think Laura would be into this?

It took me a second to react. Too long.

I locked the screen fast and let out a dry, nervous laugh that had nothing funny in it.

“Fuck…” I muttered. “I don’t know about Laura. But this is exactly what I needed today.”

Behind me, a brief siren announced the arrival of the police.

I closed my eyes for a second.

The day wasn't over yet.

***

I get home with the kids hanging off me like backpacks with legs. The key jams in the lock for a second — as always — and I'm already calling out from the doorway.

"We're home! Don't leave your backpacks in the hallway — no one can get through!"

The two of them take off toward the living room like animals, shoes flying behind them. I take off my jacket and head straight to the kitchen to drop the groceries. I don't even notice Daniel on the sofa until the kids shriek with joy.

"Daddyyy!"

They throw themselves on top of him like two whirlwinds. Daniel catches them with open arms, gives them loud kisses on the head, laughs that laugh of his I love.

I walk over, lean in, and kiss him on the lips. Quick. Just hello. He smells like soap. Like he just showered.

"You're home early. You're even in your pajamas."

Daniel looks at me, and there's something odd in his eyes. I don't know what yet.

"I got home early — I even had time to shower. This morning I had an accident. I almost killed myself."

I freeze.

"What?"

"I had an accident. The tire blew out on the highway. The car went sideways, I steered it back as best I could, but I almost lost it. Pulled over on the shoulder with the tire completely wrecked."

"What? What happened?" I set the bag on the counter and move toward him. "Are you okay? Did you get hurt?"

He looks at me and gives me that lopsided smile — the one he uses to make big things smaller.

"I'm fine. Just a scare. The police came, they set up the triangles, the tow truck took the car. They'll fix it tomorrow. It was nothing."

"Nothing?" I fold my arms. "Why didn't you call me?"

"Come on, I didn't want to scare you in the middle of the morning. It's all sorted, and luckily nothing happened. Just a story now."

That actually hits a nerve.

"I don't care. You should have told me. What if something had happened to you? What if it had been serious? What am I supposed to do here with the kids, waiting for you to come back and you don't?"

Daniel gets up from the sofa, steps over, puts his hands on my shoulders. His voice low. Calm.

"Seriously — it was just a bad moment, that's all."

"Are you sure you're okay?" I insist, looking straight at him. "Nothing hurts? You didn't hit your head?"

"No. Nothing. I'm fine. I swear."

I take a deep breath. I believe him. Or I want to.

"Okay. But next time you call me, even if it's just to say you're alive. Understood?"

"Promise."

The kids are already in the kitchen demanding juice and cookies. I pull away from him, but not before giving him another kiss. Longer. More relieved.

"Come on. I'll fix them their snack."

Daniel follows me. He picks up the backpacks from the hallway and puts them away. Opens the fridge and hands me the juice without me asking. Autopilot. Like always.

The kids sit at the table. Daniel serves their snack. Everything normal. Everything routine.

And then Daniel laughs quietly, like something just came back to him.

"You know what the first thing I saw was? Right in the middle of the shock?"

I turn toward him. The kids are busy with their bread.

"What?"

He hands me his phone. The screen shows a Telegram chat. A message from Marcus.

I look at the photo.

His cock fills the screen. Huge. Thick. Hard. Black. Right there. No shame.

And then — only then — the tension eases just enough for a smile to slip out.

"Fuck… that's what pulled you out of the shock?"

Daniel shrugs with that you see look.

"Or pushed me into it."

I look again. Can't help it.

"God… I don't know how I ever took that."

Daniel watches me with that spark in his eyes — the one he gets when he knows he's caught me.

"Well, you did. And he wants to do it again."

I go quiet for a second. My heart is still going fast. Not just from the accident.

I hand the phone back.

"Here, take it. I'm going to finish with the kids' snack."

I turn away, but before leaving the kitchen I glance back one more time.

"You're really sure?"

Daniel nods. Smiles.

"Yeah. I'm good."

I head out to the dining room. The kids are yelling for more juice. I take a breath.


CHAPTER 2

Daniel always says you have to clean the washing machine hose every now and then. Otherwise limescale builds up and things happen. I nod, say sure — and, like always, do nothing.

Until today.

I've got the day off, the kids aren't here, and I've got that dangerous 'I'm going to make this house perfect' energy. The same energy that somehow always ends in disaster.

I pull the washer out a bit, crouch down, and turn the shut-off valve under the sink. I twist it all the way. Or I think I do. Daniel always says not to force it, but I figure it's fine. He exaggerates.

I unscrew the hose.

And the water starts coming out.

"Okay…" I mutter. "Okay, okay."

I twist the valve again. Nothing. The stream keeps going, stronger now. Water hits the floor and starts spreading through the kitchen like it's got a life of its own.

"No way…"

I think of Daniel. He knows where the main valve is. I don't. I've never used it. I grab a bucket. Useless. It fills up fast. I try screwing the hose back on, but it slips. The floor's wet. My hands too.

Nice going, Laura.

My chest tightens. That stupid nervous laugh. What the fuck do I do now?

I dump the bucket into the sink as fast as I can. Water splashes everywhere. I shove the hose back in. The bucket starts filling again. Time is running against me.

"Fuck, Laura…"

I rush out into the hallway, leggings soaked, T-shirt glued to my body. I knock on one door. Nothing. Another. Nothing. Of course. Everyone's at work. Normal. I'm the only idiot with free time.

I stand there for a second, breathing hard, when I hear footsteps coming down the stairs.

I look up.

It's him.

The new neighbor from the building meeting. Young. Tall. Backpack hanging off one shoulder. Looks like he just came from the gym. His eyes sweep over me in a split second, then drop to the puddle I've left behind me.

"Everything okay?"

"No," I say without thinking. "It's a mess."

He doesn't ask anything else. Just walks in and heads straight to the kitchen. Takes in the whole scene — water pouring from the hose, floor flooded, me a total mess.

"Alright," he says. "Relax."

He crouches to grab the hose — and right then the stream shifts and hits him square in the chest.

"Fuck!"

Now we're both soaked.

I look at him a second too long. The wet shirt sticks to him. Chest, arms, everything. Too much.

Okay. This is not helping.

"Sorry," I say, laughing. "I've really dragged you into this."

"A little," he says, laughing too. "Where's the main valve?"

"I don't know," I admit. "My husband knows that."

He nods, stands, takes a calmer look under the sink than I ever managed. Reaches behind it, turns something I hadn't even noticed, and suddenly the water stops.

Silence.

We look at each other.

Both dripping. Floor wrecked. Hose finally still.

"There," he says.

"I owe you my life."

"It's nothing."

He runs a hand over his soaked shirt, like he's not sure what to do. Pulls it slightly away from his body.

I try not to look.

I try.

"You're soaked," I say.

"A bit."

"Change," I hear myself say. "I'll get you one of my husband's T-shirts."

He hesitates. Just one second. Then nods.

"Thanks."

I go to the bedroom and come back with one of Daniel's T-shirts. I hand it to him. He takes his off right there, like it's nothing.

For him.

I do.

Fuck.

His body is strong, worked, natural. Nothing exaggerated. But very much there. I feel heat in my chest, in my stomach… lower.

He pulls on Daniel's T-shirt. It's tight. Short.

"I don't think it's my size," he says, glancing down.

"No," I reply. "It's not."

He smiles.

"I'm Samuel, by the way."

"Laura."

"Nice to meet you."

I grab a towel and walk over.

"Come here. I'll dry you off a bit."

I know why I say it. I just don't stop myself.

I dry his neck, his shoulders. I'm too close. I feel the heat coming off him. Soap and clean sweat. He doesn't move away. Neither do I. My hand takes a second too long to come down.

Just a second.

"I work at a gym," he says, like it's nothing. "PE teacher. Finishing a master's now."

"Yeah?" I say. "You want coffee?"

"Sure," he says, with a wide smile.

I go to the kitchen. Turn the coffee maker on. Try to focus on the sound of the water heating up and not on the fact that there's a soaked, big, very present man sitting in my living room wearing my husband's T-shirt.

I bring him the coffee. He sits on the edge of the table. I lean against the counter across from him. We look at each other a second too long.

"It's good," he says.

"It's the cheap stuff," I reply. "Daniel says they all taste the same."

"He's wrong," he says. "This one's strong."

Strong.

Good word.

I pick up the cups. He stands to help without asking. Ends up right next to me at the sink, too close for someone his size. I realize that if I shift half a step, I'd touch him.

I don't move.

"You always do stuff like this?" he asks, nodding at the still half-flooded kitchen.

"Not usually," I reply. "Today I felt like being useful."

"Dangerous," he smiles.

"Very."

I open a cabinet to grab a cloth and as I stand up, we almost bump into each other. His hand goes straight to the wall so he doesn't touch me.

Or so I think.

"Sorry," he says.

"No problem," I reply.

But that's not true.

We dry the floor together. Him with the big towel, me with the cloth. I notice I'm exaggerating my movements. Bending more than I need to. I see myself from the outside and think: stop. Spoiler: I don't.

"Does your husband work long hours?" he asks, not quite looking at me.

"Normal hours," I reply. "I've got the day off. Otherwise I wouldn't be here making this mess."

"These things happen," he says. "Things get stuck when you don't use them."

He's right, I think. You've got to use everything.

"Where are you from?" I ask. "You haven't been here long."

"Born here," he says. "My parents are from Senegal. Just moved out on my own now that I found work."

I nod.

I think about Daniel watching us right now. I think about the look on his face. I think about how little I would have cared a few months ago. I think about how much I care now.

And yet, I keep going.

"I'll finish cleaning all this up," I say. "By the way… that T-shirt is really tight on you."

He looks down, tugs at it a little.

"Yeah… it's small."

"Not on Daniel," I add. "It fits him fine."

"Then I've got the advantage," he smiles.

I laugh.

I shouldn't.

But I do.

When it's almost completely dry, Samuel leans back against the counter and crosses his arms. The T-shirt rides up a little more.

Too much.

"I'll go change and bring this back," he says. "At least that way I won't be walking around the building half-naked."

"No rush," I reply, too fast. "Really."

Too fast, Laura.

Silence settles back. Not awkward. That's what's dangerous.

"Are you always this… nervous?" he says, half joking.

"No," I reply. "Or yes. Depends on the day."

"Today looks like one of those days."

I shrug.

"My fault for getting into things I shouldn't."

"Next time make sure you cut the water off properly," he says, laughing.

I look at him and think, without any filter: he's hot.

Fuck.

He straightens up.

"Well, I'll leave you to deal with the rest."

"Thanks, really."

"That's what neighbors are for."

At the door he turns back, playful:

"Don't mess with hoses you can't handle again."

"I'll keep that in mind."

He closes the door.

I don't close it right away. I stay there, leaning against it, listening to his footsteps going down the stairs.

The house goes quiet again.

I go to the bathroom and look at myself in the mirror. Flushed face. My lips a little swollen. My hand goes to my neck without thinking.

"What's wrong with you?" I say to myself in a low voice.

I change out of the wet T-shirt into a dry one. I pick a tighter one than usual. There's no one here.

And yet.

I go back to the kitchen. Wipe the counter one more time, for no reason. Look at the hose. A small laugh slips out.

Maybe he wasn't just talking about the washing machine.


CHAPTER 3

Laura had the day off. I hadn't. When I got home, I found her in that state she only slips into every now and then — hair tied back without care, comfortable clothes, the house turned upside down… but moving toward a new kind of order. Different. Cleaner.

That 'I'm going to make the most of the day' version of her.

The kids were at the table finishing dinner. She moved back and forth between the kitchen and the living room, picking things up, putting others away, with a calm but steady energy. She didn't look tired. The opposite — light, clear-headed.

"I did everything today," she said as she sat down. "Did a full clean."

"I can see that," I replied, looking around.

She smiled.

"And I almost messed it up."

I looked up.

"What do you mean, almost?"

"The washing machine," she said, brushing it off. "I decided to take the hose off to clean the limescale. Turned off the valve… or I thought I did. Water started coming out like there was no tomorrow."

I shook my head.

"I told you that valve doesn't close properly."

"Yeah." She shrugged. "Floor soaked, buckets, towels… a full-on mess. I finally got it shut, but still."

No nerves in her voice as she told it. No tension. Just that tone of hers — almost amused — when something gets out of hand but ends well.

"Everything fixed?" I asked.

"Yeah. Nothing serious. Just a story," she said. "Lesson learned — I'm not touching that hose again without knowing where the main valve is."

She smiled. So did I.

We finished dinner. Cleaned up together, barely talking. The kids went to their room. Laura turned off lights. I closed up the kitchen. The house settled into silence, little by little, like always.

And yet, something was different.

I couldn't say what.

It wasn't a rush.

It wasn't urgency.

It was a sense of continuity. Like the day hadn't run out yet.

We went to the living room.

Not because it was time.

But because we both knew we wanted to.

She slipped off her pajama bottoms, leaving only the T-shirt. I opened the laptop and set it on the coffee table. I didn't have to explain anything. I never did.

Laura leaned back against me. Her back resting on my chest. The exact weight of her body. The way she settled in, as if the gesture had been rehearsed for years. Maybe it had.

The screen lit the room in that cold blue light that had always seemed obscenely intimate to me.

The folder was already set up: "Sessions." Clips sorted alphabetically inside. I knew what kind of filth got to her in a particular way — those videos that always ended the same. Creampies. Cum inside. No condom. I mixed those in with clips of us. Short ones. From past encounters. The VLC player set to run them in automatic sequence. It flowed better that way.

I hit play. Let it run.

Laura leaned against me. Legs spread over mine. The vibrator already in her hand. Lowest setting. No need to speak. We just watched.

The first was a short clip. Middle-aged white woman. Husband filming from a corner. A big Black guy had her on all fours. Slow, deep thrusts. No condom. You could see the gleam of her wetness on his dark cock. You could hear the hypnotic sound of each stroke. At the end she falls apart while he comes inside her.

Laura sighed. The vibrator went up a notch.

It jumped to the next one automatically. A clip of ours. Her with Marcus, months back. The moment he drove all the way in. Laura's body trembling with every thrust.

Another interracial amateur — husband filming, working the angles, the way I do. Then another clip of ours: Laura getting pounded hard.

She shifted against me.

I knew the next one was going to hit differently.

"We'll have to think about seeing Marcus again," I murmured.

She laughed softly. Nervous.

"Shh…"

But the vibrator didn't go down.

The sequence kept running.

Laura's breathing changed.

"Fuck, Dani…"

I kissed her neck.

"Look at the way he's pounding you. Fingers digging into your hips the way he's holding you."

Laura moaned. The vibrator went higher. She got there for the first time that night — a quick spasm that shook her. Her eyes closed for a second before opening again to keep watching.

And then the one I hadn't planned.

You could tell the recording was old. Dim light. Home video camera. Small room. A petite woman. Short hair. On a mattress right on the floor. Lying on her back. Legs spread as wide as they'd go. Her belly round, swollen, obvious. A Black guy who looked enormous next to her was fucking her hard. Deep. Husband in his underwear filming from a corner. Camera shaking. You could hear the obscene sound of bodies colliding. The mattress creaking.

Laura went still for a second. Then pushed the vibrator all the way up.

"Look at that position…" she whispered. "She had to be a gymnast."

I couldn't help but smile.

"Or just really into it."

She moaned, mouth open. Like she felt every thrust herself. The husband said nothing. Just filmed. At the end she comes apart — full-body spasms, toes curling. The guy stays buried inside her, unloading slowly, deep, like he wants to make sure nothing is lost.

Laura came right then. Hard. A long moan she tried to hold back and couldn't. The vibrator still buzzing in place. When it passed she went still. Breathing hard. Eyes on the black screen.

I stopped the player. Everything went quiet except our breathing.

I looked at her.

"Looks like those videos got to you."

She laughed softly. Still holding the vibrator.

I leaned over her. Took the vibrator from her hand and dropped it aside. Spread her legs, feeling the heat coming off her like she was burning up from the inside.

I paused. Met her eyes. She held my gaze. No shame. No hesitation.

I drove into her in one thrust. Feeling her tighten around me instantly.

"You open up just like the ones in the videos," I murmured, starting to move.

She moaned. Hands on my back.

"That one let herself get filled… look what they did to her belly."

I fucked her harder. The pace didn't drop. She touched herself at the same time — fingers on her clit, picking up speed with every thrust.

"I bet you'd love to watch me come with someone else while he finishes inside me."

I laughed low. Turned on.

"Fuck, yeah. Watch him fill you up. You go back to someone and he's not going to want to use a condom."

She panted. Eyes bright.

"And you filming. Like those husbands… watching them fill me up."

That word hit. I fucked her faster. Feeling her tighten around me.

"I'm going to talk to Marcus so he can open you up again with that cock of his. The one you thought wouldn't fit and you ended up coming like a bitch."

As I said it, something shifted inside her.

She got there again. Third time that night. Convulsing under me. Her pussy tightening around my cock.

"Dani… yes…"

I couldn't hold back. I let go inside her. Imagining for a second we were one of those videos. She wrapped her arms around me. Breathing hard. And we stayed there. Tangled. The living room silent.

It was just filth. Our game. Nothing more. At least, that's how it felt then.


CHAPTER 4

"I'm telling you right now," Martina says, pulling her shirt off without a second thought, "if this tee shows nipples, I'm all in. Total commitment to the company."

"You're such a dirty bitch," Clara fires back from the mirror, fixing her hair. "And dramatic as hell."

"I'm not exaggerating," Martina insists. "Look."

She cups her breasts, lifting them slightly, proud.

"This is all natural. No bra. Gravity hasn't won yet."

I laugh as I drop my bag onto the bench. The changing room is more crowded than usual. One of those random days when the company decides we're a "team" and lines us up for a corporate photo, like we don't already see each other every day.

"You're seriously not wearing a bra?" I ask.

"Of course not. It's a white T-shirt. You've got to take risks in life."

"Don't complain later," Clara says. "I am. And it's holding everything exactly where it should be. I paid good money for that."

Martina looks her up and down, unimpressed.

"Yeah, yeah. Very firm. Very round. But then guys say they prefer the ones that drop a little. The real ones."

"That's what the guys who don't get to touch them say," Clara shoots back, pleased with herself.

I slip my blouse off slowly. No rush. I'm left in my camisole and glance at myself in the mirror for a second.

Not to look for flaws.

I don't do that as much anymore.

They're not what they were at twenty, obviously. It would be ridiculous to expect that. But they're still there. They still respond. And, most importantly, I still like them.

"What about you, Laura?" Martina asks. "Bra or no bra?"

"Yes," I say. "But a nice one. We're not going full nun here."

"That's personal growth," Clara laughs.

We pull on the company T-shirts. White, thin cotton, the logo subtle and right where it should be. I smooth the fabric over my chest and feel how it outlines just enough. Nothing exaggerated. Nothing vulgar.

But visible.

I look again. I like what I see.

"Hey," Martina says, "that looks really good on you."

She doesn't even try to hide that she's staring at my chest.

"Gravity's still being pretty generous with you."

"Thanks… I think."

"Believe it," Clara adds. "And those jeans help."

I glance down. Yeah. I picked them on purpose. Not the tightest ones, but the ones that lift my ass just enough to make it noticeable. Before, I would've grabbed any pair without thinking.

Before, I didn't care.

Now I do.

We leave the changing room and head toward the photo area. Noise, laughter, people adjusting themselves. Someone complaining about the lighting. Someone else about the heat. A couple of coworkers glance our way as we pass. Not obvious. Just enough.

I notice.

I adjust the shirt, stretch a little. Not too much. But I'm not hiding either. And I realize I like being looked at. Not as something dangerous. As something natural.

"Who ended up picking up the T-shirts?" Martina asks as we walk.

"I was going to," Clara says, "but Laura bailed."

"I didn't bail," I protest. "Something came up."

Martina raises an eyebrow.

"Uh-huh. Something."

I don't say anything. No need.

The memory comes back on its own.

The mall. The print shop. The travel agency right next to it. Luca.

Not his exact face. Not his whole body. Just the certainty of having seen him there. Of knowing where he works. Of remembering how I felt that time. How my body reacted before I even had time to think.

"By the way," Clara says, "there's this insane new gourmet place in that mall. Cheeses, wines… it's ridiculous."

I nod.

And I think, without meaning to, that the bathrooms there are nice too. I barely saw them that time. I was blindfolded and the feeling of being pushed up against something cold while my body burned.

I shake my head—but not completely. The thought lingers a second longer than it should. Like a tingle.

"Laura," Martina says, "you're miles away."

"Nothing. I'm here."

They line us up for the group shot. Closer than necessary. The photographer asks for natural smiles.

"Natural how?" someone mutters. "Like it's Monday?"

Flash.

I adjust my posture, roll my shoulders back slightly. The T-shirt brushes against my chest. I like how it looks. I like how it feels.

Then the department photos. Laughter. A few comments slightly out of place. Martina exaggerating poses. Clara going full serious executive.

I feel light. Comfortable. Confident.

In the reflection of the glass, I recognize myself. Not just see myself. I like myself.

Every day I put in a little more effort. Every day I hide a little less. And that's fine.

When it's over, I head back to my desk. I change out of the white T-shirt and back into my blouse. Turn on the computer. Everything slips back into place.

I check my phone.

Daniel: How's the photo shoot going?

I smile.

Me: We survived. Martina went braless for the good of the company.

The reply comes fast.

Daniel: Always so committed.

I leave the phone face up and start going through emails. Work. Normal. Routine.

A minute later, it vibrates again.

Daniel: I talked to Marcus.

I go still for a second.

No jolt.

No alarm.

No nerves.

Curiosity. And lower, a slow heat.

Me: Oh yeah?

The reply takes a little longer.

Daniel: Yeah. I'll tell you later. Properly.

Later.

I lean back in my chair and look at the ceiling for a moment. Marcus comes back easily. His deep voice. The way he looked at me like he knew exactly what to do with me. How my body answered that time, right there in front of Daniel, no fear, no shame.

I had a good time.

A really good time.

Daniel was the one who hesitated.

Not me.

And now he's the one bringing it up again.

Why not?

Not because anything's missing.

Not because I'm looking for something.

Just because I want it.

Before gravity really does win. Before I start overthinking again. Before I go back to hiding.

And then Samuel flashes in my mind. The neighbor. Soaked. Daniel's T-shirt clinging to his chest. How little it took to get me worked up. Why didn't I tell Dani? I've never hidden anything from him. Or that's what I thought.

I pick up my phone again.

Me: Okay. We'll talk later.

I set it face down.

Back to work. A call. Emails. Everything normal. Everything in place.

But deep down, I already know one thing.

I'm not going to say no.


CHAPTER 5

The morning at the dealership moved like almost any other. Nothing stood out—and still, something had been sitting wrong with me since the start. The coffee tasted fine. Flat. Neither good nor bad. From my desk, the usual workshop noise carried through: dull hits against metal, the short hiss of a pneumatic gun, an engine turning over and cutting out somewhere in the back. Out front, measured voices, forced laughs, the constant jingle of keys changing hands. Everything worked. Everything in place.

Me too. In theory.

I was going over a report when my phone buzzed on the desk. I glanced at it, unhurried, hoping it was anything else: a supplier, some pointless group chat, a useless reminder.

It wasn't.

Telegram.

Marcus.

I didn't open it right away. I left it face up, like I could buy myself a few seconds before dealing with whatever he wanted. Marcus wasn't a friend. Not a stranger either. Something that didn't sit right. The kind that sticks after one meeting—too clearly to file it away as nothing.

I opened the chat.

Did you show your wife the photo? Would she be up for meeting again?

The photo.

That huge black cock filling the frame. No angle, no filter. Just there.

Laura had seen it.

Just like that.

I showed it to her the same way you show any random notification—after the accident, when our heads were somewhere else. She looked at it for a second. Didn't pull back. Didn't comment. Nothing.

At the time, it meant nothing.

Later, it started to.

Later, with the videos playing, with my body already there and my head drifting, I brought Marcus up like a joke. Like one more push.

And she didn't say no.

Not then. Not like that.

I typed slowly.

I'll talk to her. We've been tight on time lately.

A safe answer. Polite. The kind that doesn't close the door—but doesn't open it either. Our life was a tight routine of schedules, kids, rushed dinners, weekends that blurred together. That part was true.

Just not all of it.

The rest had to do with the first time. With watching something I couldn't fully control. With how Marcus moved—calm, assured, never forcing it. With how Laura responded to that.

The reply came fast.

I know. I also know I didn't leave your wife indifferent. It showed. A lot.

I swallowed.

Don't get me wrong, he added. I'm not talking for the sake of it. I've seen plenty of women in this. Your wife… your wife was into me. Not just turned on. Comfortable. Confident. You can't fake that.

I leaned forward, forearms on the desk. The workshop noise kept going, steady, indifferent. Heat crept up my neck, like my shirt suddenly didn't fit right.

So what exactly are you proposing?

Not because I didn't already know.

Because I wanted to see it written.

Look. Some friends and I get together now and then with couples who are into this. Nothing crazy. House outside the city, garden, pool when it's warm. Drinks, music, talking. Then things go where they go. Husbands watch, join in if they want. The women decide. No pressure. Laura would fit. You too—even if you don't see it yet.

I read it twice.

Then again.

No talk of orgies. No big words. He framed it like something almost casual.

But it was clear enough underneath.

Several black men. Several women. Husbands there—thinking they had a grip on it.

Until they didn't.

I don't think that's us, I wrote back. We're looking for something more intimate.

That's exactly why I'm telling you, he replied. It's not a circus. Same vibe as when it was just you, Laura, and me… just with more people around. Nobody pushes anything.

A pause.

And your wife… you could tell she likes feeling wanted like that. Not just by one guy.

I didn't answer right away.

Besides, he added, it's not a "date." No expectations. If you don't like it, you leave. If you do… well. It usually doesn't stop at once.

I closed my eyes for a second. Caught myself nodding, like he could see me. That familiar pull tightened in my stomach—half resistance, half something else I couldn't ignore anymore.

No, Marcus. Not for us.

A few seconds.

Alright. I respect that. Just thought you should know. You two fit. If you change your mind, let me know. The couple running it is on Playswingers too.

No goodbye.

Didn't need one.

I closed the chat, turned the phone face down. Stared at the computer screen without seeing it.

Too much. Too exposed. Laura wouldn't want that. Neither would I.

That's what I told myself.

The rest of the morning went on autopilot. Emails. A client. A couple of signatures. But my head wasn't there. Numbers stopped being numbers.

Laura walking barefoot through a garden at night. Soft light on the surface of a pool. Marcus stepping in first, unhurried. Touching her like he already knew her body. Then another man. Then another. Different bodies. Different hands. Laura moving between them—open, steady, breathing deeper.

And me watching from a couch, drink in hand. That knot in my stomach tightening—and still getting me hard.

No.

Not for us.

What we had worked because it stayed controlled. I could see everything. Read every reaction. Feel the pull without losing it.

What if not?

The question slipped in without asking.

What if Laura wanted more?

What if I did too—even if I didn't want to admit it?

We could leave whenever we wanted. Nobody forcing anything. Just one night. Just watching.

Or not just watching.

The pull mixed with something like fear. A dull pulse low in my groin. I shifted in the chair.

No.

Why not?

I grabbed my phone.

I talked to Marcus.

She took a few minutes.

Oh yeah?

I'll tell you tonight. Properly.

I put the phone away with the sense I'd just moved a piece without knowing the board.

***

That night, after dinner, we sat on the couch. The kids asleep. The house quiet. A show playing neither of us was really watching.

Laura curled into me, legs over mine. Warm. Familiar. Comforting.

"What was it you wanted to tell me?" she asked after a while.

I looked at her. Not tense. Not detached. Curious.

"Marcus made us an offer."

I showed her the chat. She read it slowly. When she finished, she looked at me.

"A party?"

"Something like that."

She glanced at the screen again, like she was checking she hadn't missed something. Then set the phone down.

"When you say 'something like that'… what are we really talking about?"

I took a second. Not hesitation. Measuring.

"Couples meeting up with a few black guys," I said. "They fuck. The women decide. Husbands watch. Or join in."

She held my gaze. No smile.

"Jesus…" she muttered. "Straight to it."

"It's Marcus," I said. "He doesn't do subtle."

She went quiet. Not overthinking—more weighing it. The way she does when something unsettles her… and pulls at her at the same time.

"And you?" she asked finally. "Where do you stand in that?"

"Where I always do," I said. "With you. Watching. Deciding how far we go."

A beat.

"Or not deciding anything."

That got a raised eyebrow.

"You always say that part very calmly," she said. "Then things… happen."

I smiled faintly.

"Yeah. They do."

She shifted closer, head against my chest. Still awake. Alert.

"I don't know…" she said. "It's not that it scares me. But it's not the same as meeting someone alone either. This is… different."

"You always worry about me," I said. "You know I like watching you enjoy it. And this—at least—it's closer to us than some random club."

She smiled. That small, tilted smile. The one that shows up right before she crosses a line she knows is there.

"I feel the same," she said. "It gives me a rush… and it makes me curious."

Her fingers traced my chest, slow. Aimless—or not.

"And when I get curious… you know how that ends."

I nodded.

"I do."

Silence for a few seconds.

Then softer:

"I want you to be okay. I don't want us doing this and you ending up messed up after."

I kissed her forehead.

"If we're not okay, we don't do it. Simple."

"That's what you say now."

"And I mean it."

She breathed in deep. Not nerves. Heat.

"I don't want this to change us without us noticing," she said. "I'm not saying yes… but I'm not saying no either."

"I didn't ask you to."

"I know," she smiled. "But I know you're thinking about it."

She stretched out a little more over me.

We stayed quiet. The show kept playing. Ignored.

Her head on my chest. My arm around her waist.

We hadn't decided anything.

But neither of us was saying no.

And that, deep down, was already the first step.


CHAPTER 6

The GPS had gone quiet. Not off. Quiet.

We'd left the main road a few minutes back and now we were rolling along a narrow dirt track, headlights catching more dust than anything else. Low trees on both sides. Scrub, uneven, messy. Nothing familiar. Nothing you could use to place yourself.

"You sure this is it?" Laura asked, eyes on her phone.

"Yeah," I said. "GPS does this sometimes. It'll catch up."

She let out a short laugh.

"You always say that."

I didn't answer. I still thought I could figure it out. Or maybe I needed to think that. Either way, a few minutes later the signal dropped completely. The car icon froze in place, like we'd driven off the edge of the map.

I eased off the gas.

"Shit…" I muttered. "There's not even room to turn around here."

The road tightened ahead. If we pushed on too far, we'd be stuck backing out like idiots.

"I can ask," she said.

"Ask who?"

"Someone," she shrugged. "Whoever."

I shook my head.

"Leave it. I've got it."

I pulled over and stepped out. The air smelled like damp earth. Nothing else. No lights. No noise. No houses. Just silence.

Too much of it.

"Stay in," I said when I saw her opening her door. "In those heels you're going to sink right in."

"Okay, boss," she laughed, closing it again.

I walked a few steps away, phone in hand, lifting it like that ever worked. Nothing. Not a single bar. I came back with that low, uneasy knot sitting in my stomach.

"This road's a joke," I said.

"Relax," she said. "Why don't you call Marcus?"

I didn't answer. I looked down at the phone again.

Right then, the signal flickered back. One bar. Then two. The map snapped into place.

"There," I said. "Five hundred meters. Left turn… and we're two minutes out."

"See?" she smiled. "Born navigator."

I started the car again.

As we drove, it hit me how fast this had happened. How we'd gone from routine—steady, predictable—to this. Driving at night, out in the middle of nowhere, trusting a dot on a screen. No long conversation. No solemn decision. Just… here.

I glanced at Laura.

Short black dress. Too short for a road like that. Legs crossed. Stockings smooth, perfect. A hint of garter when the fabric shifted. She didn't look tense. Didn't look out of place.

If anything, the opposite.

I took the left.

Everything changed. Fences. Large plots. Houses set apart. A few lights on. Cars scattered around.

Not open countryside. Not quite a neighborhood either.

"There," Laura said, pointing. "That one."

She spotted it before I did.

I slowed. The house sat behind a metal gate, wide driveway. Exterior lights on. Not overdone. Not exactly subtle either.

I parked in front.

Killed the engine.

For a second, neither of us moved.

We had arrived.

We stepped out, and the first thing I noticed was the temperature. Mild. Better than expected. Not cold, not warm. That exact middle where you forget about your jacket the second you step out.

Laura adjusted her dress without thinking and headed for the small gate. I followed a couple of steps behind. The entrance was well lit. High fence, clean lines. A pedestrian gate and a larger one for cars.

She rang the bell.

Music drifted from inside. Not loud. Something steady. Voices too. Laughter here and there. Then the smell hit—grill. Meat on fire. No mistaking that.

The gate opened.

A couple stepped out.

He was pushing sixty. White shirt, sleeves rolled, untucked. Dark jeans. Clean-shaven. Easy smile. Relaxed.

She was brunette, slim. Short silver dress catching the light. Striking without trying too hard. A bit more makeup than usual, maybe—but it fit. This wasn't just dinner.

"Hi," she said, smiling. "You must be Laura and Daniel."

We nodded.

"Yeah," I said. "Nice to meet you."

"We're 2complicex," Laura added.

"I'm Tony," he said. "This is Janet."

We did the usual—two kisses with her, a quick hug with him. Close, but measured.

"Easy to spot you," Tony said. "You're the only new couple tonight."

He said it like a simple fact.

"If you want, pull the car in," he added. "I'll open up."

He hit a button and the main gate slid open. Laura had already gone in with Janet, already talking. I got back in and drove in slow.

Inside, the space opened up. Grass, neatly kept around the house. Warm lighting placed with care. Further back, a glass structure I couldn't quite place. Indoor pool, maybe. Or a greenhouse.

Didn't matter. Not the moment for it.

I parked where he pointed and shut the engine off.

There it was—that flicker of nerves—right before I stepped out.

Not fear. Expectation. That sense you get when you know something's about to shift—you just don't know how yet.

"Great place," I said to Tony as I got out. "We almost got lost, though."

He laughed.

"You came in from the back side," he said. "There's an easier entrance, just further out. It's a bit isolated here—but that's the point."

I nodded. It made sense.

Janet and Laura were waiting ahead. Laura looked comfortable. Like it was nothing.

The four of us walked around the house, talking about nothing. Traffic. Weather. How easy it was to get turned around out here.

Then we reached the back.

And something in the room shifted.

Wide porch. Music a little louder. Soft lighting. Three couples talking, drinks in hand. Laughter. Open body language. Too comfortable.

Nothing loud.

Nothing out of place.

Tony stepped forward.

"Guys, this is Laura and Daniel. First time here."

Introductions moved quickly.

Carlos and Marta. Redhead. Tight black dress. He was shorter, neat beard.

Luis and Elena. Blonde, deeply tanned, short red dress. He was calm. Always smiling.

Javier and Sonia. Quieter. She wore a dark blue dress, elegant. He kept it simple—shirt, slacks.

Same range, all of them. They all looked… normal. Well put together. No excess. No rush.

Kisses. Handshakes. Small talk. Where we're from. How the drive was.

And that's when it hit me.

There was nothing strange about it.

Not on the surface.

And still—we hadn't come here just for dinner.

Music in the background. Grill smoke mixing with fresh-cut grass. Laura stepped in closer, her arm brushing mine.

I nodded. Smiled. Listened.

Trying to figure out at what point it would stop feeling like a normal gathering.


CHAPTER 7

We sit around a low table under the porch. Music hums in the background—just enough to keep silence from settling. A drink appears in my hand before I even ask. I take it without thinking. Daniel does the same. Quick toasts. Easy smiles. That familiar vibe of people who've known each other forever… even if we haven't.

"Relax," Tony says. "Most of us have known each other for years."

"And when someone new shows up, yeah, it sparks curiosity," Janet adds. "But don't worry—we're all here because we're into the same things." She watches us with a wide, playful smile. "It's normal."

I nod and take a sip. I feel the eyes on me. Not obvious. Lingering. The kind that stay a second too long. They don't make me uncomfortable. They make me aware. Of my body. Of how the dress fits. Of the way I'm sitting, legs crossed, the hem riding a little higher than it should. The fabric against my skin sends a tingle through me—uneasy… and welcome.

"We saw your profile," Marta says. "Tony told us you were coming."

"Yeah, you're 2complicex, right?" Elena adds. "Nice photos."

"And solid verifications," Carlos says. "That always helps."

Daniel smiles, a little tight.

"We're pretty new to this," he says. "Just getting started."

"It shows," Javier says, no edge in it. "In a good way."

I notice the men are talking to Daniel, but they're looking at me. Not like I'm the center of attention… more like I'm the interesting part. The one they're trying to read. Tony watches me calmly, confident. Javier's gaze is different—more measured, more assessing. The others fade a little.

"You'll have to give us your usernames," Daniel says. "So we can find you online."

"We'll just add you," Sonia says. "Easier that way."

I nod again. It's strange how normal it all sounds. Like talking about social media, just… with something else underneath. I shift my legs and feel the dress slide higher. I don't fix it. I let it stay. Cool air brushes my thighs, and the sensation runs straight down to my clit. I take another sip.

Laughter. A few light double entendres. Nothing explicit. Not yet.

I wonder—without overthinking it—if tonight is just couples. Or if others will show up. I don't ask. Not the moment.

As if he heard it anyway, Tony says:

"The other guests will be here a little later. We like to start like this—just couples."

No one reacts. Neither do I. I nod like it makes perfect sense.

I glance at Daniel. He's smiling, talking to Carlos. There's tension in his shoulders, just a hint. But he's present. Watching. He'll find his footing. He always does.

Me, though… I feel surprisingly good.

A little nervous, sure. I'm exposed. Everyone here knows why I came. What I do. What I share with my husband. And still… I'm not hiding.

Janet stands and claps softly.

"Come on," she says. "While they handle the grill, let's go get ourselves ready."

She takes my arm like she's done it a hundred times. Marta and Elena get up. Sonia joins us with a smile.

I look at Daniel for a second.

"I'll be right back."

"Sure," he says. "Take your time."

We head inside together. Behind us: men's voices, bottles clinking, the low crackle of the grill coming alive.

I'm not walking into a new place.

I'm stepping into a different version of myself.

The living room is wide, low couches, warm light, soft music Janet puts on from her phone. I sit, and before I realize it, there's already a second glass in my hand.

Champagne.

I'm drinking faster than usual. Nerves. Janet notices without saying anything, opens the ice bucket, refills me.

"Relax," she says. "No one's counting here."

"No need to," Marta laughs.

"Tell that to my husband," she adds. "He gets all proper about it."

"Mine gets proper first," Elena says. "Then he gets over it."

Sonia crosses her legs, lifts her glass.

"To the new girl," she says. "And to many nights like this."

We clink.

"So you're Laura," Marta says, looking at me openly. "The famous one."

"Famous?" I laugh.

"Marcus doesn't invite just anyone," Elena says. "And your verifications speak for themselves."

I don't hide. What's the point?

"We've all been there," Janet says. "First time—you get watched a little more."

They're watching me. I feel it. It's not uncomfortable. It's deliberate.

"I shaved everything today," Marta says. "Everything. So they can eat me properly."

She lifts her dress just enough. Smooth skin. No hesitation.

"I got this," Elena says, tugging her panties down slightly. "Last week."

A small, bright piercing on her clit.

"Did it hurt?" I ask before I can stop myself.

"A little," she smiles. "Then it's gone. Worth it."

"Very," Sonia adds. "I had one. Took it out. Made my husband too nervous."

"Yeah," Marta says. "Some guys get more off watching than fucking."

"And others," Elena adds, "like sucking cock more than we do."

Laughter.

"I wish my husband had Marcus's cock," Marta says. "Though… if he did, he'd be out there fucking everyone. Men too."

"Better this way," Sonia shrugs. "Everyone gets what they want."

I listen. Drink. Nod. It's surreal how natural it all feels. They talk about sex like it's nothing. Like weather. It almost throws me… until I realize they're all playing the same game. And so am I.

Janet stands, walks to a cabinet, comes back with a small bag.

"Before we get too carried away…" she says. "This."

She pulls out decals. Ace of spades with a Q inside.

"I don't need one," Marta laughs.

She lifts her dress again—real tattoo, right on her pubis.

"Slut," Janet says. "And proud of it."

"Always."

They start sticking them on each other, laughing. Janet looks at me.

"You know the ace," she says. "The Q?"

"Not really."

"Queen," she says. "Queen of Spades. The one who picks the big black cock when she wants it."

I go quiet for a second. Take a sip.

"Want one?"

I smile.

"Why not."

She kneels, lifts my dress, presses the decal carefully onto one of my ass cheeks. When she's done, she leans in, kisses me—slow, playful. Before pulling back, she gives me a soft, teasing bite.

"Welcome," she whispers.

I laugh, caught off guard… something shifting inside me. Janet holds my gaze a beat longer than necessary. Not accidental.

"Look at you," Marta says. "Already marked."

I catch my reflection in the glass. The black symbol against my pale skin. I feel heat. Anticipation. And, for the first time since I arrived, I stop wondering if I should be here.


CHAPTER 8

We stood around the grill like it was any other dinner. Tony and Carlos handled the meat. I held a glass of champagne I barely touched—more to keep my hands busy than because I wanted it. The smell of the grill mixed with the music drifting in from the porch, softer now.

We talked about the obvious without quite saying it.

"In the end, this always comes back to the same thing," Carlos said, flipping the meat. "Otherwise we wouldn't be here."

Tony nodded, calm, like he'd been saying that for years.

"Sure. Everyone comes for their own reasons. And as long as everyone's comfortable…"

He didn't finish. He didn't need to.

Someone made a comment about how nice the night was, about the weather, about how hard it is to coordinate schedules when kids are involved. Completely normal. And still, something else ran underneath it all.

"Your wife looks incredible," Carlos said suddenly, looking straight at me. "And I mean that with respect."

I tensed slightly. Smiled. I wasn't sure what the right answer was.

"Thanks," I said. "I guess."

"If she's into it," he added with a shrug, "and you're okay with it, I wouldn't have any problem fucking her."

He said it just like that. No emphasis. No edge.

Tony let out a short laugh.

"I don't think Laura came here thinking about Carlos," he said. "More like the other way around."

They shared a look, like it was obvious.

I nodded, even though I wasn't sure of anything. Not that.

I felt out of place and inside it at the same time. Like I'd been let into a room I didn't quite know how to move in yet. I wasn't used to talking about Laura like that with other men. Not this directly. Not listening to them place her somewhere I didn't control anymore.

This was a cuckold club. They were feeling me out to see if I fit.

The idea made me smile… and tighten at the same time.

"Hey," I said after a moment, "is everyone here on PlaySwingers?"

Carlos shook his head, prodding the meat.

"No. Marcus and Robert are. The others aren't."

"How many others?"

Tony looked up.

"Five or six, at least. Marcus said they're all guys he knows. Solid."

Five or six.

I swallowed.

"And they're friends of yours, or…?"

"They're from the base," Tony said, like it was nothing.

"The base?"

"Yeah. Marcus is a sergeant major there. Didn't you know?"

I shook my head slowly.

"No."

"Well, there you go. They're stationed here. They're into this. Same as us."

He said it flat. No pride. No apology.

I nodded again, taking it in. It wasn't just that they were men who were going to fuck my wife. It was that they came together. That they shared more than a night. That they moved as a group.

I found myself looking toward the house without meaning to. I didn't know where Laura was. Or what she was doing. Just that she wasn't with me. And for the first time since we arrived, that wasn't a detail.

Tony gave my shoulder a light pat.

"Relax," he said. "It flows better that way."

I smiled. Or something like it.

And took a sip I wasn't sure I wanted.

We'd been talking for a while before I realized I'd stopped checking the time. Between the grill, the drinks, the conversation, everything had slowed down. Thickened. Tony and Carlos stayed focused on the meat. I mostly listened. Nodded when it made sense. Smiled when it was expected.

Without noticing, they were giving me a crash course in swinging, partner swapping, cuckold dynamics. The kind you don't forget.

Then the women came back.

Janet led them, drink in hand, that quiet confidence pulling the rest behind her. Marta. Elena. Sonia. And Laura.

They were laughing. Talking over each other. Looser.

"Is dinner ready?" Janet asked, leaning near the grill.

"Yeah," Tony said. "Right now."

Laura found me, gave me a quick wink. I smiled back automatically. She looked relaxed, still holding her glass. I figured she'd be tipsy soon at that pace. Nerves, probably.

But she looked great. She laughed with the others, leaned in close, like they'd known each other for years.

When Tony started bringing out plates, we all helped—glasses, beers, bottles of champagne. It felt like a dinner with friends.

If you ignored everything else.

Laura sat next to me.

"All good?" she asked.

"Yeah. You?"

"I'm great," she said, no hesitation.

Then she stood up.

"Look."

She lifted her skirt without a hint of hesitation and showed me her ass—black symbol clear against her skin.

I froze between surprise and a laugh.

"Jesus, Laura, what an ass," Carlos said from across the table, and before anyone could react, he reached out and touched it.

"Carlos!" his wife snapped, elbowing him. "Don't touch without asking."

Carlos laughed.

"Couldn't help it."

"It's fine," Laura said, laughing too, sitting back down like nothing happened.

I was still catching up when Luis added from the other side:

"Laura, you look even better in person than in the photos."

She smiled. Took it in.

"And the videos," Tony said. "I love your videos."

I felt it—everything was starting to push a little too far. Too easy. Too open.

Carlos's wife looked at me and smiled.

"Relax, Daniel," she said. "If you want, later I'll let you touch my ass. Whatever you need to even it out."

Laura laughed. I didn't know what to say. I smiled, a bit stiff, trying to look more at ease than I felt.

Dinner kept moving. Conversations kept rising, almost without anyone noticing. Or maybe everyone noticed and didn't need to say it.

I nodded. Smiled. Spoke when I had to.

On the outside, I probably looked fine. Inside, my pulse was fast. Trying not to lose footing.

Laura, on the other hand, fit right in. Laughing with the women. Drinking. Leaning in, whispering things. One of them.

Or worse—like she'd always been one of them.

Fuck.

I crossed my arms for a moment, uncomfortable with myself. I wasn't used to this. To hearing people talk about my wife like that. In front of me. I felt embarrassed.

And at the same time, there was something steadying in it. They were like me. They watched too. They sat there while other men pounded their wives.

At least I'm not the only one.

"I talked to Robert yesterday," Sonia said casually. "He said he's in the mood tonight."

"You already fuck Robert enough," Elena shot back. "Leave him for us."

They laughed. I swallowed and took a longer drink, like it could settle something in my stomach.

Janet stood up and slid into the space between Carlos and Laura.

"Make room," she said. "You're going to corrupt the new girl."

She sat next to Laura, leaned in, whispered something. I saw Laura's eyes widen slightly. Then she smiled. A short, surprised laugh.

I tried to catch it, but the noise swallowed it. I was left with it hanging.

Of course. They talk, share things. I'm always one step behind.

Luis looked at both of us.

"Hey, on your PlaySwingers profile—you're only looking for guys, right? You don't meet couples?"

Laura answered without thinking. Confident. Immediate.

"We tried once, but it didn't feel right. With guys it's simpler. You meet, you do what you came for, and that's it. With couples there's drinks, everyone agreeing on everything… we don't have that kind of time."

"Well," Janet added, "now that you know us, maybe one day you'll feel like swapping."

"I'd like that," Laura said.

The ease of it left me speechless. Carlos looked at me, measuring.

"I get the feeling Daniel's more into the straight cuckold thing."

I felt every eye on me for a second.

"No… no," I said, stepping out of the silence. "Watching's fine."

We laughed. I laughed too. Not entirely sure why.

Tony came back with two bowls. One black. One green. Set them on the table.

"For later. Condoms."

Janet leaned toward Laura again, whispering. Laura laughed again.

"What did she say?" I asked, catching a quieter moment.

"The XXL condoms go in the black bowl," she said. "Regular ones in the green."

I looked at her. Let it settle.

"Right."

I paused.

"And before?" I asked. "What did she say before?"

Laura leaned in this time, close to my ear.

"That one of the guys coming—Robert—is the one who usually fucks Sonia. And that he does it without a condom."

"Right," I said again, feeling small in my chair.

I didn't know what to think. Or say. Just nodded like it fit somewhere.

Then the doorbell rang.

And everything else at the table dropped out of my head.


CHAPTER 9

The doorbell rang, and for a second, no one moved. Like the sound had landed in the middle of the room and we were all hearing it from the inside.

Tony stood up, unhurried.

"I'll get it."

It took me a beat to react. My body tensed before I could stop it. Here we go, I thought. I stood and shifted half a step back, making space.

They came in together—five of them—with Marcus leading. No noise. No rush. Like they belonged there. Marcus saw me right away, smiled, and shook my hand. Firm. Direct. Normal. Too normal.

"Daniel."

"Marcus."

Then he turned to Laura. Two kisses. His hand settled at her waist as he leaned in. Brief. Confident. She didn't stiffen. Didn't pull away. She took it with an easy smile, like it was just part of the greeting.

"This is Laura," Marcus said. "And Daniel."

He introduced them one by one.

Robert first. Two kisses. He lingered a second too long. Looked her up and down without hiding it. Laura held his gaze. Smiled.

John came next. Same greeting. His hands hovered near her waist for a moment, not quite touching.

Thomas repeated it, slow smile, measuring her.

Oliver closed it out, leaning in slightly, like he'd already made up his mind.

I watched from half a step back. I saw how they looked at her. Not curiosity. Hunger. Clear, direct. They greeted the other women quickly, almost in passing. Not Laura. Laura was new.

When I looked at Robert, I held it a second too long. He had blue eyes. Really blue. Fuck, I thought. On top of everything, he looked like a movie star.

I felt small. Not because of them. Because of me.

I drifted closer to the other husbands without thinking. A stupid anchor. Still, I needed it.

The others greeted them like old friends. Short jokes. Half comments I didn't quite catch. They already knew each other. Laura and I were the only ones actually new.

"Let's go inside," Tony said.

No hesitation. We moved together into the living room. Big space. Huge TV. Wide couches. A low, round sofa that looked more like a bed than anything else. The thought crossed my mind. I dropped it.

Warm light. Music up a notch. Tony hit something and soft colored lights came on. Subtle. Home-disco vibe. Janet raised her glass.

"Let the party start."

Laughter. Drinks moving around without order. Champagne. Ice. Bottles appearing out of nowhere. The shift happened without breaking anything. Like someone turned a hidden dial.

I sat on one of the couches, shifting, not finding a place that felt right. Laura moved through them easily. Laughing. Listening. Answering. Not checking for me every few seconds. That threw me more than anything.

Marcus talked with Tony. Robert leaned against a couch, scanning the room like he was timing something. Laura passed by him. They said something I didn't catch. She laughed.

I took another drink I didn't need. Heat climbed up my neck. That mix again—embarrassment and arousal, not fitting anywhere. On the outside, I stayed calm. Inside, I was late to everything.

No one said anything had started. Still, it had.

I stayed still, watching Laura move through it like she'd always belonged there.

Music up again. Or maybe I just noticed it now. The room shifted. No more fixed groups. Everyone finding their place without saying a word.

Laura stood with Marta and Elena, drink in hand, laughing. They started moving—no choreography, just letting go little by little. Around them, some of the guys moved too. Easy. Controlled. No need to prove anything.

Marcus and Robert closed in on her almost at the same time. They didn't invade her space. They stepped into it. She turned her head to listen. Laughed. Open. I couldn't hear anything from where I was. Just saw their mouths too close to her ear.

I thought about getting up. Going over. I don't think so.

Tony dropped onto the couch next to me, watching it all with a relaxed smile.

"All good," he said, not really looking at me.

"Yeah," I said. "All good."

On the other couch, one of the husbands was practically lying down, watching everything with a blank face. He'll fall asleep before anything even starts, I thought. The idea made me smile for a second.

In the middle of the room, one of the guys started dancing. Nothing over the top. A couple of women cheered him on. Laughing. Clapping. Someone whistled. They started unbuttoning his shirt. Slow. One button at a time. He raised his arms. Let it happen. Shirt hit the floor. One hand slid across his chest. Another moved behind him, pressing in. Hands went lower without hesitation. He dipped his head, kissed the woman in front of him along the neck.

I looked back at Laura. Closer to Marcus now. Robert on the other side, watching her. She took a drink, and I saw her nipples press against the fabric when one of them leaned in close to her ear.

My stomach flipped. All of it hitting at once.

Janet moved into the center, dancing. Two of them closed in, one on each side. Close enough to brush against her. Let her body adjust. She laughed. Arms up. Let them guide her. In a turn, a hand slid down her back. Another followed. Fabric started to disappear. Slowly. Between laughter and music.

Tony kept smiling.

"Everyone steps in when they want," he said. "Or when they can."

I nodded, not sure what I was agreeing to.

The room wasn't for talking anymore. Bodies were starting to decide. Some already in. Others finding their place. I was still on the couch, trying not to fall behind… or jump too fast.

Laura turned for a second and found me. She smiled. Not permission. Not a warning. Just certainty. Like she already knew what came next. She turned back to Marcus and Robert. A hand rested on her waist. She didn't move away.

Marta appeared in front of me without warning. Grabbed my hand. Pulled me up.

"Come on," she said. "Don't freeze there."

"No, I'm good," I said automatically. "Really."

She didn't let go. Pulled harder.

"Don't be boring. Come on."

Carlos was nearby, half dancing, watching everything with a wide grin. Like it was the most normal thing in the world.

I stood.

Marta put me in front of her and took my hands, guiding them straight to her ass.

"I told you you could touch," she whispered. "So touch. It's not just your wife who's new. You are too."

A nervous laugh slipped out. Then another, looser. I started moving with her. Stiff at first. Then less. Her body pressed against mine. No hesitation. Heat. Friction. The way she moved—sure, steady.

I looked for Laura without thinking. Our eyes met. She smiled. Like she was in on it. At the same moment, Robert leaned into her, close to her ear. His mouth almost brushing her neck. Laura tilted her head slightly. Gave him space. Laughed.

I focused back on Marta. Good body. Looks good. Dark hair. Green eyes. She moved against me, setting the pace with her hips. No rush. No demand. Just there.

Carlos caught my eye from the side and gave me a thumbs-up.

I smiled back. More relaxed now. Marta kept pressing into me. Adjusting to my body. I felt the arousal building. Slow. Clear.

I stopped overthinking. Started following the movement.

For the first time that night, I didn't feel out of place.

I let myself go.


CHAPTER 10

I'm sandwiched between Marcus and Robert, and I'm in no hurry to move.

Robert is too good to ignore. Tall, confident, with those light eyes that don't seem to fit anything… and somehow fit everything. Marcus, on the other hand, I already know. I know exactly how powerful he is. I remember it. And as I watch Robert, I can't help but wonder if he'll be just as intense… or even more.

Something they told me earlier comes back. Robert fucks Sonia bareback.

It's not something I plan on doing. But imagining it sends a tingle through me—uncomfortable and arousing at the same time. The champagne has me loose, my body warm, my head light.

Marcus leans in, close to my ear.

"Robert and I serve together on base," he says. "We've been through some pretty rough shit."

He says it like it's nothing. Like talking about the weather.

"Oh, yeah?" I say, amused, feeling his breath brush my neck.

"Real dangerous situations," he adds. "But I'll tell you something… being surrounded by women this hot tonight is even more dangerous."

I laugh—can't help it. I'm seeing a different Marcus. Closer. Looser. Last time, we met, fucked, and that was it. This is something else. There's time. Looks. Play.

Marcus turns to Robert.

"Laura's incredibly hot," he says. "Being with her is something else."

Robert smiles slowly.

"I don't doubt it."

His hands slide down to my waist, then to my ass. I'm not surprised. I don't pull away. I keep sipping my champagne like nothing's happening, letting him touch me, letting him take his time. I like how he does it. Confident. No rush. His fingers tighten slightly, and heat climbs up my thighs.

I look for Daniel without thinking.

He's dancing. Looser now. Smiling. Actually enjoying himself. That eases something inside me.

Out of the corner of my eye, something catches my attention. On one of the sofas, a woman—Elena, I think—is with one of them, already naked. She's close. Too close. Her head moving in a way that leaves no doubt—she's sucking him slow, deep. He groans under his breath, hand in her hair, guiding her without force.

Fuck. This is happening fast.

Robert follows my gaze.

"You like what you see?" he asks, half-smiling.

"I like it," I say, feeling myself getting wetter.

Marcus has seen it too.

"Laura's got an incredible mouth."

I smile. Don't deny it.

"I'll have to check," Robert says.

Before I answer, Marcus moves behind me. Starts grinding against me, steady, unhurried. I feel his cock harden against my ass through the fabric. Robert steps in closer, kisses my neck. His lips brush my skin just enough to pull a breath out of me. His tongue traces a slow, wet line. I arch slightly, giving him more.

I close my eyes for a second. The champagne has me completely loose. My body wants more.

Then Sonia shows up, laughing.

"Hey," she says. "Two on the new girl? Not happening."

She wraps her arms around Marcus and pulls him away.

"You want Laura tonight," she adds, looking at Robert. "I'll take the sergeant."

Marcus grins, wraps his arms around her, kisses her neck without thinking. His hand slides down her dress, lifting it slowly.

I'm left facing Robert. Cold glass still in my hand. My body hot. Music wrapping around everything.

And I know this isn't about whether something happens anymore.

Just how. And when.

Robert takes my hand. No words. Just a look. A slow smile that says everything. I go with him. The champagne has me floating. My body asking for it. My head already out of the way.

We move toward the center of the room, slipping between bodies already moving with purpose. The music hits, but not as hard as my pulse. I catch Marta against a wall, John lifting her dress, his hand between her legs, her moaning low.

Robert leads me to the round sofa—the one that looks like a bed. We sit at the edge. Janet's already there with Thomas. She laughs as he unhooks her bra, her tits spilling free, nipples tight. He leans in, licking, sucking. Janet leans back, moaning, pulling his pants down. His cock comes out—thick, hard, black. She wraps her hand around it, stroking slow while he slides his fingers inside her. Tony stands nearby, watching, calm, drink in hand.

The room fills with heat. Bodies brushing. Low moans mixing with the music. The pull of it hits me. I press my thighs together.

Robert kisses my neck again. Warm lips. Slow tongue. I tilt my head, giving him more. His hands move down my back, lifting my dress. Cool air over my legs. My ass. He slides my thong off slowly. I don't stop him. I open my legs slightly. I'm wet. He feels it when he touches me. Fingers brushing my clit, then lower.

"You're soaking," he murmurs.

I nod.

One finger slides in. Then two. Easy. I move against his hand, breathing harder.

Around us, everything keeps moving. Sonia on the floor with Marcus, shifting under him while he eats her out. No hesitation anymore. The rush hits me for a second. Not for me. Not yet.

Robert lowers me back. Soft fabric under my back. He spreads my legs wider, kneels between them. Lowers his head. His tongue finds my clit. Slow. Circles. I tense, moaning. Fingers inside again. Moving with rhythm. His mouth tighter now. Stronger. Too much. I'm open for him. And I want it.

Janet moans next to me, riding Thomas now. His cock sliding in and out, wet sounds. Her husband touching her chest while she moves.

I can't take it anymore. I grab Robert's hair, pull him up.

"Your turn," I say, voice rough.

He stands, pulls his pants down. His cock comes free—thick, veined, hard. I take it in my hand. Stroke slow. Then I lean in and take it into my mouth. Warm. Salty. I suck, tongue around the head, then deeper. He groans, hand on my head, guiding but not pushing. The champagne makes everything slick, easier.

Everything turns chaotic. Clothes on the floor. Bodies sliding against each other. Sound and heat everywhere. It pulls me under.

Robert lowers me again. Grabs a condom from the black bowl. Opens it with his teeth. Rolls it down slow. Looks at me. I nod. I want this.

He settles between my legs. The head presses at my entrance. Wet. Slippery. He pushes in slowly. Stretches me. Fills me. He's big. I feel it. He moves in inch by inch. I moan with each push. When he's fully inside, he pauses. Then moves again. Slow. Then harder. Each thrust pulls a breath from me. My hands grip his shoulders, nails digging in. The rhythm builds. Faster. Deeper. The sofa creaks.

He turns me. On all fours. Hands on my hips. He drives into me again—deep, steady, harder now. I feel everything. Every inch. The pressure builds and doesn't stop. I come like that—shaking, tight around him. He keeps going. Faster. Then he tenses, groans low, and comes, buried all the way in. He stays there a moment. Breathing hard. Then pulls out slowly.

I stay still. Catching my breath. Heavy. Satisfied.

No hurry to move.


CHAPTER 11

I sat down on one of the side sofas, near Laura, glass in hand, not even checking whether it was full or empty. Next to me, Carlos was naked, completely at ease, his hand on his cock, moving slowly, almost absently, as if it were the most natural thing in the world. I glanced sideways. I didn't think mine was small, but that didn't matter anymore.

I turned my attention to Laura.

From that position, I could see her clearly. Lying face down, breathing deeply, her body still trembling from what had just happened with Robert. Her back glistened with sweat, sliding down to the small of her back and disappearing between her ass. The spade tattoo seemed to throb with each ragged breath.

I knew that state: the moment right after something intense, when the body doesn't know whether to relax or prepare for what comes next. Her pussy still stretched open and slick with it, her thighs bearing faint marks where fingers had pressed, already fading. Laura didn't move. She was simply there—open, available— her body had decided to wait without hurry.

Her back rose and fell with each breath, the rhythm uneven, still processing what had come before. There was no urgency in her, only that aftermath calm I knew well from other nights, but here, in a room full of people, that calm carried a different weight. I watched her, waiting for her to turn, to make some small gesture that would include me, but it didn't happen. The constant murmur faded into the background, unable to pull me away from her stillness.

For a second, I thought about getting up. About going over to her. About touching her, even if only to remind her I was still there. But I didn't. There was something in the way she remained still, in how she let the world spin at its own pace without intervening, that told me it wasn't the moment. Laura wasn't expecting anything. She was simply there, breathing, letting the lingering pleasure move through her skin.

I wondered if she felt the same racing pulse as I did, if her mind was wandering down the same paths, or if she had already stopped thinking altogether. The champagne still blurred my head a little, but that wasn't what held me back. It was the distance that had opened between us without my noticing it until now.

I swallowed, feeling the glass tremble slightly in my hand. I waited it out, for her to sit up and go back to being the Laura I knew, but each of her breaths felt endless.

The atmosphere stayed alive. Low laughter mixed with distant moans, the damp sound of skin against skin coming from the dark corners. The air was thick, heavy with sweat, lubricant, and spilled champagne. It smelled of raw sex, something primitive that stuck in the throat. All of it weighed on my chest, on the racing pulse that wouldn't quite break free. But my attention kept returning to her, everything else just background noise. Somewhere behind me, I heard a loud moan, followed by a muffled laugh, but I didn't turn my head. The chaos surrounded me, made me feel small, but I couldn't tear myself away from Laura. I counted her breaths, one after another, as if that could give me some control over what was happening.

"Damn, your wife is hot—those hips, that ass. I'd love to fuck her, but I think there's a line," said Carlos, in the tone of someone talking about a soccer game.

His words hit me, but not with anger. With a filth that landed without asking—every syllable a reminder that Laura was no longer just mine. The champagne had loosened me, but tightened something else at the same time. I didn't answer. I just watched, my gaze fixed on her, ignoring the rest of the wildness we were immersed in. The sentence hung there, cruel and real, and I felt it sink into me without being able to do anything to stop it.

I watched as Thomas pulled away from a still-panting Janet, slipped off his condom, and moved toward Laura. He ran his hands slowly down her back, kissing the nape of her neck and her ass. Laura let out a low, rough sound. She let him.

Her fingers curled slightly against the sofa, as if anticipating. Thomas turned her carefully, positioned himself between her legs, and spread them apart. He put on a condom. His cock, thick, veined, gleaming. He slapped it against her pussy several times, the wet slap cutting through the music, then against her clit. Laura reacted to each contact, short sharp breaths, her body responding on its own. I waited for the rhythm to change, for her to sit up, but she stayed there, open, letting Thomas take his time.

She didn't see me at first. Tony had turned her face toward him, and she had already started taking him into her mouth alongside his wife, their tongues crossing. Janet to one side, Tony on his knees between them. Thomas entered her in one hard thrust. She let out a long, deep ooooh, as if he had driven all the way in. In that instant her eyes found mine. Bright, glassy, a mix of alcohol and built-up pleasure. She smiled. It wasn't for me. It was a smile of complete surrender, out of herself entirely, as if she were telling me this was what she wanted, that there was no turning back. I stood motionless. She was my wife, and at the same time she seemed like someone who had already crossed a threshold without consulting me. Everything tilted slightly; the champagne warmed my face, but I couldn't take my eyes off that smile that went straight through me.

Thomas began fucking her with sharp, dry thrusts, pounding into her at a steady rhythm that made her tits bounce. Janet guided Tony's cock back into Laura's mouth. She took it without looking away from me completely, her lips sucking hard. The two of them worked together, their tongues crossing around his shaft. Laura closed her eyes. Thomas picked up the pace, her tits moving with every impact, her stiff nipples brushing the air. Robert put on a condom, spread Janet's legs, and entered her with a hard thrust that made her arch.

Both of them open. Each with a man on top of her. They turned their heads until they met and kissed hungrily, their tongues tangling in a deep, wet kiss, while the thrusts made them moan directly into each other's mouths.

Laura thrust her hips toward Thomas, asking for more depth, her hands searching for support on the sofa. Every moan that escaped her mouth seemed to confirm it—she was completely there, open, used, and wanting it. I waited for the kiss to end, for Laura to look back at me, but it went on, their bodies in constant motion, the air thick with sounds that mixed with theirs.

I couldn't move. Confusion and desire had me frozen in place. Aroused to the point of pain, my heart pounding. It was chaos that overwhelmed me, but all I saw was Laura. I wanted to see more. I just watched. I swallowed, feeling my pulse throbbing in my temples, the alcohol making me slightly dizzy. I waited for it to shift, but it didn't. Time stretched; every thrust seemed to drag on, every moan from Laura piercing me like a truth I didn't want to accept.

Tony approached then, naked, cock hard, holding two full glasses of champagne. He swapped mine out.

"Here, you need to relax, Daniel."

"Yeah, take it easy—I'm just not used to this much going on."

"You're among friends. Everyone does what they want," he said, smiling as he pointed his chin toward a corner out of my view.

I turned my head and saw Javier and Luis sitting together on a sofa, watching the scene and jerking each other off, both without pants but still wearing their shirts, their hands moving in a synchronized rhythm that seemed almost comical amid the chaos. I looked back at Tony and, not knowing what to say, took a long swig from my glass, the champagne burning its way down my throat.

"Laura has certainly adapted well."

Oliver joined the scene on the other side of Laura, who had stopped kissing Janet and was just focusing on catching her breath while Thomas kept fucking her, his thrusts now slower but deeper, as if preparing her for something more. Laura was breathing heavily, her chest rising and falling, her eyes half-closed in an expression of pure pleasure.

"Careful," Tony said, laughing. "Looks like the drill's heading for Laura."

"The drill?" I said in a tone that sounded like genuine innocence, though the knot in my stomach already knew what that implied.

"Look at his cock. That fucker has a special talent for opening asses."

I stepped two paces forward—Laura didn't notice—because she turned her face to take Oliver's cock in her mouth and begin sucking it while Thomas kept pounding her. Oliver's cock was worth studying: a relatively small glans, a long shaft, a narrow tip that widened progressively toward a very thick base—dimensions that justified the nickname. Laura took it greedily, sucking as her hand moved up and down the shaft, as if she couldn't wait.

"He's no match for Laura in that regard," I said almost in a whisper, but it was audible to Tony.

"I think you're underestimating Oliver and what your wife is capable of," Tony said, laughing, as he clapped me on the shoulder—a slap that stung like a truth. "I'm going over to Janet; she's got an empty mouth."

I glanced back at Laura. Thomas seemed tireless, thrusting at a pace that made her pant, and Laura was touching herself as she was penetrated, her fingers circling her clit in feverish movements, her head turned and neck tense, while Oliver had one hand on her face and his cock in her mouth. She sucked noisily, saliva escaping from the corners of her mouth, her eyes closed in concentration, as if every part of her body were demanding more.

Thomas sat up, pulled out of her, and lay on his back. Laura didn't hesitate: she climbed on top, adjusted the angle with one hand, guided his cock into her stretched-open pussy, and began to ride. She controlled the rhythm. Her ass rising and falling with force; the impact sent sweat scattering from her skin. She arched backward, hands on Thomas's knees for stability, moaning louder with each descent, as if she wanted to fill herself to the limit. She pinched one of his nipples, pulling lightly, adding pain to the pleasure. Thomas held her by the hips again, thrusting from below. Laura accelerated, teeth pressed together, her disheveled hair stuck to her sweaty forehead. Her fingers moved down to her clit, as if she were trying to bring herself to the edge even faster.

Oliver approached from behind. Janet handed him the tube of lube. He spread Laura's ass with one hand, coating his fingers. Laura didn't stop riding until he placed his hand on her back and pressed her breasts down against Thomas's chest. She tensed when he slid the first finger inside her, moving it slowly in a circular motion. She let out a low, hoarse moan. Oliver added a second finger, slick with lubricant. Janet lay down until her face was level with Laura's, which was resting on Thomas's shoulder. They kissed furiously, their tongues deep and their stifled gasps mixing as she kept moving on top of Thomas. Janet held her face, deepening the kiss, nibbling at her lips, and Laura responded with hunger, as if the kiss fed her as much as the penetrations.

Oliver pulled his fingers out and straightened up. He grabbed a condom, put it on, and spread more lube over his cock. He positioned himself. He pushed slowly. The narrow tip slipped in. Laura went still for a moment, her head on Thomas's shoulder, her body rigid. She let out a low, animal growl that went straight through me. Her skin bristled all over. She broke the kiss to sink her teeth into Thomas, who in turn spread her ass in complicity with his partner. Oliver pushed deeper; she let out a longer growl, a sound that turned into a sigh of relief when he entered her fully.

I couldn't help but move behind Oliver and crouch down to look, like someone searching for something they know they'll never recover; the room tilted slightly from the champagne and my uncontrolled pulse. I straightened up. I took a step to the side, shifting my angle to get a better look at her face. I stepped back half a pace, hesitating, my heart pounding hard. I moved closer again, circling the sofa a little further, stopping when I could see her expression. Every micro-decision wound me tighter, each step bringing me closer to something irreversible. I didn't touch anything. I didn't interrupt. I just watched—my body heavy, my cock hard against my pants.

I undid my belt without thinking. Unzipped my pants; my underwear came with them. I stood there naked in the middle of the room, but no one paid me any attention. No one had any reason to. My nakedness was irrelevant, a detail lost in the chaos. It contrasted with Laura—occupied, full, the center of everything. I felt ridiculous, exposed, but I didn't cover myself. I just stood there, feeling the cool air on my skin, my cock hard and pointing at nothing. The contrast hit me: me, naked and empty; her, full and desired. Nothing stopped for me. It ran its course, and I kept watching.

They began to move, in sync. Thomas from below, thrusting upward with strokes that made her bounce. Oliver from behind, pulling back and driving in, his hands on my wife's shoulders. Laura trembled between them, waves of pleasure moving through her body. Her moans climbed higher, ragged, as if each penetration overwhelmed her and made her want more. Her hips shifted to meet both rhythms, pushing alternately, while she moaned loudly now, without restraint, as if the pleasure were bursting her from within and she savored every second of it.

Janet kissed her neck from one side, nibbling at her. Laura turned her head to find her mouth again; their tongues crossed while both men fucked her without mercy, their bodies colliding in a rhythm that filled the air with wet, heavy sounds confirming how far she had gone, how her body kept opening, wanting it with every fiber.

She left Janet's mouth and lifted her head as her face transformed: the flush rising up her cheeks, her gaze lost in an undefined point, her jaw tight as if holding back something too large. She seemed absent, her body in control, her mind left behind, watching from somewhere vague.

I hesitated for a moment, then moved closer with the caution of someone entering a game that wasn't theirs to play. I leaned toward her ear, my hand hovering in the air without touching her skin, afraid of breaking the moment. It doesn't matter exactly what she heard. What mattered was the effect. Her breathing changed instantly. A shiver ran down her spine. She let out a low sound, different from the ones before, as if something had shifted inside her.

She didn't turn to look at me. She didn't need to. The shiver lingered, a subtle tremor that moved through her body from the nape of her neck to her hips, as if my words had reached somewhere the thrusts couldn't. Her expression eased slightly, her eyes closed tighter, and a new, deeper moan escaped her throat. Her orgasm broke through her in convulsions, without touching herself, with both of them buried inside her to the hilt—and it was the most intense sound I had ever heard from her.

In that moment I understood what I was seeing and how far we had gone. A sweet unease with a bitter aftertaste ran through me.

I no longer decided anything.

My hand hung there for another second, without reaching her.

I just watched.

And I would keep watching.

Because that was all that was left.


CHAPTER 12

I feel like I'm being split open from the inside. The sensations overwhelm me, burn my skin, pull me under. I have no control over anything. A breath hits my ear—close, familiar. Tension. Daniel. He's here.

"Do you remember the videos?"

My mind doesn't work. Just gasps.

"They filled her up. The Black guy bred her. That's how I see you, slut. Full of his cum right in front of me."

My head bursts. Everything breaks loose inside me. I come apart, unable to hold myself up, like I'm dropping into a well, like my body isn't mine anymore. Uncontrollable tremors. My belly burns. There's no air. There's nothing. Just this.

***

Hot water hits me and I stay still for a few seconds, like my body needs someone to explain that it's all over. I press my hands against the wall of Janet's shower and let the stream run down my back, slow, insistent.

I'm still a little dazed. The champagne still sits heavy in my head, but it's not just that. It's my whole body. Inside and out. Like I just ran a marathon without ever having trained.

I soap myself slowly, carefully. My skin is more sensitive than usual. I'm not thinking about anything specific, just loose sensations drifting in and out without asking permission.

My hand slides down to my ass, and there it is. The mark. Black, shameless, almost ridiculous now under the bathroom's white light. I scrub with soap, harder than I need to. It won't give.

"Come on…" I murmur.

I keep at it until it starts to fade. First it smears, then it thins out. My skin ends up a little red, like I'm trying to erase something else too.

Then I think about Daniel.

I go still for a moment, water running down my back.

Is he okay?

The truth is, I barely paid attention to him all night.

I clench my jaw for a second and keep scrubbing. It's not guilt. It's something else. More uncomfortable. Harder to sort out.

Well… it's what he wanted.

And I did too. I'm not going to act surprised now.

I shut off the water and step out wrapped in the towel. The bathroom mirror throws back an image that makes me let out a short, incredulous laugh.

What a sight.

Wet hair, eyes too bright, skin still warm. I get dressed slowly. The dress is just as short as I remembered. The heels feel like a bad idea from here.

I look at myself again.

I look like a total slut.

And I laugh. Without thinking too much about it.

Then the laughter fades a little and I think about it more calmly: this was utter madness. One of those things you know is going to happen, but you'd rather not believe it until it already has.

I stretch, arch my back, and feel my body protest. My back is tight, my inner thighs sensitive, everything a little sore. Normal. Too much movement for a single night.

I tie my hair back, fix my dress, straighten up.

Okay. That's it.

Time to get the usual Laura back.

Or at least one who knows how to get home without asking too many questions.

I open the bathroom door.

And I keep going.


CHAPTER 13

I arrive at work still feeling out of sorts.

Not tired.

Out of sorts.

I sit down, put my bag down, turn on the computer, and notice that I'm having trouble finding a comfortable position. I shift a little in my chair. Worse. I shift again. Better. Or not. I tell myself it doesn't matter. That it's Monday. That it happens to everyone.

That's not true.

Not everyone.

I don't even have time to open my email before they call us into a meeting. The coach. Right away. As soon as we arrive. Great.

We walk into the room with Monday faces and coffee still to be had. I sit down and cross my legs. I uncross them. I cross them again. I tell myself to stop. That no one is watching me. Or so I hope.

The coach starts with the usual stuff. Routines. Autopilot. Weeks that all blend together. I nod, very professionally, while thinking that my weekend was anything but automatic. Nothing.

"Let's do a simple exercise," he says. "Three pieces of paper. No names."

He hands out Post-its.

"Something exciting from the weekend. Something that surprised you. Something new you discovered about yourselves."

I look at the paper.

My mind doesn't even take a second.

Something exciting.

Being a total slut.

Something that surprised me.

Getting pounded by two at once.

Something new.

That wanting it wouldn't make me feel ashamed.

I stay still. Pens in the air. I breathe.

Oof.

If I write down what I'm thinking, I'm never setting foot in this company again.

I write some nonsense. Something bland. Something boring. Something that doesn't say anything. I fold the paper. The second one, same thing. The third one, even worse.

Inside, I'm not bored. I'm still buzzing. Like when you've gone too far and your body is still there even though you're already sitting in a gray chair.

The coach collects the papers. He'll read them later. I'm grateful it's not now.

He talks a little more. Just enough. People chime in. Polite smiles. I'm only half-listening. My body isn't.

When he finally finishes, we get up almost at the same time.

"I need coffee," says Martina.

"Right away," says Clara. "Before I regret coming."

We don't think twice. We practically run down to the café downstairs, like coffee's a medical emergency.

The smell wakes me up too quickly. I order the usual. I sit down. I shift in my chair again. Better. Or not.

Martina looks me over, head to toe.

"I'm serious," she says. "Some weekends you show up with such dark circles under your eyes that it looks like you've been out drinking until dawn."

"I've been out drinking until dawn. And beyond," I say.

It just slips out without thinking.

Clara watches me a second longer than usual. Martina laughs.

"Honestly," she says. "I'd erase the whole thing."

I take a sip of coffee. It's strong. Good.

"The body needs a reset too," I add. "It depends on how you used it over the weekend."

Silence.

A second. Two.

Martina laughs.

"That's always the case," she says. "To each her own."

Clara raises an eyebrow. I don't explain anything. I don't apologize. I don't say anything else.

We keep talking about normal things. Work. A coworker who isn't here. How bad the coffee is today, even though we're drinking it anyway.

But something has changed.

I'm not uncomfortable.

I don't regret it.

It just… slipped out.

I cross my legs. I lean back a little more than I should.

"I didn't sleep well this weekend either," says Martina.

"Sleep is overrated," I reply.

They laugh. So do I.

My head is still dirty.

Or awake.

Or both.

I finish my coffee. We go back upstairs. I feel like I've been run over by a truck. Actually, more than one.

But despite the exhaustion, I realize I'm looking forward to feeling like I did on Saturday again.

And that, I think as we walk, makes up for a Monday with sore muscles.

***

Laura has always known how to turn the page.

I haven't.

I worked all morning with decent concentration.

Not perfect. Acceptable.

In the back of my mind, I couldn't stop seeing Laura's flushed, altered face while she was between two men.

Complete scenes didn't come back. That image did. Fixed. Insistent. Like a photograph out of place in my memory. I replied to emails. I reviewed documents. I made a trivial comment by the coffee maker. On the outside, everything was normal.

Inside, the weekend was still there.

I wondered if Laura was thinking about it. About how they fucked her. Or if she'd already tucked it away in some tidy corner of her mind, as she used to do. She'd always had that ability: to experience something intensely and then resurface without looking back.

I didn't work that way.

I wondered if we were going too far. Not morally. That wasn't it. I was thinking in terms of speed. Of frequency. Of habit.

Was she getting too slutty?

I didn't like the word. That's exactly why I let it sit.

I wondered if she'd think about fucking other people when I wasn't around. Not as a shared fantasy. As a real possibility. Autonomous. Silent.

The question came into focus. For me, betrayal wasn't about the act itself, but about not knowing about it.

Was I the cuckold… or was the cuckold the one who didn't know?

Not everything was allowed here. Everything was shared. The decisions. The dirty pull of it. Even the doubt.

I figured that was the difference between a cuckolded husband and a complicit husband.

I thought it without pride or shame. With a quiet irony: well, I suppose that's what I am.

I wondered if she would have cheated on me if we hadn't opened this door, or if I would have been the one to do it.

Not out of fear of the answer. Because before, I hadn't had to ask myself that question. Now I did.

I didn't feel any urgency to write to her. Or to call her. Or to check on anything. Laura was where she needed to be. So was I.

I kept working.

I made a small, almost imperceptible decision: today I wasn't going to ask her anything.

Not because I didn't want to know.

Because I wanted to see what would happen if I let things breathe.

I realized I hadn't lost control. But I couldn't pretend everything was the same either. Something had shifted. Quietly. Without drama.

It wasn't a wound.

It was a new mark.

And, for the first time, I wasn't in a hurry to erase it.


CHAPTER 14

The house smelled like it always did: a quick dinner, half-done laundry, and that small kind of mess that only exists when there are kids living in it. If someone had walked in at that moment, they would have seen a perfectly normal scene: drawings on the table, a half-full glass forgotten on the couch, the TV murmuring in the background, and Laura barefoot, her hair tied up any which way, as if her life hadn't seen anything extreme lately.

I was washing a plate with the kind of focus you put into washing a plate when you don't want to think about anything.

It wasn't that I was restless. Not in any dramatic way. It was more a sense of continuity. Like when you come back from a trip and, as you open your front door, you realize the world didn't stay still waiting for you. Things keep moving, but you're carrying something with you.

"Dad, look," one of the kids said, showing me a drawing of a monster and a car. Or maybe it was a monster-car. Didn't matter. I nodded, smiled, told him it was amazing.

Laura looked at me from the hallway and raised an eyebrow, amused, as if to say: there you go, back in responsible dad mode. I gave her a small grin. We understood each other without saying anything. That was the best thing about us: our silent language.

We got them to bed with half-finished stories, water "for the last time," and the endless negotiation of "five more minutes." When the lights finally went out and the house went quiet again, it shifted into something else. Not sexier, not more tense… just more ours.

Laura dropped onto the couch like someone had taken a weight off her shoulders.

"I'm wrecked," she said.

"You look like a great mom," I said.

She threw a cushion at me.

"I'm going to poison you one day."

"I know," I said, sitting down next to her. "That's why I'm so polite."

We laughed. A little. Just enough. And then came that small gap where, if you don't fill it with something, whatever you've been holding back comes up.

I picked up my phone.

Not because I needed to. Out of habit. But as soon as I unlocked it, new email notifications popped up.

Friend requests from PlaySwingers. Messages. Names I recognized right away, even though it had been more than a week. Like they'd all decided at the same time, I had requests from the couples we'd met at the party. Maybe they'd sent them earlier and I missed them, or maybe I never got the notification emails. I hadn't checked the site in days.

I accepted the requests from the couples at the party without thinking too much about it. Not because I was in a rush. Because it felt natural, given what we'd shared with them. If we ever went back to something like that, it would probably be with them. And beyond my own blocks, they were people I'd felt comfortable with.

Laura, next to me, was staring at the TV without actually watching it.

"What are you doing?" she asked, more to fill the silence than out of real curiosity.

"They sent friend requests," I said, showing her the screen. "The couples from the party."

She shifted just enough to look. Her eyes moved quickly—names, photos, bodies.

"Oh," she said, like I was showing her a menu.

"I accepted them."

"Good."

No tension. No accusations. No absurd need to have that "let's define our limits" conversation as if we were two teenagers playing at being progressive. There was something I liked about that calm. Shared. That was it. The decisions were out in the open, not tucked away in some corner.

I kept scrolling. And then I saw Janet's message.

It wasn't a declaration. Not even a clear provocation. If anything, it was almost offensively normal.

My number, for Laura. Maybe we can meet up—go shopping, grab a drink. Text me on WhatsApp sometime.

I read it twice. Not because I didn't get it, but because the contrast amused me. Janet and Laura going all in, barely knowing each other—and a few days later, she's suggesting shopping like they'd been friends for years.

I handed the phone to Laura.

"Look at this."

She read it and a smile slipped out. One of hers, quick, almost insolent.

"Shopping?" she said. "That's wild."

"Sounds dangerous," I said.

"They could lose me at Zara," she added, playing along. "That would be a real crime."

We laughed. And there it was—the first important thing: Laura didn't tense up. Didn't play it cool. Didn't stare at the ceiling going I don't know. She just… took it in.

"Do you feel like it?" I asked, neutral.

She shrugged.

"She's alright," she said. "And I had fun with her."

Simple. No overthinking. Like she was talking about a new coworker.

I nodded slowly. Not out of doubt. Just taking note.

"Could be fun," I said.

"Or a disaster," she added. "But I kind of feel like a normal afternoon with someone like Janet. Grab a drink. Laugh. Without…" She made a small gesture, as if she were stirring an invisible cocktail. "Without the circus."

"No circus," she said. And it struck me as the perfect choice of words. Not because she was denying what happened. But because she was putting it in its place: that was one night. This could be something else.

"Text her whenever you want," I said.

Laura set the phone on the table and stretched her legs. She looked at me sideways.

"Are you okay?" she asked.

Not like she was asking if my stomach hurt. Like she knew the whole map and just wanted to confirm I was still in the same place.

"Yes," I replied. "I'm normal."

"Normal…" she repeated, with a small smile.

"Normal within our context, I mean."

Laura let out a sound that was half laugh, half sigh.

"Good definition," she said. "I'm normal too. And it's not bad."

I looked at her a second longer than I needed to.

After the chaos of that day, we'd slipped into a kind of strange lull, as if the body didn't know what to do with all that material. I told myself, with almost absurd logic, that we hadn't had sex as a couple in all these days and I didn't know if it was enough. And I answered myself: yeah. It was.

The worst part was that it was true.

Laura got up to grab a glass and I stayed on the couch, watching her walk down the hallway with that same calm as always. She came back, took a sip, and dropped back down.

"I have to get up early tomorrow and I don't feel like it," she said, as if she were announcing something dramatic.

"Me neither," I replied.

Laura smiled, and in that smile I saw something that hadn't been there before: a small pride, a kind of look how far we've come—and we're still here.

I reached out and brushed a loose strand of hair from her face.

We didn't do anything else. Not yet. But the gesture was enough to make the house, for a moment, feel different.


CHAPTER 15

I'm sitting at the hair salon with my head wrapped in foil and a black cape that isn't mine, watching my reflection in the mirror as if I were someone else. My light brown, shoulder-length hair, with the highlights half-done, gives me a strange look, somewhere between sophisticated and alien. The hairdresser comes and goes, talking to another client about vacations and diets, and I nod when I'm supposed to, even though I'm not thinking about any of that.

I kill time on my phone. Instagram. Cat videos. A couple of skiing Reels I don't even know why I keep getting. I scroll down, scroll up, close it. Nothing really interests me.

I shift a little in the chair. I'm not uncomfortable. It's more internal, like my body is awake and my head hasn't caught up yet.

Then I remember Janet's number.

I've had it saved since the other night. There. Unused. Like a pending mental note.

I think: I didn't text her.

I open WhatsApp. I hesitate for a second. Which number? The personal one… or the other. The one we use when we don't want to mix things. The "slut" one, as we jokingly call it, though I'm not really sure anymore where the joke ends and reality begins.

I tell myself maybe the personal one isn't the best idea.

And right after: What does it matter?

I close one and open the other. The personal one. I stare at the screen a second too long, like someone might catch me thinking something I shouldn't.

I type.

"Hi. I'm Laura from Playsw."

I send it.

I lock my phone and leave it face down on the salon magazine. I breathe. Like I've just done something important, when all I've done is say hi.

A few seconds later, I pick it up again. Reply.

"Hi, gorgeous. How are you?"

I smile. Just like that.

"At the hair salon. Bored."

"I'm at home tidying up. Bored out of my mind too."

I picture Janet in a tracksuit, barefoot, moving around her place with that energy of hers that doesn't switch off even when she's doing nothing.

"We need more interesting coffees."

"Or shopping. Without Tony. He stresses me out with his rushing around."

I laugh to myself.

"I get it. Dani's the same. He won't let me look at anything in peace."

I type that and, for a second, I wonder if I'm crossing some weird line. It doesn't feel like it. It's a shared complaint. Normal. Girl stuff.

"Why don't we meet this afternoon? I was thinking around five."

I go still.

I type: I don't know, I'll talk to Dani later.

I stare at it.

I delete it.

I don't like how it sounds. It sounds like something else. Like I'm asking for permission. Like he decides for me.

I tell myself that's not it. We always talk things through. We're a team. Still, I delete it.

"I wasn't planning on it today… but I'll let you know. Around five, you said?"

"Yeah. Around five. Kisses wherever you want…"

I let out a short, almost childish laugh.

"Haha, kisses."

I put my phone away. The stylist comes back, asks if everything's okay, and I nod. She looks at my hair, touches it, removes the foil. I look at myself in the mirror again. I like how it looks. Lighter. More light.

I leave the salon with that light-headed feeling the blow dryer and other people's chatter leave behind. I walk a couple of blocks to the car. I drive, not thinking about anything in particular.

Everyone's already home. The kids talk over each other. Daniel's in the kitchen, cutting something, wearing that old T-shirt he wears on Saturdays.

"You look beautiful," he says, not raising his voice much.

"Thanks. I lightened it a bit."

"It shows. I like it."

We set the table together. Plates, cutlery, a couple of small arguments. Completely normal.

While we eat, I say:

"Hey… Janet texted me. She wants to meet this afternoon, maybe go shopping or grab something."

Daniel doesn't answer right away. He chews. Swallows. Looks at me.

"Oh. Do you feel like it?"

"Yeah… I think so."

He nods slowly.

"Then go. I'll happily stay with the kids. I'll make them hot chocolate for a snack. You're missing out." He winks.

"Hot chocolate?" they shout at the same time.

"Yeees!" one of them adds, mouth full.

I smile. Everything is easy. Too easy, maybe.

After lunch we clean up. We sit on the couch for a while. I turn the TV on but don't pay attention. I start to feel sleepy. I stretch out. I drift off.

I set the alarm for four.

When it goes off, I get up with that pleasant heaviness from a short nap. I shower quickly. I get dressed without thinking too much: tight jeans, a simple T-shirt, sneakers. I look at myself in the mirror. Good. Normal. Just me.

I send the message.

"If it works for you, let's meet at five."

"Perfect. Galerías Central?"

"Perfect."

I grab my bag. Kiss the kids. Daniel too.

"Have a good time," he says.

"I will."

I go down the stairs with that feeling of having decided something without really knowing what. It doesn't weigh. It doesn't float either. It's just there, with me all the way to the car.

The mall is packed with Saturday crowds. Families, bags, kids dragging resigned parents. I park without thinking much and head inside. The smell of coffee hits first.

Janet is already sitting at a high table, a small glass in front of her. Not coffee. Something darker. She sees me and smiles like she's been waiting for a while.

"I thought you were going to stand me up."

"That's not how it's done. At least not the first time."

I lean in to give her two kisses. Too close. Too aware. Her perfume hits me all at once. Sweet, clean… and out of place. I tense up for a second before pulling back.

"You look beautiful," she says, without lowering her voice. "Really beautiful. Did you get highlights?"

"Yeah. Do you like them?"

"They look great on you."

I sit across from her. I adjust my bag. I don't know why I feel the urge to smooth out my jeans over my thigh.

"You're not bad yourself."

She laughs.

"That's not very enthusiastic."

"It's caution. Then I get accused of things."

She raises an eyebrow.

"Of what?"

I order a coffee. Janet signals and orders another drink like hers.

"To get things going. Saturdays need a proper start."

She takes a sip and looks at me openly. Not my cleavage. My mouth. I realize because she looks away just as I lift my eyes.

"I can't stop thinking about your lips. It's silly, but there it is."

Heat goes straight to my face. I don't look away.

"It's not silly. They're just lips."

"Not to me. You know I'm bisexual."

I nod. I know. She told me that night, with the same natural ease she says it now. I like that she doesn't make a big deal out of it.

"It shows."

"In what?"

"In the way you look."

She smiles, tilts her head.

"You don't exactly look away either."

We drink. Coffee. Liquor. The conversation flows easily. We talk about normal things. Work. Nonsense. But it comes out easier than I expected, like we already knew each other.

We laugh. Too much.

"You know what I like about you?" she says suddenly. "That you don't pretend you don't know what I mean."

"I don't feel like playing dumb."

"I appreciate that."

There's a brief silence. Not uncomfortable. Loaded.

"The other night…" she starts. Stops. "Better not."

"Say it."

"I liked how you let yourself go. No fear. No pose."

I swallow.

"I was really into it. I wasn't thinking much."

"You can tell when you stop thinking and just feel. And that's really arousing."

I laugh, nervously.

"You're making me blush."

"It's pretty too. It looks good on you."

I finish my coffee. Janet downs her drink.

"Shall we walk a bit? Check out some stores."

"Sure. Let's see what we find."

We stand. As she walks past me, her hand brushes my arm. Nothing scandalous. Enough.

As we walk, I realize I'm smiling for no reason. Or for too many.

We haven't done anything.

But we didn't just come here for coffee either.

And my body knows it before I do.


CHAPTER 16

We walk through the mall with stores on both sides and, further up, on the upper floors, as if everything were designed to make you lose yourself a little. I like it. It relaxes me. People are loaded down with bags, kids, and a sense of urgency. Not us. We take our time.

"This is dangerous," I say, looking around. "You come in here to 'take a look' and end up in debt."

Janet laughs.

"It'd be worse to walk out with a story you can't tell."

I glance at her. She's right. And that, oddly enough, makes me smile.

We walk into a clothing store. Not out of need. Out of habit. I grab a shirt at random, pull it slightly, hang it back.

"Are you always this decisive?" I ask.

"About shopping or fucking?" she says without blinking.

I laugh. One of those that slips out on its own.

"About everything. I need to think more. About everything."

"You don't show it much," she says. "From the outside, you look very sure of yourself."

From the outside, I think. If she only knew.

We leave the store and keep walking. The topic comes up without forcing it, the way important things do when you don't call for them.

"And you guys… how did you start?" I ask, like I'm commenting on the weather.

Janet shrugs.

"Without thinking. Literally. Years ago. Dinner with a couple we were friends with. Wine, laughter… someone said 'we're swingers' and Tony and I looked at each other like: what the hell is that?"

"Great start."

"Yeah," she laughs. "That night we each fucked our own partners, but the curiosity stuck. You know… when you try something new and you don't know if you liked it or if it scared you."

I nod. Too much.

We step into another store. Dresses. A lot of them. Janet holds one up in front of me.

"This one is so you."

"And how do you know that?"

"Because you look at yourself in the mirror like you're asking for permission," she says. "And that dress doesn't ask."

I take it to the fitting room, even though I hadn't planned on trying anything. I look at myself. Not bad. Not bad at all.

"And you?" she asks from outside. "How was it?"

I step out wearing the dress.

"I don't really know how to explain it either. We watched a movie… a comedy, one of those that makes fun of cuckold and swinger stuff. But it leaves the idea in your head."

"The worst ones," Janet says. "The ones that make you think."

"Exactly. Our sex life was fine."

I gesture vaguely.

"But it had gotten comfortable. And comfort is dangerous. If you don't do anything, something breaks. Or you start looking elsewhere."

Janet watches me closely.

"And now?"

"Now we're better than ever."

I say it without hesitation. That surprises me.

We keep walking. In and out of stores. Shoes, bags, ridiculous prices. The same mall music in the background. The AC on my legs. My feet feel slightly heavy—just enough to notice we've been here a while. Nothing. Until it is.

"Any good dates lately?" Janet asks quietly, next to a rack of shirts.

"A few. When I was with Marcus… fuck. He almost broke me."

She laughs, covering her mouth.

"That's a good sign."

"Depends on how you look at it."

"It always depends. And sizes? Do they impress you, or whatever?"

I shrug.

"They do. I'm not going to lie. After that… everyone has to do their job."

"Smart answer."

We walk a bit more. I feel strangely comfortable. Talking about things I don't talk about with anyone. Not lowering my voice out of embarrassment—just out of complicity.

"Do you throw many parties?" I ask.

"Just enough. I like men more, but everything adds something. It all turns me on."

She says it like she's talking about food. Natural. No drama.

I catch myself thinking I like listening to her. That I like not having to explain myself. That I like not being the weird one.

"Look at that dress," I say, pointing to a window. "That one definitely wouldn't ask permission."

Janet smiles.

"Let's try it."

And we walk in. Like we're not playing with fire. Like it's just shopping.

The store is bigger. One of those designed for you to stay a while. Bright light, mirrors everywhere, big fitting rooms. Comfortable.

"I'm trying these on," Janet says, grabbing two pairs. "You mind coming in with me?"

"Sure. We can both give an opinion."

The fitting room is big. Plenty of space. Janet takes off her shoes first. Calm. Then her pants. I pretend to look at my phone. I'm not. I'm watching her.

Her legs are toned. Strong without being too much. Flat stomach. Firm. Someone who takes care of herself without obsessing. Black hair, mid-length, well cut. And when she lifts her head and looks in the mirror, I see her eyes. Green. Not just green. Emerald. The kind that pulls you in even if you don't want it to.

"Do you go to the gym?" I ask.

"Yeah," she says, pulling the pants up. "At some point I decided I was done watching things sag. So now I take it seriously… as much as I can."

I laugh.

"That 'as much as I can' thing is me."

"That's the trick. No drama."

She turns slightly in the mirror. I nod like I'm judging the pants, but I'm not. I'm judging everything else. And something hits me: I'm not comparing myself. I'm not uncomfortable. I'm just… looking.

And then I feel it—she's looking at me too.

She doesn't say anything. Neither do I. We look at each other through the mirror. It's strange. New. Maybe for the first time, I'm looking at a woman and thinking she turns me on. Not romantic. Not emotional. Simpler. Dirtier. Physical. And that makes me smile.

"They look great on you," I say.

"Thanks. I'll check you out after."

We step out like nothing happened. Keep walking. Another store. Then another. The conversation shifts again, slowly.

"Was that your first time with two?" she asks suddenly.

"We tried once… but I couldn't."

Janet raises an eyebrow.

"Of course. That cream I gave Oliver? Magic. And his cock is the perfect shape to fit anywhere."

I cover my mouth to keep from laughing too loud.

"You're terrible."

"And you're way too proper for what you do."

We keep moving between stores, talking about dates, mistakes, things that went okay, others that went too well. The mall doesn't feel as big anymore. Or as crowded. Or as loud.

It's just us. Walking. Talking about things people usually whisper. Or don't say at all.

And for some reason, that makes me feel light.

We keep browsing without direction. In and out of stores like any two friends, commenting on fabrics, colors, ridiculous prices. I hadn't planned on buying anything… until I see them.

Tight pants. Simple. The kind that either fit perfectly or never get worn.

"I love those. If they fit, I'm taking them."

"Go. I'll wait."

I go into the fitting room alone. Take off my jeans. Pull the new ones on. Tight. I look at myself. Front. Side. Turn slightly. Lift my ass just enough. Like I know what I'm doing. I smile.

Not bad.

I'm about to take them off when I hear Janet outside.

"Do they fit?"

I open the door.

"What do you think?"

She steps in. Stops. Looks at me calmly.

"Perfect fit. Don't overthink it."

"Done. I'll take them."

I start taking them off. As I pull them down, my thong slides with them. Tight fabric. It drags it down. I hang the pants. The thong stays low, resting against my pubic bone.

Janet steps closer. No rush. She presses me back against the wall. The mirror to my left. Her hands on my hips. Firm.

She kisses me.

I kiss her back.

We devour each other. No hesitation. No warning. Hungry. Her tongue inside my mouth. Mine answering. My body moves before I think. Heart in my throat. Hands trembling slightly. I don't stop. I don't want to. My body moves faster than my head and it gives me that sharp, good kind of vertigo. We're in a fitting room. People two meters away. Voices. Steps. Laughter. And I keep kissing her like the risk is part of it.

She slides two fingers inside me.

I spread my legs without thinking.

I didn't know I was this wet. Surprised even by myself.

Her fingers slide in easily. No resistance. Just heat. Need. Different from them. No brute force. No push that hurts before it feels good. Precise. Controlled. She knows exactly where. Her fingers curl where they should. Press where I need it without me guiding her.

I'm breathing against her mouth. I don't know how long. Seconds. Minutes. Time melts.

Heat rises from my stomach. Wetness between my thighs. A tremor building from my knees up through my chest.

She drops to her knees.

Pulls my thong down. I step out of it halfway. Don't care.

Her mouth on me.

She spreads me open and starts licking my clit, sucking with confidence, like she knows exactly what she's doing. At the same time, her fingers slide back inside me.

I press harder against the wall. Arch slightly. Head back.

A low moan escapes me.

"Fuck… Janet…"

She doesn't stop.

She pushes me faster.

Her fingers drive in and out, steady, exact. I grab her head. My legs shake.

Too much.

Her tongue is warm, relentless. Circling. Pressing. Pulling back. Returning. And her fingers—fuck—don't stop. Deep. Twisting. Almost out, then back in again.

I feel myself opening more. Giving in. Heat building, spreading, until breathing gets harder.

No way back now.

I don't want one.

She pauses. Bites softly at my inner thigh. I bite my hand to stay quiet. My whole body reacts.

Back to my clit.

Harder.

Focused.

She fucks me with her fingers and all I can think—

fuck… she's so good at this.

It hits.

The orgasm breaks over me before I can do anything about it. I try to hold it, but my legs shake, my whole body tightens, breath catching. Everything pulls into one point and explodes out.

I'm left trembling. Head against the wall. Eyes closed. Breath uneven. Heat still moving through me. Sweet. Lingering.

My legs barely hold me up.

A slight disorientation, like coming down from something short but intense.

When it fades, Janet slowly pulls her fingers out and stands up. I look at her—glassy eyes, flushed skin, a shameless smile I don't even try to hide.

"Fuck… that was intense."

She kisses me, quick.

"We'll have to do this again," she whispers. "Now you owe me."

She smiles, licks her fingers without hesitation, and opens the door.

"I'll be outside, blonde."

She leaves.

I stay there for a second longer, leaning against the wall, breathing. Heart still racing.

This wasn't the plan.

But neither was anything else.

And I like it.

I like it a lot.

I pull my thong up. Get dressed slowly. Look at myself in the mirror.

I don't fully recognize myself.

I take a breath and step out, trying to compose myself. Everything's the same. Mirrors. Hangers. People passing without looking.

And as I walk past the fitting rooms, I think, amused. Almost resigned.

I have a problem with shopping malls.


CHAPTER 17

Laura's message came in while I was on the living room floor, my back against the sofa and a remote in each hand.

I'm leaving the mall. Heading home. I'll be there in about half an hour.

I replied with an "ok" without thinking too much about it. I left my phone face down on the coffee table, between two empty chocolate cups and a plate with crumbs someone had promised to clean up "right now."

The kids were still doing their own thing, absorbed in the screen. The living room was a small domestic mess: cushions on the floor, a badly folded blanket, cookie crumbs on the carpet. Nothing out of the ordinary. In fact, completely normal.

"Dad, go, go now," one of them shouted without looking at me.

"I am," I said. "If you lose, don't look at me like that later."

Half an hour later, I heard the key in the door.

"Mom!" they both shouted at once, without getting up from the sofa.

Laura walked into the living room with a bag in her hand, like she'd just come back from a normal afternoon.

"You're here already?" one of them said, eyes still glued to the screen.

"Didn't you want me to come?" she said, amused. "Of course… Dad lets you do whatever you want."

"Hey," I protested, more out of habit than conviction.

Laura smiled. She went over to them first, gave each of them a quick kiss on the head, then came to me. A brief, automatic kiss. The kind that fits into the routine.

I didn't let go of the remote.

"How was shopping?" I asked.

"Good," she said. "I bought some pants."

She opened the bag and showed them to me like it was nothing.

"I'm sure they look great on you," I said.

"I'll try them on later, see what you think," she said, putting them back. "I'm going to take a shower, then we'll figure out dinner, okay?"

I glanced at the kids.

"I don't know if they'll eat much. They've been going hard on chocolate."

Laura laughed.

"I can see that."

She headed to the bathroom. A moment later, the shower started. The sound of water blended with the game.

We kept playing. I pressed buttons, reacted—but I was a little late. Missed an easy jump. Then another.

I thought about the mall. About them spending the afternoon together. Not anything specific. Just the fact of it.

Laura had been with someone who knew things.

Too many things.

I shifted slightly. Adjusted.

Focused on the screen like that would pull me back in.

It didn't.

There was no clear thought. Just a faint unease. The sense that something wasn't exactly where I'd left it.

Laura came back into the living room with wet hair and comfortable clothes. Before she could sit, the kids were already pulling at her.

"Mom, play."

"No way," she said. "I'm tired."

"Come on, just one."

She sighed and looked at me, asking for backup. I raised my eyebrows.

In the end, she grabbed a controller and sat with us. Super Mario. The four of us. Shouting, laughing, pointless competition.

All of it felt normal.

"One," she said. "No complaining after."

I glanced at her a couple of times. She looked relaxed. Calm. Maybe a bit more present than usual.

Or maybe that was just me.

When they got bored of the console, Laura handed them each a couple of yogurts. No complaints. That said enough.

"We'll have dinner later," she told me quietly. "After they go to bed."

I nodded.

Everything looked normal.

And still, it felt like something was waiting.

After putting the kids to bed, we threw together something light. Nothing elaborate. Some bread, something quick from the fridge. Enough not to go to bed hungry.

We sat on the sofa, the low table in front of us. One of those that lifts just enough to hold plates without any fuss.

Laura picked something at random on TV. I didn't even look at what it was. It played in the background. That was enough.

We ate in silence for a while.

Not uncomfortable.

The kind of silence that's there because no one feels the need to fill it.

I waited.

Not in any obvious way.

I just… waited.

Laura ate calmly, watching the screen like it was any other night.

Maybe it was.

Maybe it wasn't.

In the end, I was the one who spoke.

"Well… how was it with Janet?"

I said it lightly. Like I was asking about a movie. Or traffic.

Laura smiled slightly.

"Good. She's nice. Interesting."

"Interesting?"

"Yeah," she said. "Maybe a bit too energetic," she added, exaggerating a little. "But we had a really nice afternoon."

I nodded, chewing slowly.

"Just the mall?"

Laura looked at me and laughed.

"Of course. Relax, okay? Don't tell me you think we ran off with two random guys."

She said it with a sideways glance. A hint of mischief.

I played along.

"No need to leave the mall for that," I said, smiling.

I said it lightly. Too lightly, perhaps.

Laura flushed for a second.

"Bad," she said, nudging me with her elbow. "Eat."

We drifted into small talk. The afternoon. The kids. Something that had happened at school.

Everything flowed.

Too smoothly.

When we finished, we cleared what little we'd used and went back to the sofa. Laura settled next to me, stretching her legs.

I circled back, without pushing.

"I'm glad you liked her," I said. "But you know… people we meet through this… maybe it's better not to mix it with normal friendship."

Laura didn't get defensive. Didn't tense.

"I know," she said. "But it's normal to connect with someone too. We're still people."

I nodded slowly.

The TV kept talking to itself.

And I had the feeling that conversation wasn't over.

Just paused.

Laura stayed quiet for a bit. Then shifted closer, leaning against me like she was just getting comfortable.

The TV kept talking to itself.

Then I felt her mouth near my ear.

A soft bite on my earlobe. Playful. Not accidental.

"She told me some interesting things too…" she whispered. "Told me about a few things."

Nothing more.

Her mouth moved down my neck. A kiss. Then another. Then her tongue—slow, deliberate.

Like she knew exactly what it would do.

I felt it immediately.

Before I could think.

A clean, automatic erection that tightened my whole body.

I didn't say anything.

Didn't move away either.

She felt it.

Didn't need to look.

She smiled against my skin, then pulled back just enough to glance at me.

"See?" she murmured. "Not such a boring afternoon after all."

She rested her head on my shoulder again.

Like nothing had happened.

The TV was still on.

But I wasn't watching anymore.


CHAPTER 18

The TV was still on in the living room, but neither of us was paying it any attention. The bite on my ear had been the trigger, and when Laura reached for my hand without saying a word, I knew the night had just taken a turn. I followed her into the bedroom. The door closed with a soft click, and the outside world—the sleeping kids, the everyday chaos—was left on the other side.

She slipped off her T-shirt in one fluid motion, then her pants. I did the same, more slowly, watching her. There was something different about the way she moved that night: a confidence that wasn't new, but felt sharper, as if she'd discovered a power she hadn't fully explored yet. When I was naked, she pushed me gently toward the bed. I sat on the edge. She straddled me without preamble. Her skin was hot against mine. She rubbed herself slowly, letting my cock slide between her lips, already wet, turned on before we'd even started.

She kissed me deep, tongue in, claiming my mouth. Then she lifted herself slightly and lowered herself onto me, taking me all the way in with one slow, controlled movement. I let out a low moan. She sighed, adjusting, and started riding me slowly, setting the pace she wanted. Her hands rested on my chest. Mine on her hips, feeling how she moved, how she chose the depth and speed. She was the one in control, and that turned me on as much as it threw me off.

She looked me in the eyes and smiled—that smile of hers that always came before something.

"Janet and I talked a lot this afternoon," she whispered, still moving. "About dates. About big cocks. About how we've been fucked, both of us."

The words hit me straight in the groin. I felt my cock get harder inside her. It was the same dirty pull, but with a sharper edge. I played along, because that's what we did.

"You've already been fucked by two at once," I said, my voice rough, pushing up to meet her rhythm. "And with huge cocks."

Laura closed her eyes for a second, like the memory went through her.

"And I loved it," she moaned, picking up the pace slightly. "How full I felt inside. So full I couldn't think about anything else."

She slid her hand down to her clit and started touching herself in precise circles while she kept riding me. The sight was brutal: her body moving, her fingers working, her breasts rising and falling with every breath. I couldn't look away. It was hypnotic. She was mine—and not entirely.

"Janet gave me some contacts," she went on, her voice breaking. "Guys who fuck well. Who are big, just how I like it. Maybe I'll let one of them fill me… and let you watch."

The fantasy ran through me like fire. It wasn't just words. It was a possibility hanging there between us, something that could become real. My hands tightened on her hips.

"Then you'll tell me who they are," I said, pushing deeper. "And we'll add them as friends on the site."

She smiled, pure provocation, and leaned toward my ear.

"You know I love having that kind of friend," she whispered. "Friends who fuck me without complications."

"One of them will fuck you bareback," I said, feeling her tighten around me.

It turned me on… and at the same time, it wasn't just up to me anymore.

"I'm sure they will," she moaned, speeding up her fingers. "They'll fuck me bareback and fill me with cum. And you'll watch all of it."

The image formed in my head: Laura spread open, giving herself, taking everything while I watched. The pull of it pushed me right to the edge. I was close, too close. She felt it—she always did—and slowed down for a moment, stretching it out.

Then, just when it was almost too much, she dropped it.

"And this afternoon I found out something else," she murmured, her voice shaking with her moans. "Janet's really good with her tongue… she ate my pussy in a fitting room."

My rhythm broke for a second. A hard beat in my chest, like my body had understood before my head.

I thought it was part of the game, another fantasy to push things further, like so many times before. But something in her tone, in how dry and direct it came out, made me hesitate. I kept moving, but my head split in two.

"I'm sure she's great at it," I said, trying to stay in the game. "But I doubt you let her do that to you."

Laura looked straight at me, with an intensity that wasn't just pleasure.

"You doubt it?" she said, moaning louder. "Don't doubt so much."

I didn't stop. If anything, I sped up, like my body wanted to solve what my head couldn't. The doubt was there, lodged deep, and it only made me harder.

"I don't see you getting into a fitting room with her for that," I said, my voice tight, watching her like I could read the truth on her face.

She leaned in again, whispering into my ear while her hand kept working her clit and her pussy tightened around my cock.

"What, you think I'm not capable of doing things in a shopping mall?" she asked, with a moan that was half provocation, half confession.

That was it. I pushed faster, deeper, and felt her body respond—tightening, shaking. Laura came first, with a muffled moan that pulled me with her. The orgasm went through me completely, at the same time as hers, like we were synced in that release. We stayed there trembling, breathing hard, until the pleasure faded in slow waves.

Laura slid off me slowly and sat beside me on the bed, her back against the headboard. I did the same, catching my breath, my heart still racing. Silence settled for a moment—charged, but not uncomfortable.

I looked at her. She held my gaze with a smile I knew well: satisfied, playful, a little dangerous.

"About Janet," I said finally, my voice still rough. "Is it true?"

Laura didn't look away. Her smile widened slightly, with that edge that always disarmed me.

"That she's good with her tongue?" she said. "Yeah. That's true."

She held my gaze a second longer than usual.

And I understood I wasn't going to sleep easy that night.


CHAPTER 19

I woke up before anyone else, as I almost always did on Sundays. The house was wrapped in that particular silence that only appears when everything is going on as usual and yet feels suspended. The kids were asleep in their rooms. Laura breathed slowly beside me, her body relaxed under the sheets, as if the night before had left no mark on her.

I lay there for a moment, staring at the ceiling with my eyes half-open. It wasn't sleep that kept me there. Not tiredness either. It was something else. A slight unease, still formless, that had settled in during the night and was now unfolding little by little, like fog moving in without a sound.

I felt an erection, but not immediate or automatic, like other times when memories of a date or a party hit me at dawn. This was slower. Deeper. A mix of anticipation and doubt that first tightened in my chest and then dropped, heavy, into my gut. I felt my pulse in my temples, the heat climbing up my neck.

I got up carefully so I wouldn't wake her. The floor was cold under my bare feet. I closed the bedroom door with a soft click and walked down the dark hallway. In the living room, the blinds let in a gray morning light. I made coffee in the kitchen. The sound of the machine, the strong, familiar smell, restored a sense of normalcy I appreciated more than I wanted to admit.

I sat down in front of my laptop, the steaming cup off to one side. Sunday. Coffee. Screen. It was almost a ritual. A space to be alone before the house fully woke up.

I went into PlaySwingers.com first.

The page loaded slowly. New notifications blinked in the corner. Messages. Likes. Recent reviews from the last party. I clicked without rushing, like someone who knows exactly what he's going to find and still needs to see it.

I read slowly.

"Great couple. She was the star of the party."

"Spectacular couple. Brutal attitude. Incredible energy."

"He's very proper. She's wild. You can tell she really enjoys it."

I swallowed. Each line dug a little deeper.

It wasn't the first time I'd read things like that. It had happened before, after other dates, with other men, other people's takes on her. But this time it felt different. More personal. More real. Maybe because Laura didn't just shine when I was there to set the pace anymore. Maybe because she was starting to move on her own, without looking for my approval to steady herself.

I opened the private messages. One after another. Proposals to meet. Direct comments, no buildup. Some clumsy, rushed, badly written. Others confident, measured, from men who knew what they were offering and didn't need to explain it.

I left one message unopened.

Not because I wasn't interested.

Exactly because I was.

I pictured Laura reading messages like that. Her finger sliding across the screen. Deciding whether to reply or not. Not asking me. Just choosing, with that new, sharper edge the reviews kept pointing out.

The thought sent a slow pulse through my gut. Arousal, yes. Fuck, of course it turned me on. Imagining her active, decisive, a slut in the best sense, taking what she wanted without waiting for me.

But at the same time, that same image made me wonder if I was still essential to the equation or just another piece. The thought tightened my stomach. It wasn't jealousy in the usual sense. It was something subtler. More dangerous. The feeling that the game, which had always been ours, was starting to run on its own.

I switched tabs. I left PlaySwingers open in the background and typed the address directly, without going through menus, like entering a place that doesn't need signs.

travelnotas.blog/secret

It took a second for the page to ask for the password. I typed it without thinking.

lauradani2026

I went in.

That space was mine. Ours, in theory. But mostly mine in that hidden part of the blog. A diary without fixed dates. A place where we kept photos, texts, fragments of trips I uploaded from time to time. Behind the facade, there were versions of Laura that only existed there.

I uploaded a new image I had edited a couple of days earlier.

Laura with Malik.

Her body just slightly giving. The closeness of their bodies. The curve of her back as she pushed her ass back just a little, like she was about to give in completely.

I zoomed in on the screen and felt my cock start to harden under my pajama pants.

I thought about the party. About the orgy that had marked a turning point.

Laura getting fucked by Oliver and Marcus in the middle of the round sofa. The brutal energy she put out in front of everyone. In front of me. I hadn't been able to record it, but the images were stored in my head with surgical precision: her body between them, the moans coming out of her without restraint, the way she let herself go, filled front and back, unleashed like I had never seen her.

I remembered how her eyes searched for mine in the middle of the chaos. Not to ask for permission. To share the pleasure. Or at least that's what I thought back then.

I opened a video from an earlier date. Laura laughing at the beginning. Then looking at me while the guy slowly fucked her. Her gaze locked on mine, aware I was there, watching.

My breathing slowed. Deepened. I touched my cock through my pants. Felt the steady pulse. The heat. I slipped my hand inside, squeezing lightly.

I didn't want to masturbate. Not yet.

The filth of it was the same as always: watching her enjoy herself, knowing she was mine and yet not entirely. But now, with Janet in the equation, the mental noise was louder. Janet's tongue. The fitting room. Laura without me.

It wasn't just picturing Janet touching her.

It was picturing her looking at her afterward.

Explicit images in my head. Doubts I didn't know if I wanted to settle. Jealousy I was bringing on myself, as if I enjoyed the sweet, tense ache of it.

What if Laura no longer needed me to get turned on?

What if someone like Janet made her feel more alive, more certain?

The idea unsettled me. It made me feel cuckolded in the rawest sense: not just watching, but displaced. And yet… I liked it. I liked that version of Laura—more active, more of a slut, more her own.

I touched myself again, slower, feeling the heat of my skin, the quick pulse. I pictured Laura choosing from Janet's contacts. Meeting someone alone. Letting herself go in a fitting room or anywhere. Deciding when, how, and with whom.

The image turned me on.

And at the same time, it worried me.

The aftertaste was twofold: sweet because desire was overwhelming me, bitter because control was slipping away.

I stopped. I didn't want to finish like that, alone. I wanted that tension to stay there. To force me to face it with her.

I closed the laptop when the coffee had gone cold. The cup half-empty on the table. I sat there a moment longer, my head full of images I couldn't sort out. I thought something I didn't like admitting.

This turns me on more than ever.

And it scares me more than ever.

I went back to the bedroom quietly. Laura was still asleep, her breathing steady, her body relaxed under the sheets. I slipped back into bed and watched her for a moment.

Calm. Normal.

As if nothing had changed.

I stayed there watching her a moment longer, wondering when I had stopped being sure whether I was leading the game…

or just watching it.


CHAPTER 20

After lunch, the kids went to their room with the console on. The living room has that typical Sunday afternoon calm: the TV on some channel neither of us is really watching, the sun already low coming through the window, the smell of coffee still hanging in the air. Daniel is sitting in his corner of the sofa, one leg bent, the remote in his hand, but he doesn't change the channel. He's been like that for a while. More thoughtful than usual. Quieter. It's not anger. It's discomfort. I know him.

I've curled up against him, my head on his shoulder, my legs tucked in. I'm wearing the loose T-shirt I use at home and some old leggings. Nothing sexy. Just comfortable. But I can tell he's not fully here.

I give him a small nudge with my elbow.

"You seem a little serious, Dani. You okay?"

He turns his head slowly, looks at me, and gives me a small smile—one of those half-smiles that don't reach his eyes.

"Yeah, sure. Why wouldn't I be?"

"I don't know… maybe because of what I told you about Janet."

He goes quiet for a second. Looks down at the remote, turning it between his fingers.

"The fitting room?" he asks, almost flat. "You didn't really give details. I'm not sure if it was real or just part of the game in the moment."

I take a breath. I don't want to lie to him. I don't want to hide it. But I don't want it to turn into a thing either.

"Well… it was real. But it was nothing. I mean, Janet's used to doing whatever she wants and… they don't really work like we do."

Daniel raises an eyebrow.

"So they each do their own thing. Even as a couple."

"Something like that."

He stays quiet another second. No tension. No jaw tightening. Just processing.

"Well, I don't like that. And it's not what I want."

He says it calmly. No reproach. But firm.

"Me neither," I say quickly. "Yesterday was just me not thinking. And considering we were together at the party and all… it's not like hooking up with someone random. It was more like something left unfinished from that night."

Daniel lets out a short, dry laugh.

"So you two still had to eat each other out."

I laugh too. I can't help it.

"Putting it like that… yeah, it was stupid, I promise."

"Right," he says. "But there has to be trust. And for this to work, we have to function as a unit."

I nod slowly.

"I suppose every couple has their own way of doing things. In our case, we're clear about it. More than that, I think the main thing is that we trust each other."

Daniel looks at me with a hint of sarcasm, but no edge to it.

"Okay, so that means if I fuck someone without telling you first and then tell you afterward, we're good."

I laugh again, nudging him lightly with my shoulder.

"To make it even, what you'd have to do is suck another guy's cock."

"You bitch. In that case, they'd have to suck mine. That's what they did to you."

"Okay, fine. If one day you come home and tell me some guy you know went down on you in a fitting room, I'll say we're even. Anything else wouldn't be fair."

We both laugh. It's that kind of laugh that only happens when there's real trust. But there's something under it. I can feel it in both of us.

Daniel goes quiet for a second. Then speaks more softly.

"Alright. That's it. But I'd rather we stick to the path we were on."

"Relax, me too," I say, resting my hand on his thigh. "You're not mad anymore?"

"I wasn't mad."

"Okay. Maybe not mad, but you looked like a wildebeest."

"Because of my face or the horns?"

"If it were the horns, you'd look like a deer. You've already got antlers."

He really laughs this time. He throws himself on top of me, tickling my sides. I squirm, crying out a little so the kids won't hear us, pushing him away—but not much. He ends up on top of me on the sofa, holding my wrists with one hand, his body pressed against mine. He kisses me—slow, deep. Then pulls back slightly, looks me in the eyes, and leans in to whisper:

"You're a slut I'm going to have to keep on a tight leash."

I smile against his mouth.

"Fine. But make sure the leash is the only thing you keep short. I like the rest long."

"Touché."

We stay like that for a while, wrapped around each other, laughing, the TV in the background making noise no one is listening to.

And in that moment, with his weight on top of me, his breath on my neck, his hand still holding my wrist, I think… yeah.

That we can keep playing. But together.


EPILOGUE

I had to work that Saturday.

I had three hours free. I wasn't thinking about how much it would piss me off to go back, just about what I had to do before that.

I left the office when no one else was around. Dark blazer, open shirt. No tie. I didn't need one.

The elevator went down slowly to the parking garage. I looked at myself in the metal reflection of the door as it descended. Everything was in place. The clock read 3:30. We were meeting at four.

Someone's always late. Sometimes it was me.

My black BMW was waiting where I'd left it. I started the engine and set my phone in the holder. The location was already there. A hotel. Twenty minutes away.

I drove without rushing. Getting there early has never seemed like a good idea.

I parked in the underground garage and stayed inside for a moment. I checked the time again.

I had time.

I crossed the street and went into the café across the way. A large window. From the bar, you could see the hotel's facade. I ordered a beer and a small sandwich.

I sat where I could see everything.

I waited. No rush.

At four, my phone buzzed.

"Are you going to be long? She's already wet."

I smiled. That was enough.

I texted back that I was on my way.

It wasn't a lie. Not yet.

I finished the beer. The sandwich. I paid.

You know when waiting stops being waiting?

When someone's waiting for you.

I crossed the street.

No music in the hotel elevator. Better. I went up alone.

Third floor.

I knocked softly with my knuckles.

A man in his underwear opened the door. Middle-aged. Short hair. He looked at me like he didn't quite know what to do with his hands.

"I'm Luca."

"Alberto."

Brief handshake. I stepped inside.

She was sitting on the bed. Black lingerie. Low light. Soft music. She looked at me without getting up.

Her name was Clara.

"Nice to meet you," I said. "That's how I like it."

Two kisses. She smelled of sweet perfume and nerves.

"If you don't mind," I added, "I'll take a quick shower."

The bathroom was small. The shower worked. I took my clothes off without thinking about it. The water ran hot.

The photos didn't quite match. Didn't matter.

When I came out, I had only a towel around my waist. Alberto was naked now. The cage caught the light, locked around his cock. Small. Silver.

I said nothing.

Clara got off the bed and came over. She removed my towel slowly, like it mattered. She knelt.

Her mouth was warm. Her tongue circled slowly. No rush. Just precision.

She took a moment to look at her husband.

"Do you like what you see, cuckold?"

Alberto let out a low sound.

Nothing more.

***

I left the hotel a little after six. The air outside was cooler.

I got into the car.

The clock. 6:10.

I drove back to the mall. I parked where I always did. On the way up the escalator, I passed the restrooms. I stopped for a second.

Laura.

That one was different.

I smiled and kept walking.


AUTHOR’S NOTE

There are lines you think you won't cross. Until everyone is watching and you cross them anyway.

One night. No limits. A husband who saw everything — and let it happen.

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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