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When the bell rang signaling the end of second period, classroom doors flew open and the hallways filled with voices: laughter, hurried conversations, the unmistakable murmur of complaints about the math exam, and the occasional reprimand from teachers trying to keep order. Down at the end of the hall, two students were arguing loudly while a teacher tried to separate them.

San Ignacio de Loyola School was a modern three-story building with large windows that let in the morning sunlight. The main hallway, where most of the high school classrooms were located, had tile flooring that amplified the sound of students’ hurried footsteps as they changed classes.

The air smelled like a peculiar mix of paper, ink, and the cheap perfume some teenagers doused themselves in. Every now and then, a stronger whiff of hormone-fueled teenage sweat cut through, along with the faint smell of food from the cafeteria, where they were already starting to prepare the day’s first dishes.

The teachers’ lounge was on the second floor, in a quieter wing of the building. It was a spacious but functional room with a long central table surrounded by chairs, several computers, and a small area with a coffee maker and a vending machine. The atmosphere here was different: more relaxed, though still filled with the constant murmur of teachers taking advantage of their breaks to vent about students, prep for the next class, or just grab a coffee before heading back into battle.

Sonia walked in and immediately felt the contrast between the hallway bustle and the relative calm of the room. She headed to the coffee maker, savoring the aroma of freshly brewed coffee for a moment while she waited for Mamen. She wondered if her colleague had class next period. She herself had a free hour and would have preferred to grab something outside the school grounds, away from the stuffy atmosphere of the teachers’ lounge.

She filled her cup and leaned against the counter, enjoying the warmth of the porcelain in her hands. A few seconds later, Mamen burst in with her usual energy, brushing a strand of blonde hair from her face and dropping a pile of books on the table with an exaggerated sigh.

		“Friday’s finally here!” she exclaimed, dropping into one of the chairs. “I don’t know how I survived this week. How are you holding up?”




Sonia gave a tired smile before taking a sip of her coffee.


“Same. The sophomores were impossible today. I had to confiscate three phones in my last class.”



Mamen rolled her eyes wearily.

		“I hear you. I don’t even bother counting how many times I have to say ‘en français, s’il vous plaît’ in an hour anymore. I’m pretty sure I speak more Spanish than they do.”




They both laughed as Mamen poured herself some coffee and stirred in the sugar listlessly. Then she propped her elbow on the table and looked at Sonia curiously.


“So, what are your plans for the weekend?”



Sonia sighed and shrugged.

		“None, really. Luis and I haven’t talked about anything, but I’m guessing it’ll be another weekend of couch, TV, and not much else.”




Mamen frowned, her expression a mix of disbelief and teasing.

		“Again? Girl, don’t tell me you two have already turned into an old married couple at thirty-two!”
		“Don’t say it too loud,” Sonia joked with a smile. “Sometimes we even do the grocery run on Saturday morning, like true veterans.”




Mamen clicked her tongue and shook her head.

		“This can’t go on. Look, this weekend I’m heading to a country house with some friends. It’s up in the mountains, has a fireplace, a jacuzzi, and there’s even a river nearby where they say the water’s freezing but invigorating. We’re going hiking, drinking wine, and if all goes well, laughing like teenagers until the wee hours. And if… some fit hikers happen to show up… who knows what could happen…”




Sonia set her cup on the table and looked at her with a hint of envy.

	— 	“That sounds... wonderful.”
	— 	“It is. You two could do something similar if you wanted. You’re such homebodies.”
	— 	“Yeah, sure. But tell that to Luis. Between his obsession with the stock market and Sunday football, our idea of fun is pretty different.”




She watched her carefully, as if trying to gauge how much was complaint and how much was resignation in her voice. Mamen was thirty, with a natural magnetism that made her stand out effortlessly. Her blonde hair, a warm honey shade, fell in natural waves to her shoulders, always with that tousled-but-calculated look that seemed to say she didn’t spend too much time in front of the mirror. Her eyes were hazel, expressive and full of a constant spark of amusement, as if she were always about to crack a witty remark or a sarcastic joke.

She wasn’t a stunning beauty, but she had an undeniable appeal. Her face was full of life, with a wide, infectious smile that lit up any conversation. Her build was slender but with curves in all the right places, and she moved with the energy of someone who stayed active. She dressed comfortably but well: fitted pants, simple t-shirts, and leather jackets that gave her a carefree vibe.

Single by choice rather than lack of opportunity, Mamen had a clear philosophy when it came to men: enjoy them without strings attached. Her relationships were fleeting and passionate, but never too deep. Not because she didn’t believe in love, but because so far, no man had stirred anything in her beyond a passing emotion.

She was an independent woman, the kind who enjoyed her solitude without fear but also knew how to surround herself with people to share laughs and good times. She always had plans, was always on the move, and though her life might seem chaotic from the outside, she handled it with the confidence of someone who knows exactly what she wants—or at least, what she doesn’t.

— 
“And what do you want to do?” she asked, arching an eyebrow.



Sonia opened her mouth to respond, but stopped. What did she really want? Lately she’d had the feeling her days just passed by without surprises, like a perfectly programmed cycle. Nothing bad, but nothing exciting either.

Finally, she just smiled and shrugged.

— “I don’t know. I guess something different.”



Mamen rested her chin on her hand and looked at her with a half smile.

— 
“Well then, start by not just supposing.”



Sonia and Mamen were both attractive women, but in very different ways. While Mamen had a carefree, spontaneous air, Sonia exuded a more serene, polished beauty, with a touch of discipline in every aspect of her life.

Sonia was a brunette, with straight, shiny hair that fell past her shoulders, always well-kept but never looking overdone. Her eyes were dark brown, large and expressive, with a gaze that could shift from sweet to firm in a matter of seconds. Her face had balanced features and smooth skin, with a soft tan she kept up from running outdoors.

Her body was the result of her consistency: firm, toned, with subtle curves that stood out on their own. She went to the gym at least three times a week and ran whenever her schedule allowed—not out of obsession, but because she enjoyed the feeling of control over her own body.

If Mamen had a chaotic, vibrant energy, Sonia projected a natural elegance, with an upright bearing and measured movements. She dressed in a more classic, flattering style, but nothing flashy: well-fitted jeans, blouses in neutral tones, white sneakers for work days and understated heels when the occasion called for it.

While Mamen was impulsive and lived in the present with intensity, Sonia was more rational, more of a planner. She didn’t improvise easily, and though she admired the ease with which her friend handled life and relationships, that just wasn’t how she worked. Sonia didn’t leave things to chance; she needed structure—though lately she was starting to wonder if all that stability was costing her too much.

Mamen blew on her coffee before taking a sip, keeping her eyes on Sonia, one eyebrow raised.

	— 	“Let’s see... how long have you two been together?”
	— 	“Eight years married. Ten total.”




Mamen set her cup on the table with exaggerated solemnity.

	— 	Honey, your marriage is practically vintage at this point. Pretty soon they’ll be exhibiting you two at the Prado Museum.




Sonia gave a short laugh, then sighed.

		“It’s not that… It’s just that we’ve fallen into a rut. We barely go out. Between his job and mine, the days just slip by, and when the weekend comes, we’re so tired that all we want to do is binge a show and sleep.”




Mamen gave her a mock-serious look.

		“And not even wild sex on the living room table to break up the monotony?” she asked, lowering her voice so no one could hear.




Sonia swatted her arm, laughing.

		“Mamen! We’re in the teachers’ lounge.”
		“Oh please, we’ve heard way worse in here. Remember when Juan from History told us his wife caught him in a bathrobe, glass of wine in hand, belting out Camilo Sesto in the living room?”




Sonia laughed, shaking her head.

		“I couldn’t look him in the face for weeks. I’d get the giggles…”
		“Exactly. But routine is dangerous, you know? Look what happened to Cristina from Math. She came in one day and told us that she and her husband only ever talked about what to make for dinner and what color to paint the hallway. And what happened? Six months later, divorce and a new boyfriend.”




Sonia rolled her eyes.

		“We’re not like that—don’t exaggerate. We get along fine. But I miss doing different things, feeling like there’s still some excitement in our lives.”




Mamen rested her chin on her hand, thinking.

		“Maybe you guys could use a getaway. A romantic weekend, just the two of you, no phones, no worries. Something with candles, massages, and all that stuff.”




Sonia tilted her head.

		“Do you think Luis would go for something like that? For him, the perfect weekend is watching a Madrid game with a beer in his hand.”
		“Well, then take him to a spa and tell him the massage is courtesy of Vinícius.”




Sonia laughed again, but then her expression turned serious.

		“I don’t know, Mamen. Sometimes I feel like we’re on autopilot. Like we’re doing what we’re supposed to do, but without really thinking about it.”




Mamen studied her closely, the joking tone gone.

— “And you… do you want things to stay like this?”



Sonia narrowed her eyes and leaned her elbows on the table but didn't answer.

— “Okay, and how are things in bed?”



Sonia frowned and wrapped both hands around her cup, taking a sip to buy time.

	— 	“Fine, I guess…” she finally said, shrugging. “I mean, we don't have problems or anything, but… it's always the same.”




Mamen smiled mischievously.

	— 	“Sexual monotony, got it. You've got the script memorized: kiss here, touch there, a quick tumble, and good night.”




Sonia huffed, equal parts amused and resigned.

	— 	“When you put it like that… it sounds terrible. But yeah, pretty much. No surprises, no… I don't know. Nothing different.”
	— 	“Have you tried suggesting something?”
	— 	“Like what? Playing doctor? Teacher and the banker?”




Mamen burst out laughing.

— 
“I don't know, whatever. Spice things up a little.”



Sonia propped her head on her hand and sighed.

	— 	“The worst part isn't just that. It's that we've stopped making an effort. Before, if we went out to dinner, I'd put on a nice dress, do my makeup… and he'd wear a dress shirt and chinos, put on cologne. Now, weekends mean sweatpants and sneakers.”




Mamen's eyes went wide.

	— 	“Oh my God. Textbook monotony. Noooooo!” she exclaimed, clutching her head dramatically.
	— 	“Don't be so dramatic.”
	— 	“I'm serious. That's a clear symptom. When a couple stops making an effort to look good for each other, it's a bad sign. Because in the end, you know what happens? One day, instead of seeing your husband, you see a roommate you share Netflix and grocery runs with.”




Sonia was quiet for a few seconds, stirring her coffee.

— 
“In a way, that's what's happening to us,” she admitted quietly.



Mamen looked at her with a mix of amusement and tenderness.

	— 	“Girl, I don’t have a PhD in relationships, but I know when someone needs a change. And you two need one. Badly.”




At that moment, the bell rang with its usual shrillness, echoing through the hallways and setting off the commotion of students changing classes. Mamen looked at her watch and sighed.

		“Time to get back to the battlefield,” she said, standing up and grabbing her coffee cup.
		“Who do you have now?” Sonia asked with a smile.
		“Ninth graders. Irregular verbs today. If I survive, I’ll text you.”
		“Good luck with that.”
		“And you think about it,” Mamen added, giving her a meaningful look. “Something’s got to be done about that vintage marriage.”




Sonia rolled her eyes, amused.

		“Have a good weekend, Mamen.”
		“You too, mon amour.”




She hurried out of the room, leaving the echo of her footsteps in the hallway. Sonia stayed a few more minutes, enjoying the calm before her last class. She had the juniors, and although they were fairly quiet, at this hour on a Friday everyone’s energy, including her own, was at rock bottom.

To kill time, she pulled out her phone and started looking up ideas for a weekend getaway. If she wanted Luis to go for it, she had to find something that balanced what she wanted with what he’d enjoy. Romantic, but not over the top. Relaxing, but with some entertainment.

She started weighing different getaway options:

A spa hotel in the mountains outside Madrid. A place with a fireplace, forest views, and thermal baths. Dinner at a local restaurant, easy hiking in the morning, relaxation in the afternoon.

A weekend in San Sebastián, with walks along La Concha beach and pintxos for dinner in the Old Quarter. A romantic little hotel with sea views and fine dining at some upscale restaurant.

Seville: culture, tapas, and terraces. Strolling through the Santa Cruz neighborhood and Plaza de España. Live flamenco and cocktails on a rooftop with views of the Giralda. Lively atmosphere and room for more spontaneous plans.

A rural hotel with adventure activities. Zip lines, horseback riding, or kayaking on a river. Something different, far from the usual routine. Luis might be more into the sporty stuff, though for her the whole zip line thing…

Sonia scrolled through the options, reviewing each one carefully. Something told her Luis wasn’t going to be too enthusiastic, but she had to try. What she couldn’t do was settle for another weekend of sweatpants, couch, and soccer.

She saved a few options and stood up. She still had one more class before she could go home, but her mind was already elsewhere.
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Traffic in Madrid at that hour was absolute chaos. Sonia knew it, and yet she couldn’t help feeling irritated by every red light, every car that changed lanes without signaling, and every motorcyclist weaving between vehicles like a fish through water.

After crossing the northern junction of the Castellana, she finally escaped the chaos and entered the Las Tablas neighborhood. She parked in her garage space and headed up to the apartment, feeling like she’d spent half the afternoon just on the drive home.

Walking into the house, she dropped her keys by the door and tossed her bag on the couch with a sigh. She caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror and grimaced. Straight jeans, neither tight nor loose, just comfortable. A long-sleeved white blouse, shapeless, hanging limply over her torso. And to top it off, that beige knit cardigan she’d bought without much thought, because it was practical, because it was warm enough, because it went with everything.

She sighed. When had she started dressing like this? She looked proper, functional—like a responsible woman heading out to run errands or pick up the kids from school. Like her mother. Like her mother-in-law. Like so many other women who, at some point, stopped thinking about what they actually wanted to wear and started prioritizing what was convenient, neutral, acceptable.

And yet, she wanted something more. She wasn’t ready to resign herself to that image. Not yet. She’d seen women who, over time, settled into that version of themselves until they forgot they’d ever been different. Sonia didn’t want that to happen to her. She still had time, still had room to be something more than a predictable, forgettable presence.

Maybe routine, work, responsibilities were pushing her in that direction, but something inside her resisted. She didn’t know exactly what it was or how to put it into words, but it was there. A small fire, barely perceptible, that refused to go out.

More and more often, Sonia found herself caught up in thoughts she’d never had before. Was this the life she wanted? Was it always going to be like this? The idea of a predictable existence, without surprises, stirred a dull anguish that sometimes even she couldn’t name.

The weeks passed like a memorized script. Work, dinners, conversations about trivial things. Nothing was really wrong, but everything carried an unbearable weight of normalcy. Was that what people called stability? If so, then maybe stability wasn’t for her. She couldn’t help imagining herself five, ten years from now. Would they still be the same? Slowly languishing, losing intensity until they became a faded version of what they’d been? She didn’t want their relationship to fade, but what were they doing to prevent it?

And the sex? She couldn’t say it was bad. In fact, there were nights when she really enjoyed herself with Luis. But over time, everything had become predictable. A caress here, a kiss there, him on top, her underneath… then off to sleep. It was functional, satisfying at times, but always the same. And desire—that fire that had devoured them at the beginning—now felt more like a warm ember, something that kept going but never burned with real intensity. Was it going to be like this from now on? The same script, the same rhythm, the same positions?

Sometimes she felt guilty for even thinking it, as if she were somehow betraying what they had. But she couldn’t help it. There was something inside her—a growing restlessness, a longing she couldn’t quite define—but it was there, pushing her to wonder if she’d really explored everything she could experience.

She looked around: the living room was a mess. A couple of mugs on the coffee table, the throw blanket on the couch all bunched up, Luis’s slippers by the door, and last night’s pizza box still sitting there.

— “Great…” she muttered to herself.



She pulled her hair back into a quick bun, rolled up her sleeves, and got to work. First, the kitchen: dishes in the dishwasher, countertop wiped down, coffee maker ready for tomorrow’s breakfast. Then the living room: she folded the blanket, picked up Luis’s slippers, and threw away that damn pizza box.

As she tidied up, she felt her tiredness blending with a familiar frustration. Always the same. On Fridays, she got off work before Luis and ended up cleaning while he… well, he’d come home, greet her with a distracted kiss, and then announce the inevitable:

— “I’m going to lie down for a bit.”



Because on Friday afternoons, Luis was off too, and he always took a nap. As if the weekend couldn’t start without it.

Thinking about all this, she headed to the kitchen to make lunch. Nothing complicated, something quick. She went with a salad and grilled chicken. Though deep down she knew Luis would probably pick at it and head straight for the couch, then drag himself to bed for his sacred nap.

After that, it was time for Carrefour.

Friday afternoons were the perfect time to get the weekly shopping done, but also when the supermarket was packed. Families with overflowing carts, couples arguing over which yogurt to buy, teenagers blocking the frozen pizza aisle.

She sighed as she tossed the salad in the bowl.

— “Another Friday, same as always,” she murmured.



And the worst part was she wasn’t even surprised anymore.

Half an hour later, Luis came home with the calm confidence of someone who’d been following the same routine for years. He closed the door behind him and dropped his keys on the entryway table before loosening his tie with an automatic gesture. The suit looked great on him. Sonia watched openly as he approached: the well-cut jacket, the perfectly pressed shirt, the impeccable shoes. He wasn’t a strikingly handsome man, but he had that kind of elegance that only came from well-chosen, quality clothes.

— 
“Hey, gorgeous,” he said with a brief smile before giving her a quick kiss on the lips.



Sonia smiled back, though with a mix of affection and resignation. Their kisses had been like this for a while now: short, almost formal, more habit than passion.

— “Hey. How was your day?”



Luis set his briefcase on the table and took off his jacket, hanging it carefully over the back of a chair.

	— 	“Crazy, like every Friday. On top of that, I had to take the car to the shop this morning. It was due for its inspection, but they ended up finding the brake pads needed replacing, so the whole thing ran me more than I expected.”
	— 	“How much?”
	— 	“Almost four hundred euros.”




Sonia clicked her tongue.

	— 	“Great.”
	— 	“Yeah... But it had to be done.” Luis stretched, unbuttoning the top button of his shirt. “By the way, the management office called. There’s something pending with the HOA—some documents I need to sign. I have to stop by tomorrow.”
	— 	“Couldn’t you have done it today?”
	— 	“No, they didn’t call until late morning. And you know how it is—Friday afternoons, everyone at the management office vanishes. I’ll go first thing tomorrow. It’ll only take a minute.”




Sonia nodded, stirring the salad harder than necessary.

	— 	“Well, you’ll have to fit it in tomorrow then.”
	— 	“Yeah...” Luis looked at her curiously. “And you? How was your day?”




Sonia hesitated for a moment. She could tell him about her conversation with Mamen, about the monotony slowly suffocating her... but she wasn’t sure this was the right time.

— 
“Normal. Class, traffic, and now lunch.”



Luis came over and gave her waist a little squeeze.

	— 	“Thanks. Want me to set the table?”
	— 	“Yes, please.”




She watched him move unhurriedly, taking out the plates and silverware. Always the same. Sonia let out an almost imperceptible sigh.

	— 	“We need to go grocery shopping today...” she told him.
	— 	“Right. Did you make a list of what we need?”
	— 	“No, I haven’t had time. You should’ve seen how the house looked last night. I spent an hour cleaning up the mess.”




And after cleaning, making lunch, and washing the dishes, they’d go to Carrefour together, pushing a cart through crowded aisles, repeating the same routine as every Friday.

		“How about we head out early tomorrow for a walk in the mountains and grab lunch somewhere?” she asked. “Or we could go to Segovia. It’s close, and the food’s great.”
		“Tomorrow? No way. Madrid plays at four. It’s a huge match. I actually invited Javi over to watch it. Madrid versus Sevilla.”
		“Damn it, Luis... Another weekend stuck at home,” she protested.
		“We can go Sunday. Make a reservation in Medinaceli. We’ll walk around town, then hit the steakhouse. Why don’t you book it now?”
		“Whatever you say...” she said. “But what a thrilling plan... God, Luis. You and your damn soccer.”




As they sat down at the table, the TV was on, tuned to the Antena 3 news. The anchor appeared on screen, reporting on the latest political scandal rocking the government. Sonia took a bite of salad while Luis dropped his fork with a small metallic clatter, his attention caught by a news story.

		“Did you see that?” Luis said, his gaze fixed on the screen. “Another tax hike on fuel. I don’t know how they can let this happen. They’re screwing us over.”




Sonia glanced distractedly at the screen.


“Honestly, I’m not surprised. They’re always at it. Like leeches. Bleeding us dry.”



Luis let out a bitter laugh.

		“Right. One hike after another... All to prop up a bloated government... You know how they’re bringing down unemployment? By hiring more and more bureaucrats. We’ll never get ahead at this rate.”
		“You know what?” Sonia said, setting her fork down on her plate with more noise than usual. “I’m tired, Luis. Sometimes I feel like we’re trapped in some soap opera version of our own lives.”




Luis looked at her, confused.

		“What do you mean?”
		“Weekends are always the same. We eat, watch TV, you take your nap, then we go shopping. There’s no excitement, nothing different. It’s like we’re waiting for something to happen, but we’re not doing anything to make it happen.”




Luis shrugged.

		“So what do you want us to do? Go on some adventure around Madrid? You know I don’t like that. Getting stuck in crowds, traffic jams...”
		“It’s not about that. It’s the routine. I remember when we used to go out to dinner, or to the movies, the theater, do something different. I’m not even talking about when we used to go clubbing... That feels like the Cretaceous period. Now it’s like we’re two old people waiting for life to pass us by.”




Luis frowned.

	“	Don’t exaggerate. We’re busy all week with work and everything else we have to do. On weekends, I just want to rest. And so do you. Don’t deny it.”
	“	Yes, I know we’re busy and tired. But sometimes I think we’re getting too comfortable. It’s like every Friday we just sit here watching the news and complaining about the same stuff.”




Luis scratched his head, searching for an answer.

	“	I don’t think it’s that bad, Sonia. Sometimes it’s nice to relax and not have to worry about going out.”
	“	Yeah, okay, but wouldn’t you like something different to happen?” she insisted. “Something to shake us up a little. I don’t know, a getaway, a trip…”
	“	Look, weekends are for resting. I don’t want to end up exhausted. The week is intense enough as it is. In a month and a half, vacation starts. We can hit the beach. Sun, cold beers…”
	“	But that’s not an excuse. We could find a balance. Not everything has to be exhausting.”




Luis sighed, clearly tired of the discussion.

“
Okay, maybe we could plan something for a weekend. A getaway. The weather’s nice now…”



Sonia looked at him skeptically.

	“	Do you really mean that, or are you just saying it to get me to stop?”
	“	I’m serious,” he replied, trying to sound convincing. “Think of something you’d like to do. But it’s too late for this weekend.”




She nodded, resigned, though a spark of frustration still gleamed in her eyes.

“
All right. But don’t forget I mentioned it.”



Luis smiled slightly, relieved by the change in tone.

	“	I promise. Now, do you want to watch something on TV after we eat?”
	“	No. Lie down for a while, and then we’ll go shopping. The sooner we leave, the better.”




The supermarket was packed, as always on Friday afternoons. Entire families with carts piled high, couples arguing about which yogurt to buy, people blocking the aisles like they were in a museum. Sonia pushed the cart with one hand while scrolling through the shopping list on her phone with the other. Luis walked beside her looking distracted, like he was only there out of obligation.

“
Remember the yogurt,” Sonia said without looking up.



Luis sighed and headed toward the dairy section.

	“	The usual?”
	“	Yes, the plain ones without sugar.”
	“	We could mix it up a little, couldn’t we?” Luis grabbed a pack of flans and held it up with a smile.
	— 	“Yeah, sure. And then you complain that your suit pants don’t fit.”




Luis rolled his eyes and put them back.

They moved through the aisles with the precision of people who’d been doing the same routine for years. Drinks, meat, vegetables, bread, detergent… Sonia stuck to the essentials, while Luis got distracted by anything and everything.

	— 	“Look at this,” he said suddenly, holding up a bag of chips with a new flavor. “Should we try them?”
	— 	“No. They’re really fattening,” Sonia replied without even looking at him.
	— 	“You’re a real joy to shop with, you know that?”
	— 	“And you’re a kid with a credit card. Come on, we still need cereal.”
	— 	“Come on, don’t exaggerate.”
	— 	“Though honestly… grocery shopping is the most exciting part of the week lately,” she said, circling back to the monotony. “One day we should try shopping during the week—this place is like a war zone.”
	— 	“Yeah, right. Like we don’t come home dead tired during the week.”
	— 	“Well, we could make an effort, damn it.”




They loaded the bags into the trunk and drove home in silence, exhausted from the Carrefour crowds. Back at the apartment, after putting everything away, Luis dropped onto the couch with a sigh.

— 
“How about we go down for a beer?” he suggested, eyes closed.



Sonia, who was putting the yogurt in the fridge, raised an eyebrow.

	— 	“Go down where?”
	— 	“To the bar downstairs. A couple quick beers.”




She leaned against the counter and gave him a wry look.

— 
“I’m not getting dressed up to go to the bar right below our place, Luis.”



He opened one eye, amused.

	— 	“You don’t have to get all dolled up. It’s just a beer.”
	— 	“Exactly. For a beer at a place we always go to, I’d rather stay home.”




Luis shook his head, smiling.

	— 	“You and your standards.”
	— 	“They're not demands, it's common sense. I'm not going to get all dressed up just to go downstairs to the bar with you. Why would I waste half an hour?”




Luis sighed, but deep down he understood.

— 
“Fine, then tell me what you want to do.”



Sonia stood silent for a moment, leaning against the counter with her arms crossed. Luis watched her, waiting for her to take the initiative. She was always the one who had to come up with plans, who had to pull him out of his routine.

— 
“If I get dressed up, I want it to be worth it,” she finally said.



Luis looked at her curiously.

— “Define 'worth it.'”



Sonia shrugged.

	— 	“I don't know… Something other than sitting at the same table as always, at the same bar as always, ordering the same beer as always.”




Luis sighed, but smiled with a touch of resignation.

— “So what do you suggest?”



Sonia thought for a moment. They could go downtown, somewhere they didn't usually go. Somewhere with a bit more atmosphere. Maybe a cocktail bar, a place with live music, or just a restaurant they hadn't tried before.

— 
“We could go get drinks somewhere else. None of this quick beer and then home. We could actually go out.”



Luis raised an eyebrow, amused.

	— 	“Actually go out? Like we're twenty years old?”
	— 	“We don't have to come back at dawn, grandpa,” Sonia joked. “But yeah, I feel like getting dressed up and doing something different.”




Luis stared at her for a few seconds, weighing the idea. Finally, he got up from the couch and stretched.

— 
“All right, you've convinced me. Any suggestions?”



Sonia smiled, satisfied.

— 
“Let me get ready, and I'll think about it while I do.”



Luis gave her a look that was half challenge, half amusement.

— 
“All right, but let the record show this is your thing.”



Sonia shrugged and left the living room with a triumphant air. Maybe the night wouldn't turn into anything extraordinary, but at least it wouldn't be another Friday of sweats and TV.
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She opened the closet and looked through her clothes, determined to break the monotony. If they were going out, they'd do it right. No jeans and comfortable sweaters. She wanted to look and feel beautiful.

She chose a tight black dress with a plunging neckline that accentuated her breasts and a side slit that revealed the curve of her thigh when she walked. It was the kind of dress she reserved for special occasions, though she couldn't even remember the last time she'd worn it.

Underneath, she chose a black lace lingerie set: a bra with sheer details, matching panties, and to top it off, garters that hugged her thighs with subtle provocation. She knew Luis wouldn't see them at first glance, but that was part of the fun. Just knowing she was wearing them made her feel more confident, more attractive.

She applied her makeup more carefully than usual: precise eyeliner, deep red lips, and a light touch of highlighter on her cheekbones. She left her hair down, with natural waves that framed her face. To complete the look, black stiletto heels that lengthened her legs and gave her walk that subtle sway that drew so much attention.

When she came out of the bedroom, Luis was on the couch checking his phone. He looked up, saw her, and whistled softly.

— 
“Damn, what’s all this about?” he asked with a surprised smile.



Sonia leaned casually against the doorframe, enjoying the impact she’d made.

— “We’re going to do this right.”



Luis looked her up and down, taking in every detail. Then he glanced down at his own clothes: khaki pants and a light blue shirt with the sleeves rolled up.

	— 	“Okay, hold on,” he said, getting to his feet. “I can’t go out next to you looking like this. Let me grab a blazer, or I’ll look like your chauffeur.”




Sonia smiled, satisfied, as he disappeared into the bedroom. She loved it when Luis reacted like that.

While he changed, she grabbed her phone and started searching for places they could go. She didn’t want just any bar. She wanted something with atmosphere, something different, something they weren’t used to.

She scrolled through cocktail bars downtown, bars with live music, even restaurants with dinner and a show. Something that would force them to sit together, to look at each other, to talk without distractions. Something to pull them out of the rut their life was sinking into.

When Luis came back, blue blazer perfectly in place and hair slightly tousled from changing so fast, she’d already made a reservation on her phone.

— 
“So?” he asked, slipping his hands into his pockets. “Where are you taking us tonight?”



Sonia looked up from her phone and smiled, a mischievous glint in her eyes.

— 
“You’re going to have to trust me. It’ll be a surprise.”



Luis raised an eyebrow, amused.

	— 	“Now I’m scared.”
	— 	“Just go with it.” She winked at him. “I promise you won’t regret it.”




Sonia had found the perfect place: an elegant cabaret in the heart of Madrid, an exclusive venue with a decadent, sophisticated air, where music, sensuality, and champagne flowed freely. It was called “Le Rouge,” and according to the reviews, it offered a provocative but refined show, with dancers and an old-school vedette who commanded the stage like a goddess.

When they arrived, the doorman greeted them with a professional smile. From the outside, the place didn’t look like much—just a black door with the name written in gold letters. But when they crossed the threshold, they stepped into a completely different world.

The walls were covered with photographs of cabarets from around the world. The lights were dim, chandeliers casting golden sparkles over round tables draped in black. The air smelled of expensive perfume, smooth tobacco, and a faint hint of spilled liquor. Soft jazz floated through the room, performed live by a band tucked into a corner of the stage.

A waiter in a tuxedo escorted them to their table, perfectly positioned with a view of the stage. Sonia settled into the velvet chair, crossing her legs elegantly, feeling the caress of the stockings against her skin. Luis, beside her, watched her with a mix of amusement and curiosity.

	— 	“This is definitely a step up from the bar downstairs,” he said, picking up the drinks menu.




Sonia smiled, a mysterious gleam in her eyes.

— “I told you to trust me.”



Dinner was a selection of canapés designed to be eaten without taking your eyes off the show or getting up to dance: smoked salmon with caviar, foie gras on spiced bread, brie tartlets with truffled honey… And, of course, chilled champagne, served in tall, delicate glasses.

— 
“I like it. I don’t know where you got the idea, but I like it. There’s something decadent about it.”



Then the lights dimmed even further, and the jazz band withdrew. The show was about to begin.

The first to appear were four dancers dressed only in satin panties and garters, their bare breasts dusted with gold glitter. They moved with elegance and sensuality, perfectly synchronized, gliding across the stage with slow, deliberate movements. Their bodies swayed to the music’s suggestive chords, which seemed to anticipate something more intense.

Luis set his glass on the table and leaned slightly forward, fascinated. Sonia watched him out of the corner of her eye and smiled. It didn’t bother her that he was looking; on the contrary, she found his reaction amusing.

But then the music swelled and the dancers stepped aside. Suddenly, a powerful spotlight lit up center stage. A thick column of smoke rose from the floor, and with deliberate slowness, she arrived. The vedette.

She was a stunning woman—tall, with perfect curves and a magnetic presence. She wore a red latex corset, fishnet stockings, and an enormous feathered headdress. Her red lips and feline gaze commanded the entire room. She strode to center stage with the confidence of someone who knows all eyes are on her. Luis noticed the sky-high heels that made her tower over every other woman in the place. When she began to sing, her voice deep and sensual, the atmosphere shifted completely.

Sonia took another sip of champagne, enjoying the show as much as the look on Luis's face. She'd wanted to surprise him, and she had.

The vedette descended from the stage with the confidence of a queen surveying her realm. She walked slowly, hips swaying, tossing suggestive smiles to the men in the front rows. But when she reached their table, her feline eyes locked onto Luis.

Sonia watched her husband swallow hard.

Without asking permission, the vedette sat on his lap with brazen ease. Her bare skin, dusted with glitter, brushed against Luis's pants. He was completely paralyzed.

		“Well, well, what do we have here… a handsome one,” the woman whispered, sliding a finger under his chin to make him look at her.




Luis opened his mouth but couldn't find the words.

Sonia burst out laughing.


“Oh my God, the look on your face, Luis,” she teased, clearly amused.



The vedette turned to her with a flirtatious smile.

		“Mind if I play with your man a little?”
		“Nooo. He's all yours.” Sonia looked at her with a mix of amusement and curiosity, raising her hands in surrender. “In fact, I don't think I've ever seen him this quiet.”




The woman laughed and ran her long, bright-red nails across Luis's chest. Just as smoothly as she'd sat down, she stood up, giving his chin a playful pinch before walking away. He let out a sigh—half nervous, half amused.


“Did you get nervous?” Sonia leaned toward him with a teasing smile.



Luis shook his head, but his smile gave him away. His face was flushed, and he kept glancing at the other tables.

“Me? Not at all.”



Sonia gave him a playful tap on the chest.


“Come on, you almost choked on your champagne.”



Luis leaned back in his chair, regaining his composure.

		“It was just… unexpected.”
		“Uh-huh, sure. That vedette's got quite a rack, huh!”




He shot her a defiant look.

		“Didn't even notice, honestly.”
		“She practically shoved them in your face, Luis. You should've seen how dazed you looked…”




The performance continued with the vedette working the crowd the same way with other spectators. The reactions were always the same—nervous men and women laughing at all the flustered faces. When the show ended, more upbeat music started playing. Some couples headed out to the dance floor.

		“Okay, since we’re in a place like this… Want to dance?” Luis stood up and took Sonia’s hand. She looked at him with surprise, raising an eyebrow.
	“	Since when do you like dancing?”
	“	Since you look so damn good I want to see you move on that dance floor.”




Sonia laughed but accepted. They walked toward the area where other couples were already swaying to the music.

Luis took her by the waist, pulling her close. The champagne, the atmosphere, the music, the way their bodies brushed together… It all came together. Sonia slid her hands over his shoulders, savoring the sensation.

“
You know what?” she murmured near his ear. “I think this was a good idea.”



Luis smiled, sliding his hands along the curve of her back.

“
I have to admit, this is the best night I’ve had in a long time.”



Sonia kissed him softly on the lips, feeling the heat of the night settle between them. Maybe this would be just the first of many nights like this.

The music vibrated in the air, an enveloping rhythm that seemed to sync with Sonia’s movements. The champagne had relaxed her body, given her that sense of freedom she rarely allowed herself. She danced unhurried, uninhibited, letting herself go.

Luis held her by the waist, but she moved with independence, with a confidence that drew glances. She knew it, she felt it. She knew the men around her were watching—some discreetly, others openly. And it turned her on. For the first time in a long time, she felt desired.

Sonia excused herself to go to the bathroom. When she returned, Luis noticed she’d hiked up her dress and the neckline seemed deeper.

The stares from some of the men intensified. Luis noticed it too.

At first, it was a subtle prick, a stab of jealousy that made him tense, made his heart race. But soon it transformed into something else—something darker and more primitive. Pride. Excitement.

It was his wife drawing attention on the dance floor. The one rolling her hips with that suggestive rhythm, tilting her head and letting her hair fall with a carefree air, smiling with that hint of mischief she rarely showed.

Sonia, aware of the effect she was having, moved closer to him. She ran a hand along the nape of his neck and pressed her body against his.

“
You’re getting tense, Luis.” Her voice was a whisper in his ear.



Luis narrowed his eyes.

“They’re watching you.”



Sonia smiled against his neck.

“I know.”



Luis slid his hands down her back, pressing her closer. The sensation of having her so close, of knowing that everyone wanted her but only he could touch her—it was intoxicating.

Sonia, enjoying the game, brought her hands to his shoulders and rolled her hips more provocatively.

“Does it bother you?”



Luis let out a low laugh, but his grip on her waist tightened.

“
No.” He leaned in close to her ear. “I love it.”



Sonia felt a shiver run through her body. The music kept enveloping them, but in that moment, the rest of the room disappeared. It was only her. Only him. And the heat between them, growing out of control.
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The air in the room was thick with alcohol, music, and the racing pulse of the night. Luis could barely stay on his feet from exhaustion, but Sonia still had that boundless energy the champagne and the heat of the moment had given her.

“
I can’t take any more, let’s go,” Luis said, running a hand through his hair, somewhat dazed.



Sonia, with bright eyes and a mischievous smile, bit her lip. She was tipsy, uninhibited, her body still warm from the dancing, from the looks she’d felt on her, from the simmering tension between them.

“
Coward,” she teased, pressing against him as they left the club.



Luis hailed a taxi, and when they got in, she sank beside him with a satisfied sigh.

	“	Did you enjoy tonight?” she asked, her voice silky, her lips still moist from the last sip of champagne.




Luis gave a tired smile, resting his head against the seat.

“
It was good… Better than I expected.”



Sonia turned her head to look at him. The reflection of the city lights flickered in her dark eyes. Then, without warning, she leaned toward him and kissed his neck, slowly, with a softness that made his skin prickle.

Luis parted his lips in surprise, and before he could say anything, he felt Sonia’s hand sliding up his thigh toward his crotch, her intent shameless.

The taxi cruised down Castellana, neon lights streaking across the windshield like fleeting flashes. The driver glanced in the rearview mirror and cleared his throat uncomfortably.

Luis grabbed her wrist, stopping her.

“Sonia…”



She looked at him, tilting her head with a boldness that almost disarmed him.

“
What?” she whispered, her warm breath grazing his cheek. “Don’t you like it?”



Luis swallowed. Of course he liked it. The problem was that right now he couldn’t do anything about it.

“
Not here…” he murmured, trying to sound firm.



Sonia smiled, amused. She knew she was making him nervous.

	“	Don’t be so uptight.” She leaned close to his ear and whispered in a low voice: “I want sex tonight, Luis. I want you to fuck me.”




Luis felt a surge of desire run through his body.

He closed his eyes for a second, trying to regain his composure. Lucky the ride wasn’t long, because if she kept this up, he was going to have a hard time not losing control before they got home.

“
You’re really forward tonight,” he said, trying to joke to deflect the tension.



Sonia rested a hand on his chest and held his gaze, not pulling back an inch.

“
I’m turned on. And I want you inside me,” she whispered in his ear.



Luis let out a low groan, feeling his own body betray him. He could feel Sonia’s warm breath on his ear, her nails sliding over his shirt, searching for the gap between the buttons.

The taxi stopped on their street in front of the building. Luis paid quickly, almost clumsily, and they got out. The driver’s expression was a mix of envy and discomfort.

When they entered the building, Sonia pushed him against the elevator wall as soon as the doors closed. She kissed him almost violently, biting his lower lip and thrusting her tongue deep into his mouth.

“
You’re not getting away from me tonight. I’m horny as hell.”



Luis looked at her with eyes dark with desire.

“I wasn’t planning to.”



They stumbled into the apartment, and he fell back on the bed with a deep sigh, feeling the weight of the night in every muscle. He was exhausted, but the sight of Sonia standing in front of him, swaying with alcohol and desire, pulled him out of his lethargy.

She stood there with a slow, mischievous smile, watching him as if deciding what to do with him.

And then she began to undress.

She did it slowly, with a deliberate rhythm, as if savoring every second. She unzipped her dress, letting it fall with a soft whisper of fabric against her skin.

Luis propped himself up on his elbows, mouth half-open.

Sonia stood in just her underwear: a black lace set that highlighted every curve of her body. The bra lifted her breasts, the sheer fabric revealing the softness of her skin. The lace panties hugged her hips, the garter belt holding up her stockings visible beneath.

Luis felt the fatigue disappear all at once.

“Don’t take off your heels.”



Sonia stopped, one eyebrow arched. Then she smiled mischievously and nodded slowly.

— 
“You like them?” she asked, her voice husky, holding his gaze.



Luis swallowed hard, his eyes traveling over every inch of her body.

— “I love them.”



She bit her lower lip sensually, enjoying her husband’s reaction. She knew she had him in the palm of her hand.

She took a step toward the bed, her heels clicking softly on the wood.

— 
“So, what are you going to do about it?”



- “Touch yourself!” Luis urged.



Sonia placed her hands on her breasts and began massaging them. She squeezed and twisted her nipples sensually, pulling them upward. Luis watched her every move.

She brought one of her breasts to his mouth, and he bit it gently. His tongue circled her nipple while his teeth pulled and nibbled, making it harden even more. Her nipples were long and stood out prominently.

Sonia finished undressing. She moved sensually, giving Luis more to admire. Luis pulled her toward him, kissed her passionately, and caressed her back with his hands. Again and again, one hand wandered to her ass, pushing forward between her cheeks. But Luis wanted more. He grabbed the elastic of her panties and pulled them down. Immediately his hands were on her bare skin. His hand slipped between her cheeks, his index finger searching for her asshole.

He suddenly flipped her over, placing Sonia face down on the bed and positioning two pillows under her pelvis. Passionately, he buried his head between her cheeks and began licking her from top to bottom, covering her entire length. He moved from her soaked slit to her asshole, where he paused to circle it with his tongue.

- 
“What are you doing there, Luis?” Sonia asked, a bit nervous as she felt his tongue eating her asshole.



Again and again, he spread her cheeks with his hand to get better access with his tongue. He touched her pussy with increasing intensity each time. Sonia felt wetness forming inside her like she had rarely felt before. She was soaked.

Sonia stretched her ass toward him temptingly. Just seconds later, she felt him pressing against her asshole again, and he slid inside her gently. The forward movement was soft. But intense.

Sonia realized that Luis really seemed to want to fuck her in the ass. His finger slid deeper and deeper, constantly widening the ring of muscle. Then he slipped in a second finger. Without stopping his fingers’ anal penetration, he returned his tongue to her pussy.

	- 	“Will you let me do it to you from behind?” Luis asked between gasps. “Do you want to?”
	- 	“I don’t know,” she replied. “I’ve never had it done there. You’d be the first. Will it hurt?”
	- 	“No. You’re completely relaxed. I’ll be careful.”
	- 	“Doesn’t it disgust you?”




Luis continued the stimulation. He took his time, continuing to lick and relax her sphincter.

After several minutes of caresses, he positioned himself behind her. Sonia was more aroused than ever in her life, waiting to be taken anally for the first time. After a few moments in which she expected him to pierce her ass, to her surprise, he slid his hard cock into her dripping pussy. She was incredibly aroused.

	- 	“But aren’t you…?” Sonia asked with slight disappointment in her voice.
	- 	“Just getting myself wet,” Luis replied, giving her two or three strong thrusts.




Sonia didn’t understand at first what he was doing, but when he pulled out of her pussy and this time pressed his cockhead against her asshole, she realized what he intended. She could clearly feel him pressing his cock against her back entrance with light pressure. It was an incredible sensation between anxiety and arousal. But the wait didn’t last long. Luis increased the pressure after a few seconds, and when the muscle gave way, his cock slid a little into her depths. Sonia let out a small cry of surprise. Luis stopped immediately.

	“	Does it hurt?” Luis asked, stopping his thrusts.
	“	Everything’s fine, don’t worry,” she reassured him. “Keep going, I’m loving what you’re doing…”




Then he increased the pressure again and slid a little deeper inside her. More than half his cock was already inside her. Sonia realized it was harder to enter her from behind than through her pussy. Luis pulled almost all the way out, then thrust back into her, this time with more force. A slight pain shot through her, and she let out a soft whimper. It was a mix of pain and deep pleasure.

“
I’m fine. Keep going,” Sonia assured him between sighs.



A smile spread across Luis’s face as he stiffened. Carefully, he pulled out and thrust all the way back into her depths. Sonia’s sighs mingled with Luis’s moans. She felt an unusual sensation with his cock buried deep in her ass. It was a milder pleasure, yet somehow deeper. Suddenly, things sped up when Luis began stroking her pussy with his hand. He asked Sonia to do it herself so he could focus on thrusting and gripping her hips.

Gradually, he grew more urgent, finally giving in to desire and abandon. He fucked her with determination, thrusting powerfully while she touched herself. Luis pushed harder and deeper with each stroke.

As Sonia’s climax began to build, bringing her close to orgasm, Luis pressed one last time, possessively, into her deepest core. Sonia felt him pumping his cum deep inside her with each thrust. It was a strange sensation, but one that was taking her to heights of pleasure she’d never known. They both collapsed onto the bed, sweaty and exhausted. He took her hand, intertwining his fingers with hers.

	“	Amazing, right?” Luis said, still breathing hard. “Did you like it?”
	“	Oh my God, Luis,” Sonia said with a smile. “I never would have imagined that getting fucked in the ass could give me such an intense orgasm.”
	“	Did it hurt?”
	“	A little at first, but then it was… incredible. I loved having you fuck me there.”




Gradually, exhaustion overtook them. After a full week of work, staying out until dawn, and that mind-blowing orgasm, Friday nights clearly took more out of them than they’d ever admit. As fatigue washed over them, they stayed wrapped in each other’s arms until sleep claimed them.
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The sun filtered through the curtains, too bright for the headache throbbing behind Sonia’s eyes. She stirred in bed with a groan of protest, covering her eyes with her arm.

Instinctively, she checked to see if her ass was sore after last night. She didn’t feel anything. Everything felt normal. She’d heard that sometimes it could stay sore or even cause injury, but she felt fine. What Luis had done to her ass had been completely new, but she couldn’t say it had been unpleasant. On the contrary, it was exciting. In a completely different way, but exciting.

Luis, beside her, wasn’t much better off. He stretched slowly, his body heavy, but with a satisfied smile on his lips.

“
How are you?” he murmured, turning toward her.



Sonia let out a grunt.

“Dead.”



Luis laughed softly, sitting up with effort.

	“	No wonder. You drank more champagne than you can handle, and then…”
	“	Don’t remind me,” she complained, lifting her arm from her face and squinting at him. “By the way, I’m not cooking.”
		“Didn’t expect you to.”




Sonia sat up in bed and sighed.

		“How’s it feeling back there?” Luis asked, caressing her ass.
		“Surprisingly fine.”
		“What did you think? Did you like it?”
		“Yeah. I came differently. Less intense, but longer. And you were like a man possessed. Guess it’s true that fucking ass drives you guys wild.”
		“Don’t be so foul-mouthed, Sonia,” Luis said with a smile.
		“Oh, I’m the foul-mouthed one. That’s what worries you?” she laughed.




Luis laughed, getting out of bed. They both threw on comfortable clothes: he wore gray sweatpants and a white T-shirt, she wore leggings and a baggy sweatshirt. The contrast with the night before was stark.

After ordering Chinese from their usual delivery place, a spot they turned to pretty often, they settled on the couch, each with a bottle of water in hand. Sonia took a long sip and sighed.

“Next time, less champagne.”



Luis smiled wryly.

“You always say that.”



Sonia gave him a resigned look.

		“Yeah, but this time I mean it.”
		“You say that every time too.”




She threw a cushion at him, which Luis caught easily.

“Idiot.”



Luis laughed, leaning back against the couch.

“It was a good night.”



Sonia smiled mischievously.

“Yeah, it was.”



He gave her a knowing look, but just then the doorbell interrupted them. Luis got up to get the food while Sonia settled into the couch, ready for a day of absolute laziness.

Luis set the boxes of noodles and rice, along with the bags of drinks, on the living room table and dropped onto the couch with a satisfied sigh. Sonia, legs tucked under her, opened one of the boxes and inhaled the aroma of soy sauce and Asian spices with an almost reverent expression.

		“This is exactly what I needed,” she said, grabbing a shrimp roll and taking an exaggerated bite.




Luis watched her with a half smile and grabbed a carton of noodles.

“What you needed was water and acetaminophen instead of all that champagne.”




Sonia snorted.


“Here we go with the life lessons.”



Luis chuckled and pulled two soda cans from the bag.


“By the way, do you remember the showgirl?”



Sonia looked up at him, an amused glint in her eyes.


“You mean your showgirl? Because let me remind you, she sat on your lap and you nearly had a heart attack.”



Luis made a face and took a sip of his drink.

		“Don’t exaggerate.”
		“Please, you went stiff as a board. I don’t think you were even breathing.”
		“I didn’t know where to look.”




Sonia burst out laughing.

“I can tell you where you looked.”



Luis cleared his throat, but couldn’t help smiling.


“Well, I mean, she had two very obvious reasons to distract me.”



Sonia shook her head, still laughing.

		“Poor Luis, victim of two perfect breasts. What suffering.”
		“Perfect breasts, you say… So you were looking too.”




Sonia shrugged and took another bite of pizza.


“Of course. I’m not blind. But they weren’t natural. Just so you know.”



Luis looked at her with narrowed eyes.

“And did you enjoy the show?”



Sonia took her time chewing before answering.

“Let’s say it was educational.”



Luis raised an eyebrow.

“Educational in what sense?”



Sonia gave him a mischievous look.


“I learned a few things about how to get my husband’s attention.”



Luis let out a laugh.

“Don’t get me started on your dancing.”



Sonia lifted her chin with feigned pride.

		“What was wrong with my dancing?”
		“More than one guy in that room was about to ask you to get up on stage.”




Sonia laughed and settled into the couch.

“And what did you do?”



Luis took another bite of his burger and looked at her calmly.

“Mark my territory. And… enjoy.”



Sonia felt a thrill of satisfaction at his confident, possessive tone.

	“	My, how primitive.”
	“	My, how effective.”




She smiled and licked a grain of rice from her lip.

“
Maybe we should do it again.”



Luis looked at her with interest.

“Are you serious?”



Sonia shrugged.

	“	I don’t know… It was fun. A break from the routine. Seeing you so uncomfortable with the showgirl was priceless. I hate the rut we’re falling into. Every now and then we need to spice things up.”




Luis rolled his eyes.

“
Thanks for the marriage advice.”



Sonia laughed and gave him a playful nudge with her foot.

“
Next time, I promise I won’t let a half-naked showgirl sit on your lap.”



Luis feigned relief.

“Thanks, I’d appreciate that.”



Sonia picked up her Coke and took a sip, eyeing him sideways with a mischievous smile.

	“	Of course, now that I think about it… maybe next time I’ll take her place.”
	“	You know what the best part of last night was?” he asked, leaning toward her.




Sonia raised an eyebrow and took another sip of her soda.

“Surprise me.”



Luis rested an arm on the back of the couch and gazed at her intently.

	“	Watching how the men looked at you. It turned me on. Don’t ask me why, but I felt something I’d never felt before.”




Sonia blinked, caught off guard by his confession.

“Oh, really?”



Luis nodded slowly.

“
Yeah. It turned me on. Knowing every guy in that room wanted to fuck you, but you were mine.”



Sonia felt a shiver run down her spine. Luis didn’t usually talk like this—so direct, so confident. His deep voice had a possessive edge that gave her goosebumps.

“
Wow…” she murmured, setting the can on the table. “And what else turned you on?”



Luis smiled.

“
That you didn’t hold back. You moved like you knew you were turning everyone on.”



Sonia bit her lip, savoring the memory.

	“	Maybe because I did. And I liked the feeling… The boring history teacher, turning guys on like some uninhibited young thing. I felt desired. It’s a nice feeling…”




Luis clicked his tongue and shook his head, a smile on his face that mixed amusement and desire.


“Damn! I don’t know whether to be happy about your discovery or worried.”



Sonia turned toward him and rested an elbow on the back of the couch, looking at him mischievously.


“Want to know what turned me on?”



Luis narrowed his eyes, intrigued.

“Tell me.”



She moved a little closer, with the smile of someone holding a winning card.

“Seeing you nervous around the showgirl.”



Luis snorted and leaned back, laughing.

		“I wasn’t nervous.”
		“Yes, you were.”
		“I was… surprised.”
		“No. You were petrified.”




Luis pursed his lips, feigning annoyance.

		“Look, I had a spectacular woman topless, sitting on my lap, grinding against me like we were in a porno. A little discomfort was normal.”




Sonia burst out laughing.

“You didn’t know where to put your hands.”



Luis looked at her with feigned exasperation.

		“I didn’t want to end up with a quickie divorce.”
		“That’s why it was so fun. Seeing you there, stiff as a board, staring at the ceiling, not knowing what to do. And you know the best part…?”




Luis shook his head, laughing.

		“I wouldn’t have minded if you’d touched them. I think it would’ve even turned me on.”
		“What the hell are you saying? You’re scaring me. Where’s my sweet religious school teacher? Did you abduct her?”




They fell silent for a few seconds, smiles still playing on their lips. There was something about this game of provocations that ignited them, that kept the tension hanging in the air.


“So…” Luis said casually. “Would you want to go back?”



Sonia tilted her head, sizing him up.

“Maybe.”



Luis fixed her with a dark gaze, slowly moving closer.


“Next time… maybe I should do more than just watch. If it turned you on that much…”



Sonia felt a tingle of anticipation in her belly.


“Maybe. What would you be willing to do?”



The doorbell rang just then, cutting through the tension hanging in the air. Luis and Sonia exchanged annoyed glances, as if they’d been interrupted at a crucial moment.

		“Saved by the bell,” she murmured with a teasing smile as she got up to clear the dishes.




Luis sighed and went to answer the door. Javi, his best friend, stood there in his ever-present Madrid hoodie, a bag of chips tucked under his arm.

		“Bro!” Javi said enthusiastically, slapping Luis’s hand. “Ready to watch Madrid crush Sevilla?”
		“Come in, come in,” Luis said, stepping aside to let him in.




Javi bounded in with his usual energy and raised an eyebrow when he spotted Sonia on the couch.

		“Well, well… What do we have here? Sonia looking like she got two hours of sleep and is running on IV fluids.”




Sonia rolled her eyes.


“Hi, Javi. We stayed out late last night, but I’m perfectly fine, thanks.”



Javi dropped into an armchair with a smirk.


“You sure? Because you look like you survived a shipwreck.”



Sonia threw a cushion at him in mock indignation.

“Shut up, you pain. Don’t start.”



Luis laughed and sat down next to Javi.


“Leave her alone. We went pretty hard last night.”



Javi grinned mischievously.


“Big party, huh? And here I thought you two were already living like an old married couple…”



Sonia shared a knowing look with Luis and shrugged.


“Let’s just say last night was a rediscovery…”



Luis suppressed a smile as he turned on the TV.


“Come on, come on, enough with the marital drama—more soccer. Half the league’s on the line today, man.”



Sonia sighed as she watched the two of them settle into the couch with a couple of gin and tonics, diving right into the pre-game coverage. It was clear she’d lost Luis for the next two hours.


“I’m heading to the other room,” she announced, stretching.



Javi feigned surprise.


“To sleep off the hangover… Good idea. A good nap works wonders.”



Sonia shot him an annoyed look.


“Don’t yell too much. Let me get some sleep.”



But that didn’t happen. From the other room, Sonia could hear the two of them shouting every time Madrid attacked.

		“COME ON, COME ON!”
		“THAT’S A FOUL, MAN!”
		“GOAL! GOOOOOAL!”




Sonia shook her head and lay down on the bed, phone in hand. Clearly, the magic of the night before had vanished.

Javi was that friend who never seemed to fully grow up, like he'd gotten stuck in a permanent college-kid mindset. Always ready with a joke, always up for a night out, always tangled up in some shallow fling. He was the kind of guy who could say the most outrageous things and somehow make everyone laugh instead of taking offense.

Luis's buddy since their days in the Economics program, he also worked in banking, but his approach to life couldn't have been more different. While Luis took it seriously, Javi saw his job as a way to fund beers, trips with friends, and of course, his Real Madrid season ticket.

Tall, solidly built, with hair that was always a little messy, he had a youthful look that matched his effortlessly casual style: soccer team hoodies, worn jeans, and sneakers.

Women were another of his favorite subjects. He always had some story about a new girl, a weekend hookup, or some relationship that never lasted more than two months. He wasn't a bad guy—he just seemed incapable of taking anything too seriously.

		“I try, but women just love to complicate things,” he'd tell Luis every time things ended with some girl.




Luis, more focused on his relationship and stability, laughed at his big-kid attitude but had enormous affection for him all the same. Because despite all his craziness, Javi was always there—always ready to help, to make you laugh, to lighten the load. He was the kind of friend you never got bored with.

Sonia, lying on the bed with her phone in hand, fought against the drowsiness her hangover was forcing on her. She could hear shouts and cheering from the living room.

		“Stop crying, you babies!” Javi's voice rang out, indignant. “Stop crying—Madrid won fair and square. Bring on the next one!”




Sonia sighed and closed her eyes. The game was over, which meant Javi would be leaving any moment now. And sure enough, shortly after, she heard the door close and Luis's footsteps approaching down the hallway.

The bed dipped slightly as he sat down beside her. Sonia cracked one eye open and looked at him lazily.

“The kid gone?”



Luis smiled.


“Yeah, after flipping off the other team like always. He had a date… I think.”



Sonia set her phone on the nightstand and stretched. She felt exhausted, sluggish.

Luis watched her in silence for a few seconds before speaking.


“We've got some unfinished business.”



Sonia narrowed her eyes, trying to remember.

“Oh yeah?”



Luis rested a hand on her thigh and stroked it slowly, his fingers trailing up over the fabric of her sweatpants.


“Yeah. What I felt last night, seeing you like that, surrounded by men who couldn't take their eyes off you.”



Sonia felt a small shiver run through her and was suddenly wide awake. The tone of his voice had changed.

“And what exactly did you feel?”



Luis looked at her intently.


“Pride. Jealousy. Arousal. All mixed together. I couldn't stop looking at you.”



Sonia held his gaze and felt warmth spreading through her body.


“Obviously you got turned on—just look at how you acted when we got home…” she whispered.



Luis leaned a little closer to her.

		“You might be right, and maybe… what we need is a little more spark. We'd been having shitty sex for months.”




Sonia raised an eyebrow, intrigued.

		“See? I told you so. There’s nothing like adding some spice to a marriage to rekindle the flame.”




Luis nodded slowly.


“Yeah. Something to break the routine. Something that makes us feel alive.”



Sonia bit the inside of her cheek, sizing him up. This wasn’t like Luis. He’d always been more conventional, more cautious. The truth was, they both were. At the same time, she felt unsettled by what was stirring inside her.


“And what exactly do you have in mind?” she asked with interest.



Luis slid his fingers along her leg, his eyes never leaving hers.

		“I don’t know yet. But I liked how it felt last night. And I think you did too. It’s something we need to talk through.”




Sonia didn’t respond right away. Because it was true. There was something in those exchanged looks, in the teasing, in the forbidden… that had made her feel more alive than ever.
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Monday came with its usual weight. The alarm went off too early, with that metallic beep that drilled into Sonia’s head. Half asleep, she reached over and slapped it off. Beside her, Luis grunted something unintelligible and pulled the sheet higher.


“If I have to get up, so do you,” Sonia said, her voice raspy, giving him a gentle nudge with her elbow.



Luis let out a resigned sigh and, after a few seconds, rolled out of bed. The magic of the weekend had vanished. The Luis who had looked at her with desire on Friday night was now yawning, hair a mess, as he shuffled to the bathroom. And she wasn’t the femme fatale in heels and a garter belt either. Now she was in pajamas, hair disheveled, looking like she hadn’t slept enough.

That was routine.

Breakfast was the usual: coffee, toast, and a couple of short sentences about the day ahead.

		“I have a meeting with the regional manager this afternoon,” Luis said, reading his phone while drinking coffee.
		“I have two classes with third graders that are going to fry my brain.”
		“Good luck with the monsters.”
		“Good luck with the regional manager.”




And so, with quick, mechanical kisses, they went their separate ways—Sonia toward the school and Luis toward the branch office.

A morning like any other

The school smelled like a mix of coffee, stationery, and sweaty teenagers. The teachers’ hallway was full of grumbling, quick greetings, and someone complaining about the broken photocopier for the umpteenth time.

Sonia dropped her bag in the teachers’ lounge and went straight to the coffee machine. There was Mamen, stirring her plastic cup, looking like Monday had hit her hard.

		“You look rough, girl,” Mamen blurted out, looking her up and down.
		“Good morning to you too.”
		“Still hungover or just post-weekend depression?”
		“More the second, but also a little of the first.”




Mamen offered her a sugar packet, which Sonia accepted without thinking.

— “So, what did you end up doing?”



Sonia shot her a calculating look as she stirred her coffee.

— “We went to a cabaret.”



Mamen’s eyes went wide.

	— 	“A what…? You’re kidding!”
	— 	“A cabaret. With showgirls, topless dancers, a live show, champagne…”




Mamen burst out laughing.

	— 	“Oh my God! And here I thought you were just having dinner at home…”
	— 	“So did I.”
	— 	“So how was it? Did you like it?”




Sonia took a sip before answering.

	— 	“Fun. Different. Luis didn’t know where to put himself when the showgirl—with two huge tits out—sat on his lap. He had no idea what to do. It was hilarious,” she said, laughing.




Mamen clapped, delighted.

— 
“That’s what you needed! Something different.”



Sonia sighed.

— 
“Yeah… but then Monday comes and we’re back to the same old thing.”



Mamen gave her a curious look.

	— 	“Well, honey… you can’t party all the time. You’ve got to work a little now and then. But it’s a good start. One wild night to rekindle those dormant desires. Think you’ll do it again?”
	— 	“I don’t know. Luis mentioned that maybe we need ‘more spark,’ but even he doesn’t know what that means.”




Mamen crossed her arms and tilted her head.

	— 	“Well, maybe it’s time to figure it out. Because, honey, if you’re starting to notice the monotony, it’s already set in.”




The bell rang, ending the conversation.

Luis arrived at the branch a few minutes before opening, like every Monday. He parked in the reserved spot, turned off the engine, and sat there for a moment, taking a deep breath. He knew what was waiting for him: a day of endless paperwork, impatient customers, and an inbox overflowing from the weekend.

When he walked in, the office smelled like a mix of cleaning products and paper. The early arrivals were already at their stations, turning on computers, organizing documents, and bracing for the day’s onslaught. Over by the teller windows, the cashiers were already chatting about anything but work, as if trying to stretch out those last few minutes before the chaos.

— “Good morning, Luis.”



The voice came from his right, and when he turned, he saw her. Verónica.

Verónica was the branch’s assistant manager. A woman impossible to overlook. Not just because of her beauty, but because of the presence she exuded. Blonde, around forty, with perfectly straightened hair pulled back in a high ponytail that accentuated her sharp features. Tall, with a body kept in meticulous shape, always dressed with impeccable elegance. Today she wore a fitted navy blue suit with a white silk blouse that hinted without showing too much. Her heels clicked firmly against the floor as she walked, carrying that air of absolute confidence that defined her.

When Verónica walked into a room, men watched her with admiration—but also a certain respect. Women watched with a mix of envy and fascination. Because she had everything under control. Not just her image, but her attitude. She commanded authority without raising her voice, asserted herself without being aggressive.

“
Good morning, Verónica.” Luis returned the greeting with a slight smile.



She stopped beside him, folder in hand.

	“	Meeting with the regional manager at noon. And at five we have that annoying client who wants to renegotiate his mortgage. I’ve pulled all the numbers for you. You can look them over, but we’re going to have to give him something. He has a ton of assets at the bank. If he leaves, we’ll have some explaining to do…”




Luis sighed.

	“	Hell of a way to start a Monday.”
	“	Were you expecting anything else?”




Verónica gave a half-smile and, without waiting for a response, walked away with the same poise she’d arrived with. Luis watched her go for a few seconds before heading to his office.

Mid-morning, when the first wave of clients had given them a breather, Luis and Verónica headed to the café on the corner together. It was a habit they’d kept up. A coffee to clear their heads, talk about the day, and sometimes discuss something beyond work.

The café had that typical office district atmosphere: coffee machine running nonstop, waiters moving efficiently between tables, executives in ties checking emails on their phones. On Mondays, people still talked about soccer and swapped stories from the weekend. By Tuesday, things got duller, until Friday rolled around and everyone started talking about plans for the next weekend.

They sat at a table by the window, where they could watch the street’s constant flow of people. Verónica took off her jacket and draped it carefully over the back of her chair. Luis couldn’t help but notice the curve of her breasts beneath the fine silk of her blouse, trying not to let her catch him looking.

“
So, how was your weekend?” she asked, stirring her coffee.



Luis rested his elbows on the table and gave a slight smile.

“ Better than expected.”



Verónica raised an eyebrow.

“ That sounds interesting. Tell me…”



Luis hesitated a second before answering. Verónica had that air of a woman who’d seen it all, who wasn’t shocked by anything. Maybe that’s why he had no qualms about telling her.

“
Sonia and I broke out of our usual routine. We went to a cabaret. She took care of everything.”



Verónica set the spoon on the saucer with a soft “clink” and smiled.

“
Well, well… I didn’t expect that from you two… Where?”



Luis shrugged.

	“	Le Rouge… I think it was called. It was her idea. And honestly, it was good. Different.”
	“	No way. That’s not a cabaret. It’s the cabaret! The best place like that in Madrid. I know it.”




Luis let out a short laugh.

“
“I liked it. Classy. Showgirls, champagne… the star even sat on my lap.”



Verónica rested her chin on her hand and watched him with an amused smile.

“Lucky Sonia, then.”



Luis looked up, puzzled.

	“	Lucky?”
	“	Of course. Her husband coming home with that ego boost? Must’ve had some interesting effects.”




Luis looked at her with a mix of surprise and amusement. Verónica never missed a chance to slip in a double-edged remark.

“You could say that.”



Verónica held his gaze for a few seconds before taking a sip of her coffee.

	“	I wouldn’t have pegged you two for a place like that… I picture you more as the dinner-at-an-Italian-restaurant type, a drink on a terrace, then home to bed…”




Luis narrowed his eyes.

	“	I don’t know. But something changed. It was a different kind of night.”
	“	Sometimes it’s important to shake things up in a relationship. Keep the spark alive. Otherwise, everything becomes predictable… and we all know what monotony does to a marriage. It’s the beginning of the end.”
	“	Speaking from experience?” he asked.




Verónica smiled enigmatically and raised the cup to her lips before answering.

“
Of course. Let’s just say I’ve learned a few things over the years.”



Luis propped an elbow on the table and studied her.

	“	Well, now you’ve got me curious.”
	“	That’s what makes life interesting, isn’t it?” she replied with a wink before standing up. “You always have to leave something to the imagination.”




Luis watched her slip on her blazer and head for the door. Verónica was definitely a mystery. He leaned back in his chair, stirring the dregs of his coffee as she left the café with that confident, elegant stride of hers. Always impeccable, always in control.

He’d known her for four years, since she arrived at the branch. Divorced, no children, with an impeccable career and a confidence that made her stand out in any meeting. She’d never gone into much detail about her marriage, but over time Luis had pieced together the puzzle. Her ex-husband, in her own words, was a decent man, stable… and completely boring. One of those predictable types who treated routine like a mantra and whose life revolved around work and the couch.

“
One day I woke up and realized I didn’t want to be with him anymore.”



That was all she’d told him once, when the subject of divorce came up. No drama, no resentment, just a decision made with the same cool detachment she’d use to close out a bad investment. Luis never pressed for more.

What he did know, because she didn’t hide it, was that she was now dating an architect. An attractive, cultured guy, the type who could hold his own in any setting. It wasn’t a conventional relationship. From some of Verónica’s hints—and from the way she sometimes smiled with that special gleam in her eyes—Luis sensed that their life together was intense in every sense of the word.


“Relationships should be stimulating, Luis. If not, what’s the point?”



She’d said that to him once, just like that. And Luis had never forgotten those words. He looked at his watch and sighed. Time to get back to work. But now, with the conversation still fresh in his mind, he couldn’t help wondering if his marriage needed exactly that—a spark.

Verónica had always been a mystery wrapped in silk and heels. Luis had noticed it from the first day they worked together. It wasn’t just her looks, which were undeniable. It was the way she moved, her poise, the way her words seemed carefully chosen to hint at more than they revealed.

Rumors circulated about her in the office, as they do in any workplace where a woman like her stands out. Word was that sexually, she was way ahead of the curve. That she had no taboos, knew what she wanted, and went after it without hang-ups. Some colleagues whispered that her relationship with the architect wasn’t entirely conventional, that there were “arrangements” that made things more interesting. But no one could confirm it. Verónica never left loose ends.

What unsettled Luis most was her gaze. Verónica had a way of looking at people that left them disarmed. It wasn’t just that her eyes were beautiful—a clear, intense blue. It was the way she looked at you, as if she could see beyond what you showed on the surface. As if she could reach into the most hidden corners of your mind, where you kept the things you didn’t want to admit even to yourself.

Wednesday at recess, Sonia and Mamen sat in the teachers’ lounge, each with a steaming cup of coffee in hand. Behind the door, the school carried on with its usual commotion: hurried footsteps in the hallways, the echo of a teacher calling for quiet, youthful laughter.

Mamen, as always, had that tireless energy. She settled into her chair, crossed her legs, and smiled mischievously.


“Hey, girl, I was thinking… what are you and Luis doing this weekend?”



Sonia set her cup on the table and sighed.


“Nothing yet. But knowing us, we’ll probably fall into the usual routine.”



Mamen clicked her tongue.


“Well, I have a plan. Dinner, the four of us.”



Sonia looked at her curiously.

“What four?”



Mamen smiled smugly.

		“I have a boyfriend.”
		“What?” Sonia blinked, surprised. “Since when?”
		“A few weeks now. But I didn’t want to say anything until I was sure he wasn’t one of those guys who come and go without leaving a mark.”
		“Well…” Sonia settled into her chair. “And what does this one have that the others didn’t?”




Mamen leaned slightly forward, as if sharing a secret.

		“He’s different. Smart, funny… cultured. And above all, he’s genuine. He doesn’t try to impress you with stupid stuff. He’s like a breath of fresh air, girl. He barely talks about himself. He listens, actually takes an interest in what you have to say… A rare find.”
		“That sounds good.” Sonia smiled. “And what does he do?”
		“He’s a tenured professor at Complutense. Commercial Law. He’s working on his doctorate.”




Sonia raised her eyebrows.


“An academic. I didn’t expect that from you.”



Mamen laughed.

		“Neither did I. But life’s full of surprises, you know? When you meet someone like him, you realize almost every guy you’ve ever dated is emptier than a stadium at five in the morning. Rafa’s different. He’s… interesting. And don’t think he’s boring. He knows how to have fun, and he knows exactly how to treat a woman like me…”




Sonia considered the proposal. The idea of doing something different appealed to her.

		“Luis and I need to talk about it, but it sounds good to me.”
		“Great.” Mamen winked at her. “You’ll like him. His name’s Rafa. And I’m warning you: he’s an interesting guy.”




When she told Luis about the proposal, he didn’t seem particularly sold on the idea. He liked Mamen, sure, but he knew she had an unpredictable streak, and spontaneous outings weren’t exactly what he wanted for his weekend. She struck him as a bit of a wild card, and sometimes her energy could be overwhelming. But of course, he wasn’t going to tell Sonia he didn’t want to meet up with them.

Luis sighed and ran his hand over the back of his neck. “Sonia, you know what Mamen’s like. She’s capable of dragging us into some crazy scheme and then washing her hands of it like nothing happened.”

Sonia, who already knew Luis’s opinion of her friend all too well, smiled cautiously.

“Okay, what crazy scheme exactly?”



Luis rested his elbows on the table and smiled wryly.


“For example, that time she decided to get into amateur theater. Remember?”



Sonia burst out laughing.


“Of course! That play where everyone came out naked.”



Luis nodded with a resigned smile.

		“Exactly. She spent weeks insisting we go see her. How theater was a form of pure expression, how we had to break taboos, how nudity was natural… And when we finally went, we found a group of retired actors in the buff.”




Sonia covered her mouth to keep from spitting out her water, laughing.

		“And you know the worst part? When I saw her come out on stage, I thought: ‘well, at least I get to see Mamen naked.’ But nope, the only one wearing a tunic was her.”




Sonia doubled over with laughter.


“It’s true! All the old guys, buck naked, and her in a white tunic like some priestess.”



Luis shook his head, still amused.

		“She sold us on the idea that it was a transgressive play, and it ended up being a geriatric nudist festival with exactly one person dressed.”




Sonia wiped away a tear from laughing and gave him a teasing look.


“Come on, admit it. You were disappointed.”



Luis raised an eyebrow.

		“Well, a little, yeah. It’s not every day your wife gives you permission to check out her friend naked… and in the end, all I saw was six old men hanging in the breeze.”




Sonia burst into another fit of laughter.


“Well, at least it was a cultural experience.”



Luis huffed. “Yeah, sure. One I still haven’t managed to unsee. Anyway, if you want to go, I’m fine with it. You know I’m easy.”

	— 	“In that case, I need to buy something new. I’ve been wearing the same clothes for months, and I feel like getting something a bit sexier for the weekends.”




After considerable back and forth, Luis agreed to go shopping with her. While she tried on outfits, he sat on a bench inside the store, elbows resting on his knees and phone in hand. It wasn’t that he minded going with Sonia, but he wasn’t exactly thrilled about spending the afternoon shopping either. And besides, Madrid was playing on Friday… at dinner time. So much for watching the game.

Sonia, on the other hand, was radiant. She browsed the store with enthusiasm, running her hand over different fabrics, considering colors, cuts, and styles.

— 
“I want something special, something that’ll make me feel beautiful that night.”



Luis looked up and watched her as she slid a red velvet dress along the rack.

— “You’re always beautiful.”



Sonia smiled but wasn’t satisfied. She wanted him to show more interest.

— 
“Yes, but when you see me, I want you to walk into that dinner eager to show off your wife.”



Luis let out a small laugh and looked back at his phone, but seeing her expression, he knew he had to pay more attention. “Alright, show me what you’ve found.”

Sonia grabbed three dresses and headed into the fitting room. She tried on the first one, a fitted black dress with an open back, and came out to show him.

Luis looked her up and down and nodded.

	— 	“It looks good on you.”
	— 	“Just ‘good’?”
	— 	“Yeah, it’s not especially sexy.”




Sonia frowned and went back to the fitting room. She put on the second one, a burgundy satin dress with a plunging V-neckline. She came out with a smile, expecting a better reaction.

Luis tilted his head.

— “It’s pretty, but… I don’t know…”



Sonia put her hands on her hips.

	— 	“What do you want me to buy? We’ve been here for two hours and you don’t like anything I’ve tried on…”




Luis shrugged.

	— 	“I do like a lot of what you’ve tried on. But maybe you should look for something more daring, different. Something that makes everyone turn their heads.”




Sonia raised an eyebrow, intrigued.

— 
“So you want everyone looking at me?”



Luis rubbed his chin, thoughtful.

— 
“Well… I’m not sure I want that, but I admit I liked the feeling the other night.”



Sonia smiled, amused.

— “Interesting.”



Sonia came out of the fitting room with a frown, still holding the hanger with the burgundy dress, the seventh one she’d tried on that afternoon.

	— 	“There’s nothing really sexy here. Everything’s elegant, sure, but too classic. I’m going to look like my mother in any of these.”




Luis, who had been glued to his phone for a few minutes, looked up.

	— 	“Well, it’s El Corte Inglés. They’re not exactly known for selling anything different. Everything here is pretty standard.”
	— 	“So where do you suggest we go?” Sonia asked, arms crossed.




Luis looked back at his screen and turned his phone toward her with a mischievous smile.

	— 	“Check this out. I found a store that specializes in more… provocative stuff. Escort and club wear. You’d definitely find something eye-catching there.”




Sonia narrowed her eyes, her expression shifting instantly.

— “Excuse me? Escort clothing?”



Luis caught her tone and quickly tried to smooth things over.

	— 	“I didn’t mean anything by it, Sonia. It’s just that they’re bound to have dresses way more daring than a regular store. Something that would really make you stand out.”




Sonia put a hand on her hip and stared at him.

— 
“So according to you, the only way I can look sexy is to dress like a hooker.”



Luis sighed, feeling the conversation heading somewhere complicated.

	— 	“That’s not it. But the other day, when you got all dressed up to go out, you said you wanted something striking, right? Well, that’s exactly what they sell: dresses that make an impact. I don’t see the problem.”




Sonia pursed her lips, still a bit annoyed.

	— 	“The problem is that it seems like the only way to impress you is to dress like a sex worker.”
	— 	“Don’t start. You were the one who said it. If you don’t want to, buy one of the ones you just tried on. They look good on you.” Luis raised his hands in surrender. “And don’t put words in my mouth. I just thought we could take a look. If you don’t like it, we leave.”




Sonia sighed. Part of her was still annoyed, but another part was curious.

— 
“Fine. Let’s go check it out. But if I see anything ridiculous, you’re wearing it.”



Luis smiled, relieved.

— “Deal.”



After wandering through downtown Madrid for a while, they found the store. It was small and discreet, with no flashy signs. From the outside, no one would have guessed that inside hung some of the most provocative dresses Sonia had ever seen.

The moment she stepped inside, she was hit by the scent of leather and heavy perfume. The racks were packed with tight fabrics, lace, sheer materials, and daring cuts. This wasn’t conventional fashion; it was clothing designed for a specific clientele.

Sonia browsed the store with a mix of curiosity and skepticism. Luis walked beside her with an amused smile, enjoying her reaction.

— 
“Well? More daring than El Corte Inglés?” he teased.



Sonia shot him a warning look before approaching a dress that left her speechless.

It was black, made of a shiny, stretchy fabric that clung like a second skin. The front plunged almost to the navel, barely held together by thin rhinestone straps. The back was completely bare, with just a single horizontal strap above the waist. The side slit climbed dangerously high toward the hip, showing off more leg than she'd ever dared to reveal.

Sonia pulled it off the rack and held it up in front of her.

“
This isn't a dress. It's a negligee…”



Luis let out a soft whistle, impressed.

“Now that's a showstopper.”



Sonia flipped the dress around and examined it skeptically.

“
I can't wear this. It looks like something a porn star would wear.”



A saleswoman in her forties, with an elegant air and a shrewd gaze, approached with a smile.

	“	That's one of our most exclusive pieces. It's very popular with clients looking to stand out at… select events.”




Sonia raised an eyebrow.

	“	Select events? That sounds sketchy.”
	“	If you tell me what you're looking for and what it's for…” The saleswoman's tone turned slightly defensive at Sonia's insinuation. “Look, we get TV hosts in here, event hostesses… We carry all kinds of clothing. Daring, but also elegant. Plenty of wedding guests shop here.”
	“	Well, here's the thing—my husband wants me to make a statement. But obviously… not like this,” Sonia said, holding up the dress.
	“	It's nothing new. Husbands come in with their wives all the time, looking for something more daring than usual. For private viewings, special parties… You know how it is.”




Luis smiled. Sonia looked at him, half amused, half defiant.

“
You really want me to wear this?”



Luis let his eyes travel over her and stepped closer.

“
If you do, I'll have to fight off half the room just to keep them from staring.”



A shiver of excitement ran down Sonia's spine. She hadn't expected Luis to react like that, and part of her enjoyed the idea of provoking him.

She turned to the saleswoman, resolved.

“All right. I'll try it on.”



Luis smiled, satisfied.

	“	I'm going to need a drink before I see you in that.”
	“	And I'll need one before I dare put it on.”




Sonia gave him a playful shove before heading to the fitting room with the dress in hand, her heart racing. She didn't even come out wearing it. She told him that outfit wasn't what she was looking for. Too tight, too short. It was vulgar.

Sonia wandered through the racks, still buzzing from that first dress. The black number was a nuclear weapon, but she wanted to explore other options. Something less aggressive, but just as striking.

Then her fingers brushed against something completely different. Light, ethereal, almost weightless. She pulled it off the rack and held it up. It was a champagne chiffon dress with a subtle shimmer that caught the light hypnotically.

The first thing that caught her attention was the neckline: two thin straps held the fabric over the shoulders, but the front plunged deep, teasing and revealing at once. The back was bare almost to the curve of her backside. But the most daring part was the skirt: a translucent layer that barely concealed what lay beneath, showing off the silhouette of her legs with every movement.

Sonia held it up in front of her and bit her lip.

	“	This one is different…”
	“	Definitely more elegant. Less obvious than the other one, though if you look closely, it actually shows more than the black one. But this one is more ethereal. The other is more in-your-face,” said the saleswoman.




Luis looked up from his phone and, seeing the dress, raised an eyebrow.

“
More elegant, but still… dangerous.”



The saleswoman, who was still watching them with interest, chimed in with a smile.

	“	That style is perfect for making an impact without losing sophistication. It’s sensual, but with an air of mystery. Plus, if you wear it with a slip underneath, it won’t be see-through at all, and you could wear it to any event. Would you like to try it on?”




Sonia ran her fingers over the fabric, enjoying its softness.

“
It’s daring, but not as obvious as the other one. More elegant. Don’t you think?”



Luis tilted his head, studying it.

“
The skirt is practically see-through. I’m not sure that makes it less obvious.”



Sonia smiled mischievously.

“
Are you worried it’ll show too much? Jesus, Luis. Make up your mind…”



Luis narrowed his eyes, pretending to think about it.

“
I’m worried more than one guy will trip over himself staring at you.”



Sonia let out a laugh and headed to the fitting room with the dress in hand.

Sonia emerged from the fitting room with a satisfied smile. The champagne chiffon dress hugged her body hypnotically. It was daring, but with a fluid elegance that made it even more sensual.

“
This is the one,” she said, turning slowly so Luis could get a good look.



He didn’t respond right away. His eyes traveled over her from head to toe, and when they lingered on the airy skirt, where the light played through the sheer fabric, he drew a deep breath. Sonia smiled, delighted by his reaction.

	“	Now I just need to find the perfect shoes.”
	“	If I may…” said the saleswoman, “I think we have what you’re looking for.”




They walked to the shoe section, where there were choices for every taste, from exaggerated platform sandals to sky-high stilettos. She tried on several pairs, enjoying the feeling of power that high heels gave her.

The first pair she tried on was black patent leather ankle boots, with a cut that left the instep exposed and ultra-thin heels over four inches high. They were aggressive, commanding, and made her posture even more upright and confident.

Luis watched her with his arms crossed and a calculating expression.

“
They’re incredible, but I don’t think they’re what a dress like this needs,” said the saleswoman.



Although she liked them, Sonia agreed. She felt the boots were too bold for the lightness of the dress. She wanted something more ethereal, but equally striking.

Then she tried on sandals with thin black straps that climbed elegantly up to her ankle. The heel was high but not disproportionate—tall enough to elongate her legs without sacrificing comfort. They were minimalist, effortlessly sexy, as if they were a natural extension of her body. No gold, no rhinestones. Black velvet. Thin and elegant.

She looked at herself in the mirror and knew these were the ones.

	“	These are perfect.”
	“	Great choice,” said the saleswoman. “You’re going to be the center of attention wherever you go…”




Luis tilted his head, studying her closely.

“
I like them. Elegant—they make you look tall and slender.”



Sonia turned toward him and propped one foot on a small bench, flexing her leg so he could get a better look.

“Lethal?”



Luis fixed her with an intense gaze before answering:

“
Yes. You’re going to leave bodies wherever you go.”



She smiled, satisfied, and smoothed down her skirt with a triumphant air.

“Then we’ll take these.”
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Luis dropped onto the couch with a beer in his hand, waiting. Sonia had been in the bathroom for several minutes now, getting ready, and he could feel the anticipation building inside him. It wasn’t just the dress or the heels. It was the game, the buildup, knowing she was enjoying this as much as he was. They’d just gotten home from shopping, and he’d asked her to put it on for him. When the bathroom door finally opened, Luis felt the breath leave his body.

Sonia appeared in the living room radiating confidence. The champagne dress clung to her figure with hypnotic fluidity, the sheer panels of the skirt teasing glimpses of her thighs with every step, every movement—a dangerous hint that kept him on edge.

The black sandals made her legs look even longer, giving her a feline elegance. Her hair fell in soft waves over her shoulders, and her gaze—intense and defiant—completely disarmed him.

Luis blinked, swallowed hard, and set the beer on the table without taking his eyes off her.

“Damn.”



Sonia smiled, satisfied with his reaction. She leaned against the doorframe and slid a hand over her hip with feigned innocence.

“You like it?”



Luis didn’t respond right away. He just devoured her with his eyes, feeling the temperature in the room climb several degrees.

Sonia sighed and crossed her arms, still leaning against the doorframe. The euphoria of the moment deflated a little, replaced by doubt.

“We got carried away.”



Luis frowned, confused.

“
What do you mean, carried away? I don’t get it.”



Sonia pushed off from the doorframe and took a couple of steps toward him, gliding with the same sensuality as before, but now with a hint of worry in her eyes.

	“	This is fine for playing around here, between us…” She gestured to herself, running her hand along her curves. “But I can’t go out like this in front of Mamen and some guy I don’t even know.”




Luis watched her, still dazed by the sight of her.

	“	But wasn’t the whole point to impress? To break out of the routine a little?”
	“	Yes, but…” Sonia looked down, as if struggling to find the words. “I look like a hooker.”




Luis blinked, caught off guard by her bluntness.

	“	Don’t be ridiculous. You look amazing.”
		Sonia huffed and turned toward the nearest mirror. She looked herself up and down with a more critical eye, studying the dress, the sheer panels, the way the sandals accentuated the curve of her legs.
	— 	“It’s too much. This isn’t sexy—it’s provocative. I’m not showing up to dinner looking like this.”




Luis exhaled, annoyed, but deep down he knew she was right. The dress was pure seduction, and wearing it to a casual dinner with friends could send the wrong message. He ran a hand through his hair.

Sonia looked at him, knowing she’d annoyed him, but she wasn’t about to back down.

— 
“I’m just being honest. I love it, but not for that night.”



Luis snorted and dropped onto the couch.

— “Then we wasted the afternoon.”



Sonia raised an eyebrow and, with a mischievous smile, slowly began untying the straps of her sandals.

— 
“I don’t know… Maybe we can still make it worth our while.”



Luis watched her closely as she slid her feet out of the sandals, one by one, with slow, calculated movements. Her every gesture seemed designed to provoke him, even when she wasn’t trying.

	— 	“Oh yeah?” Luis rested an arm on the back of the couch and watched her intently. “And what do you have in mind?”




Sonia smiled and took a step toward him. Without the heels, her walk was more natural, but no less hypnotic.

	— 	“If I can’t wear it to dinner…” she leaned slightly toward him, letting the neckline of the champagne fabric fall open just a little more, “I could break it in with you, right here. Right now.”




Luis felt a shiver run down his spine. The mix of defiance and flirtation in her voice sent a rush of desire through him.

	— 	“Oh yeah? And how would that work?”
	— 	“I don’t know…” Sonia played with one of the dress straps, letting it slip just off her shoulder. “We could do a private showing, without any awkward spectators.”




Luis swallowed hard, feeling the temperature in the room rise. He imagined the scene: her slowly sliding out of the dress, letting it fall gracefully, left in nothing but her delicate lingerie…

— 
“Sounds like a much more interesting plan than dinner.”



Sonia laughed, but instead of answering, she turned on her heels and walked toward the bedroom.

— “Then follow me.”



Luis didn’t hesitate for a second before getting up and following her, leaving his beer forgotten on the table. He trailed her down the hallway, hypnotized by the natural sway of her hips beneath the light fabric of the dress. Each step she took felt like a silent invitation, a game of seduction he was more than willing to play.

When she entered the bedroom, Sonia stopped in front of the full-length mirror and studied herself curiously. She turned her torso slightly, watching how the fabric clung to her figure, the subtle sheerness hinting at her silhouette beneath.

	— 	“This definitely isn’t for a dinner with Mamen and her new boyfriend. We could give the wrong impression…”




Luis, leaning against the doorframe, crossed his arms and watched her with a smile full of desire.

— “No, but it’s perfect for this.”



Sonia turned to look at him, a playful spark in her eyes.

“For what exactly?”



Luis approached calmly, like a predator timing his strike. He slid his hands around her waist and let his gaze drop to her neckline, making no effort to hide it.

“So you can show off just for me.”



Sonia bit her lip, feigning indecision, though the heat in her gaze gave her away. Then she took a step back, putting distance between them.

	“	If it’s a private fashion show…” She ran her fingers along the dress straps. “It’ll have to be complete, won’t it?”




Luis nodded slowly, his pulse quickening as Sonia let one strap fall with almost casual ease.

The fabric slipped.

“
Keep going,” he murmured, his voice huskier than usual.



Sonia smiled, savoring his undivided attention. She slid the other strap off her shoulder and let the dress descend, gliding over her skin like a caress.

When the fabric touched the floor, she stood before him in nothing but her panties and a garter belt hugging her thighs.

Luis exhaled hard.

“God, Sonia…”



She turned slowly, showing herself off, savoring the moment.

“Do you like it better this way?”



Luis didn’t answer with words. He pulled her to him firmly, claiming her with a deep kiss while his hands roamed her body eagerly. He could barely think straight with the warmth of her pressed against him. Desire pulsed between them like an electric current.

Sonia pulled away with a mischievous smile on her lips. Her breathing was ragged, but her gaze had that defiant gleam that drove him crazy.

	“	If you behave…” she whispered, sliding a finger down his chest, right along the edge of his shirt. “The next time we go out alone, I’ll dress like this.”




A shiver ran down Luis’s spine.

“Like this?”



Sonia nodded slowly, her eyes never leaving his.

“
Like this. With this dress, with the sandals… And no underwear. If you want, of course…”



Luis swallowed hard. The image of Sonia walking beside him, dressed like that, somewhere no one knew them—where he could show her off without reservation, without uncomfortable looks or judgment—ignited him even more.

	“	Where exactly?”
	“	I don’t know…” Sonia tilted her head, thoughtful. “Somewhere elegant, something daring. A place where we can play without limits.”




Luis slid his hands over her hips, pulling her closer.

	“	That sounds exciting.”
	“	That’s why I’m telling you to behave.”




Luis let out a low laugh, but there was an edge of urgency beneath his desire.

“
I swear I’m going to behave better than ever.”



Sonia smiled and, with a quick, fluid motion, gently pushed him toward the bed.

“We'll see about that.”
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Sonia got Mamen's message mid-morning: “Tomorrow at 8:30 at my place. Don't be late. My guy is excited to meet you both.”

She sighed with a smile and replied with a simple “Perfect” before getting back to her class.

Later, in the teachers' lounge, she used a break to fill Mamen in on what had happened the day before with Luis and the dress shopping.

“
So Luis ended up taking me to a store that basically specializes in clothes for hookers.”



Mamen, who had just taken a sip of her coffee, almost spit it out.

	“	What?”
	“	Yeah. Imagine my face when I realized where we were.”




Mamen propped her elbows on the table and looked at her, eyes bright with curiosity.

“
Girl, tell me everything. What was in that store?”



Sonia smiled, enjoying the reaction she'd gotten.

	“	Everything. Impossible dresses, lingerie that's barely there, sky-high heels… And Luis was loving it, of course.”
	“	Of course. I'd be loving it too.”




Sonia rolled her eyes, amused.

	“	The thing is, I found this dress… stunning. Super flowy, with sheer panels in all the right places, the kind that makes you feel like a goddess. And of course, Luis insisted I get it.”




Mamen looked at her with a mischievous smile.

	“	And did you try it on in front of him?”
	“	Of course. He almost had a heart attack.”




Mamen clapped excitedly.

	“	I love it! But now I need to see it.”
	“	See it?”
	“	Yes, bring it tomorrow. Not on you, obviously, but I want to see it in person. Please!”




Sonia burst out laughing.

	“	Mamen, are you serious?”
	“	Of course. If you don't bring it, I'm going to bug you about it all night.”




Sonia sighed in resignation, but with a smile on her lips.

“
Fine, I'll bring it. But not a word in front of Rafa.”



Mamen mimed locking her lips with an imaginary key.

“
Promise. But now I'm even more excited for tomorrow's dinner.”



Luis and Sonia arrived at Mamen's place right on time, at 8:30. The building was old but well-maintained, with high ceilings and wooden floors that creaked slightly underfoot. When Mamen opened the door, her enthusiasm was contagious.

	“	About time, you two!” she said with a broad smile as she gave them each two kisses. “Come in, come in. I want you to meet my guy.”




Mamen's apartment was a reflection of her personality: bright, with modern furniture, but no cohesive style, as if each piece had been bought at different points in her life with no particular plan. In the living room, standing next to a table with several bottles of wine and a cheese platter, was a tall, slender man who carried himself well. He wore thick-framed glasses and a blue shirt with rolled-up sleeves and the top two buttons undone.

“Guys, meet Rafa.”



Luis and Sonia shook his hand warmly.

	“	Nice to meet you,” Rafa said, his measured tone conveying confidence. “Mamen's told me a lot about you.”
	“	All good things, I hope,” Luis joked, glancing at Mamen.
	“	Don't worry, she only told me the bad stuff,” Rafa replied with a sly smile.




They laughed and settled in at the dining table, where Mamen had set out an informal dinner with salads, cold cuts, and pasta with a mushroom sauce that smelled wonderful. The conversation flowed naturally until the topic of the university came up.

“
So how's the academic world?” Luis asked as he poured more wine.



Rafa sighed and shook his head.

	“	Well, lately, the atmosphere there is pretty tense. The faculty's always been fairly politicized, but now it's worse than ever. The left has taken over everything: committees, associations, scholarships… if you don't toe the line, you're dead.”




Luis nodded.

	“	I saw it back in my day, but it seems like it's gotten even more radicalized now. It's crazy what a handful of people can do…”
	“	Totally. There are subjects where there's no discussion anymore, just indoctrination. And let's not even talk about certain courses that have turned into pure propaganda. And I'm talking about the Law School. In Communications or Political Science, it's much worse.”




Sonia, who had been listening in silence, shrugged.

	“	Well, it's not just at the university. It happens in high schools and even private schools. I have to watch every word I say in class because everything can be twisted a million different ways.”




Mamen, who had been quieter until then, clicked her tongue.

	“	Thank God I didn't go into Philosophy, or I'd already be canceled.”
	“	Fewer and fewer of us are even trying to maintain critical thinking anymore. But you know… The moment you deviate even slightly from the party line… You become a pariah. The worst part is that the message is sinking in.”




Luis agreed completely. Sonia and Mamen followed suit, though with less enthusiasm. The dinner continued with more debate, but nothing too heavy. Between the good wine and the camaraderie at the table, the night was just getting started.

Mamen, as soon as the conversation between Luis and Rafa turned to soccer—another topic that could make them lose track of time—leaned toward Sonia with a knowing smile.

“Come on, I want to show you something.”



Sonia raised an eyebrow.


	“	What?”
	“	Just come. It’s a surprise.”




They got up quietly and headed to Mamen’s bedroom, leaving the two men deep in their debate.

Mamen’s room reflected her chaotic but tasteful style: a wrought-iron headboard, a lamp casting soft light, and a sliding-door wardrobe that could barely contain all the clothes spilling out at the edges.

	“	Let’s see…” Mamen said, rummaging excitedly through the hangers. “Show me that little number you bought.”




Sonia pulled out the champagne dress and held it up. The sheer fabric and plunging necklines, front and back, spoke for themselves.

Mamen’s eyes went wide.

“
Holy shit, girl!” she exclaimed, bringing a hand to her mouth. “This is high-class hooker material!”



Sonia smiled, a little embarrassed.

“
Right? I told you Luis almost passed out when I tried it on at home.”



Mamen gave her a mischievous look.

“
Of course. With this on, even a priest would break his vows.”



They laughed, and then Mamen spun on her heels and started rummaging through her wardrobe.

“
But wait, yours is nothing. Check this out.”



With a dramatic flourish, she pulled out a dark red sequined dress. It was pure sex condensed into fabric: plunging neckline, completely bare back, and a side slit that climbed dangerously high up the thigh.

Sonia stared at it, equal parts admiration and awe.

“
Oh my God! It’s almost worse than mine,” she laughed.



Mamen smiled with satisfaction.

	“	I know. And the best part is how it moves with your body. This, my dear, is what makes a night unforgettable.”




Sonia ran her fingers over the fabric, feeling the soft texture and perfect drape.

“
This isn’t for a dinner with friends. This is for going out looking for trouble.”



Mamen shrugged.

“
Exactly, or to make every man’s jaw drop the second you walk in.”



When Sonia and Mamen returned to the dining room, the atmosphere was much more relaxed. The wine had done its job, and the political talk had given way to lighter topics. Luis and Rafa were animatedly discussing soccer, comparing teams and debating who really deserved to win the league last season.

Mamen, with her usual energy, dropped into her chair with a mischievous smile and poured more wine into her glass and Sonia’s.

	“	Okay, guys, we’ve left you alone too long and this is turning into a sports debate show. Enough already.”




Luis raised his hands defensively.

“
Well, what did you expect? You abandoned us.”



Mamen turned to Sonia with a mischievous look.

	“	I think it’s time to show these two bores what two girls can do.”




Rafa raised an eyebrow and took a sip of wine.

“
And what exactly do you have in mind?”



Mamen smiled like a mischievous child and leaned over the table, eyeing the two men defiantly.

“
Surprise. Sonia and I need five minutes. Stay put.”



Rafa laughed, and Luis looked at his wife curiously, but she just shrugged and let Mamen drag her off to the bedroom again.

	“	Okay, now you're scaring me,” Sonia whispered as Mamen closed the door behind them. “Please tell me you're not thinking what I think you're thinking.”




Mamen rummaged through her closet with infectious energy.

	“	Look, we were clearly destined to shake things up tonight. We're going to look gorgeous and walk out there like goddesses.”




Sonia crossed her arms.

	“	Don't get ahead of yourself. Gorgeous? For what? I can see where this is going… If you're thinking about the dresses, forget it.”




Mamen spun on her heels with a look of mock disbelief.

	“	Honey, to remind those two they're not having dinner with their moms. That we're women, and we can make any man in this city stare at us with his jaw on the floor.”




Sonia burst out laughing.

“
Are you trying to give everyone a heart attack, or just traumatize our husbands?”



Mamen grabbed the red sequined dress and smiled.

“
I want to have fun. I want to see their faces when we walk out of here.”



Sonia looked at the dress, touched it with her fingertips, and after a moment's hesitation, let out a resigned sigh.

	“	No way, Mamen. I'm not putting this on in front of you and your boyfriend. It doesn't feel right. And I'm definitely not going out dressed like this…”
	“	Oh, come on. I'll put mine on, and you'll see the looks on their faces. Don't be such a buzzkill.”
	“	No, Mamen, drop it.”
	“	Look. We put them on, and if he gets upset or you're not comfortable, we take them off. Done. Think of it like a costume. I'm dying to see the looks on their faces. Please, girl.”




Sonia stared at the two dresses and the shoes. Part of her had doubts, but another part wanted to see Luis's reaction. Finally, she made up her mind:

	“	Fine. But if Luis kills me, you're the one explaining that this was your idea. I told him I wasn't going to wear this around you guys. He's going to be pissed.”




Mamen winked at her.

“
Honey, if Luis sees you in this, getting upset is the last thing on his mind.”



They both laughed as they got ready for their little prank.

In the bedroom, the scene was pure chaos and excitement. The bed was covered in an explosion of clothes, makeup, and accessories as the two of them transformed into more dazzling versions of themselves.

Sonia slipped into the champagne-colored dress. The fabric glided airily over her body. Her breasts moved freely without the support of a bra. The dress was sheer in several places, leaving little to the imagination. She looked at herself in the mirror in disbelief.

	— 	“This is insane. You can practically see my ass… And my boobs are going to pop out the second I move. I can’t go out there like this.”
	— 	“We can fix the boob thing. I use double-sided tape. Hold on.”




She opened a drawer and pulled out some transparent strips, sticking them first to Sonia’s breasts, then to the dress.

— 
“See? Problem solved. Nothing’s going to show.”



Mamen, already poured into a dark red sequined dress with a plunging back and a dizzying side slit, was putting on long dangling earrings while Sonia finished adjusting her sandals.

— 
“This is a show, Sonia. And we’re the stars.”



Sonia shook her head with a nervous smile and sat down at the vanity while Mamen pulled out her makeup arsenal.

— 
“Let me work my magic,” her friend said, leaning over her with a brush in hand.



With expert precision, she gave her a smoky eye, creating a feline gaze. A touch of highlighter on the cheekbones, a bold red lip, and… done.

“God, you look like a femme fatale.”

Sonia looked at herself in the mirror and had to admit the transformation was striking.

	— 	“I hope Luis survives this.”
	— 	“Luis and Rafa. Wait till you see the dumb looks on their faces…”




Mamen laughed as she spritzed herself with perfume.

	— 	“If he doesn’t, at least he’ll go out with a smile on his face.” And with one last approving glance in the mirror, they headed to the bedroom door.
	— 	“Ready?” Mamen asked, eyebrow raised.




Sonia nodded nervously, and together they opened the door.

When they appeared in the dining room, the murmur of conversation between Luis and Rafa cut off abruptly. The two men froze, wine glasses in hand, mouths slightly open.

Rafa stared at Mamen as if seeing her for the first time. His eyes traveled over her figure in that shimmering red dress, her confident posture, the way the dress covered the bare minimum, leaving just enough exposed to take his breath away.

Luis swallowed hard as he stole a glance at Sonia.

— “Damn…” was all he managed to say.



Mamen leaned against the back of a chair and smiled mischievously.

	— 	“Well, what’s going on here? Still going on about soccer and politics, or are you going to show two women like us the attention we deserve?”




Luis blinked, as if trying to process what he was seeing.

— “God, Sonia… you look… stunning.”



Rafa, trying to regain his composure, nodded.

— 
“Whatever the ladies wish. Your wish is our command.”



Mamen winked at Sonia.

— 
“Then, gentlemen, propose something worthy of this outfit.”



Luis and Rafa exchanged glances, a mixture of admiration and bewilderment on their faces. The dinner had taken an unexpected turn. Rafa looked Mamen and Sonia up and down in disbelief, then let out a nervous laugh.

— 
“Wait, wait… Are you really going out like that? Seriously?”



Luis, still holding his glass, couldn't take his eyes off Sonia. The woman in front of him wasn't the same one he'd gone to the supermarket with that morning. Or maybe she was, but something in her attitude, her posture, made her seem completely different. More confident. Bolder.

Sonia placed a hand on her hip and shot her husband an intense look.

“Does it bother you?”



Luis swallowed hard.

	“	No… It's not that, it's just…”
	“	It's just that you're not used to this, right?” Mamen cut in with an amused smile. Then she turned to Rafa. “And for your information, yes, we're going out like this. Or are you afraid you won't be able to handle it?”




Rafa shook his head, still processing the situation.

	“	Not afraid, but… wherever we go, everyone's going to be staring at us.”
	“	That's the idea!” Mamen exclaimed, giving Sonia a light push.




Sonia, who could still feel Luis's gaze on her like fire against her skin, took a deep breath. She felt powerful, as if she were in complete control.

	“	We want to go somewhere we can dance, somewhere with a vibe, where we won't be the only ones turning heads.”




Luis raised an eyebrow.

	“	Someplace classy?”
	“	Not exactly,” Mamen said, a mischievous glint in her eyes. “Something more… daring.”




Luis and Rafa exchanged a look.

“
Define 'daring,'” Rafa said with a mix of curiosity and amusement.



Mamen grabbed her phone and started scrolling through it.

“
A club,” she said finally. “One with good music, hot people, and… a bit of a show.”



Sonia bit her lip, looking at Luis with a mix of anticipation and defiance.

“You up for it?”



Luis, still trying to process the change in his wife, set his glass on the table and smiled with a hint of uncertainty.

“
Whatever you want, Sonia. I'm in the doghouse right now. I'll follow you like a kitten wherever you want to go.”



The club was tucked away in a quiet part of downtown, on a narrow street with few lights. From the outside, the black door and suited bouncers gave the place an exclusive air. Inside, the first impression was a mix of dim lighting, air thick with expensive perfume, and the thump of slightly dated disco music.

The dark velvet walls and gilded mirrors reflected the glow of chandeliers hanging over the main bar, where a group of stunning women sipped brightly colored drinks from cocktail glasses. It was obvious some of them weren't just there to have fun. Their gazes were calculated, their posture strategic, as if waiting to be chosen.

Near the stage, a half-naked girl danced on a platform bathed in red light, moving with calculated slowness, like a hypnotic ritual. A couple of men in suits, wearing watches that probably cost more than a car, watched her with interest, while a red-lipped woman leaned toward one of them, whispering something in his ear before laughing with practiced coyness.

The air smelled of liquor, expensive cologne, and barely contained desire. In the private booths, hidden behind velvet curtains, silhouettes engaged in intense conversations. Some women toyed with the buttons on their companions' shirts; others swayed slowly to the music, as if every gesture were part of a private performance.

Mamen and Sonia moved through the crowd with confident steps, drawing undisguised stares. Rafa and Luis followed behind, taking in their surroundings with a mix of fascination and wariness.

“
Damn, this place isn't just a regular bar,” Luis murmured, leaning close to Sonia's ear.



She smiled, feeling adrenaline tingle through her body.

	“	If you're not comfortable…” she told him, “we can leave. But since I've made up my mind, I think you should make the most of it.




The music pulsed with a hypnotic rhythm, deep and enveloping. The dance floor was a play of shadows and neon lights reflected on the gleaming surface. Mamen and Sonia moved to the beat, their bodies swaying with euphoria and provocation.

Mamen, with the alcohol from a couple of drinks already flowing through her veins, danced without inhibitions, laughing as she spun around, her sequined dress catching the flashes of light like a beacon in the darkness. Her movements threatened to make her breasts spill out of the skimpy dress. Sonia, riding the high of the night with champagne bubbling in her blood, followed her lead, moving more slowly but just as sensually.

Several men nearby began to notice them. First with furtive glances, then with more obvious gestures. One of them—tall, with a well-groomed beard and his tie half undone—approached with a drink in his hand.

	“	Looks like you're new here… I don't remember seeing you before, and I'd never forget two beauties like you.”




Mamen laughed and shot him a bold look.

	“	It's our first time. I'm sure you'll remember us after tonight. I'm Mamen, and my friend here is Sonia.”




The man smiled, fascinated. Sonia felt the electricity in the air, the same charge running through every gaze that followed them. Another man, younger, with slightly tousled hair and a leather jacket, slid toward her with confidence.

	“	I like the way you move,” he told her, leaning in just enough for his voice to blend with the music in her ear.




Sonia held his gaze for a second, enjoying the sensation of being the center of attention. Mamen, meanwhile, had turned toward another group of men who seemed torn between approaching her and admiring her from a distance.

Luis and Rafa watched from the bar. Rafa seemed entertained, even amused. Luis, on the other hand, had his jaw clenched and a half-finished drink in his hand.

“
This is getting a bit tense,” Rafa commented with a half smile that betrayed his own nerves.



Luis didn't respond right away. His eyes were fixed on Sonia, on the way she smiled at those strangers—a smile he'd never seen before. A strange pang made his heart race.

On the dance floor, Sonia looked at him, sizing up the situation. Her lips curved into a defiant smile as her hips followed the rhythm of the music, making each movement seem slower, more intense. She closed her eyes for a moment, letting the alcohol and the charged atmosphere do the rest.

Suddenly, she felt Mamen's body pressing against hers from behind. Mamen's hands slid gently down her arms, then wrapped around her waist with almost instinctive confidence. Sonia felt warm breath on the back of her neck before the delicate brush of lips against her skin.

She tensed for a second, surprised, but didn't pull away. The sensation was strange, new, and at the same time intoxicating. Mamen kept dancing against her, their hips moving together in a slow, rhythmic sway.

“
You look gorgeous tonight,” Mamen whispered in her ear, a barely perceptible smile on her lips.



Sonia opened her eyes, her gaze finding Luis across the room. He was watching her intently, his expression hard to read, caught between fascination and something darker.

Mamen's hand slid naturally from Sonia's hip toward her back, stopping at the edge of her dress. Just above her ass. Sonia felt a shiver run down her spine, a mix of adrenaline and desire that caught her off guard.

The man with the loose tie, who had been trying to get her attention, widened his eyes in surprise, but was clearly intrigued.

Luis downed his drink at the bar, jaw clenched. Rafa, beside him, let out a soft snort.

“
“These two are getting out of hand, huh?” he said, his voice a bit tense.



Luis didn’t respond right away. His gaze stayed locked on Sonia—on the way she wasn’t pulling back, on how her body seemed to give itself over to the moment without hesitation.

Sonia felt heat rising to her face. Her heart pounded. She knew she could pull away at any moment, break the tension with a laugh, a joke. But she didn’t.

She let herself go.

Luis couldn’t look away. Something stirred inside him unexpectedly—a mix of desire and confusion he didn’t know how to handle. The situation was overwhelming him more with each passing second.

He saw her tense for an instant when Mamen embraced her from behind, but instead of pulling away, she relaxed against her. Luis felt a knot in his stomach when Mamen’s lips brushed Sonia’s neck, when her hand slid down her hip with a boldness neither of them seemed to question. Mamen’s hands caressed Sonia’s breasts, and Sonia didn’t flinch. Gently, the back of her hand slipped between skin and fabric of Sonia’s skimpy dress, exposing one of her hard nipples. Luis felt the two of them were crossing a line. The excitement of the scene was starting to turn into concern.

The atmosphere in the club had grown thicker, charged with electricity. He wasn’t the only one who’d noticed. Around them, several men watched the scene with interest. The guys who’d been circling them were talking among themselves, sizing up the situation, which was spiraling out of control fast. Some women whispered to each other uncomfortably. Luis and Rafa exchanged tense looks.

Luis swallowed hard and finished his drink. The cold glass in his fingers wasn’t enough to cool the heat rising through his body. He’d never seen Sonia like this. Never imagined her like this.

Sonia opened her eyes for an instant and their gazes met. Luis saw something in her, something he hadn’t seen in a long time. A different spark, a rush that had nothing to do with routine nights at home or the monotony they’d been talking about so much lately. But she didn’t pull away from Mamen.

He said nothing. He just stood there, trapped in the moment, wondering how far they were going to go. He watched her as if seeing her for the first time. His wife, his life partner, was there in the middle of the dance floor, body still burning from Mamen’s touch, lips parted, eyes bright with champagne and adrenaline. But what disturbed him most wasn’t seeing her in that state—it was the way she was looking at him now.

It was like a challenge. Mamen took one more step and kissed her softly on the lips. The tip of her tongue brushed Sonia’s lips, and Sonia kept her eyes on him.

Rafa was the first to react. He walked up to Mamen and led her away by the hand. He was clearly upset. Mamen could barely keep up with him between her heels and all the alcohol. But Sonia didn’t leave the dance floor. She stayed in front of Luis, swaying to the music, and started moving toward him, her dress clinging to her body in an almost pornographic way.

— 
“Aren’t you going to dance with me?” Her voice was a murmur, heavy with suggestion.



Luis took a second to react. He still felt the glass in his hand, the heat of the alcohol rising up his throat. He finished the last sip, set the glass on the bar, and moved toward her.

	— 	“Yeah, I think that’s a good idea. You’re going to cause a scene in here. Those guys are getting too worked up. You’re going too far, Sonia.”




Sonia smiled. Pure sin.

She wrapped her arms around him—slowly, so slowly—and pressed her body against his.

— 
“You don’t have to lead. Just let it happen.”



Luis felt the heat of her breath against his neck, the way her body molded to his with an unsettling ease. She started to move, and he, without thinking, did the same. At first he felt clumsy, out of place. He wasn’t a man used to scenes like this. But Sonia didn’t let him escape.

She pressed closer.

Her hips moved against him with an almost erotic smoothness.

Luis gritted his teeth.

“Sonia…”



She slid her hands up his chest to his shoulders and let them rest there, holding on as she followed the rhythm of the music. Luis closed his eyes for a second, trying to control the flood of sensations washing over him. This wasn’t like any other time they’d danced. This wasn’t just a game.

It was a provocation.

And the worst part was that it was working.

Luis could feel the men around them still watching her, some leaning forward, eyeing her with the same desire he felt in that moment. And then something inside him shifted. He wanted to show that she was his. That they could look all they wanted, but he was the only one who was going to touch her. He wasn’t going to stand there as just another spectator.

He slid a hand to her waist and moved it down her back, low enough to rest on the curve of her ass. He pulled her even closer, noticing how her breath caught for an instant. Sonia looked up, surprised, but didn't pull away. There was something more than simple amusement in her expression.

There was curiosity.

“
Like this?” he murmured, leaning down to her ear.



Sonia gave him a half-smile.

	“	That's better. You know something? I've got this crazy urge for you to fuck me in the bathroom. Standing up. Like animals.”




Luis lowered his other hand to the curve of her hip and guided her more confidently. Now he was the one setting the rhythm. And she followed, letting out a soft laugh, almost charmed by this side of him she rarely saw.

“
That's crazy. I don't want to get us thrown out of here, or something worse,” he whispered.



Their bodies brushed with every movement. The heat was unbearable. The lights flickered in red and gold flashes, and Luis felt the club and everyone in it disappear. Only Sonia existed—and the way she surrendered to this dangerous game.

Sonia rested her forehead against his cheek, breathing raggedly. She lifted her head and, looking at him with intensity, ran her tongue along his tense jaw.

	“	We're going too far…”
	“	Don't you dare stop. I want you now. Do you want to come to the bathroom with me? Do you want to fuck me in there?”




Luis didn't answer. He just lowered his hand a little more, touching her ass beneath her dress.

	“	Let's go home, Sonia. We'll do whatever you want there. That's enough for tonight.”
	“	Don't leave me like this, damn it…”




Luis was tense, and an argument could break out between them at any moment. Just then Mamen appeared, holding Rafa's hand.

	“	Looks like we're leaving,” Mamen said, somewhat flustered. “Rafa wants to go.”
	“	We're leaving too,” Luis said, his tone serious. “That's enough for today.”




Sonia pouted in protest but finally gave in, and the four of them headed for the exit.
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In the taxi back home, Sonia remained silent, her gaze fixed on the window. The lights of Madrid streaked past, reflecting in her dark eyes. Luis, beside her, didn't say anything either. He just watched her from the corner of his eye, still feeling the heat of their bodies dancing on his skin, the brush of their hips, the way she had let herself go. No, more than letting herself go—she had surrendered.

And not just to him.

Luis swallowed. He shifted uncomfortably in his seat. He could still smell the alcohol soaked into his clothes, still feel the adrenaline in his blood. He looked at Sonia, hoping she would break the silence, that she would make some sarcastic comment, some joke about what had happened. But nothing.

He was the one who spoke first.

“
Do you realize what happened?”



Sonia closed her eyes for a moment and sighed, as if trying to gather her thoughts.

“Yes.”



She said no more.

Luis studied her. Her face still had that warm flush from the alcohol and excitement. Her dress shimmered with every movement, and her hair, slightly disheveled, fell over her shoulders with a sensual carelessness. She seemed like a different woman.

Or maybe the real Sonia.

“
Mamen went too far,” she finally murmured.



Luis raised an eyebrow.

“Mamen?”



Sonia turned to look at him, her expression a mix of amusement and embarrassment.

“Well… Me too.”



Luis let out a dry, humorless laugh.

“A little.”



Sonia sighed again and leaned her head back against the headrest.

	“	I think I drank too much. I got carried away. It was just a game, nothing more.”
	“	Well, you need to be careful with games—they can get out of hand, Sonia.” Luis’s tone was dry and cold.




When they got home, Sonia kicked off her shoes with a relieved sigh and went straight to the kitchen for water. Luis loosened his tie, his mind still stuck on what had happened. The dancing. The stares. The way she didn’t pull away when Mamen embraced her. The kiss on the neck. The kiss on the lips…

“
Do you want to talk about this?” he asked from the kitchen doorway.



Sonia took a sip of water and shrugged.

“There’s not much to talk about, is there?”



Luis frowned.

“What do you mean, there isn’t?”



Sonia set the glass on the counter and looked at him.

	“	Look, I’m not going to sit here analyzing everything we did. We got carried away, we had fun… But yes, I admit maybe I went too far.”




Luis crossed his arms.

“Only maybe?”



She made a face.

	“	Okay. I went too far. But it didn’t mean anything. It was the alcohol, the atmosphere, the music… I don’t know, Luis, are you really that surprised?”




Luis was slow to respond.

	“	Yes. Damn it, Sonia, what surprises me most is that you don’t even realize what happened at the club. And I’m not just talking about Mamen. You two were provoking people. There was a moment when I actually thought something bad might happen.”




Sonia blinked.

“Why?”



Luis ran his hand through his hair, trying to sort out what he was feeling.

	“	Because I’d never seen you like that. Because you pushed those guys to the limit. And that’s dangerous. I know how men think. Hell, even the hookers were staring at you in shock…”




Sonia stared at him in silence for a few seconds.

	“	And is that bad?”
	— 	“Look, Sonia, I don’t want to argue. It was an incredible night, but I need you to understand that what you two did could have been dangerous. The tension was so thick you could cut it with a knife, and in a place where people are drinking and who knows what else, that’s playing with fire.”




Sonia moved closer to him and shifted the conversation’s tone.

“What about you? What did you feel?”



Luis hesitated.

“I don’t know.”



Sonia raised an eyebrow.

“Yes, you do.”



Luis sighed.

	— 	“Okay… It turned me on seeing you like that. Seeing how everyone else was looking at you. And I was surprised by how you let yourself go with Mamen.”




Sonia looked down for a moment, as if processing his words.

	— 	“I never imagined I’d let loose like that. I guess I got caught up in the moment. It doesn’t mean that… You know, that I want anything more…”




Luis watched her in silence.

“Are you sure?”



She pressed her lips together.

“Would you want to?”
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Sunlight crept timidly through the slats in the blinds, filling the bedroom with a pale mid-morning glow. Sonia woke up with her skull pounding like a drum and her mouth bone-dry. Hangover. The kind that weighed on your body, but even more on your conscience.

She sat up with a groan and saw that Luis was already awake, propped against the headboard with his phone in hand. When he noticed her stirring, he looked up from the screen and watched her with an unreadable expression.

“Good morning.”



His tone wasn’t cold, but it wasn’t warm either. Sonia ran a hand through her tangled hair and sighed.

	— 	“What time is it?”
	— 	“Almost eleven.”




She rubbed her eyes and flopped back onto the bed.

“God, my head.”



Luis chuckled and set his phone on the nightstand.

— 
“You brought this on yourself last night. How many drinks did you have?”



Sonia made a face.

“Too many.”



Silence hung between them. Not uncomfortable, but heavy. As if they both knew the real conversation hadn’t started yet. Luis studied her. You could tell his mind was racing.

“It was a wild night.”



He didn’t say it with reproach, or with enthusiasm. It was simply a fact.

Sonia turned her head toward him and eyed him cautiously.

“Yes, it was.”



Luis clasped his hands over his stomach and exhaled slowly.

“
I'm still processing what happened.”



There it was. The key phrase. Sonia felt a pang in her chest. She didn't want Luis to be angry. Or disappointed. Or to look at her like she was a complete stranger.

“Are you upset?”



Luis shook his head, but his expression remained serious.

“
No. I'm not upset… Just surprised.”



Sonia sat up, crossing her legs on the bed.

“Surprised?”



Luis looked at her intently.

“
Yes. Last night I saw a Sonia I didn't know.”



The phrase hit her harder than she expected.

“And is that a bad thing?”



Luis shrugged.

“
I don't know. I'm not saying it's bad… But it was unexpected.”



Sonia looked away, feeling a knot of anxiety in her stomach.

“
I don't know what came over me, Luis. Between the alcohol, the music, the atmosphere… I just let loose. I got carried away.”



Luis nodded slowly.

“Yes, I noticed.”



The way he said it made her feel exposed in a different way.

	“	What did you think when you saw me like that?” she asked, her voice dropping, afraid of what he might say.




Luis took a couple of seconds to respond, searching for the right words.

“
That you were enjoying yourself. That you were being provocative. And that you didn't care who was watching.”



Sonia bit her lower lip.

“Okay, but did it bother you?”



Luis shook his head again.

	“	I don't know. It turned me on to see you like that… But it also threw me off. I didn't expect you to react that way. Not you. Not with Mamen.”




Sonia closed her eyes for a second.

“
Yeah. The thing with Mamen… It got out of hand.”



Luis leaned in closer.

“Why did you do it?”



Sonia looked up and saw him there, studying her, searching for an answer that probably even she didn't have.

	“	I don't know. It was a game. It was all a game. But I got carried away. For a few moments, I almost wanted it to go further. It turned me on. But I'm sorry.”




Luis watched her in silence.

“Do you regret it?”



Sonia hesitated.

	“	“I don’t know if it’s regret… But I do feel like I crossed a line I didn’t expect to cross. And more than anything, I’m worried about what you might think.”




Luis studied her for a moment, then nodded, as if trying to understand.


“I crossed a line last night too. Or rather, you made me cross a line I didn’t know existed.”



Sonia raised an eyebrow.

“You?”



Luis smiled ironically.

		“Yes. I never thought it would turn me on to see my wife like that. I never imagined I could enjoy watching you tease other people so much.”




Sonia felt a shiver run down her spine.

“You liked it?”



Luis took his time answering.


“Yes. And that’s what throws me off the most.”



Sonia lowered her gaze to the sheets, playing with a wrinkle in the fabric.


“I guess last night we discovered something new about ourselves.”



Luis nodded, with a half smile.

“Seems like it.”



They sat in silence for a while. It wasn’t uncomfortable, but it was charged with something new, something they still didn’t know how to name.

Finally, Sonia sighed and let herself fall back onto the bed. She covered her eyes with her hands and sighed.


“Should we order Chinese or Japanese…?”



Luis let out a laugh.

		“Of course. Who would trust what you might cook today?” Luis joked. “But you choose—I’m still processing last night.”
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They finally decided to go out for a walk and grab a bite. The weather was magnificent, perfect for sitting outside at a terrace. Sonia absentmindedly traced her finger through the foam of her beer, her gaze fixed on the horizon, where the sun sparkled over the treetops of Retiro Park. Luis watched her in silence for a few seconds before speaking.


“Yesterday was… intense.” His tone wasn’t accusatory, but it was expectant.



Sonia smiled nervously, without looking at him directly.

		“I think we got a little carried away. But this is the third time you’ve mentioned it. Are you angry?”




Luis took a sip of his beer, shaking his head.

		“We? Hey, sweetheart. The only one who got carried away last night was you. I just weathered the storm…”




She sighed and pushed her hair back.


“Okay… I got carried away. The wine, the music, the atmosphere… Mamen.”



Luis leaned forward over the table, elbows resting on it.

		“And what does that mean? Because… I don’t know, Sonia. You seemed different. Like something inside you had suddenly broken free.”




She bit her lower lip, lost in thought.

	— 	“I don’t know what to tell you. It wasn’t planned—it’s not like I’d been wanting it or expecting it. It just… happened. And at that moment, I liked it.”




Luis stared at her.

— 
“Did you like it because it was Mamen? Or because she was a woman?”



Sonia shot him a sideways glance, uncomfortable.

	— 	“I think I liked it because it was different. Because it broke through all this suffocating feeling I’ve had lately. Not because she was a woman. Don’t think that.”




Luis nodded slowly.

— 
“So… is this about us? Is something wrong?”



She shook her head quickly.

	— 	“No. I don’t want you to think this means I don’t like you or that I’m missing something with you. It’s just that… I felt desired in a different way. Seduced in a way I’d never experienced before. And that turned me on.”




Luis drummed his fingers on the table.

— 
“Has this happened before? Have you been attracted to women?”



Sonia frowned.

	— 	“Not exactly. I’ve always found some women attractive—anyone might. But I’d never experienced it like this, with that kind of intensity. If you’re asking whether I might have discovered a bisexual side of myself… I can’t say yes, but I can’t say no either. Is it possible for something like that to stay hidden and then suddenly surface? I don’t know, Luis.”




Luis lowered his gaze, deep in thought.

— “So what does it mean?”



She sighed.

— 
“I don’t know. Maybe nothing. Maybe everything. All I know is that last night I felt things I didn’t expect.”



A long silence stretched between them. Sonia felt a slight tingle of anxiety in her chest.

	— 	“Do you think you would have slept with her if I hadn’t stepped in? Honestly, I think you would have.”
	— 	“I don’t know, Luis. I’m a mess, but yeah, I think I could have hooked up with her last night.”
	— 	“I won’t lie to you. It turned me on. But it also surprised me. It made me wonder if I really know you as well as I think I do. But honestly, seeing you so uninhibited was incredibly hot.”




Sonia interlaced her fingers on the table.

	— 	“I’m the same person. I’m the Sonia you married, the one who loves you like crazy. It’s just that… maybe I’m discovering new parts of myself.”




Luis looked at her for a few seconds before a small smile crossed his face.

— 
“Well, I hope you’ll let me discover them with you.”



Sonia smiled, feeling that although the conversation hadn’t resolved all her doubts, at least it had opened the door to further exploration.
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A soft, steady murmur filled the café, the sound of spoons clinking against porcelain cups blending with the ambient music. Sonia stirred her coffee absentmindedly while gazing out the window. The afternoon was gray, with a leaden sky threatening rain. Mamen, sitting across from her, fidgeted with the sugar packet between her fingers, visibly uneasy.

		“Sonia…” Mamen began, her voice more serious than usual. “I need to talk to you about the other day.”




Sonia turned her gaze from the window to her friend.


“Yeah… I guess we need to talk.”



Mamen sighed and set the sugar packet on the table.

		“Look… I don’t know what came over me. I got carried away. Between the alcohol, the music, and the atmosphere… I crossed the line. And I don’t want you to think I’m a slut, or that I had some hidden agenda.”




Sonia was surprised by Mamen’s sincerity. She could see her friend was genuinely worried.

		“I don’t think that about you, Mamen. The same thing happened to me. I talked to Luis about it over the weekend. He was really surprised by how we behaved, but he wasn’t angry or upset. Actually… he admitted it even turned him on.”
		“Are you sure? Because you and Luis left pretty quickly after that, and his face was priceless.”




Sonia gave a half-smile, not quite sure what to say.

		“It was just… unexpected. And according to him, he did it to prevent an incident. There was too much tension among the guys around us, and he wanted to head off any trouble.”




Mamen lowered her gaze and took a sip of her coffee.

		“I don’t want this to affect our friendship. I’d feel terrible if things got weird between us because of me.”
		“It’s not that. It’s not going to affect our relationship at all, but I don’t know what to tell you. I’m not angry, but I’m not going to lie to you either… it’s left me swimming in questions. Both of us, me and Luis.”




Mamen looked up, curious.

“Thinking about what?”



Sonia bit her lip, unsure whether to share. But after all, this was Mamen—her friend.

		“About what’s happening to us. About why we reacted the way we did. About why I felt what I felt. Even… whether there’s a side of me I never knew existed.”




Mamen tilted her head.


“And how did you feel? It turned you on, didn’t it?”



Sonia played with her spoon before answering.

		“I surprised myself. It was intense. And yes, it turned me on. If Luis hadn’t stepped in, I don’t know what would have happened.”




Mamen nodded slowly.

	— 	“You liked it. I did too. And I agree—if your husband or Rafa hadn’t stepped in, we probably would’ve ended up in bed.”




Sonia looked up and stared at her.

	— 	“Yeah. And that scares me.” Sonia couldn’t get the idea out of her head, and finally asked, “Are you bisexual?”




Mamen smiled faintly.

	— 	“I guess with the right person, yeah.” Mamen lowered her eyes, somewhat embarrassed. “I understand. But believe me, I didn’t mean to put you in that situation. I… I was just enjoying the moment.”
	— 	“I know,” Sonia replied sincerely. “But now I need to understand what it means for me. And for Luis too.”




Mamen laced her fingers together on the table.

— “And what does he say?”



Sonia let out a short laugh.

	— 	“What I told you. He liked it, but it also threw him off. Honestly, I think it turned him on like crazy.”




Mamen watched her for a moment, then smiled mischievously.

— “He liked seeing you with me?”



Sonia sighed and shook her head, though she couldn’t help but smile.

	— 	“Mamen…”
	— 	“What! It’s a legitimate question.”




Sonia shrugged.

— 
“I guess so. But that doesn’t mean we know what to do with all this.”



Mamen leaned her elbows on the table and gave her a curious look.

	— 	“And you? What do you want to do with this?”
	— 	“First of all, this has to stay absolutely secret. Mamen, this is a religious school. I don’t want trouble with the administration.”
	— 	“Jesus, Sonia. Are you kidding me? You think I want word getting around that I’m out there sleeping around?”
	— 	“Sleeping around?” Sonia asked, half amused, half cutting. “So you know that what happened Friday goes beyond just a little relaxation…”
		“Of course I know. And I’ve been asking myself the same questions you have.”




At that moment they realized they had to get back to class. Sonia wasn’t in the right headspace to start a new topic, but she told herself she needed to buckle down once and for all. What happened on Friday couldn’t interfere with her professional side. Besides, after talking with Mamen, things weren’t any clearer in her mind, but she felt better about their friendship.
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Luis stirred his coffee absentmindedly, barely paying attention. The café was quiet, most tables occupied by office workers and executives on their mid-morning break. Across from him, Verónica watched him with that sharp gaze that always disarmed him.

		“You’re acting strange today,” she said, tilting her head curiously. “And you’re not one to get distracted easily.”




Luis exhaled nervously and set the spoon on the saucer with a soft clink.

“It’s nothing… or maybe it is. I don’t know.”



Verónica narrowed her eyes and gave a half smile.

		“Come on, Luis. Stop overthinking and just tell me. It might help to get it off your chest.”




He ran a hand over the back of his neck, then looked her in the eye.

“Saturday… something happened with Sonia.”



Verónica raised an eyebrow and rested her chin on her hand, intrigued.

“Something bad?”



Luis hesitated for a second.

		“No. Just… unexpected. We were out with some friends at a club, and, well, Sonia and her friend Mamen got carried away dancing. Way too carried away.”




Verónica smiled with a glint of mischief in her eyes.

		“Let me guess. Drinks, sensual music, touches that started as a game and turned into something more.”




Luis nodded tensely.

		“They danced really… close. Mamen held her, kissed her neck. Hands were wandering. And Sonia… didn’t push her away. They ended up kissing too.”




Verónica watched his expression as he spoke.

“And how did you feel?”



Luis was quiet for a few seconds before answering.


“Surprised. Turned on, yeah, but also really confused. I don’t know if I should’ve been upset.”



Verónica settled back in her chair and smiled slightly.


“Ah, Luis… what you’re feeling is the clash between two very powerful things: possession and fascination.”



Luis looked at her with a furrowed brow.

		“Possession?”
		“Yes. We want to believe the person we love belongs to us, at least intimately. We’ve been taught that desire should only be for our partner, that any straying is a threat. But in reality, what you saw on Saturday wasn’t a betrayal. It was your wife exploring a part of herself that maybe even she didn’t know existed.”




Luis took a thoughtful sip of coffee.

“And the fascination?”



Verónica rested an elbow on the table and gave a half-smile.

		“That’s what you don’t want to fully admit. The excitement you felt. There’s something powerful about watching your partner stir desire in others… and seeing her feel desired. It’s a primal instinct.”




Luis narrowed his eyes.

“Are you speaking from experience?”



Verónica laughed softly.

		“I’ve lived long enough to know that excitement and jealousy are closer than people want to admit. The difference is how you handle it. You can let it poison you, or you can use it to strengthen what you have with Sonia.”




Luis snorted and looked out the window.

“I don’t know if I’m ready to think like that.”



Verónica held his gaze intently.

		“You don’t have to be ready now. But don’t ignore it. Ask yourself what scared you more: the idea that Sonia could feel something for someone else, or the idea that you liked what you saw?”




Luis felt a chill run down his spine. He didn’t have the answer. He watched her carefully, studying her expression. She was playing with her coffee spoon, drawing circles in the foam before letting out a small laugh, as if weighing whether to say what was on her mind.


“What?” Luis asked, curious. “You’re being awfully quiet for you.”



Verónica shook her head, but there was a spark of amusement in her eyes.


“Nothing. It’s just that… I didn’t expect the conversation to go this far.”



Luis rested his elbows on the table and interlaced his fingers.

“You seem like an expert on all this.”



She smiled with a hint of mystery.


“I don’t know about expert… but yes, I suppose I have some experience.”



Luis raised an eyebrow.

“Explain.”



Verónica took a breath and looked around, as if making sure no one was listening. Then she focused on him again.


“Okay, but almost no one knows what I’m about to tell you.”



Luis nodded, intrigued.


“My relationship with Marcos,” she said, referring to her partner, “is… different.”



Luis waited for her to continue.


“We have an open relationship. Or rather, we’re swingers.”



Luis blinked, trying to take it in.

		“Swinger?”
		“Yes. It’s not what most people think. It’s not about hooking up with just anyone or things being out of control. Actually, there are a lot of rules—more than you’d imagine—to keep the couple safe.”




Luis looked at her with a mix of skepticism and surprise.

“Explain.”



Verónica took a sip of coffee and leaned back in her chair.

		“Basically, swinging is a type of relationship where couples consensually decide to explore their sexuality with other people. But always together, or under certain agreements.”
		“So you have sex with other men?”




Verónica smiled.

“And with other women too.”



Luis felt a slight shiver run down his spine.

		“And Marcos?”
		“The same. But the important thing is that nothing happens behind each other’s backs or separately. Everything is consensual, discussed, and follows very clear rules. We’re always both there. It’s like a game we play together.”




Luis frowned.

		“Rules?”
		“Of course. Every couple sets their own limits. Some just flirt, others do soft swinging—exchanges without full sex—and others go further. But always with communication, no secrets or cheating.”




Luis sat there, thinking.


“And it doesn’t bother you to see your partner with someone else?”



Verónica smiled with complete confidence. “On the contrary. It’s exciting. You won’t understand until you experience it, but seeing the person you love enjoying themselves, being desired and wanting someone else, can be… very powerful. It builds trust in the relationship, because you know there’s no deception.”

Luis shook his head, still processing.

“I don’t know if I could handle something like that.”



Verónica shrugged.

		“It’s not for everyone. Not all couples are ready for that kind of relationship. But a lot of them fall into monotony and don’t dare to explore what they really want. You told me yourself you felt conflicted seeing Sonia the other day. Imagine what would happen if you two talked openly about it, without any taboos.”




Luis shifted in his seat. “I don’t know if we’re that modern.”


“And you?” Verónica asked, fixing him with an intense gaze.



Luis swallowed. He didn’t have a clear answer. Part of him was curious, even fascinated by the confidence with which she spoke. But another part… another part was telling him this could be a double-edged sword.


“But it’s also dangerous, isn’t it?” he said finally. “Jealousy can destroy a marriage.”



Verónica nodded seriously.

	— 	“Of course. That’s why it’s not something to take lightly. It requires absolute trust. Total communication. And above all, you both have to want it. If one person does it just to please the other, it’s a ticking time bomb.”




Luis took a sip of his coffee, though it was already cold.

— 
“Sonia and I had never talked about this… until now.”



Verónica smiled slightly.

	— 	“Well, that’s already a lot. Not every marriage can handle a conversation like that. Clearly, something awakened in her the other day, right? Maybe she hadn’t even considered it herself until it happened.”




Luis ran his hand over the back of his neck.

	— 	“I don’t know, it was all very… spontaneous. She got carried away, yes, but then you could tell she had doubts. And so did I.”
	— 	“That’s normal. It’s a world that challenges a lot of ideas they’ve drilled into us since we were kids. Strict monogamy, fidelity as a synonym for love… I’m not saying those are wrong, but there are other ways to be in a relationship. And every couple has to find what works for them.”




Luis looked at her seriously.

— 
“Haven’t you ever worried that what you have with Marcos could fall apart because of this?”



Verónica considered her answer before speaking.

	— 	“Just the opposite. Believe it or not, our relationship is stronger than a lot of conventional ones. There are no secrets. No lies. I know I could be with another man, but I choose to be with him. And he chooses me. That’s what really matters.”




Luis sighed.

— “But the jealousy…”



Verónica leaned toward him, resting her elbows on the table.

	— 	“Look, Luis, jealousy comes from the fear of losing someone. If you know your partner is with you because they want to be, not because they have to be, then jealousy disappears. Or at least you can manage it better.”




Luis lowered his gaze, stirring the spoon in the empty cup.

	— 	“I don’t know… I don’t want this to be something that hurts us.”
	— 	“Then don’t do anything without being sure. Either of you. Talk about it. And if it’s not for you, that’s fine. The important thing is that you both understand what you really want.”




Luis nodded slowly. “I suppose you’re right.”

Verónica smiled and gave his hand a light tap.

— 
“Of course I’m right. Now tell me, how gorgeous was Sonia the other day?”



Luis let out a soft laugh. “She was… stunning.”

	— 	“Then at least you got something good out of that night.” Verónica took a breath before continuing. “Anyway… I’m not going to let you off the hook without making an offer… If you’re interested in learning more about what I just told you, we’re here for you. Marcos and I could introduce you to this world. We know people, clubs… If you decide to take the plunge, let me know.”




Luis stayed quiet, taking in Verónica's words. The proposal hung in the air, tempting and dangerous all at once.

“
You mean… you'd bring us into your world?” he finally asked, a hint of wariness in his voice.



Verónica smiled mischievously.

	“	Only if you really want to. And gradually. No one's going to throw you into the deep end without a life jacket. That's the advantage of doing it with us.”




Luis leaned back in his chair, lost in thought.

“And how would that work?”



Verónica twirled the spoon in her coffee, as if gathering her thoughts.

	“	It could happen in lots of ways. Some couples prefer to start with something light, no expectations, just to test the waters.”




Luis raised an eyebrow.

	“	Something light?”
	“	For example, going somewhere with that kind of energy in the air, but no pressure. A place with open-minded people, where sensuality hangs in the atmosphere. Nothing that would make you uncomfortable, but enough to spark some curiosity.”




Luis nodded, his mind drifting back to the night at the club with Sonia and Mamen.

“
We've already done that… more or less.”



Verónica smiled.

	“	But with strangers. I'm talking about getting together with Marcos and me. It could be somewhere like that, and we'd just see what happens. No expectations. No commitments. Just go with the flow.”




Luis felt a shiver run down his spine.

	“	And if Sonia backs out?”
	“	Then nothing happens. That's the first thing you both need to understand: no one forces anyone to do anything. In fact, before even considering getting together, you two should talk it through.”




Luis nodded slowly.

“And if we decided to try?”



Verónica smiled, resting her chin on her hand.

	“	We could set up something more private. Dinner at Marcos's place, relaxed atmosphere, good wine, good conversation… and see where it goes. Or, if you'd prefer something less intimate, we could meet up at an event, a party with other like-minded couples. Nothing that would make you feel pressured, but something that lets you explore.”




Luis drummed his fingers on the table. The idea was intriguing, but it also made his head spin.

	“	I need to talk to Sonia.”
	“	“Of course. No rush. But think about it… Didn’t you enjoy seeing her so uninhibited the other day?”




Luis couldn’t help but smile.

“I loved it. I admit it.”



Verónica winked at him.

“
Well, imagine what it could be like with the right attitude and in the right setting.”



Luis felt his world was about to open in a completely unexpected direction.

	“	Look, Verónica… I’m not saying the idea isn’t tempting, but I don’t know if I feel comfortable mixing this with work. If something went wrong, it could complicate things for us.”




Verónica looked at him with a calm expression, as if she’d heard those doubts before.

	“	I understand. It’s a reasonable concern. But I’ll tell you one thing: the key to all of this is trust. Without trust, without discretion, nothing works. It’s not that different from any other relationship, really. Besides, it’s about keeping it occasional, never letting it become routine.”




Luis took a sip of coffee, his eyes never leaving her.

“
And there have never been any problems? There have never been… feelings involved?”



Verónica brushed her hair away from her face with a studied, sensual gesture.

	“	Of course there have been. There are three common mistakes in this: not talking things through clearly, not respecting the agreed-upon rules, and the most dangerous of all, falling in love.”




Luis raised an eyebrow.

“And how do you avoid the last one?”



Verónica smiled with a hint of irony.

	“	By not repeating too often with the same person or couple. There can be chemistry, there can be incredible experiences, but repetition is what creates attachment. If you see someone too regularly, the lines start to blur. And that’s where the problems begin.”




Luis nodded slowly, processing the information.

	“	So the key is rotation.”
	“	Exactly. I’m not saying you can’t repeat with someone if there’s really been a spectacular connection, but never to the point of creating emotional dependency.”




Luis ran a hand over his chin.

	“	Sonia and I have never talked about this. I don’t know how she’d take it. Although after seeing her the other day…”




Verónica leaned slightly toward him.

	“	Then talk about it. Explore what she feels, what she thinks, what she wants. You might discover she has more curiosity than you imagine.”




Luis fell silent, contemplating the possibilities. There was something dangerous and exciting about it all. But also real risk.

Verónica smiled at him, as if reading his thoughts.

	 	“This isn't for everyone. But done right, it can be one of the most liberating and enriching experiences you'll ever share.”




Luis took a deep breath. “We need to think this over carefully.”

	 	“Of course,” Verónica said, casually picking up her coffee again. “But if you decide to go for it… you know where to find me.”
	 	“Once we've talked it over, I'll let you know what we decide.”
	 	“By the way… You're not getting away without showing me a photo of Sonia from that night. Don't be coy.”




Luis hesitated for a moment, but Verónica insisted, a mischievous smile on her face. “Come on, I don't believe you didn't take a single photo Friday night. You've got to have something.”

Luis sighed, pulled his phone from his pocket, and started scrolling through his gallery.

	 	“It's nothing special,” he said, scrolling for a decent shot.
	 	“Let me be the judge of that,” she replied, resting her elbow on the table with an expectant look.




Finally, he found a photo he'd snapped without Sonia noticing. She was on the dance floor in the champagne-colored dress, her hair loose and tousled, her lips parted in a daring smile. The image captured movement, lights reflecting off the shiny fabric, an aura of shameless sensuality.

Verónica took the phone and zoomed in. Her lips parted slightly.

 “God…”



Luis shifted in his seat. “See? Told you it was nothing special.”

Verónica looked up at him, a spark of interest in her eyes.

 
“Are you kidding? Sonia looks spectacular. She's… incredible.”



Luis shrugged, uncomfortable but flattered.

	 	“Yeah, well, you already knew she was pretty.”
	 	“No, she's not just pretty. In this photo… she's radiating a fire, and I don't think you realize what that means.”




Luis frowned.

 “What do you mean?”



Verónica handed the phone back with a predatory smile.

 
“That we can stop talking hypothetically. I want to meet Sonia. I want to get together with you two.”



Luis felt a knot in his stomach.

	 	“Just like that?”
	 	“Just like that. I love it. You don't want to know what seeing that photo did to me.”




Luis was speechless. Verónica crossed her legs elegantly and held his gaze.

		“So now the question isn’t whether I want to… but whether you two want to. For me, the decision couldn’t be clearer.”




Luis looked down and turned the coffee cup between his hands. “I don’t know if I could see her with someone else…” he murmured. He paused and added, clearing his throat slightly, “Or with you.”

Verónica rested her elbow on the table and tilted her head, watching him with an enigmatic smile.


“Why with me?” she asked softly.



Luis sighed.

		“Because…” He rubbed his jaw, searching for the words. “I don’t know how I’d react. It’s easy to talk about all this in theory, but if the moment actually came, if I saw her with someone else… I don’t know if my blood would boil with jealousy or if…”
		“Or if it would turn you on?” Verónica cut in, her tone provocative.




Luis shifted in his seat.

		“I don’t know. And besides, you and I work together.”
		“Ah, but that’s what’s interesting, isn’t it? Not knowing. The uncertainty, the game, discovering limits you didn’t know you had,” she said, smiling. “And working together won’t be a problem. I’m perfectly capable of separating my personal life from my professional one.”




Luis sighed, leaned back in his chair, and looked at her intently.

“You’ve never felt jealous?”



Verónica narrowed her eyes, as if weighing the question.

		“Not traditional jealousy. Of course there are moments when you feel a pang, but when you share from a place of trust and desire, what you feel isn’t loss—it’s complicity. You see the person you love enjoying themselves, being desired, giving themselves over, and instead of pulling away, you dive into that fire with them.”




Luis ran his tongue over his lips, which had suddenly gone dry.


“And what if one day that fire gets out of control?”



Verónica placed her hands on the table and leaned toward him, her perfume enveloping him.

		“That’s why there are rules. Clear boundaries. Absolute communication. And most importantly: don’t fall in love.”
		“If you ever decide to find out, let me know. Because like I said…” She picked up her coffee cup and took a sip before saying, “I’m dying to meet Sonia.”




13

Sonia was on the couch with her legs crossed, scrolling through her phone without much interest when Luis came home. She barely glanced at him at first, but the seriousness on his face made her feel a stab of anxiety in the pit of her stomach.


“What’s wrong?” she asked, setting her phone on the table.



Luis approached and sat down beside her, resting his elbows on his knees.


“We need to talk,” he said firmly.



Luis’s tone put her on alert. Sonia sat up, turning her body toward him.

— “Okay… I’m listening.”



Luis took a breath, as if organizing his thoughts. “I love you, Sonia. Above everything else,” he began. “I don’t want anything to hurt us, and I especially don’t want something to come between us. I want you to know that everything we’re about to talk about comes from that. From the fact that I love you.”

Sonia nodded slowly.

— 
“I love you too, Luis. So much.”



Luis looked away for a moment, then met her eyes again.

— “But I’m scared.”



Sonia felt a knot in her stomach.

— “Scared of what?”



Luis rested his hands on his thighs and spoke cautiously:

	— 	“Two things. First… I don’t know how I’m going to feel the day after something happens. If we cross certain lines, if we let this go further… I don’t know if I’ll wake up full of regret, if I’ll feel okay, if it’ll affect me in ways I can’t even imagine right now.”




Sonia took a deep breath.

— “I understand. I don’t know either.”



Luis swallowed.

	— 	“And the second…” He paused and looked at her directly. “I’m terrified you might fall in love with someone else. That this won’t just be a game, that one day you’ll tell me you’ve felt something for someone else and you’ll start thinking about leaving me.”




Silence settled between them. Sonia parted her lips, but it took her a few seconds to respond.

	— 	“Luis…” She ran a hand through her hair and looked at him seriously. “I don’t want this to hurt us either.”




Luis lowered his gaze and Sonia reached out to take his hand.

— 
“Are you scared?” he murmured.



Sonia squeezed his fingers.

— “Yes. But not for the same reasons as you.”



Luis looked up, his brow furrowed.

— “Then?”



Sonia took a deep breath.

	— 	“I’m afraid this will make me feel things I don’t know how to handle. That I’ll discover sides of myself I didn’t expect… And that you won’t be able to accept them.”




Luis looked at her in silence, processing her words.

— 
“That’s basically what I’m telling you.”



Sonia looked away, as if hesitating before responding. “I don’t know. I guess I’m afraid that at some point it’ll be too much for you… That what we experienced the other day isn’t a one-time thing, but something I want to explore. And that you won’t be able to deal with that.”

Luis ran a hand over the back of his neck, feeling a shiver run down his spine.

— 
“You want to explore that more…?”



Sonia hesitated, but finally nodded slowly.

Luis let out a long sigh and stared at her, as if trying to read an answer in her expression that he still couldn’t put into words.

— “Damn, Sonia…” he murmured.



She didn’t look away.

— 
That’s why we need to talk. To figure out how far we can go without hurting each other.



Luis went quiet, processing Sonia’s words. She was looking at him with a mixture of determination and vulnerability, as if she feared his reaction yet needed to be completely honest.

	— 	I’ve discovered something about myself,” she continued, choosing her words carefully. “Something I didn’t know was there, or maybe it always was, but I never paid attention to it.




Luis frowned.

— What do you mean exactly?



Sonia laced her fingers together in her lap and let out a sigh. —That I’ve realized I’m more… —She bit her lip, searching for the right word—. More curious, more… uninhibited than I thought.

Luis watched her closely.

— And what does that mean for you?



Sonia shifted on the couch, turning to face him fully.

	— 	It means I want to explore what I’m feeling. But with you. I don’t want to do anything behind your back or push you away. I don’t want this to be something that separates us, but something that brings us closer.




Luis took a deep breath, trying to sort out his thoughts.

— 
Explore how? You mean what happened with Mamen?



Sonia nodded slowly.

	— 	That was just the beginning. But also what happened at the club, what I felt when I saw how they looked at me, what you felt… All of it.




Luis looked away for a moment, as if trying to piece together everything that had happened over the past few days.

— You’ve never been like this…



Sonia smiled wryly. —Or I’d never discovered it.

Luis swallowed. —And now that you’ve discovered it… what do you want to do?

Sonia held his gaze.

— 
I want to live it. But with you. Together.



Luis rested his elbows on his knees and ran his hands over his face.

	— 	I don’t know what to think, Sonia. Part of me is… excited by the idea, I won’t lie. But another part is terrified.




Sonia leaned toward him and took his hand.

	— 	I understand. But that’s why we’re talking. I don’t want this to hurt us. I want us to do this together, with our own rules, our own limits.




Luis looked at her intently, searching her eyes for the truth behind her words.

— What if it’s harder for me than I think?



Sonia smiled softly and stroked the back of his hand with her thumb.

— 
Then we’ll take it slow. I don’t want to pressure you. But I don’t want to hold myself back either.



Luis exhaled slowly.

— 
This could change a lot of things, Sonia.



She nodded. —Yes. But it could also make us stronger.

Luis watched her in silence, feeling that they were at the most important crossroads of their relationship. He lowered his gaze and pressed his lips together before finally asking the question that had been running through his mind since the conversation began.

		“What if you fall in love?” His voice came out deeper than usual, as if the words were hard to say. He looked up, meeting her eyes. “It terrifies me, Sonia.”




She frowned, taking a couple of seconds to respond.

		“Fall in love?” she repeated, as if trying to process the idea.
		“Yes.” He nodded. “What if this opens a door we can’t close? What if something that starts as a game, a fantasy, becomes something more? What if someone makes you feel something I can’t stop?”




Sonia took a deep breath and shook her head.

		“Luis, I love you. Nothing I’m feeling changes that.”
		“You don’t doubt it now,” he said with a slightly bitter smile, “but you don’t know what could happen later.”




Sonia shifted on the couch and slid her hand over his in a warm caress.

		“Love and desire don’t always go hand in hand,” she said softly. “I don’t want a love story with anyone else. Only with you.”




Luis looked at her skeptically.

		“That’s what you say now. But what if I lose you without realizing it? Closeness breeds affection. Sex can bring affection, admiration, and love along with it. We’re not robots, Sonia.”




Sonia sighed and squeezed his hand. “Luis… Everything we do in life carries risks. Love does too. Even if we kept going with the same old routine, nothing would guarantee that in ten years we wouldn’t feel distant, that we wouldn’t slowly drift apart without realizing it.”

Luis frowned, unsure whether her words reassured him or made him more anxious.

		“But this isn’t the same, Sonia. This is… throwing the door wide open.”
		“Not necessarily,” she replied. “We can set boundaries. We can take it slow. But if we want our relationship to evolve and grow, we have to be honest about what we feel. I’m being honest.”




Luis looked away, as if weighing every word she’d said.


“What if I’m the one who falls in love?” he asked quietly. “It could happen.”



Sonia blinked, feeling a small shiver run down her spine. She hadn’t thought about it that way.

		“Then we’ll talk about it,” she said, though her voice trembled slightly. “But I trust us. I don’t want this to be the beginning of the end, but a way to strengthen what we have.”




Luis let out a long sigh. “I don’t know if I’m as brave as you, or if our relationship matters more to me than it does to you…”

		“Don’t say that. Not even as a joke,” she said firmly, though her voice trembled slightly. “Our relationship matters so much to me. You’re the person I fell in love with more than ten years ago. Don’t doubt it for a second. And I’m still in love with you. In fact, the way we’re talking about this so openly just confirms that you’re the right person, the one I want to spend the rest of my life with.” Sonia smiled at him tenderly and caressed his cheek. “You are brave.”
		“It’s not about bravery. It’s about trust. In us.” Luis nodded slowly, though doubt still lingered in his eyes. “Let me process this, Sonia. It’s… a lot.”
		“I know,” she replied. “There’s no rush. But I don’t want to ignore it.”




Luis looked into her eyes—love, fear, and desire all mingled there. He knew their relationship was at a turning point, and any step they took could change everything.

		“The first and most important thing,” Sonia said firmly, “is that we do this together. I don’t want this to turn into an ‘every man for himself’ situation. If we explore, we do it as a couple, sharing everything, no secrets.”




Luis nodded, though his expression remained tense.

		“No feelings,” she continued. “I don’t want any emotional attachments to anyone else. For me, this is purely physical—a way to explore what turns us on, to spice things up. If either of us starts feeling something more for someone else, we stop.”




Luis sighed.


“Yeah, but feelings aren’t something you can control that easily.”



Sonia held his gaze.

		“They’re not, but we’re adults and we know how to tell the difference between a crush and love. I don’t want to fall in love with anyone else. And if I ever felt something shifting inside me, I’d tell you.”




Luis looked down, processing her words.

		“Another thing,” she continued. “I don’t want to do this with anyone in our circle. No friends, coworkers, or close acquaintances. I don’t want this blowing up in our faces.”




Luis seemed to agree more readily with this rule.

		“That makes sense,” he said. “Keep it separate from our normal life.”
		“Exactly.” Sonia nodded. “And another fundamental rule: no one does anything they don’t want to do. If either of us feels uncomfortable or has doubts, we stop. No pressure.”




Luis looked at her with a hint of relief in his eyes.

		“Go on,” he said, surprised by how confidently Sonia was laying out these guidelines.
		“If this ever starts hurting us instead of bringing us closer, we stop. We’re not locked into anything.”




Luis stayed quiet for a few seconds, mulling over each point.


“And what about physical limits?” he asked. “How far would you be willing to go?”



Sonia bit her lip, thinking.

	“	I don’t know,” she admitted. “I think it’s something we should figure out as we go. I don’t want to set rigid boundaries before I even know how I’ll feel.”




Luis frowned.

	“	That worries me.”
	“	That’s why we’re going to take it slow,” she assured him. “It’s not about throwing caution to the wind. But it is about moving forward without fear.”




Luis watched her for a few seconds, searching her eyes to see if she was truly sure of what she was saying.

“
And if at any point one of us says ‘enough,’ it’s over,” Sonia insisted. “Does that seem fair to you?”



Luis sighed and nodded.

	“	Well, as fair as something like this can be...”
	“	Luis...” Sonia took his hand and looked at him intently. “Do you want to explore this with me?”




Luis looked at her, doubt still lingering in his eyes, but with a glimmer of curiosity too. He knew that whatever decision they made would change their relationship forever. And he still wasn’t sure if that was good or bad.

Sonia held his gaze, knowing that Luis’s questions were weighted with uncertainty, but also with a need for clarity. She knew that venturing into new territory in their relationship came with many uncomfortable questions. She took a moment to gather her thoughts before responding.

	“	And what if I don’t want to do any of this? If I decide I can’t accept this kind of relationship, that I can’t handle it... What happens then?”




Sonia didn’t hesitate. Her voice was calm but firm.

	“	If you can’t, Luis, then I’ll have to accept that. I’m not going to force you to do something you can’t bear. But I also want you to know that this is something I need to explore. And if you can’t share it with me, if you feel it’s not what you want, then our relationship will probably go in a different direction. Because an important part of me would remain unfulfilled, and in the long run, that would be bad for our marriage. Not because I don’t love you, but because what I want to do doesn’t align with what makes you comfortable. I don’t want this to become a source of suffering for either of us.”




Luis studied her intently, searching for some doubt in her words, some sign of insecurity. But he found none. Sonia was resolute, calm in her conviction, and that unsettled him even more.

	“	And what about our future plans? Having kids, moving to a house in the suburbs...?”
	“	As for having kids,” she said softly, “this doesn’t change anything. It’s something we’ve always wanted, and it’s still part of our future, if we want it. What we’re talking about now is experimenting, and if we continue down this path, it’ll make our sex life more... exciting. But that has nothing to do with kids or family.”




Luis looked at her skeptically.

	“	So... you see this as something completely separate? Because I see more complex implications, Sonia. It seems like to you it’s just a game, a phase.”




Sonia nodded.

	— 	“Yes, exactly. It has nothing to do with what we want for our lives in the long run. If you still want to start a family, so do I. Because this doesn't change the love I feel for you or my desire for us to have children someday. It's a different facet, something to do with sex, with what turns us on. And if at some point it wears us out or hurts us, we stop.”




Luis stayed silent, chewing over her words. Finally, he asked:

	— 	“About another one of your rules… And… why not Mamen? You're clearly attracted to her, and it seems like she's been the spark for all of this.”




Sonia smiled with a hint of disdain.

	— 	“You know what? You're right. There's something about Mamen that attracts me, but there's also something that keeps me on my guard. Mamen is… an earthquake. But obviously we could soften that rule.” Sonia smiled slightly.




Luis sat thinking. It was clear that Sonia felt a strong attraction to Mamen. Only his intervention had kept things from going further.

	— 	“I'm not saying I want to force you into anything,” she continued. “I just want you to understand that this is part of who I am now, and if you can't accept it, I'll understand. But I also want you to know that I'd like you to consider it, not dismiss it without thinking, because I don't want to look back years from now and regret not having done it.”
	— 	“I don't know what to think, Sonia. It's all so… different, so new to me. But what I do know is that I don't want to lose you. I don't know if I can accept all of this, but I want us to talk about it. To keep talking. I don't want this to drive us apart.”




Sonia smiled with a mixture of relief and hope.

	— 	“That's all I need to hear, Luis. Whatever we decide, I want us to do it together. But that's not going to work if we're not willing to talk about everything, openly, without fear.”




Luis let out a sigh as Sonia took his hands tenderly. Her gaze was serene but firm.

	— 	“Listen to me carefully, Luis. I don't want to throw away what we have. I don't want this to change who we are or what we've built together. I don't want you to think that now everything is going to revolve around this. Our lives aren't going to do a one-eighty. We'll still be the same people. Don't think I'm going to be obsessed with this. Situations will just come up, that's all.”




Luis looked at her in silence, trying to absorb her words.

	— 	“But it feels like all we talk about now is this, Sonia,” he said, frowning. “I don't know, I feel like it's invaded our lives, like every conversation ends up in the same place.”




She smiled sweetly and shook her head.

	— 	“It's because it's something new, something that stirs us up inside. But that doesn't mean our whole life is going to revolve around sex from now on. We're still going to be the same, Luis. We'll still throw on our sweats on Sundays, go to Carrefour like always, spend winter afternoons on the couch watching shows. None of that changes.”




Luis let out a small laugh, relieved by the everyday picture she painted for him.

	— 	“Will you still be the same person?” he murmured, as if trying to convince himself.
	— 	“Of course. I’m Sonia. Your Sonia. The one who believes in God, who loves you, who still has the same values. I’ve just discovered there are things inside me I didn’t know about, and I want to explore them. But with you. Not at the expense of what we have.”




Luis ran his thumbs over the backs of her hands, thoughtful.

	— 	“I’m afraid this will change us and everything will fall apart.”
	— 	“It will change us, that’s inevitable. But it doesn’t have to be a bad thing. Look at how we are now, talking, communicating in a way we never have before. I feel like we’re getting to know each other all over again.”




Luis nodded, conceding the point. It was true. Even though all this confused him, he also felt it had sparked something between them.

	— 	“Just promise me something,” he said, looking at her intently. “If at any point we feel this is doing us more harm than good, it’s over.”




Sonia nodded without hesitation.

— 
“Of course. This is only worth it if it makes us both happy.”



Luis sighed, still uncertain, but less afraid.

— 
“Okay. Let’s see what happens. Step by step.”



Sonia smiled, pressing her fingers to his lips in a soft kiss.

— “Thank you, Luis. Step by step, my love.”



Luis took a breath before speaking. He knew that if they were going to move forward with this, he also had to set his own boundaries.

— 
“All right, Sonia. If this is going in that direction, I need to set my own rules too.”



She nodded with interest, giving him space to speak.

	— 	“First,” he said seriously, “I will never touch another man. I don’t want any hints, ambiguous situations, or anything like that. It’s not my thing and it never will be.”




Sonia raised an eyebrow but nodded with a smile. “I never expected you to, Luis. Don’t worry.”

	— 	“Second,” he continued, “no repeat encounters with anyone. If this is about new experiences, I don’t want it turning into something ongoing with the same person or couple. No emotional ties, no weird attachments.”




Sonia crossed her arms, thinking it over.

	— 	“Perfect,” she agreed. “That makes sense. If we see the same people again, it could get more complicated than we want. Or at least space it out a lot.”




Luis looked at her intently before laying down his third rule, the most important one for him.

— 
“And third… You’re never going to do what you did on Friday. Never.”



Sonia opened her mouth to reply, but he raised his hand to stop her.

	— 	“I’m not talking about what you did with me—I’m talking about what you did on the dance floor with Mamen, surrounded by those guys, in that kind of place. Sonia, you lost control. You could have caused a serious problem.”




She looked away, biting her lip, knowing he was right.

	“	You don’t know who was there—we didn’t know who we were dealing with. You two put us in a dangerous situation without even realizing it. If someone had reacted badly, what would we have done?”




Sonia sighed and nodded.

“
I know. You’re right. I got too carried away.”



Luis’s shoulders relaxed when he saw she understood.

	“	This isn’t about you doing whatever you want without thinking about the consequences. I want us to enjoy this together, but with our heads on straight.”




Sonia moved closer to him and took his hands.

“I promise. I’ve learned my lesson.”



Luis looked at her for a few seconds before nodding. He got up and headed for the shower... and to keep racking his brain.
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Sonia sat in silence for a few seconds, processing what Mamen had just told her.

“
What do you mean he broke up with you? Just like that, out of the blue?” she asked, trying to make sense of it.



Mamen snorted and took a sip of her coffee before answering.

	“	Well, not exactly out of the blue... He barely spoke to me on Sunday, and last night we had the talk. He said what happened the other night made him realize we’re in different worlds—that he wants a more ‘traditional’ relationship, and I’m just not that.”




Sonia frowned.

	“	I can kind of understand it. Don’t get me wrong, but you two hadn’t been together long enough to handle something like what happened.”
	“	Look, girl. He knows I’m fun, uninhibited, and that I like to party. I never hid that from him, and I thought he got it. I told him that, but he said knowing it is one thing and seeing it firsthand is another. That my ‘free spirit’ is one thing, and grinding on my best friend in the middle of a club full of guys is something else entirely.”




Sonia felt a chill. She shifted in her chair.

“Did he say anything about me?”



Mamen nodded slowly.

	“	Yeah... He asked if you and I had something going on before. I told him no, that it was just a moment of craziness, but I get the feeling he didn’t believe me. He said we looked too in sync, like we were enjoying it too much.”




Sonia felt a knot in her stomach. She looked down at her coffee.

“And what do you think?”



Mamen shrugged and gave her a smile. “Well, that what we did turned us on more than we imagined. And I don’t think Rafa’s the only one who’s been rethinking things.”

Sonia looked up, feeling doubt beginning to take root in her mind. Every time she closed her eyes, she relived the exact moment when Mamen had embraced her from behind—the way her body had molded to hers, the feel of her hands gliding over her hip. She felt again the warmth of Mamen’s breath on her neck, the kisses trailing there, the soft brush of lips against her own. Yes, she had enjoyed it. She couldn’t deny it.

Classes continued, but she couldn’t get those thoughts out of her head. She glanced at the clock. Ten minutes until the last class of the day was over. She felt exhausted—not physically, but mentally. She’d wandered into unknown territory within herself and had no idea how to navigate it.

Was it possible that Mamen was right? Had she really discovered something new about herself?

The bell rang and the kids began gathering their things, saying goodbye with their usual end-of-day energy. Sonia forced herself to smile and wish them a good weekend, but as soon as the last student walked out the door, she rested her hands on the desk and let out a long sigh.

Sonia arrived home with her head spinning. She kicked off her shoes and dropped onto the couch with a sigh. Luis, who was in the kitchen pouring himself a glass of water, glanced at her before coming over and sitting beside her.

		“You look like you’ve had a rough day,” he said, resting an arm on the back of the couch to face her.




Sonia bit her lip and nodded.


“Mamen told me Rafa broke up with her.”



Luis raised an eyebrow, surprised.

		“Because of what happened this weekend?”
		“Yes. She says it made him rethink everything and that he’s not ready for that kind of thing.”




Luis let out a low whistle.

		“Wow. Well, don’t be offended, but I kind of get where he’s coming from, honestly. You guys went way overboard, Sonia. And Rafa and Mamen had only been dating a few weeks. They didn’t have enough trust between them to pull a stunt like that. I’m sure in the moment he was turned on, like me, but afterward you can’t help thinking about it, and who knows what went through his head. It’s not easy to process all that.”




Sonia lowered her gaze, playing with the hem of her skirt.


“It made me think... What if the same thing happens to us?”



Luis snorted and ran a hand through his hair.


“Sonia, you’ve been obsessing over this for days. Look at yourself. You’ve been going around in circles since Monday.”



She frowned, but he took her hand gently.

		“Listen, what we talked about—it’s still on the table, but we don’t have to force anything. We don’t have to go out looking for it like it’s some mission or a box to check. If it happens, it happens. If not, we just keep living our life like always.”




Sonia sighed, but Luis gave her hand a squeeze.

		“The last thing I want is for this to make us bitter or trap us in some endless cycle of doubt. We love each other, we have a solid relationship. We’re not going to do anything we don’t want to or that hurts us.”




She looked up and met his eyes. Luis was smiling, with that relaxed expression that sometimes drove her crazy but right now gave her the calm she needed.

“You’re right,” she admitted.



Luis put an arm around her shoulders and pulled her toward him.

		“So stop overthinking it. Instead of obsessing over the weekend, how about we figure out what’s for dinner? I’m starving.”




Sonia let out a small laugh and relaxed into his arms. Yeah, maybe she was overthinking it.
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The days passed uneventfully. The weekly routine settled back over them. One afternoon, Luis and Sonia sat at the dining room table with the laptop open, looking up destinations for their May long weekend getaway.

		“Looks like the weather’s going to be nice almost everywhere in Spain,” Luis said, scrolling through the page.
		“Yeah, that’s why I was thinking the beach,” Sonia replied, resting her head on her hand as she scanned the options.




Luis nodded.


“Okay, so we’ve got a few options: Levante, the Canary Islands, or Menorca…”



Sonia stretched in her chair.

		“Well, Levante’s the easiest—we can drive and skip the whole flight booking thing. But…” she made a face, “won’t it be packed?”




Luis frowned.

		“Probably. Alicante, Benidorm, Valencia… they’ll all be jam-packed. We could look for somewhere quieter though, like Jávea or Denia.”
		“Yeah, but if we’re going to spend money on a hotel, wouldn’t you rather go somewhere more special?”




Luis smiled.


“Okay, then the Canary Islands. Amazing beaches, guaranteed good weather, and great food.”



Sonia bit her lip, hesitating.

		“Yeah, but which island? Have you thought about that?”
		“Depends on what we want to do,” Luis said, thinking it over. “We could go to Lanzarote or Fuerteventura—they’re quieter than Tenerife or Gran Canaria…”




Sonia glanced at the screen, taking in images of white sand beaches and crystal-clear waters.

“Menorca,” she said suddenly.



Luis turned his head.

		“Menorca?”
		“Yes. It’s gorgeous—the coves look like something out of the Caribbean, and it won’t be so crowded in May. Plus, we can rent a car and explore the island at our own pace.”




Luis nodded slowly.

		“Mmm… good idea. I like it.”
		“Exactly. A short flight, rent a car, find a nice hotel…”




Luis smiled.


“Okay, I’m sold. Should we look at hotels?”



Sonia smiled back at him.


“Yes, but with a terrace, pool, and ocean views.”



Luis laughed.

		“I knew you were going to say that. But I want something in return…”
		“What?” Luis’s tone was playful and conspiratorial.
		“I want you to go topless.”




Sonia raised an eyebrow, surprised.


“Does it turn you on?”



Luis gave a half-smile, shrugging.

“A little, yeah. Or quite a bit.”



She leaned back in her chair, crossing her arms thoughtfully.

		“I’ve never gone topless…”
		“That’s exactly why,” Luis interjected. “We’re at a point where you want to try new things. And on a quiet beach in Menorca, with no one we know around, it’s the perfect opportunity for you to show off those gorgeous tits.”




Sonia toyed with the napkin on the table.

		“Well… if we’re going alone, I don’t see the problem. It’s not like I’d be parading around naked in front of everyone.”




Luis gave her a mischievous look. “Well, if you feel like walking around completely naked, I’m not going to complain.”

Sonia threw a napkin at him.

“Idiot!”



They shared a laugh before Sonia leaned over the table, looking at him intently.


“But seriously… what is it that turns you on? That others can look at me?”



Luis paused for a second.

		“I don’t know if it’s just that. I like seeing you confident, seeing you enjoy your body without hang-ups. And yeah, maybe the fact that others can see you… It’s what we’ve been talking about these past few days. Right?”
		“Look but don’t touch, right?” Sonia interrupted with a mischievous smile.
		“Of course no touching,” Luis said, raising his hands innocently. “Just looking.”




Sonia watched him, amused.

“Well… I might give you that little treat.”

Luis leaned toward her with a satisfied smile.

		“This promises to be an interesting trip.”
		“On another note, Luis. We need to go visit our parents. It’s been a long time since we’ve seen them, and they’re getting older…”




Luis rolled his eyes but admitted she was right. It had been more than two months since they’d seen them.
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Saturday morning, Luis and Sonia took their time heading to her parents’ house on the outskirts of town. It was a quiet residential neighborhood with low houses and neighbors who’d known each other for decades.

		“I hope my mother hasn’t made one of those endless stews,” Sonia said as they parked.
		“Here’s hoping,” Luis agreed, feigning enthusiasm. “But something tells me we’re going to eat more than we need today.”




When they walked in, her mother greeted them with a hug that was way too tight for this early in the morning.


“You finally show your faces! It’s like you live in another country, sweetheart.”



Her father looked up from his newspaper on the sofa and waved hello.

“Hi, kids. Good to see you…”



The visit started with the usual combination of routine questions and complaints about how quickly time flies.

	“	How's work going?” her mother asked while pouring coffee.
	“	Same as always,” Sonia answered. “Kids will be kids, though less and less these days, believe it or not.”




Luis tried to bring up something about the bank, but no one seemed particularly interested.

Then came the comments about the neighbors, problems with the mailbox, the daughter across the street who'd gotten divorced, and the never-ending conversation about how expensive everything had gotten.

	“	Back in the day, five thousand pesetas would fill the whole cart,” her father said nostalgically.
	“	Dad, nobody talks in pesetas anymore,” Sonia pointed out.
	“	Well, I do,” he grumbled, going back to his newspaper.




Lunch was an unnecessarily large feast. Stew, potato salad, and a dessert that only Sonia touched because “Luis didn't like sweet things”—something her mother could never seem to remember.

After a couple of hours of sitting around digesting and endless cups of coffee, they finally managed to escape with the excuse that they had to be up early the next day.

In the car, Sonia sighed.

	“	God, I love my mother, but these visits drag on forever.”
	“	And the pesetas debate? A classic,” Luis said with a tired smile.
	“	More of the same tomorrow,” Sonia joked, though her heart wasn't in it.




On Sunday, the whole thing repeated at Luis's parents' house, though with subtle differences. His parents lived in a spacious apartment closer to downtown, in one of those old buildings with a doorman and high ceilings.

The moment they walked in, Luis's mother launched into her ritual inspection:

	“	You're so thin! Are you eating well? Sonia, are you taking care of him or do you have him on a diet?”
	“	Mom, I'm the same as always,” Luis said with a sigh.
	“	Oh no. You're wasting away,” she insisted, touching his face.




Luis's father, calmer, greeted them from his armchair with a game playing on the TV in the background.

	“	Who's playing?” Luis asked.
	“	Nothing… it’s the two o’clock game. It’s second division, and these guys can’t play worth a damn. I just put it on for background noise. I’m not really paying attention, to be honest.




Lunch, though lighter than at Sonia’s parents’ house, felt just as endless. Luis’s mother talked nonstop, jumping from one topic to another without letting up:

	— 	“Aunt Mari called to tell me her daughter is pregnant—do you remember her? The one who got married in 2020. Can you believe it, now they’re trying for their second. And you two, when are you going to start?”




Luis and Sonia exchanged a glance.

	— 	“All in good time, Mom.”
	— 	“Well, don’t wait too long, or you’ll miss your window,” she said, as if it were some great revelation.




After coffee and more lingering at the table than necessary, they managed to escape, but not before promising they’d come back soon.

As they rode down in the elevator, Sonia let out a huff.

	— 	“Same script, different actors.”
	— 	“But just as boring,” Luis added.
	— 	“Well, at least we’ve done our duty.”
	— 	“Yeah, now we can get back to our lives without talking about money or babies for a while.”




When they got home, Luis collapsed on the couch with a sigh while Sonia kicked off her shoes and stretched like a lazy cat.

	— 	“That was a horrible weekend,” she declared bluntly. “But we have to start thinking about them, Luis. We can’t go months without seeing them.”




Luis nodded but made a face.

	— 	“I know. But it’s such a drag… You work all week, the weekend finally comes, and the last thing you want is to sit through endless meals and conversations about how expensive olive oil is.”




Sonia laughed and moved closer to him, dropping down beside him on the couch. She rested her head on his shoulder and whispered in his ear:

	— 	“Thank God we’ll be in Menorca soon… No in-laws, no boring conversations. Just you and me. Sun, sea… and me going topless for you.”




Luis turned his head toward her, somewhere between amused and surprised.

— 
“Well, now you’re really motivating me.”



Sonia smiled mischievously and ran a finger down his chest.

	— 	“Just picture it… Me with sun-kissed skin, topless… and you staring like a nervous teenager. But just so you know, other people might be checking me out too… Don’t go getting jealous on me.”




Luis laughed and grabbed her by the waist, pulling her close.

		“I don’t know if I’ll get nervous, but I’m sure I’ll be plenty entertained. Besides, I think I’m pretty much unshockable at this point. After the other day, seeing you topless is going to seem like nothing…”
		“Well, that’s not all,” she continued, playing with his collar. “The best part will be at night, when we’re in the hotel room, after a few drinks… relaxed, turned on…”




Luis kissed her before she could say anything else.

		“Sonia… You’re going to make me book a ticket for tomorrow. I can’t wait, babe. I need this long weekend to get here already.”




She laughed into the kiss and straddled him.


“Well, you’d better start practicing, honey… because I’m not planning on packing much to wear in Menorca.”



Sonia smiled mischievously at him and bit her lip.


“But I am planning on bringing some indecent little outfits for going out.”



Luis raised an eyebrow, interested.

“Oh yeah? And which ones do you have in mind?”



Sonia slowly rose from the couch, as if she were on an improvised runway, and started listing her options in a seductive voice:

		“Of course, the champagne-colored dress with the strappy sandals. Tight, light, almost like I’m wearing nothing… with that plunging neckline and the open back that leave little to the imagination.”




Luis nodded, remembering that dress perfectly.


“That one’s a sure thing. Any others?”



Sonia grinned playfully.

		“Yeah… How would you feel about a black satin dress, sleek and simple, with super thin straps and a plunging neckline? Floor-length, but with a side slit that shows off my whole leg when I walk.”
		“Obviously without a bra….”
		“Obviously,” she answered, winking at him.




Luis licked his lips.

		“Keep going.”
		“You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?”




Luis shrugged with feigned innocence.

		“Maybe.”
		“And the white gauze dress, the one that’s almost see-through. Loose, flowing… but without a bra underneath. The slightest breeze and everything shows.”




Luis let out a groan.

“Stop it, Sonia… I’m going to lose it.”



She laughed and settled back onto his lap. Luis stared at her, desire and fascination mingling in his gaze.

“
You realize we’re not going to leave the hotel in Menorca, right?”



Sonia wrapped her arms around his neck and whispered: “Well, I think you’re going to want to go out a lot. But first, I want them to see me—and I want you to enjoy it. Then we can finish the party at the hotel.” She looked at him with a mischievous smile and leaned closer, until her lips almost brushed his.

“
And maybe… if you behave, I could go without underwear, so they can tell I’m walking around like a slut.”



Luis felt a shiver run down his spine. His breathing grew heavier and his heart raced.

“You’re playing with fire, Sonia…”



She gently bit his lower lip before pulling back a little, enjoying the effect she had on him.

	“	I’m just adding a little fun to the trip,” she said, shrugging with feigned innocence.




Luis studied her for a few seconds, a mysterious half-smile on his face.

“
In that case… I’ll have a surprise for you too.”



Sonia raised an eyebrow.

“Oh yeah? And what is it?”



Luis shook his head, enjoying the mystery he was keeping.

“I’m not telling you anything.”



Sonia pursed her lips in a fake pout.

	“	That’s not fair.”
	“	Life’s not fair,” he said with a smile.
	“	Give me a hint.”




Luis slowly slid his hand along her thigh.

“
I’ll just tell you that… you’re going to like it. And it’ll make this trip unforgettable.”



Sonia narrowed her eyes, weighing his words.

“
Am I going to like it because it’s daring… or because it’s going to put me in a tight spot?”



Luis smiled mischievously.

“Maybe both. Be patient, just like I’ll have to be.”

Sonia let out a light laugh, but her cheeks were slightly flushed.

“
All right, Luis. I love a good mystery. But you’d better make it worth it.”



Luis pulled her toward him and whispered in her ear: “Trust me.”
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Luis walked into the sex shop, curiosity and nervousness mingling inside him. It wasn’t the first time he’d set foot in one, and although he wasn’t naive about the subject, he wasn’t an expert either. He approached the counter, where a clerk in his forties—well-groomed beard, the air of someone who’d seen it all—greeted him with a knowing smile.

“
How can I help you?” the man asked, leaning his elbows on the counter.



Luis cleared his throat slightly.

“
I’m looking for some Ben Wa balls… but ones that can be controlled remotely, from a phone.”



The clerk nodded right away, as if requests like that were completely routine.

	— 	“Ah, so you want something for couples to play with,” he said, his amusement obvious. “I have just what you need.”




He turned, opened a drawer behind the counter, and pulled out an elegant black box with silver accents.

	— 	“These are the best on the market right now. Medical-grade silicone, seamless, super comfortable to wear, and completely silent.”




Luis took the box and looked it over curiously.

	— 	“How exactly do they work?”
	— 	“Super easy,” the clerk explained as he took out the device. “They connect via Bluetooth to an app on your phone. From there, you can adjust the vibration intensity, choose preset patterns, or even have them respond to ambient sound…” He paused with a mischievous smile. “For example, if you’re at a bar with music, they can vibrate to the beat.”




Luis raised an eyebrow, amused.

	— 	“Awesome…” He laughed.
	— 	“But wait, there’s more,” the clerk continued. “You can also control them manually from the app anytime, even from a distance. Imagine she’s wearing them at dinner and you get to decide when to turn them on without anyone else knowing.”




Luis smirked. The idea was too tempting.

	— 	“You say they’re silent… but how silent exactly?”
	— 	“Totally discreet. On low or medium, no one will notice a thing. On the highest settings… well, let’s just say if she’s somewhere quiet, there’ll be a buzz that might give her away.”




Luis let out a laugh.

	— 	“Sounds like fun.”
	— 	“Oh, believe me, it is,” the clerk said with a nod. “Perfect for playing in public without anyone knowing what’s going on. They’re pricey, but trust me, they sell like crazy. More and more people are into this kind of thing…”




Luis looked at the box again. He could already picture Sonia’s face when she discovered his surprise.

— “I’ll take them.”
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Sonia and Mamen sat in a café, their coffees already half cold. Sonia was telling her about the plans for the long weekend, an excited smile on her face, while Mamen watched her with bright, curious eyes.

	— 	“Menorca is amazing—you know that,” Sonia said. “And this time we’re going as a couple. No family visits, no friends, nothing. Just the two of us, relaxing on the beach, and… well, a little spice.”




Mamen laughed and took a sip of her coffee.

	— 	Sounds like you've got something naughty planned.
	— 	“Luis wants me to go topless,” Sonia confessed, dropping her voice a little and smiling mischievously.




Mamen burst out laughing.

	— 	“Not long ago you wouldn’t even dare wear a dress without a bra, and now you’re going to show your tits on the beach! I love it!”
	— 	“Well, well…” Sonia shrugged. “I like seeing how he reacts. The idea turns him on, and if it turns him on, it turns me on even more.”
	— 	“That’s the key, girlfriend,” Mamen nodded approvingly. “Besides, who hasn’t gone topless at some point? It’s not that crazy. Although… if you really want to get him going, don’t stop at just taking off your top. Add a little extra spice.”




Sonia narrowed her eyes, curious.

— “Oh yeah? Come on, enlighten me.”



Mamen propped her elbows on the table and spoke in a low voice, as if they were conspiring.

	— 	“First, let him see you enjoying being half-naked. Don’t do it for him—do it for yourself. If he sees you feeling sexy and comfortable, he’ll melt.”




Sonia smiled. “Okay, I can do that.”

	— 	“Second,” Mamen continued, “play with the tension. For example, wear a loose sarong—the kind that comes undone with a single knot. I can lend you one that’s completely see-through. Tell him you want to go to the beach bar for a drink. Walk over there just like that. Or get in the water with your bikini top on, and once you’re in, take it off and toss it to him to hold.”




Sonia let out a little laugh.

	— 	“The sarong thing… That’ll drive him crazy. I know him—that kind of tension throws him completely off balance.”
	— 	“And third,” Mamen said with a mischievous smile, “when you get back to the hotel after the beach, act totally casual—take a shower and put on something light… but no underwear. No bra, no panties, and let him know.”




Sonia shook her head, amused.

	— 	“Luis won’t know where to look. He’ll be wound up tighter than a spring.”
	— 	“Exactly,” Mamen said, winking at her. “And that’s the best part. Tomorrow I’ll bring you the sarong I told you about. I keep it in my beach bag.”
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Menorca is a peaceful island, with natural landscapes, hidden coves, and a vibrant Mediterranean coast. From the moment Sonia and Luis left the airport, the sense of escape from their daily routine was palpable.

Menorca’s airport is small and welcoming, with few tourists at that hour. After collecting their luggage, they went to the car rental counter. The heat hit them as they left the terminal, but the fresh sea breeze took the edge off. Luis handled the rental paperwork while Sonia looked around, impressed by how peaceful the island seemed.

Leaving the airport, they got into the car—a compact model with a sunroof, perfect for the warm May days. Luis drove while Sonia settled into the passenger seat, gazing out the window. As they made their way down the narrow roads lined with native plants, the landscape looked like something straight out of a postcard.

The road curved gently, winding between hills, with glimpses of the deep blue sea along the way. Typical Menorcan villages appeared from time to time—white houses with low stone walls and red tile roofs, narrow streets, and plazas where cafés nestled among the trees. There was no rush, and the sun was beginning to shine brightly, warming the air without being oppressive.

Sonia sighed as fresh air streamed through the window, while Luis, a relaxed smile on his face, kept his eyes on the road.

	— 	“This place has something special… It’s like traveling back in time,” Sonia said, gazing at the houses in the distance.
	— 	“Perfect for getting away from it all, right?” Luis replied, happy to leave the daily grind behind. “Nothing to do here but relax and enjoy.”




Soon they arrived at their hotel, a small luxury resort surrounded by gardens and close to one of the island’s most exclusive coves. The architecture was modern but blended with the landscape, its white walls fitting perfectly with the surroundings. In the distance, the pool gleamed under the sun, and palm trees cast welcoming shade around it.

When the car stopped in front of the hotel entrance, Sonia and Luis got out, breathing in the salty sea air. They were warmly greeted at reception and offered a cocktail made with local cava while they waited for their room keys.

The hotel had a relaxed, elegant vibe. A few people lounged by the pool, but the atmosphere was peaceful. Everything seemed ideal for a vacation away from the pressures of everyday life.

	— 	“What do you think?” Luis asked, smiling at the peaceful look on Sonia’s face.
	— 	“Perfect. Best of all, we’re far from everything…” Sonia replied, taking in the landscape around the hotel. “And I don’t see a single kid! I was worried this place would be crawling with families…”
	— 	“Sweetheart… have you seen what a night here costs? Families with kids think twice before staying at a hotel like this.”




Once they got to the room, they settled in and opened the terrace doors to let the sea breeze fill the space. From there, they could see the shimmering sea, and in the distance, white houses dotted the horizon.

Sonia smiled and moved closer to Luis, the soft breeze brushing against her skin. The atmosphere was perfect, and the day promised to be the first of many spent enjoying, exploring, and unwinding.

The hotel room was a modern, cozy retreat, with large windows overlooking the private terrace. The décor was minimalist—light tones that enhanced the airy feel of the space, complemented by pale wood floors. In the center of the room, a king-size bed dominated the space, dressed in crisp white sheets and soft pillows that beckoned them to relax. On either side, sleek designer nightstands and a soft lamp cast a warm glow, giving the room an intimate feel.

The furniture, with its clean, contemporary lines, was simple but elegant. A pair of modern designer chairs sat near a small table—perfect for enjoying a glass of wine or a quiet conversation. On the wall opposite the bed hung a large flat-screen TV, and a neutral-toned rug covered the floor.

But what really stood out was the terrace. Sliding glass doors opened onto it, revealing the intense blue of the sea stretching to the horizon, its vibrant color washing over the entire landscape. The terrace was furnished with a pair of white lounge chairs and a small wooden table with chairs—perfect for drinks or a meal outdoors.

Sonia took in the view from the terrace, smiled, and looked back at Luis, who was settling into the room.

— 
“Look at this… it’s incredible,” Sonia said, stepping out onto the terrace.



Luis came up behind her and wrapped his arms around her, taking in the view.

	— 	“Yeah, this seems like the perfect place to unwind.” Luis ran his hand along her back before adding, “We should take our time here. No rush.”




Sonia looked at him, a flash of mischief in her eyes, and turned to face him fully.

		“Well, if you really want to enjoy the sun, I could do it right here, couldn’t I?” she said with a playful smile, pointing to the terrace. “Completely naked, if you’re okay with that. Or maybe you’d rather we go to the beach.”




Luis, caught off guard by her direct but playful suggestion, went quiet for a moment, considering the possibilities.

		“Wow… that’s tempting,” he replied, unable to hide a smile. “But the beach has its own appeal. Here, nobody can see you, and that’s kind of the point. What do you think?”




Sonia gave him a mysterious look, savoring the tension that had built between them.

		“Whatever you prefer,” she said suggestively. “I just want us to make the most of these days, doing whatever we want without worrying about anything else.”




Luis looked out at the view, then back at Sonia, and smiled.

		“All right. Let’s go to the beach. The whole point is for people to see your tits. But I promise, later, when we’re back here, you can sunbathe however you like.”
		“So what you really want is for people to see my tits. You never stop surprising me… But your wish is my command… Let me get ready and we’ll go.”




The cove they arrived at was a small hidden paradise, far from Menorca’s crowded tourist beaches. They reached it via a winding path surrounded by Mediterranean vegetation, with pine trees that filled the air with their fresh scent. As they made their way along the trail, the sound of the sea grew louder, until they finally reached a small, picturesque bay.

The water was crystal clear, shifting from deep blue to turquoise, and the gentle waves broke almost imperceptibly against the rocks. The sand was fine and golden, perfectly clean, stretching along the cove in a gentle arc that seemed to embrace the sea. There weren’t many people around—just a few groups of young folks, some families in the distance, and a few couples relaxing on lounge chairs. The atmosphere was calm and intimate, as if they’d found a place removed from the rest of the world.

The sun, stronger now at this hour, lit up the scene, making the water gleam like a mirror. The rocks on either side of the cove formed small natural pools where water collected, creating perfect spots for swimming or simply cooling off in the sea. On the horizon, the island’s smaller mountains added to the sense of isolation and serenity.

When Sonia reached the shore, she dropped onto the sand with a smile on her face. She kicked off her espadrilles, feeling the softness of the sand beneath her feet, and looked up at Luis, who was searching for the perfect spot to set up the umbrella.


“This place is idyllic,” Sonia said, relaxed, watching the sea.



Luis, distracted with setting everything up, glanced at her and smiled.


“Yeah, it’s incredible. There’s hardly anyone here… it almost feels private.”



Once the umbrella was set up and everything was ready, they both sat on their towels, enjoying the peace that filled the air. Luis opened a couple of beers and handed one to Sonia, who accepted gladly, relaxing completely in the shade. The sea breeze caressed their skin, carrying a salty tang that deepened their sense of escape from everyday life.

Sonia, noticing how comfortable and far from the world they felt, smiled at Luis with a mix of satisfaction and complicity.

		“This is all we need. Just you, me, the sea… and a little sun,” she said, reclining on her towel and gazing out at the water.




Luis watched her for a moment before saying, calmly but with a playful smile:

		“Yeah, and if you’re up for it, we could head down to the water for our first swim of the year… with nothing between the water and you…”




Sonia, sitting on the towel, shot Luis a defiant look. She knew exactly what he meant. With a mischievous smile, she ran her fingers along her bikini straps and, without a word, let the top fall onto the towel.

The atmosphere was perfect, the waves rolling in with a peaceful rhythm. The sun blazed down on the hidden cove, warming the golden sand and the crystal-clear water that swayed gently in the sea breeze. Only a handful of people were scattered across the beach—a few couples and the occasional group of friends—all enjoying the tranquility of this little slice of paradise.

Luis watched her, unable to hide his astonishment and excitement at seeing her like this—so sure of herself. Her skin glowed in the sunlight, the play of light and shadow accentuating every curve of her body.

“
So?” Sonia said, a hint of daring in her voice. “Like what you see?”



Luis swallowed and nodded slowly.

“Much more than I imagined.”



She smiled, savoring the feel of the sun and breeze on her skin.

“
Tell me… want to take a walk with me like this?”



Luis stared at her, surprised and excited.

“
You mean… walk along the shore? Like that?”



Sonia stood up slowly, never taking her eyes off him, enjoying his expression. She stretched casually, letting her body be seen without a hint of self-consciousness.

	“	That’s exactly what I mean,” she replied with a mischievous grin. “You said the idea of people seeing me turned you on, didn’t you?”




Luis felt a tingle in his stomach. The idea was as provocative as it was tempting. He stood up beside her and took her hand.

	“	Let’s go. But don’t be surprised when I notice everyone staring at us.”
	“	First let me put on some sunscreen. I don’t want to burn.”




Sonia grabbed the bottle of sunscreen and began smoothing the lotion over her body. She lingered on her breasts, laughing with the confidence of someone who knew all eyes were on her. Luis watched open-mouthed at this unexpected show. When she finished, she started walking barefoot across the hot sand, savoring the feeling of total freedom.

The water was warm and crystal-clear, wrapping them in a refreshing coolness that contrasted with the heat of the sun. Sonia dove in first, swimming a few yards before turning to look at Luis, who followed close behind.

“
Come here,” she whispered with a mischievous smile.



Luis swam over and, without thinking twice, wrapped his arms around her beneath the water. Their bodies floated on the gentle waves, skin against skin, breaths mingling. Sonia ran her fingers through the hair at his nape, drawing him toward her, and kissed him slowly, with a natural sensuality that only the sea and the freedom of the moment could heighten.

The kiss lingered, blending with caresses beneath the water, until a playful wave pushed them apart. Sonia laughed and pulled back with a mischievous look.

“
If we keep this up, people are going to stare more than they should.”



Luis smiled, still holding onto her.

“Doesn’t seem to bother you much…”



She splashed him in response and swam back to shore.

When they came out of the water, they dried off with the towels and settled on the sand to eat. They’d bought sandwiches, fruit, and cold beers, which they enjoyed while gazing at the horizon.

“
This place is perfect,” Sonia murmured, eyes closed against the sun, her body stretched out on the towel.



Luis took a sip of beer and watched her, marveling at her relaxed beauty.

“You’re what makes it perfect.”



Sonia smiled without opening her eyes, enjoying the warmth of the sun on her skin. After lunch, the sound of the waves and the sea breeze worked their magic. Gradually, they both drifted off to sleep, lying on their towels in the sun at that secret cove.

After their second dip, Sonia told him she wanted to go get a slushie. She was thinking about the scene Mamen had suggested back in Madrid. She knew Luis was going to lose his mind.

	“	Wait, I want to take off my bikini bottoms. They’re wet and I don’t want to get a UTI,” she whispered with a smile. “Oh! Silly me, I only brought this one. I don’t have anything to change into.”
	“	I don’t think it’s that big a deal. It’s not cold, and it’s so small I doubt it’s that wet,” he said, not really paying attention.




Sonia put on her sarong, tying it at the waist. It was nothing more than sheer gauze, and as casually as could be, she slipped off her bikini bottoms. Luis stared, mouth agape.

	“	You’re not thinking of going out like that, are you? You can see everything,” he said, tensing up.
	“	That’s exactly what I was planning to do,” she said. “Or are you embarrassed?”




Luis didn’t know what to say. He glanced toward the beach bar and counted more than ten tables with people. He looked back at her and realized just how little the sarong covered. He could even see her pubic hair.

	“	I can even see your triangle…”
	“	It’s not a problem for me. Is it for you? I thought you wanted people to see me topless. Is this too much for you?” Sonia enjoyed seeing Luis’s stunned expression. “Anyway, maybe next time I’ll wax completely down there, so it won’t be so obvious. Do you think I should?”




Sonia had tied the sarong carelessly around her hips, not bothering to cover much. Her breasts were still bare, tanned and firm, as she walked confidently toward the beach bar. Luis watched her in surprise, not even daring to respond.

As she approached the bar, eyes inevitably turned her way. A group of men chatting over beers at a table let their conversation trail off to watch her pass. One of them, middle-aged, raised his eyebrows and muttered something to his friend, who smirked without taking his eyes off her.

Behind the bar, the bartender—a young guy with curly hair and a tight t-shirt—froze for a second when he saw her. He quickly tried to play it cool, but Sonia noticed the slight tremor in his hands as he grabbed the slushie she’d ordered.

Near the bar, an older couple watched her with mixed expressions. The woman frowned slightly, while the man barely disguised his interest. Sonia pretended not to notice and, with a playful smile, turned slowly, letting the breeze open the sarong a bit more. It was more than obvious that everything was on display.

From his chair, Luis watched the scene unfold with a mix of pride and arousal. Sonia waited while they poured Luis’s beer, then shot him a knowing look before heading back, fully aware of the effect she’d had.

	“	You’re out of control, Sonia…”
	“	If it turns you on, it turns me on,” she said, sitting down in her chair without bothering to cover herself in the slightest. “Did you enjoy the little show?”
	“	You’re killing me, Sonia. I never thought you’d dare to go this far…”
	“	“But don’t forget you promised me a surprise. Don’t you dare forget.”
		“You’ll get your surprise tonight. You’re definitely earning it,” he said, kissing her hand.




They returned to the towels and lay down again in the sun, which was beginning to sink toward the horizon, painting the sky in shades of gold and orange. Sonia slowly opened her eyes, still feeling the warmth on her skin after her nap. She turned toward Luis, who lay with his eyes closed, and gave him a wet kiss on the chest, licking one of his nipples.

		“Are you still asleep or just pretending?” she whispered with a smile. She hadn’t bothered with her sarong, which had fallen open, giving him a full view of her trimmed mound.




Luis cracked one eye open and smiled.


“Just resting. But if you wake me up like that, I’m not complaining.”



Sonia propped herself up on one elbow, stretching lazily, and looked around. The cove was still quiet, with just a few people scattered across the sand. She ran her fingers through her damp hair, then said with a playful smile:


“I’ve been thinking about tonight…”



Luis propped himself up on one elbow and looked at her with interest.

		“Oh yeah? What else have you come up with? Because… wow, what you pulled off here. You’ve exceeded all my expectations.”




Sonia bit her lower lip, thinking it over.

		“I feel like going out. Somewhere with atmosphere, something sophisticated. Putting on that dress you like so much and playing a little. I want us to get each other worked up… and play.”




Luis raised an eyebrow, intrigued.

		“Playing?”
		“Yeah… That’s one of the reasons we came, isn’t it?” she said suggestively. “I want to feel attractive, to feel eyes on me.”




Luis looked at her intently, enjoying the mischief in her expression.

		“You want to put yourself to the test?”
		“Maybe. And you too.” Sonia shrugged with feigned innocence. “I just want a fun night, flirting with you, seeing what happens…”




Luis smiled, resting a hand on her hip.

		“I like the sound of that. Do you have somewhere in mind?”
		“Not yet, but I’m sure the hotel can recommend something stylish. A cocktail bar, maybe, something with nice music—not some club packed with teenagers.”




Luis nodded, absentmindedly caressing her leg.

		“Then tonight it’s your turn to get dressed up and go break some hearts.”
		“Or at least yours,” Sonia joked, leaning in to give him a light kiss on the lips. “But just a little—just enough to get you all protective and keep your eyes glued to me.”




Luis chuckled.

“That’s not going to be a problem.”



They sat in silence for a moment, enjoying the calm of the sea before Sonia stood up and stretched elegantly.

		“Let’s go back to the hotel. I want to take a long shower, get gorgeous, and make you regret letting me out of your sight.”




Luis got up after her, gathering their things with a smile.

		“I doubt that. I love seeing you shine.”
		“Then get ready for tonight.” She winked at him. “Because I plan to shine a lot.”
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When they got to the hotel, Sonia went straight into the shower. Hot water streamed down her skin as she thought about her conversation with Mamen. The idea Mamen had given her was daring, but after the day they’d had, it seemed perfect.

She wrapped herself in a towel and came out of the bathroom, finding Luis lying on the bed, checking his phone.


“Everything okay?” he asked without looking up.



Sonia smiled mischievously.


“Perfect. But I need you to do something for me.”



Luis put down his phone and looked at her curiously.

“Tell me.”



She approached slowly, her still-damp hair falling over her shoulders.


“I want you to get dressed first and wait for me downstairs in the hotel bar.”



Luis raised an eyebrow.

		“Why?”
		“Because I want to make a grand entrance. I want you to watch me walk in like we’ve never met.”




Luis gave a crooked smile, catching on.

		“You want to play strangers meeting?”
		“Exactly.” Sonia leaned over him, letting the towel slip just enough to reveal a hint of cleavage. “I want you to see me the way a stranger would. Watch me from across the room before you come for me.”




Luis held her gaze, weighing the idea.

		“I like it… But I hope you don’t make me wait too long.”
		“Just long enough to make you a little nervous.”




Luis got out of bed and walked over to the closet.

		“Okay. I’ll put on my blazer and wait for you at the bar.”
		“Perfect.” Sonia blew him a kiss before heading back to the bathroom. “Get ready, because tonight I’m going to be a complete stranger.”




Luis dressed unhurriedly, choosing a white shirt and beige pants. When he left, he left her alone in the room, eager for what was to come. He headed down to the hotel bar and ordered a gin and tonic. He sat in an armchair with a clear view of the elevators. When he saw her appear, he felt another jolt of excitement. Sonia walked into the café with confident strides, as if she really were alone in the hotel. She wore the champagne-colored dress that hugged her body perfectly, elegantly showing off every curve. The black sandals made her legs look longer, and her hair fell in soft waves.

A shiver ran through Luis when he saw her. She’d clearly taken great care with her makeup, accentuating her lips and eyes. She walked slowly, as if she knew everyone was watching.

She leaned against the bar and ordered a cocktail with a subtle smile. Luis watched her from his corner, enjoying the show.

He noticed furtive glances from customers at the nearby tables. Sonia seemed to relish the attention she was getting. She rummaged through her purse and played with her hair seductively. Luis waited a few minutes, savoring the tension, until he finally got up and walked toward her. He stood beside her without saying anything, simply watching her.

Sonia turned to him with a mischievous smile.

“Are you looking at me?”



Luis leaned slightly toward her, as if he really didn’t know her.

“It’s hard not to.”



She took a sip of her cocktail, looking at him over the rim of the glass.

“And what are you going to do about it?”



Luis rested an elbow on the bar, moving closer.

		“I came to see if a woman this stunning is waiting for someone… or if maybe I got lucky tonight.”




Sonia laughed softly, enjoying the game.


“Maybe you did get lucky…” she murmured, letting the words hang in the air.



Luis smiled and traced a finger along the edge of her dress at the small of her back.


“Then I’d better not let you get away.”



A shiver ran through her. The night was just beginning, and the game was on.

Luis pulled a small box from his pocket and slid it across the bar with a mysterious smile.

“This is for you.”



Sonia looked at it curiously before picking it up and opening it. Her eyes widened when she saw the contents: Ben Wa balls. She looked up at Luis, incredulous.

		“Are you serious? Who do you think I am?”
		“Completely.” Luis rested an elbow on the bar and gave her a mischievous look. “I thought you might have some fun tonight. They say they’re therapeutic, that they feel amazing…” he continued with feigned innocence.




Sonia closed the box and stared at it.

“I don’t know…”



Luis shrugged with apparent indifference.


“If you don’t want to, no problem. But it seemed like an interesting way to… play.”



She bit her lower lip. The idea was daring. Very daring. But something inside her sparked at the possibility. She stood up with the box in her hand and said decisively:

— “I’m going to the restroom.”



Luis watched her disappear down the hallway, smiling to himself.

A few minutes passed before Sonia returned. She walked calmly, but her expression was a mix of defiance and nervousness. She sat down across from him and took a sip of her cocktail before leaning forward slightly.

— “They’re in.”



Luis felt a tingle run through his chest.

— “Perfect. Now, let’s go to dinner.”



The restaurant they had chosen was elegant, with dim lighting and an intimate atmosphere. They were shown to a corner table overlooking the sea. Sonia settled into her chair, crossing her legs, feeling the balls inside her with each movement.

Luis smiled and set his phone on the table.

— “Ready to enjoy dinner?”



Sonia arched an eyebrow.

— “Dinner or your little game?”



Luis slid a finger across the phone screen without taking his eyes off her.

— “Why choose?”



Sonia opened the menu to decide what to order, but suddenly felt an intense vibration inside her. Her hand tensed on the menu and she swallowed hard.

Luis watched her with amusement.

— “Everything okay?”



She shot him a murderous look, though her cheeks were slightly flushed.

— “Don’t push it, Luis…”



He turned up the intensity and watched as Sonia pressed her lips together, shifting in her seat.

— “You were saying?”



She took a deep breath and held his gaze with a mix of excitement and warning.

— 
“You’d better make this worth my while…”



As the vibration intensified, her body tensed instantly, her fingers gripping the stem of her glass more tightly. Her gaze locked onto Luis with a mix of surprise and warning.

	— 	“Son of a…” she murmured, but before she could finish, another wave of pleasure swept through her and she had to bite her lip to contain a more obvious reaction.




Luis smiled with apparent innocence, calmly stirring the contents of his glass.

— “Something wrong?”



Sonia closed her eyes for a second and tilted her head back, breathing deeply. She couldn’t react too much, not there, with other couples dining around them and the waiter still placing dishes on the table.

The young waiter, oblivious to Sonia’s internal storm, gave them a friendly smile.

— “Here you are, enjoy.”



Sonia could barely nod. Luis, on the other hand, thanked him with perfect composure and waited for him to walk away before leaning slightly toward her.

— “Everything going okay?”



Sonia narrowed her eyes, trying to regain control.

— “You’re a bastard.”



Luis set his phone back on the table, the remote control app still open.

— “And what are you going to do about it?”



She exhaled slowly and shifted in her seat. Every small movement intensified the sensation inside her. She tried to focus on her plate, but her mind was completely disconnected from the food.

	— 	“I’m going to kill you.” She shot him a warning look, but then smiled, a spark of defiance in her eyes. “But first… you’re going to pay for this.”




Luis met her gaze, amused.

“I’m counting on it.”



Sonia clamped her thighs together, trying to control the sensation, but Luis, clearly enjoying himself, slid his finger across his phone screen, nudging the intensity up.

A fresh shiver ran through her, and she had to bite the inside of her cheek to keep from moaning. She closed her eyes for a second, exhaled slowly, then locked eyes with Luis.

“
If you keep turning it up, I won’t be responsible for my actions,” she whispered through clenched teeth.



Luis leaned over the table, savoring the sight of her squirming in her seat.

“Really? And what are you going to do about it?”



Sonia met his gaze with determination and took a sip of wine to mask her growing arousal. She closed her eyes, then leaned over the table.

		“Well, for starters, if you don’t turn that thing down right now, I’m going to get up, go to the bathroom, and take them out. And trust me, honey, you won’t see them again for the rest of this trip.”




Luis raised his hands in surrender, though the amused smile never left his face.

“
Okay, okay, I don’t want you making any rash decisions.”



He slid his finger across the screen, dialing down the vibration until it stopped completely. Sonia let out a sigh of relief and settled back in her chair, trying to regain control of her body.

		“You owe me one,” she said, raising an eyebrow.
		“One? I think more than one…”




Sonia smiled mischievously and took another sip of wine.

“
Well, we’ll figure out how you can make it up to me.”



Across the room, the waiter was approaching with the main courses. Sonia straightened up and forced herself to focus on dinner, though her mind was already plotting her revenge.

After dinner, Sonia and Luis left the restaurant and strolled through the illuminated streets of Menorca. The warm sea breeze caressed Sonia’s skin, and she still felt the lingering traces of the arousal Luis had stirred in her at the restaurant.

		“I need a drink,” she said with a half smile, taking his arm. “And some fresh air…”
		“Too hot?” Luis teased, leaning in to kiss her neck.




Sonia closed her eyes for an instant, savoring the feel of his lips, but quickly pushed him away playfully.

“
Don’t play with fire. You might get burned, Luis.”



They arrived at a terrace by the port, softly lit with gentle music playing. The tables were spaced far enough apart to offer some privacy, and the view of the moonlit sea added a touch of magic to the night. They sat in a secluded corner, and Luis ordered two gin and tonics.

Sonia crossed her legs slowly, aware that her short skirt was showing more skin than it should. Luis watched her intently, with that look that always managed to test her resolve.

“
You look beautiful tonight,” he murmured, his eyes traveling over her.



Sonia smiled and leaned toward him, resting her elbow on the table.

The gin and tonics arrived, and Sonia took a sip, savoring the chill of the ice and the bitter taste of tonic mixed with juniper. Luis watched her in silence, waiting for her to speak.


“You know what?” she said, tracing a finger along the rim of her glass. “Tonight I feel… different.”



Luis raised an eyebrow.


“Different? Like every other night lately. Right?”



Sonia bit her lower lip and looked at him with a spark of daring in her eyes.

		“More uninhibited. More aware of what I want. You've provoked me, and now you have no idea what I'm capable of,” she challenged.




Luis leaned forward across the table, his eyes never leaving her.

“And what is it you want?” 



Sonia took another sip before answering.


“I want us to keep exploring. I don't want this night to end.”



A shiver ran down Luis's spine. He held her gaze, knowing this night promised to be much more than just drinks.


“Then let's finish this drink,” he said, his voice low. “And see where the night takes us.”



Sonia held his gaze, savoring the tension that had settled between them. She knew exactly where the night would take them… and she loved it.

They walked into Barlovento, a multi-room pub tucked beside a secluded cove. Quevedo was blasting, and plenty of people were dancing and drinking at the bar and tables.

The music pounded with a rhythm that made the floor vibrate beneath their feet. Blue and purple neon lights swept across the room, illuminating faces, drinks, and gazes heavy with intention.

Two drinks later, Sonia was dancing in the middle of the floor while Luis watched, aroused. She moved seductively, beckoning him with her arms, but he stayed at the bar, watching her with a half-smile. Sonia had her back to Luis when she sensed two young men approaching. They didn't seem aggressive or pushy—just intrigued by the attractive, confident woman moving to the music.

Luis, watching from the bar, smiled knowingly and slid a finger across his phone screen. In that instant, Sonia felt an unexpected vibration course through her body—a shiver that made her draw a sharp breath and close her eyes for a second. Her skin prickled. She turned slowly, gaze sharp, searching for him in the crowd. When their eyes met, her expression was pure challenge.

She walked toward him with purpose, leaving the two young men behind without a word. When she reached Luis, she leaned in close—close enough that only he could hear her over the music.


“You just opened Pandora's box…” she whispered, an enigmatic smile on her lips.



Luis looked at her, amused but with anticipation flickering in his eyes. Sonia didn't pull away. She slid a hand along the back of his neck and whispered:

		“I hope you're ready for what that means.”
		“Keep an eye on your phone…” Luis said.




Before he could finish, Sonia turned and headed back to the dance floor. This time she moved with more intention, more playfulness. Luis didn't take his eyes off her for a second. Her short dress accentuated every sway of her hips, and the way she closed her eyes and surrendered to the music made everything around her blur. Under the flashing lights, her skirt turned completely transparent at times, putting her figure on display for everyone to see.

The two young men were still there, watching her with a mix of desire and admiration. Sonia noticed, but she only cared that Luis was watching. That he knew she was in control. That he'd started something he could no longer stop. She approached the taller one and started dancing with him.

Luis picked up his drink but barely touched it. He didn't want to miss a single detail. And when Sonia turned back toward him with that defiant look, he knew the night was going to be intense.

Sonia wrapped her arms around the guy, running her hands along the back of his neck and down his spine. He placed a hand on her bare back and slid it down until it rested firmly on her ass. She kept dancing, not objecting to the brazen touch. She turned, pressing her back against him, and without hesitation he began caressing her belly and breasts, chin resting on her shoulder, pelvis grinding against her as he kissed her neck. Sonia let him, knowing Luis's eyes were locked on everything happening on that dance floor.

Luis pulled out his phone and sent her a message. Sonia stopped dancing for a moment and whispered something to the young man. She stayed quiet for a few seconds, holding Luis's gaze, trying to read what he was proposing.

“Bring him up to the room. I'll be there.”

Sonia kept her eyes locked on him. She searched for some sign of doubt but found none. His expression was firm, though deep in his eyes there was something more: expectation? Arousal? Nerves?

“Do it,” he insisted.

“Okay…” she finally replied.

Luis felt a pang in his chest when he read her reply. He knew this was a point of no return, but he didn't back down. He pulled out the room key and held it up for her to see.

“I'll leave it in the door. I'll be on the terrace. He won't see me.”

He got up without another word. Sonia watched him walk away, her heart pounding. She couldn't deny that the idea excited her, but it also overwhelmed her.

She took a deep breath and turned her attention back to her companion, the young man who had been courting her. He had no idea what was really going on, or about the silent conversation Sonia and Luis had just had. All he saw was an incredibly attractive woman watching him with unusual intensity.

— 
“Want another drink?” he asked with a confident smile.



Sonia gave him a sensual smile, toying with the edge of her neckline.

	— 	“No… I'll finish this one, and then I think we should head to my hotel. I'm in the mood for a good fuck,” she told him.
	— 	“That would be great. I think I can help you with that.” The young man couldn't believe what was happening to him.
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Meanwhile, on the terrace, Luis rested his hands on the railing, gazing at the city lit up beneath Menorca's starry sky. The breeze was cool, but his skin burned. He ran a hand over the back of his neck, trying to calm the thoughts racing through his mind.

Was he really ready for this? They had talked about games, about exploring, about crossing certain lines—but fantasizing was one thing and living it was another. And yet there he was, his chest pounding, his stomach knotted with adrenaline and desire.

Each passing second felt heavier. He checked his phone. No messages. What was she feeling right now? Would she hesitate? Would she go through with it? Then he heard the room door open.

Sonia stood by the closed door, the key still in her hand. Her pulse hammered in her temples, and her breathing, though silent, was erratic. She looked toward the terrace, where she knew Luis was. She couldn't see him—the terrace was dark and the light from the room made it impossible to see out—but she could feel his presence.

Did she really want this? Luis had been clear. There had been no doubt in his voice or his gaze. He had let her decide, but he had also pushed her to this point. And now, standing on the threshold of something that could change their relationship forever, Sonia felt dizzy with it all.

What would happen tomorrow? Could she look him in the eyes without feeling guilty? Could he handle it, even though he believed he was ready? This wasn't just a game or a fantasy come true. What happened tonight would change everything. There was no going back.

She bit her lower lip and closed her eyes for a moment. Her body hummed with excitement, but her mind was a whirlwind of unanswered questions. She couldn't ignore what she felt: fear, desire, curiosity, insecurity.

She turned slowly and leaned back against the door. Out on the terrace, beyond the curtains, Luis was still waiting. What was he thinking right now? What if he was just as terrified and only hiding it?

Sonia took a deep breath and made a decision.

Luis recognized the young man from the club right away. He wore a shirt that showed off a strong torso—tall, broad-shouldered, probably no more than twenty-five.

Sonia glanced toward the terrace, maybe hoping Luis would appear to stop this madness. Luis locked eyes with her, and she seemed to hesitate as the young man slid both hands down the open back of her dress until he brazenly grabbed her ass. She kept looking toward the terrace, hesitating, clearly uncomfortable.

Luis pulled out his phone and sent her another WhatsApp:

“Keep going. The condoms are in the nightstand drawer. Use them.”

Sonia read the message and ignored the young man's protests about using her phone right now. She cast one last glance toward the terrace, then threw herself at him. Luis watched them laugh as she began flirting shamelessly. The sound came through muffled by the closed windows, and though he tried to edge a bit closer, he didn't want to push his luck and get caught.

Anyway, what really mattered was what he was seeing. His wife in the arms of some young stranger. Sonia was radiant, showing herself off. She looked stunning. She stepped back from the young man and fixed him with an intense, penetrating gaze. She slipped off her heeled sandals and smiled wickedly as she knelt down, caressing the bulge in his pants with her right palm. He smirked with a slightly cocky expression. Slowly, she pulled down his pants and underwear, and suddenly an enormous cock sprang free, hard as a rock.

		“Wow…” Luis heard Sonia exclaim. His heart raced. Moving carefully to avoid making any noise, he sat down in one of the terrace chairs.




Sonia undressed sensually, sliding the straps of her dress down with casual indifference. Her gaze stayed fixed on her lover. She wasn't wearing any underwear, giving him full access to her body. With a big smile, he caressed her while murmuring something that made them both burst out laughing. He sat on the bed and finished undressing. He was fairly muscular, with an athletic, toned body.

Once they were both completely naked, Sonia brought her lips to that enormous cock and kissed it before taking it into her mouth almost halfway. She closed her eyes, seeming to delight in that piece of hard flesh, savoring it.

Luis texted her: “Use the condoms, damn it.”

Sonia ignored the phone. Just then, the young man laid her down with her head toward the foot of the bed and shoved his entire cock into her mouth. Sonia gagged but took it—that enormous cock must have been hitting the back of her throat. He positioned himself on top of her in a sixty-nine.

He moved his hips carefully, sliding that big, hard cock in and out of her mouth. Sonia caressed his balls with her right hand. She moaned softly, eyes closed, letting him lick her soaking wet pussy.

Luis watched her lick that cock. The young man sighed heavily and pulled back from between her legs. They kept whispering to each other.


“Keep going… Fuck, you suck cock so damn good…”



Sonia closed her eyes again. Luis watched her, ecstatic, letting herself go as she licked that swollen head lasciviously, tongue extended. She got back on her knees in front of him, and before taking his cock all the way into her mouth, she shot an intense look toward the terrace. Then she began moving her head back and forth, giving him one hell of a blowjob.

Luis ran his hand through his hair. He never could have imagined his wife sucking a stranger's cock like this—with such hungry arousal, slowly, with total control, savoring every inch as it slid in with cruel, teasing slowness.

They went back to sixty-nine. Now she was on top, and Luis could see him licking her pussy hard, like he wanted to get inside her. He nibbled her inner lips and pressed a finger against her clit, heightening her pleasure. Sonia's hips began to rock slightly, helping him work her pussy and her ass.

Luis figured he must have slipped a finger into her ass, because Sonia gave a little jump. She smiled, turned her head slightly, and said something Luis couldn't hear, then went back to sucking that man's cock frantically.

There was no doubt Sonia was enjoying this. Luis, despite how difficult this was for him, was hypnotized watching his wife suck that cock, completely naked and having wild sex with a total stranger. He couldn't look away. Sonia kept taking that massive cock with slow movements, her tongue running all over that swollen head, her hands caressing the young man's shaved balls.

She sat up, keeping her pussy pressed against the guy's face as he kept licking eagerly. She ran a hand through her hair and caressed her tits. She looked brazenly toward the terrace and saw Luis's silhouette out there. She thought she could see his eyes, completely absorbed in what he was watching. That was enough. A powerful orgasm washed over her. She came and collapsed onto the bed.

Luis was rock hard. The scene tortured and aroused him in equal measure.

A few moments later, she took his cock into her mouth again. She spent a good while sucking, swallowing, savoring him—until he decided it was time to switch things up. He shifted, laying Sonia down on the bed. He pressed the head against her opening and began rubbing it against her soaking wet lips.

Luis watched her smile with absolute shamelessness. She displayed herself without a hint of modesty. He bent down and kissed her deeply, his tongue plunging into her mouth. Then that stranger pushed firmly with his hips and buried his entire shaft inside Sonia. She sighed deeply and threw her head back, letting Luis see her eyes clouded with pleasure as she felt him fill her.

Luis wiped his hand across his forehead. For a few moments, he had to look away. It wasn't easy to tear his eyes away, but at the same time, it was torture. Especially when their eyes met—hers seemed to challenge him with every thrust from the young man.

He lifted her legs onto his forearms, spreading them wide, giving himself full access to her pussy. In that position, he thrust harder. The angle allowed for deep penetration. From then on, everything dissolved into dirty talk, moans of pleasure, and intense spasms of wild, unbridled fucking.

After a few moments, Sonia got on all fours and urged him to fuck her from behind. Her face was turned toward the terrace. As the young man pounded into her, she ran her tongue over her lips and winked at the darkness beyond. Soon they found their rhythm, his forward thrusts matching her backward movements—like a perfectly balanced symphony.

	— 	“Damn, you fuck so good!” Sonia said in a husky tone that betrayed her rising pleasure. She kept her eyes fixed on the terrace. Defiant, unrestrained.




She smiled wide and kept moving, taking every inch of that thick cock inside her. Her face was pure desire. She had given herself over completely.

Luis stood up and turned his back on them for a few moments. Watching was becoming painful. Sonia came again seconds later, after a few more vigorous thrusts from the young man. He pulled her close, turning her face toward him for a raw, open-mouthed kiss, their tongues tangling outside their lips. With a couple of hard pinches to her nipples, Sonia was hit by another orgasm almost immediately after the first.

She needed a few more seconds to recover. He pulled his still-hard cock out of her pussy and started stroking himself.

As soon as she’d caught her breath, she took his cock back in her mouth. Luis knew what was coming, and for a moment felt the urge to stop what was about to happen. Suddenly, the young man pulled back from her lips. He grabbed his dick and started jerking off. Luis closed his eyes for a moment, but couldn’t help watching as that cock erupted onto Sonia’s face. Three or four thick spurts soaked her face and hair. When he finished, she took his cock back in her mouth for a few seconds, licking him clean.

Luis caught sight of her tongue licking the cum from her lover’s tip, while drops of it slid from her chin and cheeks down onto her breasts. She smiled with a slutty look that was killing him.

After a conversation he couldn’t hear, Luis saw the young man get up angrily and start getting dressed. He caught some insult about his wife’s moral integrity, but finally the guy left the room, slamming the door behind him.

As soon as she was alone in the room, Sonia got up from the bed and went to open the terrace door. Luis was sitting with his head in his hands, staring at the floor. He raised his eyes and looked at her, his gaze intense. His eyes were red.

— 
“Please, go clean his cum off… You’re still covered in it,” Luis said, barely meeting her eyes.



She realized he was right and hurried inside to find a towel.

	— 	“I’m sorry…” she whispered, her voice trembling. “This shouldn’t have happened. At least not like this…”




She said nothing more. She got up and walked slowly toward the bathroom. Luis watched her disappear behind the door and heard the water running. He ran his hands over his face, trying to erase the image burned into his mind. He sat on the edge of the bed, elbows on his knees, gaze fixed on the floor. His chest felt tight, as if something enormous was crushing his ribs.

His wife, with another man. His wife, looking at him while another man made her his. His wife, enjoying it.

He squeezed his eyes shut, but the scene wouldn’t disappear. Sonia’s defiant expression, her mouth half-open in a moan, her gaze fixed on him. Not on the other man—on him. As if she were testing him, as if she were saying without words: “Look at me, Luis. This is what you wanted. This is what you let me do.”

When she came out of the bathroom, her skin reddened from scrubbing with the towel, Luis looked up.

— 
“How could you look at me like that while another man was fucking you?”



A chill ran down Sonia’s spine.

	— 	“I don’t know…”
	— 	“Don’t say you don’t know, damn it. Of course you know,” his voice trembled with barely contained rage. “You did it on purpose.”
	— 	“I thought it was what you wanted. Damn it, Luis, you encouraged me to do it.”
	— 	“I felt pressured, Sonia. Like I didn’t have a choice.”




She looked at him, her eyes red from crying.

	— 	“Pressured? Luis, I never wanted to…”
	— 	“Of course you did!” he interrupted, turning toward her with a mix of frustration and pain. “You didn’t say it in those words, but what you did was an ultimatum. You started in on the monotony in our marriage, and after that whole scene with Mamen, you told me you wanted to keep exploring this newly discovered part of yourself. I asked what would happen if I refused to accept it, and you answered, ice cold, that an important part of you would be left incomplete, and that would be bad for our marriage. Didn’t you tell me that if you couldn’t explore that part of yourself, there could be consequences down the road? What the hell was that if not a veiled threat?”




Sonia shook her head desperately.

	— 	“It wasn’t a threat, Luis! I just wanted us to understand it together, with no barriers between us.”
	— 	“Barriers?” Luis laughed bitterly. “Fuck, Sonia… tonight we didn’t break down a barrier, we blew it to pieces. And the problem is I don’t know how the hell to rebuild what’s left after the explosion.”




Sonia felt those words hit her like a punch to the chest.

	— 	“It was so hard seeing you like that,” he confessed, his voice hoarse. “Seeing you… sucking his cock with everything you had, enjoying him while you looked at me defiantly. But the worst part wasn’t watching you enjoy it. The worst part was that you did it so I would see. To prove something to me.”




Sonia felt her stomach tighten.

	— 	“I didn’t want to hurt you…”
	— 	“Well, it hurts. A lot. I’d like to know how you feel.”




Sonia swallowed. She sat up a little and finally looked him in the eyes.

	— 	“I feel… strange, dirty, confused, guilty… All at once.”
	— 	“Me too.”
	— 	“Do you hate me?”
	— 	“Let me think, please,” he begged, his voice breaking. “Just give me a fucking second to sort out what I’m feeling. I thought I was ready, I thought I could handle it, that it would turn me on. But when I saw you with him…” He paused and shut his eyes tight, as if reliving it. “When I saw how he looked at you, how he touched you… when I saw your face…”
	— 	“My face?” Sonia whispered.




Luis gave her a hard look.

— 
“You were loving every second of it. And in that moment… I felt like I was dying inside.”



Sonia felt a sharp pang in her gut. She frowned, her sadness turning to fury.

	— 	“What was I supposed to do, huh? Look disgusted? Lie there like a fucking blow-up doll? You want me to pretend I didn’t like it just to make you happy? Well, I’m sorry, Luis, but I liked it. He fucked me good and yes, I came like a bitch in heat.”




Luis clenched his teeth.

	— 	“I can’t get you to understand, damn it…” He grabbed his head and shook it. “It’s just… I can’t…”
	— 	“It’s just what, Luis! Say it! Just fucking say it!”




Luis took a deep breath, trying to contain his rage, but the bomb had already exploded.

— 
“You didn’t even use a condom, damn it!”



Sonia froze. “Luis…”

	— 	“No, don’t give me that crap. What the hell were you thinking? How the fuck do you let some stranger fuck you without protection? Are you out of your mind?”




Sonia felt her cheeks burning—shame, guilt, rage all at once.

— “I… I didn’t think…”



Luis grabbed his head in desperation.

	— 	“You didn’t think! Of course you didn’t think, damn it! What if that guy had something? And there you were, thrilled to let him come on your face. You couldn’t tell him not on your face, like you’ve told me countless times. No. All over your face!”




Sonia felt the tears spill over, but she was too angry to give in to them.

	— 	“I fucked up, damn it! But you can’t throw it in my face that I enjoyed it, Luis! You were there! You let it happen! You pushed me into this!”
	— 	“Yes. I let it happen. But I had no fucking idea you were going to lose your mind, that you were going to push me to this limit. Enjoying yourself is one thing, but what I felt when I saw you like that…” Luis looked at her with burning eyes. “Sonia, enjoying yourself is one thing, okay? But completely losing control is something else entirely. Putting yourself in danger without thinking about the consequences.”




Sonia blinked, her face still wet with tears.

— “In danger?”



Luis let out a bitter laugh and shook his head.

	— 	“You really don’t see it? You really don’t realize what you did?” He stared at her, such raw pain in his eyes that Sonia felt a knot in her stomach. “And I can’t forget the way you looked…”




Sonia swallowed hard, feeling the weight of his words.

“How was I looking at you?”



Luis took another step closer, his eyes never leaving hers.

	“	Like you were challenging me. You knew I was on the terrace and you didn’t give a damn what I felt, what I thought.”




Sonia felt a chill run down her spine.

	“	That’s not true…”
	“	Yes it is!” Luis raised his voice, then sighed, running his hand through his hair. “You looked at me like you despised me. Like you were throwing it in my face that you could do whatever the hell you wanted and I couldn’t say shit.”




Sonia shook her head, but doubt crept into her mind.

	“	Luis, that wasn’t it…”
	“	Well, that’s how I felt.”
	“	I’m sorry…” she whispered.




Luis laughed, without a trace of humor.

“I’m sorry, she says…”



A thick silence fell. Sonia looked at him with eyes clouded by tears.

	“	I don’t want you to think I despise you, Luis. I don’t want you to believe that… that I don’t care what you feel.”




Luis lowered his head, his shoulders tense.

	“	Well, it sure seemed like it. And it hurts like hell, Sonia. It’s hurt me more than I ever thought something like this could.”




The air felt heavy in the room.

Sonia wanted to move closer to him, touch him, beg his forgiveness with her hands, with her body, with her gaze. But something in Luis’s posture made her hesitate. She didn’t know if he was ready to be touched. To forgive her. And that terrified her.

“
So… what do we do about this?” she asked quietly.



Luis took a moment before responding.

	“	I don’t know, Sonia. I don’t want to be a jealous man, or possessive, or a hypocrite. But I also don’t want to be the guy who just accepts everything without questioning it, because today I felt things that hurt.”
	“	But I’m telling you again, you encouraged it, Luis. You gave me the key, you told me to go upstairs with him.”




Luis looked at her, his eyes full of rage and pain, but the moment of anger had passed. He let himself fall onto the edge of the bed, resting his elbows on his knees and burying his face in his hands.


“I don't know what the fuck is wrong with me…” he murmured, his voice breaking.



Sonia knelt in front of him, her hands trembling, trying to touch him, seeking comfort in his touch, but Luis wouldn't look at her. His breathing was heavy, irregular, as if he were fighting an internal battle he couldn't win.

		“Luis…” she whispered, her eyes flooded with tears. “Forgive me. I'm begging you. Never again… I'll never ask you for anything like this again.”




Luis raised his head, and his gaze held something more than pain. Something Sonia couldn't immediately decipher.

		“You don't understand…” he said, bitterness thick in his throat. “It's not just what happened. It's not just the anger, the humiliation, the fucking pain of seeing you with another man…”




He rubbed his face desperately, as if trying to erase something from his skin.

		“It's that, despite everything… despite it hurting me more than I imagined…” He swallowed, searching for the strength to say it. “It turned me on.”




Sonia froze.


“Fuck, Luis… You're driving me crazy. What's wrong with you?”



Luis laughed, but it was the laugh of a broken man.

		“Do you know how fucked up that is? Feeling like this, hating it, hating myself for it. Because while I was watching you with him… while I was dying inside, there was a part of me that…” He shook his head in frustration. “That couldn't look away.”




Sonia brought her hands to her mouth, her heart constricting.

Luis got up from the bed and started pacing around the room, running his hands through his hair.

		“I don't know what the hell that makes me. I don't know if I'm sick or what the fuck is wrong with me. What I do know is that I hate you and I want you at the same time.”




He turned toward her, his face distraught.

		“I swear I wanted to run away. I wanted to look away, not see how you lost yourself in it. But I couldn't. Something in me couldn't.”




His voice broke on the last phrase, as if admitting it out loud caused him physical pain.


“Luis…” Sonia sobbed, a knot in her throat.



He closed his eyes tightly, trying to calm the whirlwind tearing him apart inside.

		“You've asked me to forgive you, Sonia… But how the hell do I forgive myself?”
		“Luis… I don't want this to destroy us either.”
		“Then tell me the truth, Sonia. What do you feel? Don't say what I want to hear. Tell me the truth.”




Sonia fell silent, her gaze fixed on the floor. She felt her throat closing, as if any word she said would make everything shatter into a thousand pieces. Luis watched her, his eyes filled with contradictory emotions.

		“I feel dirty…” she whispered. “Almost like a slut,” Sonia continued, her voice barely audible. “But…”




She stopped. There it was—the real problem. The “but.” Luis tensed, watching her hesitate.


“But what?” he asked, looking into her eyes.



Sonia looked up, her eyes glassy.

		“The same thing that’s happening to you. At the same time, I felt…” She swallowed. “Aroused. I felt desired, Luis. Like never before. Like for a moment, in that instant…” She ran her tongue over her dry lips. “Nothing else existed. I feel like… I wanted to prove to myself that I was capable. That I could play with fire without getting burned. But I was wrong. I got burned. And the worst part is that I hurt you in the process. And now I don’t know if I want to die of shame or…”




She cut herself off, but he understood perfectly.


“Or do it again,” Luis finished, his eyes never leaving her.



Sonia’s breath caught. She had no answer. Or maybe she did, but she didn’t want to admit it out loud.

Luis ran his hands over his face, as if trying to erase the image seared into his mind. He couldn’t. He couldn’t forget the way Sonia had given herself to another man, the way she’d arched her body, how she’d moaned without holding back, how she’d looked at him while doing it—defiant, almost cruel. But the worst part, the truly fucked up part, was that amid all the pain, the humiliation, the shattered pride… there was something else. Something that tormented him. It made no sense. Not after what he’d felt watching her with another man. The rage, the jealousy, the helplessness… But his body had reacted differently. He’d stayed there, on the terrace, stomach in knots and heart in his throat, but his desire had awakened with force, with a violence that frightened him. He hated himself for it.

Sonia was still sitting on the bed, hugging herself, naked but feeling more exposed than ever. She was ashamed, terrified she’d broken something between them—something that maybe couldn’t be repaired.


“Luis…” Her voice was a choked whisper.



He looked at her, his eyes dark, full of torment.

		“I don’t know what’s happening to us, Sonia.”
		“Me neither.”




Sonia lowered her head. She couldn’t lie to herself anymore. It wasn’t just that she’d let herself get carried away, that the alcohol or the situation had swept her along. She’d enjoyed it. She’d felt alive, powerful, desired in a way she’d never experienced. But at the same time, she’d felt a terrible dizziness, as if she were falling into an abyss she didn’t know she could escape.


“When you were doing it…” Luis swallowed. “Were you thinking about me?”



Sonia felt a chill run down her spine.

“Yes.”



Luis looked at her, narrowing his eyes.


“Why? To turn yourself on more? Or to humiliate me?”



The question was like a knife. Sonia shook her head, feeling tears burn in her eyes again.

		“No, Luis… I didn’t want to hurt you.”
		“Well, it hurt, Sonia.” His voice came out hoarse, broken.




Sonia covered her face with her hands.


“I know… I know.” Her breath came in ragged gasps. “But still, I can’t deny what I felt.”



Luis clenched his fists.

		“Neither can I. I don’t understand it,” he continued, his eyes desperate. “I don’t understand how I could feel both things at the same time. I don’t know what the hell is happening to me.”




Sonia felt a chill. Because that was what scared her. That despite the guilt, despite the pain, despite everything she felt… a part of her had enjoyed it. And knowing that Luis had too, that deep down something in him had reacted the same way, threw her off balance even more.


“So what do we do now?” she asked, her voice trembling.



Luis shook his head.


“I don’t know, Sonia. But we need to talk about this. We need to understand it.”



She nodded slowly.

“I don’t want to lose you, Luis.”



He held her gaze.

“I don’t want to lose you either.”



22

The muffled murmur of waves drifted into the hotel room, where Sonia, her body still buzzing with the dizzying rush of the night before, slid her finger across her phone screen. Luis slept beside her, his back turned, as if he unconsciously wanted to give her space. Or maybe he was giving it to himself.

She opened the browser and, with uncertain fingers, typed the words that had been floating through her mind for hours. What had happened the night before hadn’t been just an impulse; she had sensed a vulnerability in Luis she’d never imagined. And she needed to understand it.

It took her only seconds to find forums, testimonials, entire communities. Men who described, with a mix of embarrassment and excitement, how they enjoyed watching their wives with other men. Some spoke of jealousy transformed into desire, of the paradox of feeling a pang of possessiveness while surrendering control. Others described how, after the experience, the bond with their partners had grown stronger.

Sonia swallowed hard and pressed a hand to her chest, as if her heart were seeking physical confirmation of what her mind had already understood. They weren’t an anomaly. They weren’t the only ones. What had happened wasn’t a break, but perhaps an evolution.

She turned off the screen and looked over at Luis. His breathing was slow and deep. She felt the urge to touch him, to whisper that she understood, that they weren’t alone in this. But she knew this wasn’t the moment.

The midday sun bathed the white building facades, and the sea breeze took the edge off the heat. Sonia and Luis strolled through the port, past tourists browsing craft shops and locals sipping coffee on the terraces.

Luis walked with his hands in his pockets, his gaze drifting over the swaying boats. He hadn’t mentioned anything about last night since they’d woken up. But Sonia didn’t find his silence uncomfortable. It was more like he was processing something he didn’t yet have words for.


“You’re awfully quiet,” she said, deliberately brushing his arm.



Luis looked at her and smiled, but it was a brief smile, as if it had been caught before it could fully form.

		“Just thinking.”
		“About what?”
		“About us. About how different everything is now.”




Sonia linked her arm through his and rested her head on his shoulder as they walked.

“Different how?”



Luis sighed, but didn’t pull away.


“I don’t know… It’s like I’m rediscovering you. Like I’m seeing you with new eyes.”



Sonia stopped and fixed her gaze on him.

“And is that good or bad?”



Luis watched her in silence. The sun gleamed in her hair, and there was something so serene, so confident in her expression that a shiver ran through him.

“I don’t think I know yet,” he admitted.



Sonia smiled and cupped his face in her hands.

“I do.”



She leaned in and kissed him tenderly, with an almost adolescent sweetness that contrasted with the intensity of the night before. And Luis, who still didn’t have all the answers, let himself be carried away, because in that moment the only thing that mattered was that she was still there, kissing him, as if everything they’d been through wasn’t driving them apart, but pulling them closer than ever.

They kept walking like two lovers, though in silence. Luis stopped by the harbor railing, watching the sun scatter golden sparkles across the water’s surface. Sonia, still holding onto his arm, felt him tense up, expectant. She knew what she was about to say could open a difficult conversation, but she also felt they couldn’t just leave it hanging.

		“I was reading this morning,” she said quietly, with the tone of someone sharing a secret. “I went online.”




Luis turned to her with a slightly raised eyebrow.

		“About what?”
		“About what happened last night. About… what you felt.”




Luis looked away.

		“And what do the internet sages say?”
		“It’s not exactly normal, but it’s clearly more common than you’d think.”




He frowned. Sonia noticed him swallow, his jaw tightening.

		“Common how?”
		“There are forums, entire communities. Men who share experiences like ours.”




Luis crossed his arms and turned to face her head-on.

		“Our experience may have been a mistake, Sonia. I didn’t feel what I expected to feel.”
		“I know,” she said, with calculated calm. “But that doesn’t change what you felt when you saw me with another man.”




Luis ran a hand over the back of his neck, clearly uncomfortable.

		“I don’t even know what I felt. It was… strange.”
	— 	“It was a terrible shock. That’s to be expected. It was the first time, Luis. It’s an emotional earthquake.”




He let out a long sigh and looked at the sea. Sonia waited.

— 
“It’s a paraphilia,” she continued. “Many men get turned on watching their wife with another man.”



Luis let out a brief, humorless laugh.

	— 	“That sounds like a clinical diagnosis.”
	— 	“It’s not a disease,” she clarified. “It’s a fantasy. Something some men seek out. Some accept it, others can’t live with it.”




Luis looked at her intently.

— “And what are you looking for, Sonia?”



She held his gaze.

	— 	“I just want to understand us, and I’ll pursue whatever you want me to pursue. Nothing beyond what you decide.”
	— 	“What we decide, Sonia. There are two of us in this.”




Luis closed his eyes for a moment, as if processing each word. When he opened them again, his gaze was softer, though still full of questions.

— 
“I don’t know if I’m ready to understand myself.”



Sonia caressed his cheek.

— 
“You don’t have to be ready today. Or tomorrow. But if this is part of you, I don’t want you to bury it.”



Luis watched her in silence, and for the first time since that night, he felt that Sonia not only loved him but was willing to walk with him through the uncertain terrain of his own desires.

— “Did you really like it?”



Sonia took a moment before responding. She looked at the sea, letting the breeze caress her face, as if she needed the fresh air to clear her thoughts before putting them into words.

	— 	“It’s not easy to answer that, Luis,” she finally said, turning toward him with a serious expression. “Because the answer isn’t a simple yes or no.”




Luis watched her attentively, waiting.

	— 	“What happened last night was… strange and intense,” Sonia continued. “It was like I was outside myself, like I’d jumped into the void without thinking about the consequences. In the moment, I felt everything: adrenaline, desire, euphoria… and fear. Fear of what it meant, of how it would make you feel, of what it implied for us.”




Luis said nothing. She saw his guarded expression, his internal struggle.

	— 	“But did I like it?” she continued. “Yes, Luis, I liked it. I liked feeling desired, I liked the excitement, the transgression. But it wasn’t just the act itself, it wasn’t just the sex. It was what it represented. It was the feeling of crossing a line I never thought I’d cross. It was seeing you there, watching me… and not feeling guilt, but something different, something I still don’t know how to name.”




Luis looked down, his jaw tight. Sonia sighed.

	“	I know it was a shock for you,” she said gently. “I know part of you rejected it and part of you wanted it. But what matters most to me is what you truly felt, beyond what you think you should feel.”




Luis looked up, his eyes meeting hers.

“Sonia… I don’t know if I can explain it.”



She nodded.

	“	We don’t have to understand everything today. But I want you to know something: this doesn’t change how I feel about you. It doesn’t change what we are. Last night wasn’t a betrayal, and now I know it wasn’t a mistake either. It was an experience, an experiment… one that maybe showed us things about ourselves we never even imagined.”




The weekend passed in a bubble of intimacy, as if what had happened that night hadn’t driven them apart but had brought them together in an unexpected way.

Luis woke with Sonia tangled around him, her warm skin against his, her breath soft against the curve of his neck. He couldn’t remember the last time she’d fallen asleep like this, clinging to him, as if simply being together was enough.

They spent their time between the bed and the sea. They made love with renewed passion, unhurried, without pressure, as if they’d rediscovered something in each other. In the hotel pool, Sonia climbed onto his back, laughing like a little girl, and he held her up, dunking them both in a playful game that felt as light as it was necessary.

At times, Luis surprised himself. He hadn’t expected to feel this—a deeper, stronger connection. He hadn’t expected to see Sonia like this, so affectionate, so devoted. It was as if that transgression, instead of driving them apart, had torn down an invisible wall between them.

He watched her as they sunbathed on the terrace loungers, her damp hair falling over her shoulders, her face peaceful. Every now and then, she’d turn her head and flash him a smile of pure happiness, and Luis felt his chest fill with something like relief.

On their last night, as they curled up in bed, Sonia traced her fingertips across his face.

“What are you thinking?” she whispered.



Luis held her gaze.

“About us.”



Sonia smiled.

“And what do you think?”



Luis took a moment to respond. Finally, he slid a hand down her back, pulling her closer.

“
That we’re good. Better than before, even.”



Sonia kissed him slowly, with a tenderness that disarmed him.

“
I feel the same way,” she whispered against his lips. “And it makes me happy.”



Luis closed his eyes and held her. He still didn’t fully understand what any of it meant, but in that moment, he just wanted to hold onto the feeling that, against all odds, they were closer than ever.
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After the long weekend in Menorca, routine gradually crept back into their lives. The first mornings were rough, the way they always are after a few days away. The alarm went off early, Sonia protested half-asleep, and Luis, still groggy, held her for a few minutes before they dragged themselves up for work.

Over the following weeks, everything seemed to return to normal. Sonia’s classes went by without incident, with students deep in exam season. Luis, for his part, was absorbed in wrapping up a major project at the office. His days were filled with emails, meetings, and endless calls.

Even so, something was different. Sonia was more affectionate and attentive than usual. It wasn’t just that she was sweeter—she constantly sought him out. They cuddled more on the couch at night, she held his hand while they watched TV, and in bed she lavished attention on him. Luis noticed, but said nothing.

The weekends were quiet. They had late breakfasts in the kitchen, with the sun streaming through the window. They went on long walks through downtown, sometimes with Mamen, though Sonia avoided bringing up the long weekend. They also saw Verónica a couple of times at their usual café. On one of those occasions, she shot Luis a knowing look when Sonia went to the bathroom, as if to remind him that the offer still stood.

In the evenings, Luis worked a bit on the computer while Sonia read or watched TV. Daily life enveloped them again, with its routines and small habits. But beneath that apparent calm, something stirred. Something that, sooner or later, would find its way to the surface.
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Sonia got up from the couch and started pacing around the room, arms crossed.

		“Luis, this is awkward. She’s your coworker. You’ll have to see each other every day after this—at the bank, in every meeting…”




Luis looked at her with a half smile.


“Mamen is your coworker too, and you certainly didn’t hold back that Friday.”



Sonia turned and shot him a sharp look.

		“That was different. It wasn’t planned… it just happened.”
		“What’s the difference?” he pressed. “Menorca wasn’t planned either, and look how that turned out.”




She bit her lip. It had been the most dramatic moment of their marriage. She knew Luis was right, but getting carried away in a nightclub on vacation was one thing—sitting down to dinner with a couple who were supposedly open to more was something else entirely.


“I don’t even know what to wear…” she murmured, changing the subject.



Luis laughed.

“Go sexy.”



Sonia looked at him sideways, still uncertain.

		“But sexy… how? Slutty sexy? Classy sexy…?”
		“Sexy the way only you can,” Luis said, winking at her.




Sonia huffed and dropped onto the couch.

“I have nothing to wear.”



Luis raised an eyebrow.

		“Excuse me? What about the champagne-colored dress?”
		“I’ve worn that one to death,” she replied. “I want to look different.”




Luis watched her curiously as she grabbed her phone and started typing a message.

		“Who are you texting?”
		“Mamen,” Sonia replied. “I’m going to ask to borrow her dark red sequined dress.”




Luis smiled, remembering Sonia’s friend in that shimmering, deep red dress—the one she’d worn that weekend when it all started.

		“I like the idea.”
		“Yeah, I know…” Sonia smiled mischievously. “You couldn’t take your eyes off Mamen. Don’t even deny it. But remember, this is just dinner. We’re not going to force anything. If something happens, great. If not… we leave, and that’s that.”




Sonia stepped out of the shower wrapped in a towel, steam still clinging to her skin. Luis, lying on the bed scrolling through his phone, looked up and let his eyes wander over her. Her cheeks were still flushed from the hot water, and droplets slid slowly down her collarbone.

Sonia took her time. First, she sat on a stool in front of the mirror and began painting her toenails with precision. She chose a deep red, matching the polish on her hands. Each brushstroke was slow, deliberate, as if she were preparing every detail with complete care.

When she finished, she stood up and toweled off her hair before combing it. At the vanity, she calmly detangled her hair, then ran the straightener through it to shape the strands. She gathered part of it into a loose bun, letting some curls fall over her neck and temples.

She studied herself in the mirror. She knew Luis was watching her from the bathroom doorway, but she said nothing. She just smiled to herself, enjoying the process, knowing every little detail mattered. Focused on lining her lips with a deep red, she glanced up at Luis through the mirror.

“
Tell me about Veronica,” she said casually, gliding the lipstick with precision.



Luis, sitting on the bed adjusting his watch, looked up and paused before responding.

		“Veronica…” he repeated, as if gathering his thoughts. “She’s hard to explain. She’s older than us—probably mid-forties—but there’s something about her… something that makes her stand out. She’s not just beautiful; she’s one of those women who command attention, with a natural elegance you can’t ignore.”




Sonia turned her head slightly as she dabbed highlighter on her cheekbones.

		“She’s the kind of person who makes you feel like she’s reading your soul when she looks at you. Like you have no secrets. I don’t know how she does it, but around her you feel… exposed.”




Sonia arched an eyebrow as she put on her earrings.

		“Sounds intimidating.”
		“She is,” Luis nodded. “But she’s also a good coworker. She doesn’t get caught up in gossip or play office politics. She’s direct but not harsh. She knows how to handle people without raising her voice.”




Sonia was quiet for a moment as she slipped on her bracelets. She finished adjusting her dark red sequined dress and gave herself one last look in the mirror, then turned toward Luis, sizing him up.

“I hope I measure up.”



Luis smiled and stepped closer, placing his hands on her waist.

		“You look spectacular. But you don’t need to measure up to anyone. Trust me, when you walk in, she’ll be the one sizing you up.”




Sonia sat on the edge of the bed, nervously adjusting the straps of her dress. She looked at Luis, who stood by the closet finishing with his jacket.

		“I don’t know if I’ll be able to…” she blurted out. “To… you know,” she said, making a vague gesture with her hand. “Go further with them.”




Luis sighed and came over, sitting down beside her.

		“Sonia, no one’s forcing you to do anything.”
		“I know,” she said quickly. “But I’m scared they’ve already made up their minds, that for them it’s practically a done deal and I’ll end up in a situation I don’t want to be in. I don’t want to feel pressured into anything, not even by the circumstances. After Menorca, we have to be careful, Luis. We came way too close to screwing everything up.”
		“Whatever happens, you’re not going to disappoint them. They know full well we’re not experts at this. They’ll understand whatever we decide.”
		“I’m worried they’re inviting us with certain expectations,” she said. “I don’t think this is just a courtesy dinner. If after all that hinting we show up and I suddenly back out, how are they going to look at us? What will they think of us afterward?”




Luis nodded slowly.

		“I understand what you’re saying. But Sonia, if at any point you don’t want to, then you don’t want to. Simple as that. You don’t have to justify yourself. I’ve already explained our fears and insecurities to Verónica, and they completely understand.”




Sonia turned to face him.

“And you? Are you sure you want this?”



Luis ran a hand through his hair and was quiet for a few seconds before answering.

		“I’m curious,” he admitted. “The idea appeals to me. After what happened with Mamen, and Menorca, I’d like to actually be part of something myself. But I’m scared too. Not of them—of us. That’s my biggest concern. In Menorca, things got out of hand, and the next day… well, I don’t think we need to rehash that….”
		“What if we don’t like it? What if we don’t feel comfortable?”
		“Then we leave,” Luis said without hesitation. “We’re not obligated to anything. We go, meet Verónica’s partner, chat, have a drink… and if at any point you want to stop, we leave.”
		“And if… we do feel comfortable… are we going to have to go through what happened last time again? Are you completely sure about yourself? About me? I need guarantees it won’t happen again.”




Luis stroked her hand. “I know. What we have is more important than any experiment. I don’t want you to do anything you don’t want to. And if you do, there won’t be any blame or regret. We’re in this together. At the slightest doubt, tell me and we stop.” He added with an amused glint in his eyes, “Now, that said… that red dress is going to make it really hard for things not to escalate. It’s pure eroticism. I remembered it looking sexy on Mamen, but on you it’s borderline pornographic.”

Sonia laughed and gave him a gentle shove.

“Idiot.”



Luis leaned in and kissed her cheek.


“Come on, finish getting ready. I don’t want to be late.”



When they arrived at Verónica’s boyfriend’s house, Sonia felt butterflies in her stomach. They lived in a residential area on the outskirts of Madrid—an elegant, exclusive neighborhood with wide, tree-lined streets and gated access.

The house itself had understated but imposing architecture. A wrought iron gate opened automatically when Luis pressed the buzzer, and a white gravel path led them to the front door.

The moment the door opened, Verónica appeared with a flawless smile. Sonia felt a small jolt. She wasn’t just pretty—she was the kind of woman who left you speechless. Her bearing was elegant and confident, wearing a black sleeveless dress that hugged her figure naturally, without being overdone or flashy. Her blonde hair was pulled back in a loose bun, similar to Sonia’s, revealing a long, slender neck. But what struck you most were her eyes: large, blue, with an intensity that made it hard to hold her gaze for too long. Almost feline.

“
Welcome,” she said in a warm, modulated voice. “Please, come in.”



Luis greeted her with a couple of kisses on the cheek, and Sonia did the same, catching a hint of Verónica’s woody perfume—elegant and sophisticated.

“
Let me introduce you to Marcos,” Verónica said, turning to gesture toward the man standing behind her.



Marcos was tall, with an athletic build that wasn’t overdone. His salt-and-pepper hair gave him a distinguished air, and he struck a perfect balance between formal and relaxed: a white shirt with the sleeves rolled to his forearms, dark linen pants, and leather shoes. His expression was serene, with a slight welcoming smile that didn’t seem forced.

	“	Pleased to meet you,” Marcos said, shaking Luis’s hand firmly and kissing Sonia on both cheeks. “I’ve been looking forward to putting faces to names.”




As they moved through the house, she couldn’t help casting a sidelong glance at Luis. He’d told her Verónica was attractive, elegant… but he hadn’t warned her about the impact she made. She was a woman who filled the room effortlessly, who seemed to measure every gesture and every word with surgical precision. Sonia found herself wondering if Luis had omitted details on purpose or if he simply hadn’t known how to describe her without sounding too impressed.

Marcos’s house was a showcase of modern architecture and sophistication. From the moment Luis and Sonia crossed the threshold, it was clear this wasn’t a conventional home but the reflection of someone with a keen eye for design.

Located in an exclusive residential area, the house stood on a large lot, surrounded by a minimalist garden with well-maintained plants and strategic lighting. The facade combined exposed concrete, dark wood, and enormous floor-to-ceiling windows, lending it an elegant, contemporary look.

The house was designed on different levels, with an open-concept layout where natural light played a starring role. Large retractable windows connected the living room to the outdoors, allowing a seamless transition between interior and terrace.

The main room featured a modular sofa in sand tones, strategically placed in front of a fireplace set into the wall. Art and architecture books rested on the glass-and-steel coffee table. In one corner, a black grand piano added an air of sophistication.

On one wall, a large floating wooden unit held a big-screen television, but what really caught the eye was the impressive collection of modern art and framed photography decorating the space.

One of the most striking features of the house was the pool, designed with a retractable cover that could be opened or closed depending on the season. Located at the back of the house, it was surrounded by a wooden deck with several lounge chairs and a modern outdoor sofa in neutral tones.

The pool lighting was soft and ambient, with underwater LED lights casting an intense blue glow. On one side, an outdoor stainless steel shower and a small hot tub completed the space.

Sonia couldn’t help feeling a bit impressed. She glanced at Luis out of the corner of her eye, trying to read his expression. The night was just beginning, and she already sensed it would be an evening she wouldn’t soon forget.

Dinner was laid out on the table with sophisticated elegance. Although Verónica didn’t cook, she knew how to choose a menu that perfectly reflected her style and personality: modern, refined, and somewhat unpredictable.

	“	Would you like something to drink?” Verónica asked, guiding them toward the living room.
	“	White wine for me,” Luis said. “Sonia, what would you like?”
	“	Wine as well, thank you,” she replied, still taking in her surroundings.




Verónica smiled and disappeared toward the kitchen, while Marcos invited them to sit down.

“
Is this your first time in this area?” he asked in a relaxed tone.



Luis nodded.

	“	Yeah, honestly, we don’t usually get out of our neighborhood much. You know how it is—we basically live for the weekends. Monday through Friday it’s just home to work and back again. But this place is incredible.”
	“	It has its advantages,” Marcos said, pouring the wine with an almost rehearsed calm. “Peace and quiet, good views… privacy, of course.”
	“	“And security. Right?” Sonia interjected. “We saw the barriers and the signs for security patrols.”
	—	“Yes. Very important people live here. Over by the forest, there are some incredible mansions.”




Sonia nodded and took the glass offered to her, but her attention stayed fixed on Verónica as she returned with her own glass of wine. Verónica settled into an armchair, crossing her legs with easy grace.

The atmosphere—soft candlelight on the table, the gentle murmur of conversation—perfectly complemented the sophisticated menu. Everything felt like a delicate play of contrasts, where every detail had been designed to surprise without going overboard.

Magnificent dinnerware held bluefin tuna tartare with avocado and sauce. Beef carpaccio was delicately arranged on a large plate, topped with shavings of parmesan, capers, and fresh arugula.

Verónica told them she’d chosen salt-crusted sea bass loins with a lemon sauce for the main course. Rounding out the menu was a fresh salad of tender greens dressed with honey mustard vinaigrette. She explained they hadn’t wanted to make the dinner too heavy—no one wanted to end up stuffed.

Sonia felt the need to focus on the conversation and push aside the nagging feeling that Verónica was much more than Luis had let on.

	—	“Well, tell me,” Marcos said with a smile, “what’s your relationship like at the bank?”
	—	“Luis isn’t your typical boss,” Verónica said with a subtle smile, playing with the rim of her glass.




Luis chuckled and shook his head.

	—	“I don’t consider myself her boss,” he replied. “We’re colleagues. We coordinate the team, make decisions together. Without trust and mutual respect, it just doesn’t work.”




Sonia studied every word, every gesture. She watched Verónica smile with that confidence of hers, unhesitating, as if she savored every second of the conversation. She noticed the gleam in Luis’s eyes when he looked at her. It wasn’t an ordinary look. There was something in it that sent a shiver of discomfort through her.

The wine in her glass seemed to lose its flavor all at once. She forced herself to keep her expression neutral, but inside she felt an unexpected pang, almost physical. Jealousy. It wasn’t a familiar feeling for her, and its sudden intensity caught her off guard.

	—	“That’s true,” Verónica said, turning toward Marcos. “Luis knows how to motivate his team without imposing his authority. He has a gift for it.”




Luis smiled, as if downplaying the compliment.

	—	“Well, I try to do the best I can. I don’t know if the whole ‘gift’ thing is that big a deal,” he replied modestly.




Sonia said nothing. She simply took a sip of wine, feeling that, for the first time in a long while, she wasn’t in control. She watched Luis and Verónica exchange knowing glances, watched the conversation flow between them with an ease that unsettled her.

She couldn’t deny that Verónica was an impressive woman, but that wasn’t what threw her. It was the obvious connection between them. The way they understood each other without needing many words.

Sonia shifted on the sofa, trying to find a more comfortable position, but the discomfort was in her head.

Marcos, oblivious to what was going through Sonia’s mind, chimed in casually.

	—	“You can tell you get along well at work. That’s not always easy.”
	— 	“It’s essential,” Verónica said, her eyes never leaving Luis.




Sonia took a deep breath. She could feel the conversation drifting into territory where she didn’t belong. And she didn’t like that one bit. She set her glass on the table and forced herself to push the discomfort aside.

	— 	“And what do you do, Sonia?” Marcos asked.
	— 	“I’m a history teacher,” she replied with a tight smile.




Verónica tilted her head curiously.

— 
“History? How interesting.”



Sonia shrugged, a half smile on her face.

— 
“Well, it’s not exactly the most glamorous profession in the world, but I like it.”



Marcos nodded approvingly.

	— 	“It’s one of the most important subjects, even though the humanities are so undervalued. If people paid more attention to history, we’d avoid a lot of mistakes. Teaching is a wonderful profession. I’ve always had great respect for what you do.”




Sonia nodded.

	— 	“That’s what I tell my students every day, but teenagers don’t always agree. For them, anything that happened before 2000 is ancient history,” she joked.




The others laughed knowingly.

	— 	“And do you like it?” Verónica asked, resting her elbow on the table and studying her closely. “I mean, really. Do you feel fulfilled teaching?”




Sonia blinked, caught off guard by the directness.

	— 	“Yes…” she answered after a few seconds. “I like it. But sometimes I feel trapped in the routine. Every year I explain the same things, see the same reactions from students. And even though I try to mix things up, there are times when I wonder if I could be doing something more.”




Verónica nodded, as if she understood perfectly.

	— 	“That’s normal. Stability has its price. When you’ve been doing something for a while, it’s easy to feel like you’re on autopilot.”




Sonia sensed there was more to those words than met the eye. She could feel those eyes drilling into her. Luis was right—her gaze had an intensity that made it almost impossible to hold.

Luis, who had been listening quietly until then, spoke up with a smile. “But there’s something Sonia has always loved about her job: watching students discover that history isn’t just dates and battles, but real stories—full of intrigue, ambition, and unexpected twists.”

Sonia shot him a grateful look. “That’s true. When I manage to get them hooked on a story, even if it’s just for a moment, I count it as a win.”

Verónica watched her in silence for a few seconds before saying:

	— 	“You know… I think there's more glamour in that than you realize. Not everyone has the power to make others see the world through different eyes.”




Sonia didn't know what to say. She just smiled. For the first time since they'd arrived, she felt the conversation wasn't all about Luis and Verónica.

Marcos let his gaze travel between the two women.

		“I have to say, you both look stunning,” he said, his voice relaxed. “Two completely different beauties, but equally impressive.”




Sonia felt her cheeks warm. She knew the dress Mamen had lent her was daring, but she hadn't expected it to attract so much attention. The dark red sequins sparkled with every movement, the V-neckline accentuated her figure without being vulgar, and the loose fabric glided over her skin with a natural sensuality. She wasn't wearing a bra, which made the dress suggest more than it covered. She felt sexy, powerful, but also vulnerable under everyone's gaze.

But if she looked stunning, Verónica was something else entirely.

Verónica wore a fitted black dress, the kind that seemed custom-made to enhance every curve. The neckline revealed just the swell of her breasts, showing enough to intrigue. The fabric clung to her body with an almost surreal elegance, as if it knew it could play with boundaries without needing to cross them. Her high heels made her even more imposing, and her blonde hair was pulled back with perfectly calculated carelessness.

Hers was a different kind of beauty than Sonia's. More mature, more sophisticated, with an aura of confidence that let her dominate the room effortlessly.

		“Thank you, Marcos,” Verónica replied with a half-smile, tilting her head slightly. “But I think Sonia's the center of attention tonight. She looks absolutely spectacular.”




Luis nodded, his gaze never leaving his wife.


“She certainly does,” he said, pride and barely concealed desire in his voice.



Sonia felt a knot in her stomach. She knew this night was different, that there was a tension in the air that went beyond compliments and admiration. But what unsettled her most wasn't the situation itself—it was the way Luis looked at Verónica. There was no desire in his gaze, not in the most obvious sense at least, but there was a kind of fascination, an absolute admiration. And that made her more uncomfortable than any compliment.

When they finished dessert, Verónica suggested that Marcos play something for them on the piano. She told them he was a virtuoso.

Marcos rose from the table with a calm, elegant movement and headed to the grand piano in a corner of the living room. Sonia and Luis watched him with a mixture of curiosity and anticipation, not quite sure what to expect. Marcos wasn't the type to express himself with words, but there was something in his bearing, something in his gaze, that drew every eye in the room toward him with intrigue.

With a slight smile and a fleeting glance toward them, Marcos sat down at the piano. The room filled with a thick silence, as if everything stopped for a moment, as if time itself had paused. Sonia and Luis exchanged a brief glance, surprised by the serenity of the scene.

Marcos rested his hands on the keys, his long, delicate fingers hovering over the instrument with a softness that contrasted with his masculine frame. His eyes narrowed slightly, as if searching for a lost note or connecting with something deep inside himself. And then, without warning, his fingers began to move. The first chord resonated through the room, deep and enveloping, followed by a sequence of notes that seemed to flow naturally, as if he were simply letting himself be carried by an invisible current.

The sound of the piano was hypnotic, like a caress against the finest strings of the soul. Each key he touched seemed to fill the space in a way Sonia couldn't describe, but that made her feel as if something inside her was being touched as well. The melody was soft, melancholic, yet passionate. It was as if the piano had been waiting for its moment—the moment when Marcos would play—to release all its beauty and complexity.

Luis, equally fascinated, remained silent, watching Marcos's fingers dance over the keyboard with effortless precision. The volume surprised him. He'd had no idea a piano could sound so powerful.

Sonia, her heart racing, couldn't look away. Something in the sound enveloped her, almost as if what she was hearing wasn't just music, but something much deeper. As the piece continued, she noticed her breathing growing heavier, as if the rhythm of the melody had synchronized with her own heartbeat.

Marcos wasn't looking at anyone. He was completely immersed in what he was doing, his face serene but with such intense concentration that everything around him seemed to disappear. Each time his fingers touched a new key, the sound that emerged was like a whisper in the ear, soft and full of meaning.

When the melody ended, Sonia realized she had been holding her breath. The final chords reverberated in the air, and the silence that followed was almost as intense as the music itself. For a moment, no one spoke.

Marcos turned slowly toward them, a slight smile on his face. “I’m not a professional pianist,” he said modestly, as if what he’d just done was perfectly ordinary for him.

But Sonia couldn’t help feeling surprised by the intensity of what she’d heard.

	“	That was... incredible,” she whispered, not quite knowing how to describe what she’d felt.
	“	Now, if you’d like, we can go have a drink on the terrace. It’s a beautiful night, and we shouldn’t let it go to waste,” Marcos said, rising from the piano.




	“	That sounds like a great idea,” Luis said easily, turning to Sonia with a smile. “The fresh air will do us good.”
	“	Perfect, I’ll wait for you outside,” Marcos said, glass in hand, as he headed toward the terrace.




Verónica rose calmly, unhurried, and looked at Sonia with that unreadable expression of hers.

“
You’re going to love the pool. At night it’s spectacular.”



When they stepped out onto the terrace, an impressive view greeted them. The pool glowed with underwater lights that cast it in a deep turquoise blue. Lounge chairs with white cushions were arranged around it, and the night breeze stirred the curtains of a nearby pergola.

	“	This is on another level...” Sonia murmured, a slight smile escaping her lips.
	“	Hands down, this is the best part of the house. Especially in summer,” Verónica replied, settling onto one of the lounge chairs with easy grace. “Though we use it in winter too. It’s a place we love. Marcos likes being a good host, and he knows how to make his guests feel comfortable. Of course, this place doesn’t hurt...”




Luis settled into an armchair, wine glass in hand. Sonia hesitated for a second before following suit, then sat down next to him, crossing her legs.

Marcos returned with a cart full of drinks, an ice bucket, and glasses. He prepared the drinks with his characteristic elegance and handed everyone their glass.

“
To our new friendship,” he said, raising his glass with a smile.



Sonia clinked her glass with the others and took a sip. The night was magnificent, and the conversation flowed easily.

“
Sonia, you seem tense. Are you all right?” Verónica asked, her feline gaze fixed on her.



Sonia held Verónica’s gaze for a moment. She felt the weight of everyone’s expectations on her. She took a deep breath before responding, a slight smile on her lips.

“
I think I’m still analyzing the situation.”



Verónica smiled, as if amused by her response.

“I like that. Cautious, but attentive.”



Luis slid his fingers along Sonia’s thigh, a gesture barely perceptible to the others. A shiver ran down her spine, and suddenly she became hyperaware of everything: the warmth of the night, the softness of the sequined dress against her skin, the gleam in Verónica’s eyes, Marcos’s gaze drifting over her with quiet intensity.

	“	Sometimes you have to stop analyzing and just enjoy,” Verónica interjected, her voice calm. She picked up her glass and raised it, gesturing for a toast. Everyone followed her lead.
	“	To unexpected nights.




Sonia clinked her glass with the others and took a sip, feeling the alcohol warm her throat. The night dragged on, slow and tense, as if everyone were waiting for someone to make a move—a signal.

Verónica set her glass on the side table and rose with effortless elegance.

“
I think it’s time we got our feet wet, at least.”



She walked to the pool’s edge and slipped off her shoes with a slow, deliberate motion before dipping her feet in the water. Marcos watched her, a half-smile playing on his lips.

Luis looked at Sonia.

“What do you say? You up for it?”



Sonia hesitated for a second. The whole scene felt like perfectly rehearsed choreography, as if Verónica and Marcos knew exactly where they wanted the night to go.

	“	I’m in.” With the same deliberate pace as Verónica, she slipped off her strappy sandals and sat down beside Luis’s coworker. “It’s perfect,” Sonia said, trying to sound casual.




Verónica shot her a sidelong glance.

	“	Sometimes you have to dive in all the way to really know. I’m planning to take a dip soon.”
	“	It would be a shame to ruin our hair and makeup, don’t you think?” Sonia asked.
	“	Well, I think it’ll be worth it. It’s not every day you get to enjoy a private heated pool in the middle of Madrid.” Verónica stood with the same grace she brought to everything. She turned to face them, glass in hand, a provocative smile on her lips.
	“	I need to cool off. I’m going for a swim. If you want to join me… you know where to find me.”




Sonia felt Luis’s eyes on her. Was he waiting to see what she would do? How far were they willing to take this tonight?

She set her glass on the side table and, in no hurry, slipped the straps of her dress off her shoulders and let it fall to the floor. Underneath, she wore a flawless black lingerie set.

	“	I didn’t bring a swimsuit,” Sonia said with a half-smile.
	“	No need for one,” Verónica replied.
	“	And… I’m not wearing a bra.” Sonia tried not to sound insecure.




Luis ran a hand over the back of his neck and looked at Sonia.

	“	If that’s what you’re worried about…” Verónica unhooked her bra, letting it fall to reveal a pair of perfect breasts. “Does this make you more comfortable?”




Sonia swallowed hard. Her heart was pounding. She hadn’t expected the night to take this turn so naturally, so effortlessly. She noticed Verónica’s breasts were enhanced, but the result was spectacular—full but not excessive, perfectly shaped. Verónica caught her looking and smiled.

Sonia’s mouth went dry. She turned toward Luis, but he couldn’t take his eyes off the scene.

“
Do whatever you want. Enjoy yourself, Sonia,” he said, trying to sound casual.



Verónica, with her natural elegance, slipped off her panties, showing off her gym-toned body to everyone. Luis noticed with a pang of excitement that she was shaved bare. She walked seductively to the edge of the pool and, without hesitation, plunged into the water in one smooth motion.

Luis held his gaze a second longer, then turned toward Sonia. He raised his eyebrows as if asking what she was going to do. She felt a shiver run down her spine. She knew all eyes were now on her.

“
Come on, Sonia,” Verónica said, amused. “It's just water.”



She took a deep breath. She knew that if she didn't do it, the tension would hang between them for the rest of the night. More than anything, she didn't want to be the only one left on the sidelines.

Summoning all her confidence, she slipped the straps of her dress off and let it fall to the floor. She was wearing a red lace thong she'd chosen without thinking too much about it, but which now seemed even more daring than she'd imagined. Her breasts were exposed and she felt a twinge of self-consciousness. She didn't look at anyone. She simply walked to the pool and went down the steps, feeling the cool water envelop her body. Verónica approached her slowly, watching her with a knowing smile.

“
See, that wasn't so hard. But you should have taken off the thong. The chlorine's going to ruin it.”



Marcos got up and went into the house. A moment later, he came back with two swimsuits. He tossed one to Luis.

	“	As you know, I'm an architect. I'm always concerned with aesthetics, and I think our nudity would detract from that of the two beauties in the water. Don't you think, Luis?”




Without another word, he took off his shirt and put on the swimsuit. Luis immediately followed suit.

Luis swam over to Sonia and wrapped his arms around her waist.

“You're beautiful,” he whispered.



Sonia rested her hands on his chest, feeling his heart racing.

At the other end of the pool, Verónica was kissing Marcos passionately. Sonia noticed he was caressing her ass without a hint of shame. He lifted her slightly in the water and took one of her nipples in his mouth.

Sonia turned around and kissed Luis. She felt the warm water against her skin, a pleasant contrast to the night breeze skimming the surface of the pool. She tried to focus on the sensation of the water enveloping her, but it was impossible to ignore the sexual tension in the air.

Verónica approached them with sensual grace and ran a hand through her hair in a gesture that seemed casual, but which Sonia immediately noticed was meant to show off her breasts.

Luis smiled, relaxed, as if he were enjoying the game without overthinking it.

Marcos leaned against the edge of the pool with his glass in hand, watching them all with an amused expression.

	“	Well, I think this was a good idea, huh?” she said, breaking the silence.
	“	Definitely,” Marcos replied, giving her a look that Sonia couldn't quite interpret.




Luis turned toward Sonia and ran a hand down her back, pulling her toward him.

“Are you comfortable?” he whispered in her ear.



Sonia nodded, though her mind was racing in a thousand directions. She didn't know if she was comfortable or if she was simply going with the flow.

Verónica moved closer to them and leaned on the edge next to Sonia. Luis noticed Marcos give Verónica a subtle nod toward Sonia, which she didn't see because her back was turned. The blonde nodded and locked eyes with Sonia.

	“	I noticed you were looking at my breasts,” she said with a half smile. “What do you think of them?”
	“	I was,” Sonia replied without hesitation. “I thought they were spectacular.”
	— 	“They better be…” she said, laughing. “With what they cost me…”
	— 	“They’re perfect,” Sonia said. “The size, the shape—perfect.”
	— 	“And look—you can barely see the scar. It’s hidden by the breast itself. And you know the best part? Since they didn’t make the incision around the nipple, I didn’t lose any sensitivity. You can see they’re hard from the water temperature.” Just like that, she grabbed Sonia’s hand and placed it on one of her breasts. “Feel the texture. I’ve been told they feel natural.”




Sonia smiled, somewhat flustered.

— 
“I’m no expert on breasts,” Sonia said, a bit tense, “but they definitely feel nice.”



Verónica turned to Luis and did the same. Luis looked at Sonia with a nervous smile.

	— 	“I do know a bit more about breasts than Sonia,” he said, trying to appear casual, “and I can confirm they’re magnificent.”




Verónica turned back to Sonia and gently touched one of her breasts. She brought her lips to Sonia’s neck and kissed it softly. Sonia noticed Marcos watching every move from the other side of the pool. Luis stared, hypnotized. Verónica’s gaze was fixed on Sonia.

— 
“And now what?” she asked, with that smile of hers that seemed like a challenge.



Marcos smiled and shrugged.

— 
“Now it’s up to you.” He paused. “The cards are on the table.”



The silence that followed was thick. Sonia felt Verónica’s gaze on her, appraising her. Luis wrapped his arms around her more firmly, reassuring her, and sought her lips.

The atmosphere around the pool grew increasingly charged, though no one said anything directly. Verónica climbed out of the water with the calm of someone who knows all eyes are on her. Water slid down her skin, tracing every curve in the garden’s soft light. She grabbed a towel, but instead of wrapping herself in it, she simply laid it on one of the lounge chairs and reclined, exposing her nakedness.

— 
“Come on, don’t just stay there,” she said with a smile, taking a sip of her gin and tonic.



Luis looked at Sonia, silently asking what she wanted to do. She hesitated for a moment but decided to get out too. She didn’t want to be the only one who didn’t have the nerve.

Luis settled into another lounge chair and Sonia sat beside him, her skin still damp and cool. She wondered why she felt that pang of unease when she was the one who had agreed to come to this dinner, knowing there would be a certain tension.

	— 	“Did you enjoy dinner?” Marcos asked in a light tone as he prepared another round of drinks.
	— 	“Very much. You clearly know how to treat your guests,” Luis replied with a half smile.




Verónica looked at him knowingly.

— 
“We like people to feel comfortable. We hope we’re succeeding with you two.”



Sonia felt a small pang in her stomach. Was it just an innocent remark, or did it carry a double meaning?

	— 	“And you two, do you feel comfortable?” Marcos asked, resting an elbow on the back of Verónica’s lounge chair.




Luis looked at Sonia, who answered before he could:

“
For my part, yes, though we’re still figuring out what exactly that means.”



Verónica crossed her legs with the effortless elegance of someone who doesn’t give it a second thought. She was still completely naked, without the slightest hint of embarrassment.

“
That’s normal. Some things you only understand by living them. And this is one of those things.”



Sonia pressed her lips together. She didn’t like the way they talked as if they had all the answers while she was still trying to figure things out. Luis seemed relaxed—almost too relaxed—which made her wonder just how much this situation appealed to him.

She took a sip of her drink, trying to calm down.

	“	And you two? How do you handle this?” Luis asked, feeling the need to take the spotlight off his wife.




Marcos smiled, glancing over at Verónica.

	“	Let’s just say we’ve learned to trust each other. To understand that trust isn’t about limits—it’s about freedom.”




Verónica leaned forward slightly and added, her voice dropping:

	“	But that doesn’t mean we don’t feel anything. Sometimes there’s jealousy, insecurity. The key is knowing what to do with it.”




A long silence followed. Sonia felt her heart beating faster. She couldn’t tell if they were testing her or simply being honest.

Luis placed his hand over hers and gave it a gentle squeeze, as if reminding her he was there. She took a deep breath and wet her lips before speaking. She’d been turning the conversation over in her mind for a while, feeling a bit cornered by how confidently Verónica and Marcos spoke. Finally, she made up her mind:

“
So what do you do with the jealousy?” she asked, looking directly at Verónica.



For the first time all evening, the woman paused before answering. She took a sip of her drink, then smiled, tilting her head.

	“	Good question.” She set her glass on the small table beside the lounge chair and sat up slightly, as if to show Sonia she was being completely sincere. “First, you have to accept that they’re going to come up. No one is above them.”




Marcos nodded, resting an arm on the back of his chair.

“
They’re part of human nature. The important thing isn’t avoiding them—it’s understanding them.”



Sonia frowned.

“And how exactly do you do that?”



Verónica looked at her intently. She had a way of watching people that made you feel naked, exposed.

	“	By asking yourself why you feel them.” She turned slightly toward Marcos and ran a hand along his arm with deliberate softness. “Is it because you’re afraid of losing the other person? Or because you feel like you’re being replaced? Or maybe because it hits an insecurity that was already there? The root of jealousy, that’s a good thing. It’s proof that there’s love. I’m not talking about excessive, unhealthy jealousy. I’m talking about the jealousy someone feels when they watch their partner get intimate with someone else.”




Sonia swallowed. She hadn’t expected such a direct answer.

	“	“When you understand they come from a place of love, they stop being so terrifying. You have to be able to put yourself in the other person’s shoes.”




Luis spoke up, his voice calm.

	 	“But still, you have to manage them. Understanding them isn’t enough.”
	 	“No, of course not. But that’s where trust comes in.” Verónica turned and looked at Marcos intently. “I know he’s here because he wants to be with me. Not because he has to be.”
	 	“And what about when jealousy is stronger than reason?” Sonia pressed, staring at Luis.




Verónica sighed, her expression turning serious.

 
“Then you talk about them. You get them out in the open. You put them on the table. But you don’t use them as a weapon.”



Marcos shrugged.

 
“Because if you use them as a weapon, you start losing what you have. They consume you.”



Sonia glanced at Luis. He wasn’t saying anything, just watching the conversation with interest. Like he was taking mental notes.

The conversation was stirring something up inside her. Things she didn’t even know she had. And she wasn’t sure she liked where this was heading.

Sonia felt the blood rush to her face. Not because Verónica was being brazen, but because she said it all with such disarming ease.

 
“What if something changes?” Sonia asked, not looking at her directly.



Verónica smiled, tilting her head slightly.

“Why would anything change? Do you really think Luis loves you less because he desires me?”

Luis cleared his throat, shifting in his seat.

	 	“Verónica…”
	 	“No, let me finish,” she interrupted gently, her eyes still on Sonia. “Denying what we feel doesn’t make it disappear. It only makes it harder to deal with.”




Marcos spoke up, his voice measured.

	 	“Fantasies are normal. Desires are normal. But what’s really important is what’s behind them. Do you trust Luis?”




Sonia pressed her lips together, feeling a knot in her stomach.

 “Yes. Completely.”



Verónica nodded, as if that were the obvious answer.

	 	“Then you have nothing to fear. Whatever happens tonight, if anything happens, it will be because you want it too. Not because you have to.”




Luis glanced at her, his brow slightly furrowed. Sonia could tell he was on uncertain ground too.

 
“I don’t want you to do anything you don’t want to,” Luis said, his voice low.



Verónica smiled and took a sip of her drink.

 “But you do want to, don’t you?”



Luis took a couple of seconds to respond.

“Yes.”



A shiver ran through Sonia.

Verónica looked directly into her eyes.

“What about you, Sonia? What do you want?”



The question hung in the air. Music played softly in the background, but the silence between them felt heavier.

Sonia took a deep breath. She wasn’t sure of the answer. Or maybe she was, and that was the problem.

Sonia nodded slowly, mulling over Luis’s words. It was true—since their trip to Menorca, their relationship had changed. Now they talked about everything with a frankness that hadn’t existed before. They’d broken down barriers they never even imagined crossing.

“
Yes, you’re right,” she finally said. “It’s like we can look at each other now without filters.”



Verónica watched her with a slight smile, as if waiting for Sonia to finish processing everything.

	“	And isn’t it wonderful?” Verónica interjected. “Being able to desire while still being sure of the love you have for each other.”




Sonia let out a sigh. Part of her was drawn to the idea of surrendering to new experiences. But another part feared losing what she had with Luis.

	“	I suppose I’m still learning to handle all this,” Sonia admitted. “I don’t want anything to hurt us.”




Luis squeezed her hand tightly.

“
It won’t hurt us if we know where our limits are and face this together.”



The conversation continued, hovering in a delicate balance between uncertainty and the excitement of the unknown.

Sonia felt her heart pounding. The scene before her was a dizzying mix of desire and vertigo. Verónica kept approaching with that overwhelming confidence, while Luis waited for her response, his eyes burning.

“
You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to,” Luis whispered, his breath warm against her cheek.



Verónica stopped just inches away, tilting her head with an enigmatic smile.

“
Or maybe you do,” she said, her voice silky. “Maybe you want to do something you didn’t even know you desired.”



Sonia swallowed. Her mind was a whirlwind of thoughts and emotions. She felt trapped between the adrenaline of the moment and the fear of the unknown. But above all, she felt that whatever she decided would change everything.

“
I don’t know…” she murmured, more to herself than to the others.



From his seat, Marcos watched them with a half smile, not intervening.

Luis slid his fingers along her arm, reassuring.

“Just tell me what you want, Sonia.”



She closed her eyes for a moment, searching for the answer within. She stayed silent, watching the moon’s reflection in the pool. Her heart pounded, as if her body already knew the answer before her mind did.

Luis gently caressed her back, letting the moment breathe. He didn’t want to pressure her, but he couldn’t deny what he felt either.


“
You don't have to do this if you don't want to,” he said quietly. “I just want you to be honest with yourself.”



Sonia closed her eyes and let out a sigh.

“
I don't know what I want,” she admitted. “I don't know if it's fear, jealousy, the thrill of the unknown...”



Luis took her hand under the water.

	“	I understand. I went through the same thing in Menorca. It's a whirlwind of emotions. But whatever you decide, we decide together. What happened in Menorca didn't hurt us. If anything, it brought us closer.”




Sonia looked at him then, searching his expression for some clue to what he really felt.

“
Do you really think you'll still see me the same way after this?”



Luis smiled.

“
No, I'll see you as even better. Freer. More yourself.”



Sonia let the words settle. She wasn't sure what she'd do, but in that moment she felt that, whatever happened, Luis would be there. She sensed Verónica approaching from behind, her perfume enveloping her before she even felt the touch of her hands. A slight shiver ran down her spine when Verónica's fingers came to rest softly on her neck, caressing it with a delicacy that seemed perfectly calibrated. Then, a kiss on her neck, slow, almost reverent.

	“	Relax, beautiful...” Verónica whispered, her voice sliding across her skin like velvet.




Sonia closed her eyes for a moment. Her mind was racing. She felt Luis's gaze on her, expectant. Her heart pounded in her chest. She didn't know if it was adrenaline, nerves, or something deeper and unknown that she didn't dare analyze in that moment.

	“	There's no insecurity between us,” Verónica repeated calmly, playing with the water between her fingers. “No jealousy, no fear. Marcos and I know exactly what we are to each other. We choose each other every day.”




Marcos nodded, agreeing without a word. He simply watched her with that half-smile that seemed to say everything. Sonia couldn't help but notice the connection between them, an intimacy that seemed to go beyond what she herself understood about love and relationships.

	“	It's not about filling gaps,” Verónica continued, turning her head toward them. “We're not looking for what we don't have at home. This is something else. It's pleasure, fun, new experiences... but always with both of us on the same page.”




Luis took a sip of his drink, absorbing every word. Sonia felt his gaze on her, perhaps waiting for her reaction, her judgment. But the truth was she didn't know what to think. She had expected a different answer, maybe something more superficial, less thought-out. But what Verónica was saying made an undeniable kind of sense.

	“	And aren't you afraid that at some point...?” Sonia left the question hanging, not quite knowing how to phrase it.




Verónica smiled, as if she'd heard that question many times before.

	“	That one of us will fall in love with someone else?” she finished, as if it were the most natural thing in the world. “No. Because we're completely sure of what we feel. And if at some point one of us wanted something else... we'd talk about it.”




Marcos spoke up for the first time, his deep voice calm.

“
Verónica wants to get married,” he said, looking at her with a mixture of pride and tenderness. “And have a child.”



Sonia blinked in surprise. She hadn’t expected a woman like Verónica, with her independence and her way of seeing the world, to talk so openly about marriage and children.

		“And this doesn’t change things?” Luis asked, leaning against the edge of the pool.
		“Not at all,” Verónica replied firmly. “What we have between us isn’t going to change just because we want to enjoy sex. We know what we want and who we are. For us, what matters is avoiding boring sex—the kind that becomes mechanical, repetitive. Why settle for the same old thing when we can have more? But most importantly, we do everything together. That way, jealousy and insecurities are much easier to manage.”




Luis shifted his gaze toward Sonia. It wasn’t an idle question. It was something hanging between them, something she herself had brought into their lives.

Sonia felt a shiver run down her spine. Verónica’s words hung in the air, carrying an almost unsettling certainty. The way she spoke made it all seem so simple, so logical, that for a moment Sonia almost believed it made sense.

		“Do you always do it together? No exceptions?” Sonia asked quietly, as if trying the words out.




Verónica sat up slightly and nodded.

		“Exactly. The key is sharing it. There’s complete trust because everything happens right in front of us. No lies, no deception. No double lives.”




Sonia glanced over at Marcos. He remained calm, as if all of this were the most natural thing in the world.

		“Infidelity isn’t sex with another person,” Marcos interjected. “Infidelity is the lying, the hiding, the betrayal. But if everything’s out in the open, if you’re both on the same page and enjoying it together… then where’s the betrayal?”
		“That’s one way of looking at it,” Luis admitted.




Verónica watched her with that disarming certainty, that intensity that made her feel naked even with the water covering her body.

Luis remained silent. He didn’t look at her, didn’t intervene. He seemed to be waiting, letting her find her own answer.


“Do you want to?” Verónica asked, a half-smile playing on her lips.



Sonia swallowed hard. Part of her wanted to say no, flat out, wanted to climb out of the pool and get away. But there was another part… that dark, tempting part stirring inside her, the same one that had led her to that beach bar in Menorca, the same one that had driven her to lock eyes with Luis while giving herself to another man.

Her breathing quickened, and without realizing it, she lowered her gaze, as if refusing to acknowledge what was going through her mind.

“I don’t know…” she whispered.



Verónica walked toward one of the sofas, her splendid nakedness on full display. Her hips swayed seductively with every step.

“Yes, you do. Come here.”



Sonia stood and walked to the sofa where Verónica sat. Luis still said nothing, but she noticed his breathing had grown heavier too.

		“Does it scare you?” Verónica pressed.
		“Yes.” Sonia wrapped herself in a white towel while Verónica remained naked beside her.




Sonia felt Verónica’s breath on the back of her neck, warm and slow. A shiver ran down her spine when she felt those lips brush softly against her skin, right where neck met shoulder. She closed her eyes instinctively, trying to contain the tangle of emotions flooding through her: nervousness, anticipation, the dizzying thrill of the unknown.

Verónica’s hands parted her towel and glided with deliberate smoothness to her belly, tracing slow circles over her slightly damp skin. Her nails barely grazed the surface, leaving a faint tickle. Sonia couldn’t suppress a shudder, a barely perceptible tremor that Verónica caught instantly.

		“Relax,” she whispered, her voice velvety, barely a murmur against her ear. “You don’t have to do anything.”




Luis watched the scene with quiet intensity. His gaze met Marcos’s, who gave a slight nod that seemed to convey a silent message: everything’s fine, trust me.

Sonia, eyes still closed, let out a sigh. She wasn’t sure what she felt. A spiral of sensations held her captive: doubt, desire, fear, curiosity. Her body responded before her mind could, reacting to the caresses, to the charged atmosphere, a tension that, far from uncomfortable, seemed to wrap them all in a bubble outside time.

Marcos rose casually and gathered the empty glasses. “I think we could use another round.”

Verónica smiled and kissed Sonia softly on the neck. Then she pulled back, her expression casual, as if nothing had happened. But something had happened. Something had changed, though none of the four knew yet where it would lead.

Luis watched the scene, his heart pounding in his chest. Sonia had her eyes closed, surrendering to Verónica’s caresses with a serene expression, as if lost in a daydream. Her breathing was slow, barely perceptible, but Luis knew every one of his wife’s gestures, every nuance in her face, and he knew she was enjoying it. He felt a knot in his stomach. It wasn’t exactly jealousy, nor insecurity. It was vertigo. Something inside him said he was crossing a threshold he could never come back from. And still, he couldn’t look away.


“Relax and enjoy,” he heard Marcos’s deep voice beside him.



He turned his head and saw Marcos at his side, watching the scene with the same calm as someone gazing at the sea at sunset. Marcos had a self-assurance that was disconcerting. His expression wasn’t superior or mocking. It was simply that of someone who knew exactly what he was doing.

		“Don’t overthink it, Luis,” he continued, resting a firm hand on his shoulder. “The worst thing you can do is let your head get tangled up in useless thoughts. If this is what you both want, if you’re both enjoying it, let it flow.”




Luis swallowed. He wasn’t sure how to respond.


“Come on, let’s get another drink,” Marcos said, giving him a pat on the back.



Luis hesitated a second longer before standing up. He looked at Sonia one last time. She still had her eyes closed, her body relaxed under Verónica’s hands. Verónica was now kissing his wife’s neck hungrily. There didn’t seem to be a shred of doubt in her.

He took a deep breath and followed Marcos toward the table with the bottles. He needed a drink. And above all, he needed to clear his head.

		“It’s not easy,” he admitted, his voice tense.
		“Of course not,” Marcos responded with a half smile. “Most people couldn’t handle it. But you can.”




Luis wet his lips. His eyes met Sonia’s. She held his gaze, and for a second, there seemed to be a silent understanding between them. They exchanged a slight smile, and both knew what was about to happen.

		“Now go to her,” Marcos told him with authority. “Enjoy Sonia’s pleasure. Join her. But don’t rush. The key is to savor it. You don’t drink good wine in one gulp.”




Luis closed his eyes for a moment before standing up. His heart was pounding. He did what Marcos had told him—took it slow.

He approached them and sat down slowly next to Sonia. Verónica continued grazing his wife's skin with her fingertips, calm and completely in control. Sonia looked relaxed, but when Luis touched her arm gently, he felt a slight tremor run through her. He simply began tracing his fingers across Sonia's belly. Then he leaned in and kissed her deeply, feeling her kiss him back.

“
Are you okay?” he whispered in her ear.



She nodded without opening her eyes. Verónica’s fingers slid between Sonia’s breasts, her nipples hard from the arousal those caresses stirred. Marcos watched it all with a slight smile.

“
That’s it. No rush. What matters isn’t what happens, but what you feel and enjoy.”



Luis felt the truth of it. In that moment, there was no need to rush anything. There was only sensation, skin, Sonia’s calm breathing, Verónica’s gaze.

Verónica pulled back from Sonia a little and gave them a calm smile. “See? Nothing to fear.”

Marcos approached and asked Luis to watch. He kissed Verónica gently on the mouth, then Sonia. Luis was amazed by his control. Verónica pulled away from Sonia and told her it was her turn now, asking in a whisper if she wanted to continue. Sonia nodded. They changed positions. Verónica placed her feet on either side of Sonia’s body and rested her hands on the back of the sofa. Little by little, she lowered herself until her sex hovered over Sonia’s face. Marcos told Luis to look directly into Sonia’s eyes, to tell her to go ahead, to reassure her.

Sonia cast one last questioning look at Luis, who nodded slowly. She positioned herself and began licking her pussy—first slowly, making circles with her tongue, then faster and faster. Before Verónica could come, Marcos crouched down and began kissing Sonia’s sex. Verónica took Luis by the hand and asked him to position himself in front of her.

From that position, she had easy access to his cock, and she began sucking him with a lust that contrasted sharply with her earlier gentleness. She ran her tongue over it, took him deep into her throat in an intense blowjob.

Marcos had them change positions and urged them to kiss. He gently pushed their heads together and began sucking their tits and nipples while they kissed intensely.

“
Let’s move to the bed. We’ll be more comfortable.”



As soon as they reached the enormous king-size bed, Verónica got on all fours, legs spread wide, showing off her fantastic ass. Sonia, who had walked hand in hand with her, turned to look at me and did the same. They began kissing, more wildly now than on the sofa. Their tongues entwined lustfully while Sonia, now unleashed, groped Verónica’s enormous tits, which hung full and firm in that position.

Marcos approached Sonia from behind and, looking at Luis, aimed his cock at her slit. Luis nodded and watched it slide slowly inside her, very slowly, all the way in. Marcos told her to lift her ass higher for better access, and she obeyed, submissively assuming the position he wanted. “Get sexier—arch your back and stick your ass out...”

“
You’re neglecting me,” Verónica said, looking sideways at Luis. “Aren’t you going to take care of me?”



Verónica was a volcano in bed—she moved in a way that instantly turned him on. Luis was becoming aware that when it came to sex, everything seemed fine to him, any suggestion or request. Beside him, Sonia and Marcos intensified the rhythm of their fucking.

Luis approached Verónica and laid her down so her face was beneath Sonia’s. Sonia immediately stuck out her tongue to keep kissing her. Luis spread Verónica’s legs and, with a firm movement, thrust into her. The two couples’ movements seemed to synchronize. Suddenly, Luis began moaning louder and louder, slowing his thrusts.

Verónica realized he was about to come, so she started touching herself to speed up her own orgasm.

“You’re close, huh?” she asked between gasps. “Do it—come on my face if you want...” She looked intensely at Luis.

Luis pulled out just as she began to convulse. He grabbed her by the hair, turned her head, and began to come on her face, covering it completely. She put her hand to her face, and feeling around, realized she was covered in Luis’s cum.

She lay on her back with her face close to Laura’s, who at that moment—aroused by watching Luis come—was writhing in a spasmodic orgasm. Verónica scooped up the cum on her face with her finger.

“
You came all over me, I love it!” she said, slipping her fingers into her mouth.



Just then, Marcos pulled out of Sonia and started coming on her tits. Sonia lay on her back on the bed, covered in cum, staring blankly at the ceiling.

	“	Look what you did to her, you bastard!” Verónica said, wiping a glob of cum from her face. “You left her looking like a total slut.”




She leaned over Sonia and saw that hardly any part of her body had escaped her partner's load. She slowly began licking up the remains of Marcos's cum.

“It really turns you on seeing me like this, doesn’t it?” Verónica’s face was pure lust.

“You know it does.” Marcos was still breathing hard.

She wiped the last traces of cum from her face with her fingers, then sucked them one by one, giving them all a slutty look.

	“	You know it does.” Marcos was still breathing hard. “I love how much of a slut you can be…” he said as she crouched down to take Luis’s cock in her mouth.
	“	I want more guys. And I’m sure Sonia does too. I’ve come twice and I want to come again,” she said, licking Luis’s cock.




To him, this was incredible. The girls had had two orgasms and still weren’t completely satisfied.

Luis stood in front of her and grabbed her head with both hands, shoved his dick in her mouth, and started thrusting. He was fucking her mouth. Verónica kept touching herself, now with both hands—one inside her pussy and the other on her breasts, where saliva was starting to drip down from the brutal mouth-fucking she was receiving. Luis felt absolutely powerful. They went on like that for a couple more minutes until Verónica called for a truce. She could barely breathe, and now she wanted something else.

Luis was incredibly turned on seeing her on her knees on the bed, her tits covered in saliva, eyes watering, with one hand inside her pussy, about to come.

	“	I need you inside me now! Come on, fuck me! Fuck me, please!” she moaned, pulling Luis’s cock from her mouth.




Marcos came over to her and started kissing her. Sonia watched from a distance, excited. She was genuinely surprised by this woman’s intensity in bed. All that excitement and lust were turning her on like crazy. She’d never been with anyone so intense.

She positioned herself on top of Luis and took his cock all the way in. She was facing Marcos, who took advantage of the position to lick her pussy. She started moving at full speed, like an animal, and Sonia could see her juices dripping down onto Luis’s pelvis.

Sonia started touching herself as she watched. Marcos noticed and slid inside her while lying on his back. They fucked gently, a stark contrast to Verónica’s sexual ferocity.

	“	You like it when I cheat on you, don’t you? Of course you do, because you’re a cuckold and you get so hard when I tell you how other guys fuck me. And this guy is fucking me so good,” Verónica said to Marcos. She was going crazy, her body shuddering with every thrust as she rode Luis’s cock.




Suddenly she started moaning so loudly as she came that nothing else could be heard in the bedroom. When she finished, she tried to catch her breath, but Luis was still underneath her, thrusting into her at a steady pace, making her tits sway from side to side.

	“	I’m going to come too, Verónica!” Luis said, unable to hold back any longer.
	“	Keep going, don’t pull out, shoot it inside me, come inside me!”




Luis kept thrusting until he came harder than he had in years. What happened next left both Sonia and Luis speechless.

	— 	“Did he come inside?” Marcos asked.
	— 	“Yes. Clean me up,” Verónica said.




She positioned herself over his face and let Luis’s cum drip into his mouth. Sonia couldn’t hold back any longer—this latest display of extreme depravity from the couple pushed her over the edge, and she came hard as Marcos swallowed Luis’s load without the slightest hint of disgust.

Sonia sat up, trying to catch her breath, but couldn’t. Images of what had just happened flooded her mind, making her feel more and more turned on, even though she couldn’t handle another orgasm. After that, a slow drowsiness began to wash over them.

Marcos told them it was time to go. He wasn’t rude about it, but they got the impression that no one else ever slept there. It seemed to be another one of this peculiar couple’s rules.
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The silence in the car was almost oppressive. They were struggling to process what they’d just experienced—simply blown away.

— 
“Fuck, Sonia…” he murmured. After a tense silence, he added, “How do you feel?”



Sonia sighed and rested her head against the seat.

	— 	“I don’t know… I need time,” she admitted. “That was the wildest sexual experience of my life. I feel good, but also… a little in shock.”
	— 	“No kidding. It wasn’t exactly a normal night. I saw some things that floored me. Marcos swallowing my cum—I’m still speechless. And Verónica screaming insults at him, calling him a cuckold and a bastard…”
	— 	“Yeah. But the worst part was the cum. I think that’s the most extreme humiliation I’ve ever seen.”
	— 	“I’m sure he doesn’t see it that way. And if it really is humiliation, it’s part of the game they have going on. He’s not doing it for free.”




Sonia turned her head toward him, studying his face.

	— 	“How do you feel?”
	— 	“I don’t know either,” he said. “It was… intense. Verónica and Marcos are in a whole different league. What they did… how they did it… I don’t know if they gave me a masterclass or completely shattered everything I thought I knew.”




Sonia managed a small, almost nervous smile.

	— 	“It was like being in a hardcore porn movie. Really hardcore.”
	— 	“Yeah. A movie where we were the stars without ever rehearsing the script. They led us wherever they wanted. Before we knew it, we’d done everything they wanted.”




They fell back into silence, but it wasn’t as heavy anymore. Sonia played with the fabric of her dress, as if searching for the right words.

	— 	“When Verónica was touching me… when Marcos was talking to you… I felt like they were steering us exactly where they wanted.”




Luis glanced at her.

— “And you liked it.”



Sonia pressed her lips together and nodded decisively.

	— 	“Yes… I felt more turned on than ever in my life… like for the first time, sex was something more than just… well, sex. It was something else.”




Luis swallowed.

— “More than with me?”



She frowned and looked at him seriously.

	— 	“No. Don’t start, Luis. That’s not it. With you it’s different. It’s love, it’s intimacy. But this was…” she paused, searching for the right word, “something wild, unfiltered, shameless. Incredible.”
	— 	“Incredible, yeah,” he said quietly. “They knew exactly what to do, how to move, what to say…”




Sonia nodded slowly, her mind still reliving every moment.

— 
“Yeah… It was like everything was choreographed, like they’d been rehearsing for years.”



Luis let out a brief, humorless laugh.

— 
“Well, in a way, they have. You can tell none of this is new to them.”



Sonia turned her head and looked at him.

	— 	“But we are new.”
	— 	“Exactly.” Luis moistened his lips, hesitating. “How did you feel?”
	— 	“I don’t know… It was… intense. At one point I realized I was completely in Verónica’s hands, and I had no idea how to get out of there.”




Luis glanced at her.

— “Did you want to get out?”



She took her time answering, playing with a strand of her hair, lost in thought.

	— 	“No. There was a moment when all I wanted was for it not to stop. A feeling of absolute surrender, of chasing pleasure. And look, as far as the actual sex goes, I’ve had better, but it was the tension they managed to create that drove me crazy.”




Luis nodded, as if he’d expected that answer.

— “Did you like it?”



Sonia moistened her lips and smiled, a different gleam in her eyes.

	— 	“A lot. I think this time… this time it was wonderful. And we did it together. That was the best part.”




Luis exhaled slowly, processing those words. He felt a strange pang in his chest, a mixture of pride, surprise, and something harder to identify.

“
Fuck…” he murmured. “I don’t know if that’s a relief or if it’s driving me crazy.”



Sonia let out a short laugh and looked down.

	“	I think both. But anyway… When the Menorca thing happened, you threw it in my face that I’d swallowed that young guy’s cum. That by doing it, I’d put our health at risk… And today, these two… You saw. The fluid exchange couldn’t have been more intense.”
	“	I think you’re right…” Luis said thoughtfully. “If they do this all the time, I don’t think they’re a very safe couple, you know?”
	“	Fuck, Luis. Of course they do it all the time. Didn’t you notice how naturally she asked for it and how fast he went for it? It’s part of their thing. No question.”
	“	Well, I don’t like that one bit. They have their rules, but we have ours too, and that’s a risk I don’t want us taking.”
	“	And Verónica struck me as a fucking Mata Hari.” Sonia’s tone had changed, as if she was finally letting out something she’d been wanting to say for a while.




Luis smiled, not quite sure where she was going with this.

	“	Mata Hari?”
	“	Yes, Luis. One of those women who can wreck your whole fucking life with just a look. Why didn’t you ever tell me she was like that?”
	“	Like what?”




Sonia turned her head toward him with a mix of disbelief and irritation.

	“	Come on! Don’t play dumb. Why didn’t you ever tell me she was drop-dead gorgeous and disturbingly attractive?”




Luis hesitated a second before answering.

“
Because… I didn’t think it mattered.”



Sonia let out a dry, sarcastic laugh.

	“	No, of course not. It’s not relevant that you work every day with a woman who looks like she stepped out of a fucking domination film, with that elegance that makes you feel like shit next to her.”




Luis shook his head.

	“	Sonia, don’t be unfair…”
	“	Don’t give me that shit, Luis! Do you think I’m an idiot? I saw how you were looking at her! And I saw how you turned into a little lamb in her hands.”
	“	I wasn’t looking at her any special way.”
	“	Bullshit! Your eyes were lit up with desire.”




Luis exhaled sharply through his nose, trying to stay calm.

“
What was I supposed to do? Stare at the floor?”



Sonia slammed her hand on the armrest.

	“	I wanted you to tell me beforehand. Not to find out like that, with her standing there naked in the pool, radiating that fucking untouchable goddess vibe.”




Luis stopped at a red light and turned to face her.

“And what would that have changed?”



Sonia held his gaze, defiant.

	“	I would have been prepared. Besides, I really don’t like that she’s your coworker. Jesus Christ! What am I supposed to expect from her now?”
	“	Are you really saying this to me now?”




Sonia glared at him, arms crossed, jaw clenched.

	“	What do you want me to say, Luis? That I think it’s great? That I love the idea of you working every fucking day with that woman? I’m going to be scared shitless every time you walk into that office!”




Luis shook his head, letting out a laugh.

	“	Don’t laugh. It’s not fair that you never told me! It pisses me off knowing you spend every fucking day with a woman like that.”
	“	And what about Menorca?!”
	“	It’s not the same, Luis.”
	“	Oh, really? Explain it to me, because I see two pretty similar situations.”
	“	Because in Menorca everything was clear from the start. It wasn’t someone from our circle. It wasn’t someone I’m going to see you spending hours with every day.”




Luis shook his head and ran a hand through his hair, trying to calm down.

“Don’t come at me with this now, Sonia!” he snapped, slamming the steering wheel with his palm. “You were the one who wanted to explore in the first place! You were the one who put on the show with Mamen! You were the one who went off with a guy in Menorca! And now the problem is Verónica?”

Sonia felt the air catch in her throat. She hadn’t expected that reaction, or the bluntness with which Luis was throwing every step they’d taken together back in her face. A burning sensation rose from her chest to her throat, and unable to hold it back any longer, she burst into tears.

Luis closed his eyes tightly, running his hands over his face, trying to regain control. But the sound of Sonia’s sobs broke something inside him.

“
It’s not the same…” she whispered brokenly, her voice trembling. “It’s not the same, Luis.”



He turned to look at her, anger still in his eyes, but exhaustion too.

“
Explain it to me, because I don’t see the difference.”



Sonia sobbed again, trying to speak but couldn’t find the right words.

Luis sighed heavily and, on impulse, turned off the engine. Outside, the night hung in tense silence, mirroring what had settled inside the car.

		“Tell me, Sonia,” he insisted, his tone lower but still firm. “Tell me what the fuck is going on with you. Do you seriously think Verónica and I are going to hook up in some damn storage room or sneak off to a hotel after work? I’m not that kind of guy, and neither is she!”




Sonia, her eyes still full of tears, shook her head.

		“I don’t know, Luis. I don’t know!” Her voice trembled, caught between rage and insecurity. “You didn’t see the way she looked at you! The way she moved around you! And the worst part is you acted like a toy in her hands.”




Luis let out a sharp breath, trying to hold back his own anger.

		“Of course I saw it, damn it. I’m not blind. But there’s a difference between tension, attraction, or whatever you want to call it, and losing our heads and fucking in some corner of the bank.”




Sonia turned toward the window, biting her lip. She felt a tightness in her chest—something she’d never felt with Luis before.


“And what do you want me to do, Sonia? Stop talking to her? Request a transfer?”



Sonia didn’t answer. Deep down, she knew she was being irrational. But the fear was still there, lodged in her gut. She let out a breath, looking out the window. She didn’t want Luis to see the struggle playing across her face.

		“Well, I want you to know I like seeing you like this. I’m sorry, but I do—because it shows me you care, that it hurts you just imagining I might want someone else,” he said calmly, his tone low and husky. “I like that you love me enough to get like this.”
		“You like seeing me like this, huh?” she said tensely, turning to face him with reddened eyes. “Well, lucky you, because I’m pissed as hell.” She couldn’t hide a half-smile.




Luis smirked, resting an elbow on the window as he watched her with that mischievous look that always disarmed her.


“Well, how nice, Luis. I’m glad you’re enjoying this, because I’m having a shit time.”



He reached out and caressed her leg, his hand sliding slowly along her bare thigh.

“Verónica… Verónica is a different story.”



Luis raised an eyebrow, amused.


“Oh yeah? And what does she have that the others don’t?”



Sonia looked at him with frustration.

		“Don’t be an idiot—you know exactly what I mean. She’s beautiful, confident, effortlessly sexy. She walks into a room and it’s like the whole place was made for her. And you…” she pointed at him. “You look at her like she’s from another fucking planet.”




Luis leaned toward her with a sly smile.

		“Sonia, honey… You’re crazy jealous.”
		“Of course I am, damn it!” she exploded, feeling rage and desire churning inside her. “You look at her in a way you’ve never looked at anyone else!”
		“You’re wrong. There’s only one woman who drives me completely crazy. And she’s right here in this car, fuming because she wants me so bad.”
		“I hate when you turn things around on me,” she whispered.
		“You don’t hate me, you want me,” he replied, sliding his hand gently along her neck. “And I love this little jealous fit you just had.”
		“Bastard,” she whispered, a smile tugging at the corner of her lips.




Luis laughed softly, leaning in to brush his lips against hers.

		“But I’m your bastard.”
		“Don’t think you’re so special. I just had a moment of weakness. Luis, you have to promise me something. And I’m absolutely serious. I’ll only say this once. I won’t push, but I want to be crystal clear. I don’t want you doing anything with Verónica behind my back.”




Luis frowned.

		“Again, Sonia?”
		“What we experienced tonight was incredible, yes, but it was because we shared it. Because it was out in the open, with clear rules. What I don’t want is for this to turn into something that makes me doubt, that makes me look over my shoulder. Please, don’t feed my jealousy, because it could get dangerous. I mean it.”




Luis nodded slowly. “I swear on my life, Sonia.”

		“I don’t want any little smiles, knowing looks, secret messages. I know she’s provocative, that she plays up that confidence of hers, and that you’re a man. But if this is going to work, if we’re going to keep exploring, I need to feel secure. I’m scared you might fall in love with her.”
		“Fall in love?” he repeated, as if he could barely even consider the idea. He pulled her close and wrapped his arms around her, drawing her against his chest.
		“Sonia… I love you. This… what we’ve done… it was something new, something that made us feel things we never imagined, but none of that changes what I feel for you. If anything, it’s made us stronger.”
		“Just promise me you’ll always be on my side,” she whispered.




Luis kissed her and murmured, “Always.”

26

It was past six in the morning when Luis and Sonia climbed into bed, their skin still sensitive after the intensity of the night. The lights were off, but the dim glow from the street cast soft shadows on the ceiling. Luis, curious and wanting, caressed her hip and asked in a low voice:


“Tell me, what did you like best? Without mentioning Mata Hari, of course.”



Sonia smiled in the darkness and gave him a playful nudge.

		“First… the luxurious atmosphere.” She sighed with pleasure at the memory. “Everything was perfect: the house, the décor, every little detail. I felt like I was in a movie.”




Luis nodded, understanding what she meant. The elegance of the setting had played a key role in the excitement the evening had stirred in them.

		“The pool,” Sonia continued with a mischievous smile. “The warm water, the light dancing on the surface, that feeling of freedom… It was all so sensual…”
		“Being the center of attention,” she admitted after a pause. “I don’t know how to explain it… but it was intoxicating. Knowing everyone was watching me, that they wanted me. Not like an object, but like someone fascinating, someone impossible to ignore.” She turned her face toward him and whispered, “And then, seeing you. Seeing you completely turned on.”




Luis closed his eyes for a moment.

		“You have no idea how hard it was to control myself,” he admitted.
		“And you?” she asked softly. “What did you like best?”




Luis took a deep breath before answering. He knew his words could shape what came next.

 “First… seeing you with another woman.”



Sonia smiled, amused, and raised an eyebrow.


“So that’s what turned you on the most? More than Marcos?”



Luis laughed softly.

		“Of course. Although I liked watching him pound into you too. It was nothing like Menorca.”
		“You can say that again,” Sonia said mischievously. “The Menorca fuck was infinitely better than today’s. Less glamour, less tension, but it was a proper fucking from a pro. Sorry, but that’s the truth.”




Luis smiled and kissed her. He wasn’t going to take the bait.

		“I loved watching you let go, how you surrendered to pleasure without thinking about anything else. It was… wild, but also elegant. Like you were discovering something new about yourself. I won’t lie, at first I thought it would be hard for me. But when I saw it… when I saw the way he touched you, the way he looked at you… I didn’t feel jealous. Only desire. I loved seeing you enjoy yourself, seeing you in the hands of someone who knew what he was doing. And the strangest thing is I never once felt like I was losing you.”
		“And third,” he continued, “knowing that from tonight on, we know what we want.” Luis kissed her slowly, confidently. “I saw it. And I loved it.”
		“Yes. We’ve crossed a threshold, Luis. And now we know what we like, what we want to explore. We can’t pretend nothing happened.”




Luis watched her in silence. She was right. Something inside them had changed, and there was no going back.

	“	So…” he murmured, caressing her thigh, “what do we do about those expectations?”
	“	Well, I’d like to keep experimenting. Exploring.”
	“	You want to keep experimenting?” he asked, caressing her cheek.




Sonia nodded with a mischievous smile.

	“	Yes.”
	“	Like what?”




Sonia bit her lip, gathering her thoughts.

“
For starters… I want more sex with women.”



Luis’s eyes widened, surprised by her frankness.

	“	Yeah?”
	“	Yes. I loved it. It’s different, it’s… a whole other way of feeling. Not better or worse, just something else. More delicate, more intense in some ways. And I want to keep exploring that.”
	“	Wow…”




Sonia gave him a playful little push.

“
Don’t make that face—you saw everything. And I know you liked it as much as I did.”



Luis laughed.

“Okay, yes. I liked it.”



Sonia propped herself up a little in bed, resting her head on one hand.

	“	Well, you’re going to like the next part too.”
	“	Oh yeah?”
	“	I want you to join in. If there’s another woman, I don’t want you on the sidelines. I want you to be part of it. Something we share. What would you think about Mamen?”




Luis gave her a sidelong glance, surprised.

“Mamen?”



Sonia nodded slowly, a gleam in her eyes.

	“	Yes… Mamen is open-minded—she doesn’t get scandalized easily. And I’ve always had the feeling she likes to push boundaries.”




Luis clicked his tongue and tilted his head thoughtfully.

	“	I don’t know, Sonia. It’s not the same. With Verónica and Marcos there was… a sense of safety. You could tell they had everything under control, that they knew what they were doing. Bringing Mamen into this is a whole different thing.”
	“	Why?” Sonia asked, crossing her arms. “Because she’s my friend? Because she’s not ‘experienced’ like Verónica?”




Luis sighed, searching for the right words.

	“	Because we have a relationship with Mamen. Because there could be complications.”
	“	That didn’t worry you today with Mata Hari. As if you don’t have a professional relationship with her… Besides, don’t bust my balls, Luis. I’m proposing we fuck a smoking hot blonde. Don’t tell me you’re not into it.”
	“	Okay. I’ll buy that, but if we’re going to do it, we have to do it right. We don’t have an infinity pool or a mansion like Marcos and Verónica, so we’ll have to come up with something else.”




Sonia smiled, already excited about the idea.

“
We could have a dinner at home. Something special. Music, good food, a relaxed atmosphere…”



Luis sat up in bed and looked at Sonia with a knowing smile.

	“	Well, since you mention it, there’s a motel off the A2 called Zouk. It’s designed for this kind of thing. It’s in Alcalá de Henares.”
	“	A motel?”
	“	It’s not just any motel,” Luis replied. “It’s a luxury place, discreet, designed for couples who want to… explore.” He rummaged through the nightstand until he found his phone. After fiddling with it for a while, he showed her the images and reviews.




The Zouk was an exclusive establishment designed for intimacy and pleasure. Strategically located on the outskirts of Madrid, it offered direct access from the highway to ensure maximum discretion.

The rooms were true luxury suites with different themes and amenities designed for unforgettable encounters. Some had private pools, jacuzzis, extra-large beds, and strategically placed mirrors to heighten the mood.

	“	Damn, Luis. I love it.”
	“	If we’re going to do it, we’ll do it right.”




Sonia bit her lip, thoughtful.

“So… do we invite Mamen?”



Luis looked at her intently, letting the idea hang in the air.

“
And how do you plan to bring it up to her? I don’t know if you should just blurt it out.”



Sonia bit her lip, thoughtful.

	“	I have to feel her out first. See how she reacts. If I sense she’s receptive, then we could guide the conversation…”




Luis snorted and shook his head.

	“	“And you’re going to tell me you don’t feel anything for her. You’ve gotten hooked on her, Sonia. This sounds like a trap.”
	— 	“Why?” Sonia asked with a little laugh. “Mamen’s free to say no. I’ll admit that ever since that weekend we had together, I’ve wanted to fuck her. I can’t deny it. I think with the right incentives, she might go for it…”
	— 	“I don’t doubt it. I know her. She likes to party, likes trying new things. And with a few drinks…”




Sonia interrupted him with a mischievous smile.

	— 	“Exactly.”
	— 	“And if it goes wrong?”
	— 	“It won’t go wrong,” Sonia said confidently. “Trust me. There’s no reason for it to go wrong.”
	— 	“All right. Let’s do it. But no rushing. And don’t force anything.”




Sonia nodded, satisfied.

	— 	“It’ll be perfect. You’ll see.”
	— 	“First tell me when you want to do it.”




Sonia bit her lip, thinking it over. She was visibly excited about the idea.

— 
“Soon. Next weekend, maybe.”
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On Monday after school, Sonia and Mamen were sitting on a terrace overlooking the park. The afternoon was warm, and the murmur of conversations and the clinking of glasses and cups drifted among the tables. Sonia stirred her coffee with a mischievous smile on her lips, while Mamen watched her through narrowed eyes, growing impatient.

	— 	“Come on, spill it already. You’ve been making me suffer all day with what you did on Saturday. Don’t keep me in suspense. Don’t be a bitch.”




Sonia set the spoon on the saucer and leaned in a little toward her.

	— 	“It was a crazy weekend, Mamen. I swear I’d never experienced anything like it.”
	— 	“Was it that intense?”




Sonia nodded and began to tell her everything.

	— 	“First of all, the setting. Marcos and Verónica’s house is stunning. An absolute mansion. Huge pool, soft lighting, everything perfectly set up… it looked like something out of a movie.”
	— 	“Damn… that alone is enough to get you going.”
	— 	Totally. Imagine being there, half-naked, drinks in hand, music playing in the background… and then Verónica…




Mamen raised an eyebrow.

“That’s exactly what I wanted to hear about. Verónica.



Sonia sighed and rested her chin on her hand.

	“	She’s… an impressive woman. Physically, she’s perfect—I don’t even know how to describe her. Tall, with a toned but feminine body, this blonde mane cascading down her back… and then there are her eyes. She looks at you and it’s like she’s stripping your soul bare, like she’s challenging you. She’s one of those people who knows everything before you even open your mouth.”




Mamen whistled, amused.

	“	Okay, I think I can picture her.”
	“	And that’s not all… they’re incredibly experienced. They’re in control of everything—they know what to say, what to do, how to handle the situation without it getting awkward. No clumsiness, no hesitation. It’s like you slip into their world without even realizing it.”




Mamen took a sip of her soda, watching her with interest.

“
So what exactly happened? Give me the details.”



Sonia smiled, amused.

“
Let’s just say… there was a lot of chemistry. Between all of us.”



Mamen stared at her, waiting for more.

“
Come on, Sonia. Don’t leave me hanging.”



Sonia bit her lip, thinking it over. Finally, she made up her mind.

	“	There was this moment by the pool… Luis and I were having drinks on the lounge chairs, and Verónica came up behind me. Without saying a word, she pulled my towel aside and kissed my neck, really slowly. Then she started running her nails across my stomach, my breasts… We ended up fucking—all four of us, with each other.”




Mamen’s eyes went wide.

	“	No fucking way.”
	“	I swear. I froze, but at the same time… I didn’t want her to stop. I looked at Luis, he looked at me… and he was completely blown away.”




Mamen leaned back in her chair, stunned.

“
God… and here I am, living my boring normal life.”



Sonia laughed.

“
Well… we could change that… if you’re interested, of course.”



Mamen looked at her with interest, her smile never wavering.

“Are you hinting at something?”



Sonia held her gaze, a spark of mischief in her eyes.

“
I think you and I… have some unfinished business. Don’t you?”



Mamen narrowed her eyes and smiled mischievously.

	“	“Unfinished business, you say?”
	— 	“Don’t play dumb, Mamen. You know exactly what I’m talking about. Don’t make this hard for me. Believe it or not, this isn’t easy. That night… Both of us tipsy, your hands on my body… The kiss on my neck. If it hadn’t been for Luis, I don’t know how it would’ve ended.”




Mamen smiled and leaned back in her chair. “Well, well… looks like the lady’s been left wanting more.”

— 
“Maybe,” Laura said, lowering her gaze with a slight blush.



Mamen watched her in silence for a few seconds, then asked curiously:

— “And Luis? What does he think about all this?”



Sonia didn’t beat around the bush.

— 
“He’s on board. We both want it to be you.”



Mamen raised an eyebrow.

— “Both of you?”



Sonia nodded.

— 
“Yes. I want to know if you’d be willing to come with Luis and me.”



Mamen looked at her thoughtfully.

— 
“And how would that work exactly? The three of us together?”



Sonia took her hand and squeezed it gently.

	— 	“Whatever happens, happens. No pressure. No set expectations. What matters is that all three of us feel good.”




Mamen smiled, amused.

— 
“Well… sounds interesting. Very interesting.”



Sonia looked at her expectantly.

— “So?”



Mamen played with the straw in her drink, drawing out the moment. Finally, she leaned toward her and whispered:

	— 	“Tell me when and where.”
	— 	“We were thinking this Saturday. If that works for you, of course. As for the place, Luis found one we think you’re going to love. The Zouk Motel.”




Mamen pulled out her phone and typed the motel’s name into the search bar. Her eyes widened as she scrolled through the photos.

— 
“Holy shit, girl! This is next level. Private pool, jacuzzi. They even have swings!”



Sonia smiled, enjoying her reaction.

— 
“I told you. We want it to be special.”



Mamen kept looking at the photos, fascinated.

	— 	“You guys are serious, huh?”
	— 	“Very serious. And we want you to feel comfortable. We can go to dinner somewhere nice first, to set the mood.”




Mamen raised an eyebrow.

	— 	“Nice as in Michelin-star restaurant, or nice as in a place where they won’t look at you funny if your neckline goes down to your navel?”
	— 	“More the second one. Pretty, sexy, and above all, relaxed. No one’s going to pressure you into anything.”




Mamen set her phone on the table and looked at her with a mischievous smile.

	— 	“I’m flattered you guys thought of me. But I want you to know something. I’m not a lesbian—that much I’m sure of. But I do feel something for you. I think it’s just a connection, a certain physical attraction. I don’t want us to complicate our lives, though. If things start getting clouded by really strong feelings, we’ll have to stop.”
	— 	“Mamen, listen… We don’t want this to become a regular thing. We’re not looking for a steady lover. It’s not about you—it’s about us.”




Mamen tilted her head but didn’t interrupt. Sonia continued, choosing her words carefully.

	— 	“With Verónica and Marcos, everything went incredibly well because it was a one-time thing—a fantasy come true. No expectations, no strings, no sequels. We lived it with all the intensity of the moment, and the next day everyone went back to their lives. That’s how it should be.”




She paused, making sure Mamen was following her reasoning.

	— 	“If this happens with you too many times, we risk changing the dynamic. At first it might be fun, but then… I don’t want it to become a habit. I don’t want dependencies or feelings developing that complicate things. The last thing we want is for this to end up affecting our friendship.”




Mamen crossed her arms and watched her closely.

	— 	“Plus, there’s our relationship to think about. Luis and I work because there’s balance. If we start bringing in a third person too often, that balance could break. We don’t want this to become an everyday thing, a routine. We’re not looking for another relationship—we’re looking for experiences. Mamen, we love you, we want you, the idea of sharing this with you turns us on… but we don’t want it to be permanent. It’s important you understand that.”




Mamen fell silent.

	— 	“I understand what you’re saying, but I need you to understand me too. This isn’t just a game for me. Don’t get me wrong—I’m not saying I’m in love or that I’ve gotten some fantasy built up in my head, but… I’m not someone who takes sex lightly. If I decide to do this with you guys, I want to enjoy it to the fullest. I don’t want to feel like I have to measure every gesture, every word, every look, afraid of crossing some invisible line you’ve drawn. If I feel inhibited, if I feel like I’m just a prop for your pleasure, then I’m not going to enjoy it.”




She paused and drummed her fingers on the table.

	— 	“That said, I’m a grown woman. I know the difference between pleasure and love. I’m not going to turn into some possessive crazy person or demand something that’s not on the table. But if I’m going to share something this intimate with you, I need to know it’s going to be a complete experience, without ridiculous emotional restrictions. I want to be able to laugh with you the next day without feeling like we’ve done something forbidden. So I’m telling you straight, Sonia: if we do this, we do it right. No fear, no guilt, no insecurities. I want it to flow, to be natural. I don’t want to feel like a stranger in your bed. If you can accept that, count me in. If not, I’d rather we leave it here.”




Sonia nodded firmly and gently took her hand.

	— 	“Of course we’ll do it that way, Mamen. The last thing we want is to use you. You’re the only person we’ve thought of for this. This isn’t going to be some cold, calculated experiment. If we decide to share something this special, it has to be with commitment, desire, connection. I don’t want you to feel out of place or like you have to measure everything you do. But there’s something even more important to me: I want to stay your friend. This can’t change what we are. You’re someone I want in my life, no matter what happens afterward. I want us to be able to keep seeing each other, laughing about our crazy moments, telling each other secrets without anything getting weird or awkward. All I’m trying to do is make sure we don’t develop an emotional dependency that could hurt any of the three of us. Luis and I are clear that we want to explore, but without losing our balance. I don’t want you to feel tied to something that isn’t good for you after this. If at any point you feel this is stirring things up too much, if you feel things are getting complicated, I want us to be able to talk about it with complete trust.”




	— 	“Sounds good to me. Again, thanks for thinking of me. But don’t be so dramatic about it, woman! We’re talking about a threesome,” Mamen laughed, amused. “And another thing… What are we going to wear for the occasion? Do you have something in mind? I could wear the red sequined dress… but it’s been worn to death. It’s sexy, tight, hugs every curve, but I want something more special this time. Something that’ll really leave you speechless.”




Sonia raised an eyebrow, amused.

	— 	“Well, well… So you want to surprise us.”
	— 	“Both of you,” Mamen replied with a mischievous smile. “Maybe we should go buy something really sexy. Something new. Something that when Luis sees it, he’ll know I mean business.”




Sonia leaned toward her enthusiastically.

	— 	“Then we need to go somewhere special. Remember the store where I bought the champagne-colored dress?”




Mamen’s eyes widened with interest.

	— 	“The one that sells escort clothes?”
	— 	“That’s the one.” Sonia smiled. “They don’t sell just anything—they sell fantasies. We’ll definitely find something there that’ll leave Luis breathless.”
	— 	“Okay, let’s go. But I’m warning you… this time I want you to help me pick something scandalous. No limits. I even want to feel like a whore…” Mamen whispered.
	— 	“Guaranteed. Two high-class whores for your hubby…”
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Mamen stood in front of the dressing room mirror and examined the first outfit: a black silk top with a daring design. The front consisted of two simple triangles of fabric that tied around the neck and barely covered the essentials, revealing the sides of her breasts with every movement. From the neck down, it left her entire back bare, her skin completely exposed. It was a minimal, provocative piece, designed for a woman with no inhibitions.

	— 	“Damn, this is going to be too… extreme,” she said, turning to see the effect from all angles.




Sonia smiled from outside the dressing room.

— “Exactly.”



Mamen laughed and took off the top to try on the second outfit. She had no qualms about baring her breasts to Sonia, who gazed at them with pleasure. The next one was a gold strappy top made of an ultralight metallic fabric that clung to her figure like liquid. The cowl neckline plunged deep, revealing much of her chest without a bra. The fabric shimmered with every tiny movement, catching the light and highlighting her tanned skin. The back was also completely bare, held only by two thin straps at the bottom.

Mamen turned and showed Sonia the result.

— 
“This one’s more elegant, but it’s still scandalous.”



Sonia watched her with approval, arms crossed and a conspiratorial smile.

	— 	“I think we’re on the right track. If this were a movie, it’d be called ‘Slutting Up Mamen,’” she said, bursting into laughter.




Mamen turned slowly in front of the mirror, admiring the golden top that clung to her body like liquid light. The draped neckline hinted at the curve of her breasts with every movement, and her completely bare back screamed seduction. Paired with the black satin skirt that hugged her hips and flashed her thighs through the side slits with each step, the outfit was pure dynamite.

Sonia, beside her, wasn't far behind. She grabbed the black silk top Mamen had set aside, which barely covered her breasts, revealing her sides with every step, while her back was completely exposed. She paired it with the same satin skirt, making it clear that any wrong move could be quite a show.

The saleswoman, in her early thirties with short hair and red lips, watched them with a raised eyebrow and a mischievous smile. She crossed her arms and said without missing a beat:

“Which agency do you work for?”



Mamen and Sonia turned in unison.

	“	Excuse me?” Mamen asked, unable to contain her laughter.




	“	Come on, don't bullshit me.” The saleswoman pointed at the outfits with her chin. “This is high-end material. This is for wrecking a guy just by walking through the door. If you're not escorts, you're damn close.”




Sonia clapped a hand over her mouth, holding back a laugh.

	“	Do we really look like two… hookers?”
	“	No, babe. I don't sell hooker clothes. I sell sexy clothes for women who want to impress. And you two will.”
	“	Well… it's to surprise my husband. We're throwing him a little private party.”




Mamen elbowed Sonia and muttered:

“
Luis is going to come just from watching us walk in.”



The saleswoman laughed.

	“	If he doesn't, bring the clothes back. I'll refund your money, though that would mean his equipment isn't working too well…”




All three burst out laughing.

	“	Girl, you're wild,” Sonia said, wiping away a tear.
	“	I'm just honest.” The woman shrugged. “You're going somewhere very exclusive, right?”
	“	Something like that.” Mamen winked at her. “Let's just say it's a special night.”




The saleswoman put her hands on her hips and nodded approvingly.

“
Well, you're going to get exactly what you want.”



Sonia and Mamen exchanged a knowing look.

	“	Luis is going to lose his mind,” Sonia said.
	— 	“Do you think Luis can handle both of us?”




Sonia let out a laugh and shook her head.

	— 	“Well, he’s pretty good in bed. He knows how to please me and he’s got stamina. But I don’t know if he’s ready for something like this…”
	— 	“Are you afraid he’ll back out?”
	— 	“More like he’ll run out of gas.” Sonia shrugged with a mischievous smile. “But if that happens… we’ll have each other.”




Mamen shot her an intense look, heavy with intention.

— 
“That’s what I like most about this plan.”



They looked at each other for a moment, tension hanging between them, until Sonia broke the moment with a laugh.

— 
“Come on, let’s go pay before they kick us out for being indecent.”



Mamen nodded, still with that half-smile on her lips.

— 
“Yeah, because if we keep this up, I’ll end up trying on something else… but this time without underwear.”



Mamen stopped before heading to the register and looked at Sonia with a mischievous little smile.

— 
“Speaking of that… are you going to wear underwear?”



Sonia pursed her lips, thoughtful.

	— 	“Well, obviously we can’t wear a bra. With these tops it’s impossible.”
	— 	“Totally impossible, that’s true.”




Sonia looked at herself in the mirror, tilting her body to see how the black silk top slid over her skin.

— 
“Now, as for panties… I don’t know. What do you think?”



Mamen tilted her head and observed her with a mix of amusement and mischief.

	— 	“Well… If we’re wearing such a short satin skirt, one wrong move and we’ll end up showing everything.”
	— 	“Yeah, but that doesn’t answer the question.”




Mamen crossed her arms and held her gaze.

— 
“Do you want the sensible version or the fun one?”



Sonia laughed.

— “The fun one, of course.”



Mamen moved closer and whispered:

— 
“Then don’t even think about wearing panties.”



Sonia raised her eyebrows, feigning surprise. “Just like that? Going commando?”

	— 	“Think about Luis. Imagine his face when he realizes.”
	— 	“Okay… but if we end up doing something stupid at the restaurant, it'll be your fault.”
		“I'll take the blame. But I promise you, Luis will thank us for it.”




29

Sonia walked into the house with a radiant smile, still laughing about the outrageous things she'd been discussing with Mamen. But as soon as she saw Luis's expression, she knew something was wrong.


“What's wrong?” she asked, setting the bags down on the table.



Luis sighed and ran a hand through his hair.

		“Bad news. I called Zouk to make a reservation, but there are no rooms with pools available for Saturday. Fully booked. Everything's taken.”




Sonia huffed, frustrated.

		“Fuck, what a bummer. We already have the outfits, and we've built up the whole fantasy…”
		“I know.” Luis leaned against the counter, looking at her with resignation. “We can look for another place.”
		“What other place? Some regular hotel? A roadside motel?”
		“No, of course not.”




Sonia crossed her arms, visibly annoyed. She'd pictured the perfect night: the glamour, the eroticism, the feeling of being somewhere special and exclusive. Not some random hotel room with a fucking minibar and a plasma TV droning in the background.


“Well, let's find an alternative, because if we're going to do this, I want it done right.”



Luis thought for a second and then snapped his fingers.

“I'm going to call Veronica.”



Sonia frowned.

		“Veronica? What for?”
		“Yeah. If anyone knows exclusive places for this kind of thing, it's her.”




Sonia hesitated. She wasn't exactly thrilled about Luis calling Veronica. Not because she didn't trust him, but because she still didn't quite know how to handle that woman's presence in their lives. Still, she didn't have a better solution, and if anyone could recommend a suitable place, it was her.

“Fine, but put it on speaker.”



Luis smirked.

“A little jealous?”



Sonia rolled her eyes.

“Don't start.”



Luis pulled out his phone and found Veronica's number. After a couple of rings, she answered in her usual silky, confident voice.

		“Luis… What a surprise.”
	— 	“Hi, Verónica.” Luis cleared his throat. “I’m calling because I need a favor. We want to spend a special night with a friend and we were thinking about the Zouk Motel, but it’s fully booked. Do you know somewhere similar we could go? We want to impress our guest…”




There was a brief silence on the other end. Then Verónica’s low, amused laugh.

— 
“Well, well… You two certainly jumped into exploring pretty quickly…”



Sonia felt a shiver run through her at her tone.

	— 	“Yeah, something like that. We saw the opportunity and jumped on it,” Luis replied casually. “But we want a place that’s up to par. Something with class.”
	— 	“Let me think…” Verónica paused. “Have you looked at the Hotel Intimity?”




Luis looked at Sonia, who shook her head.

	— 	“We don’t know it.”
	— 	“It’s more exclusive than the Zouk. Huge suites, décor that’s elegant and daring at once—some even have private jacuzzis. It’s a bit pricier, but worth it.”




Sonia bit her lip.

	— 	“Will they have anything available for Saturday?”
	— 	“I can call a friend who works there and ask.”




Luis smiled.

	— 	“You’d be doing us a huge favor.”
	— 	“Always happy to help friends. We had a wonderful time Saturday. I hope the feeling was mutual.”
	— 	“Of course, Vero. It was an unforgettable night. We learned so much with you two. Too bad you don’t want a repeat…”
	— 	“We do want to do it again,” she interrupted, “but not for a while. You can’t overdo it with people. If you eat caviar every day, you stop appreciating it. You know?”




Sonia felt a tingle at the back of her neck. There was something about the way Verónica used the word “caviar” that unsettled and excited her at the same time.

	— 	“I’ll send you a message as soon as I know,” Verónica added.
	— 	“Great. Thanks so much.”




When they hung up, Luis looked at Sonia with a triumphant smile.

	“	Problem solved.
	“	Vero? You’re calling her Vero now?” Sonia huffed.
	“	Are we really doing this again…? Everyone at the office calls her that. Ever since she started working with us. Don’t take things out of context. Besides, she’s being a huge help so we can have our little treat with Mamen.
	“	Okay, okay… Don’t get mad.




Luis laughed and wrapped his arms around her.

“
Look on the bright side: the plan’s still on.



Sonia rested her head on his chest.

“
That hotel better be spectacular.



Luis kissed her hair.

“
It will be. And if not, we’ll make it special ourselves.



A couple of hours passed before Luis’s phone vibrated with an incoming call. Verónica’s name appeared on the screen. He and Sonia exchanged a quick glance before Luis answered and put it on speaker.

	“	Hey, Verónica.
	“	Good news. I talked to my contact at Hotel Intimity, and there’s a suite with a pool and private terrace available for you on Saturday.




Sonia smiled with satisfaction.

	“	Perfect.
	“	But that’s not all,” Verónica continued, her tone suggestive. “Since you’re planning a special night, let me recommend a place for dinner that you’ll love.
	“	What kind of place?” Luis asked, intrigued.
	“	A restaurant with private booths. Very discreet, elegant, and… let’s say, perfect for setting the mood before whatever you have planned.




Sonia raised an eyebrow.

“What do you mean, appropriate?



Verónica laughed softly.

	“	In the sense that it’s not your typical restaurant. It’s exclusive, sophisticated, and the people who go there tend to be open-minded. No one will look at you funny if you dress provocatively. In fact, they’re used to that kind of thing.




Luis was getting more and more interested.

	“	What’s the place called?
	“	Noir Privé. It’s in an old building right downtown, but it’s easy to miss because the entrance is discreet—no flashy signs. You can only get in with a reservation.




Sonia and Luis looked at each other.

		“And what makes it so special?” Sonia asked.
		“First, the ambiance. Everything’s done in dark tones—velvet, mirrors, soft lighting. The music is mellow. People dress up, but with a sensual edge. There’s a lot of eye contact, a lot of tension… The regulars tend to be into swinging or cuckolding. Trust me, nothing they see is going to shock them. Fair warning though, it’s pricey. That’s the price you pay for privacy and atmosphere.”




Luis interrupted her, intrigued.

		“And the private booths?”
		“They’re actually private. Separated by thick curtains or wooden screens. No one will see you unless you want them to. You can have dinner in total peace, enjoy some good wine… and even let your hands wander a little.”




Sonia swallowed. “You mean that…?”

		“I mean that if the conversation gets too heated, if dinner gets you worked up, you can fool around a little before you leave. The waiters know when to interrupt and when not to. It’s not a swinger club, but it’s not your typical restaurant either.”




Luis let out a low whistle. “Damn, sounds interesting.”

		“It is,” Verónica replied. “Marcos and I have been there more than once, and we always leave wanting more.”




Sonia felt a shiver run down her spine.

		“Do you think we can get a reservation for Saturday?”
		“If you call today, yes. I know the manager—I can tell you which table to ask for. There’s a booth in the corner that’s perfect. Tell them you’re calling on our behalf. Ask for the table they always reserve for us.”
		“You’re planning our whole night for us,” Luis said with a smile.
		“I’m just guiding you,” Verónica replied, amused. “What you do with the information after that… is up to you.”




Sonia took a deep breath.

		“Thank you so much, Verónica. I think you just saved our lives.”
		“Don’t mention it. I just ask one favor.”
		“What’s that?”
		“I want you to tell me how it went afterward,” Verónica said, lowering her voice to almost a whisper.




There was a brief silence. Sonia felt her skin prickle.

Luis was the first to react. “That… can be arranged.”

Verónica laughed softly.

	— 	“And I’d love to see how good you all look. Send me some photos. And most of all, guys, have a great time.” She hung up.




Sonia and Luis sat in silence for a few seconds.

— 
“Damn.” Luis was the first to speak. “I like Verónica more and more.”



Sonia elbowed him, though deep down she felt the same way.

— 
“Call Noir Privé. Book that table. You won’t regret it.”
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The whole week was a whirlwind of messages and conversations between Sonia and Mamen. Between the jokes, nervous laughter, and talk of what they were going to wear, the tension kept building.

Thursday afternoon, over coffee, Mamen set her cup on the table and sighed.

— 
“Girl, I’m nervous. I’ve been thinking about this all week. I’ve barely slept.”



Sonia raised an eyebrow, surprised.

	— 	“Really? I thought you’d done something like this before. From what you’d told me and what happened that night, I figured… you had some experience with this kind of thing.”




Mamen shook her head.

	— 	“No. I have a real talent for… changing boyfriends,” she said with a half smile, “but that’s one thing, and being in a threesome is another.”




Sonia leaned back in her chair, taking in what she was saying.

	— 	“Damn. I wouldn’t have guessed. You seemed so confident the other day…”
	— 	“I am, to a point,” Mamen admitted. “I can be bold and promiscuous, sure, but I’ve always kept some control over the situation. This is new for me, and it scares me.”




Sonia took her hand and gave her fingers a gentle squeeze.

	— 	“Listen, you don’t have to do anything you don’t want to. But if you let yourself go, I promise it’s going to be wonderful. You’re going to be the center of all our attention. I think you’ll like it.”




Mamen took a deep breath and nodded.

— 
“I hope so… I’m telling you, I’m excited and anxious.”
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Mamen arrived at Sonia and Luis’s place right on time, dressed in comfortable clothes and carrying a small suitcase with her outfit for the evening. She wore her hair up in a casual bun and had barely put on any makeup, saving the full routine for when they were ready to go out.

When Luis opened the door, he stared at her for a couple of seconds. Mamen tried to hide her nervousness with a smile, but he could tell. He stepped toward her with confidence and gave her a soft peck on the lips—a brief gesture, almost innocent, but significant enough to make her feel part of what was about to happen.

	— 	“Relax, gorgeous,” he said warmly. “Everything’s going to go smoothly. We’ve planned a special night for you. We want you to feel like a queen tonight.”




Mamen felt a shiver run down her spine, not just from the kiss, but from the way he was looking at her. This wasn’t the Luis she knew, and this wasn’t simple flirting or a casual gesture. There was a mix of confidence, desire, and control in his eyes that left her speechless for a moment.

Sonia appeared in the doorway then, smiling with amusement.

— “Stop intimidating her, Luis. Come on, come in.”



Mamen let out a nervous laugh and stepped inside, feeling the air charged with an electricity that made her skin prickle.

— 
“Ready for the big night?” she asked, trying to sound casual.



Sonia poured her a glass of champagne and winked.

— 
“We still have to get ready, but otherwise, I’m all set. What about you? Feeling calmer?”



Mamen took a sip and looked at her mischievously. “Give me half an hour and a couple more glasses, and I will be.”

They shut themselves in Sonia’s bedroom with the bottle of champagne and soft music playing in the background. The bathroom light illuminated their faces as they spread their new clothes across the bed. The excitement between them was palpable.

Sonia slipped easily into the black satin skirt, a minimal piece that barely covered the essentials. The cut was fitted at the hips, highlighting her figure, but the real daring was in the side slits, which parted with each movement, offering fleeting glimpses of her thighs. It was so short that when she bent over, the curve of her ass was perfectly visible.

Then she put on the black silk top, a tiny piece that barely covered her breasts. A thin tie at the nape and another at the back held it in place, but that was all the structure it had. The neckline was scandalous: two triangles of fabric that barely hid her nipples, leaving much of her breasts exposed. When she moved, the fabric slid subtly, promising more than it concealed.

She turned toward Mamen with a flirtatious smile.

— 
“Too much?” she asked, raising an eyebrow.



Mamen, who was already putting on her own skirt, shook her head with a laugh.

— “For tonight, it’s perfect.”



Mamen adjusted her satin skirt, identical to Sonia’s, settling it at her waist. It was short, very short, and the satin hugged her curves like a second skin.

Then she picked up her gold strappy top, a backless piece that fell into a deep cowl neckline. The metallic fabric draped over her chest, revealing more skin than it covered. With each breath, the neckline seemed to give way a little more, as if it were designed to provoke.

She looked at herself in the mirror and ran her hands over her clothes, making sure everything was in place, though she knew the slightest movement would betray her modesty.

Both slipped on their stiletto heels, high and dangerous. Sonia opted for classic black ones with a thin strap around the ankle, while Mamen chose gold ones to match her top.

Mamen looked Sonia up and down and put her hands on her hips.

— 
“We said we weren’t going to wear panties.”



Sonia looked at her with feigned innocence.

— “I know, but…”



Mamen clicked her tongue with amused disapproval and crossed her arms.

	— 	“No, no, no. Take them off right now.” Mamen moved closer, placed her hands on Sonia’s waist, and whispered in her ear:
	— 	“Because tonight isn’t just about us. It’s about Luis. And I want him to know that under that skirt there’s nothing but hot skin. I want him to notice every time you move, every time you cross your legs. I want him to spend dinner imagining how easy it would be…” She gently bit her earlobe before pulling away with a mischievous smile. “So, come on. Panties off.”




Sonia laughed under her breath but didn’t obey.

	— 	“You’re such a slut, but I insist. Don’t take them off. I’ll tell you why later. It’s going to be better than going without them,” she said, amused.




Mamen winked at her.

	— 	“You’ll see just how much of a slut I can be. I don’t think you know me well enough yet. But tell me right now what you’re scheming.”




Sonia smiled mischievously as she picked up the panties from the floor and handed them to her.

“Put them on. Trust me.”



Mamen sighed, but she put them on.

“
Okay, but if this turns out to be stupid, I’m taking them off in the middle of dinner and dropping them on your plate.”



Sonia laughed.

“
Don’t worry, you’re going to love it. And Luis… we’re going to drive him crazy.”



Mamen looked at her with a mix of suspicion and amusement.

“
Knowing this new version of my friend Sonia, I’m sure it’ll be worth the wait.”



Sonia winked at her and grabbed her purse.

“
Believe me, it is. Now, let’s make Luis want us all night long.”



Luis was sitting on the couch when he heard the sound of heels approaching. He looked up, and when he saw them emerge from the bedroom, he was struck speechless.

Sonia and Mamen walked toward him confidently, their satin skirts barely grazing the tops of their thighs, their low-cut tops revealing more than they concealed. Luis’s gaze traveled over the whole picture: the long legs accentuated by stiletto heels, the plunging necklines that hinted at nipples with every slight movement, the mischievous smiles.

“
Fuck…” was all he could say.



He sprang to his feet and, without another word, went to a drawer in the sideboard. He rummaged around until he pulled out a small blue box.

	“	I’m going to follow Marcos’s advice…” he said, tapping it with his fingers before showing it to them. “I think I’m going to need a little help tonight.”




The girls looked at each other and burst out laughing.

	“	Viagra?” Mamen asked, covering her mouth to stifle her laughter.
	“	Come on, Luis, do you really think you’re going to need it?” Sonia added with a mischievous smile.
	“	Look at how we’re dressed.” Mamen struck an exaggerated pose, spreading her legs and thrusting out her chest shamelessly. “I don’t think you’ll need any extra help.”
	“	Well…” Luis raised his hands. “You say that now, but let’s see who can last all night with these two little devils teasing me.”




Sonia approached slowly and slid a finger down Luis’s chest, tracing a gentle path.

“
Don’t worry… if you can’t handle us, we’ll manage on our own.”



Mamen joined in the game and rested her head on Luis’s shoulder, whispering in his ear:

	“	Or maybe we need a little pill for you… but a sedative, so you don’t get too worked up.”




Luis snorted, running a hand through his hair.

“
Okay, okay. But I’ll say one thing: I hope I can park right in front of the restaurant.”



Sonia arched an eyebrow.

“Why?”



Luis looked them up and down again, shaking his head.

	“	Because if you have to walk more than five yards down the street dressed like that, you’re going to get arrested for public indecency.”




Mamen burst out laughing.

“And you for being a pimp.”



Sonia laughed too, giving him a gentle shove on the chest.

“
Well, Mr. Pimp, let’s get going before you lock us in the house.”



Luis sighed and grabbed the car keys. The girls exchanged amused glances and picked up their purses before heading out. Luis opened the car door, ready to get behind the wheel, when Sonia stopped him with a mischievous smile.

“
You drive. We’ll ride back here.”



She opened the back door and, without letting go of Mamen’s hand, pulled her inside. They settled in together on the seat, their bare legs brushing against each other. Luis frowned and closed the door. Something told him this drive wasn’t going to be easy.

When he sat behind the wheel and adjusted the rearview mirror, he saw them leaning toward each other, whispering in each other’s ears. Mamen laughed mischievously and, catching Luis’s gaze in the mirror, shot him a teasing look, as if she were plotting something. Luis narrowed his eyes.

	“	Okay… what are you two laughing about?”
	“	Nothing,” Sonia replied with feigned innocence, resting her head on Mamen’s shoulder.
	“	I don’t know, Luis…” Mamen added, biting her lip. “We were just talking about how long the drive can feel. These tops barely cover our tits with the slightest movement…”




Sonia looked at Mamen and pulled her close with a hand on her neck. They began kissing deeply. One of Mamen’s hands caressed her breasts while Sonia slipped hers between her friend’s legs. Luis huffed and shook his head, putting the key in the ignition.

	“	I don’t know what made me think this was a good idea… If the cops pull us over, we’re going straight to the station.”




He decided to distract himself by putting on some music, and when he connected the Bluetooth, the car filled with the infectious rhythm of Karol G. The girls exchanged knowing looks and began singing in unison, moving to the beat.

Sonia slid down slightly in the seat, crossing her legs and letting her skirt ride up a little more. Mamen followed suit, rolling her shoulders sensually as she sang the lyrics brazenly.

Luis tried to focus on the road, but the reflection in the rearview mirror was testing every ounce of his willpower.

	“	You two are trying to kill me, aren’t you?”
	“	Us?” Sonia asked with feigned innocence.
	“	It’s not like we’re doing anything wrong…” Mamen added, swaying her hips from side to side.




Luis gripped the steering wheel and forced himself to look ahead.

	“	We’re going to be late…”
	“	Or we could take a little detour…” Sonia whispered, just loud enough for him to hear.




Luis swallowed hard. The night had barely begun, and he was already rock hard.

When Luis parked the car in front of the restaurant, the girls waited a few seconds before getting out, adjusting their clothes and checking their reflection in the visor mirror. Sonia shot Mamen one last knowing look before opening the door and stepping outside.

The moment they set foot on the sidewalk, a group of young guys leaning against a nearby railing stopped talking. One of them even clapped a hand over his mouth, as if he’d been punched in the gut. They weren’t hiding it at all: their eyes gleamed with pure desire, roaming over the women without any subtlety whatsoever. One of them elbowed his friend, muttering something that made them laugh. Mamen, instead of feeling uncomfortable, shot them a playful look and smiled lasciviously, enjoying the effect she and Sonia were having on them.

A few yards away, an older couple coming out of a supermarket stopped dead in their tracks when they saw them. The woman frowned disapprovingly and whispered something in her husband's ear. He shook his head and clicked his tongue. Sonia didn't catch the exact words, but the judgmental expressions on their faces were enough to send a pang of shame through her. She tugged at her skirt, suddenly feeling too exposed.

		“Relax,” Mamen whispered in her ear, noticing her discomfort. “We know why we're here. Let them think what they want.”




Luis, who had already gotten out of the car and was coming around to join them, noticed the scene too and gave Sonia a reassuring look.

When they approached the restaurant door, the doorman—a burly man in a dark suit—straightened up, adjusting his posture when he saw them. His eyes moved back and forth between them, looking them up and down with a deliberateness that bordered on brazen. His gaze dropped to their legs, traveled up the curves their tops hinted at, and finally met Mamen's eyes. She looked right back at him with a defiant half-smile.

Luis cleared his throat, making his presence known, and the doorman looked away with a slight nod, stepping aside to let them pass.


“How do you feel now?” Luis asked Sonia quietly as they walked through the door.



She took a deep breath, still feeling the stares clinging to her skin.

		“Nervous. These clothes are fine in private, but out in public it's too much. I'm a little uncomfortable,” she finally admitted, looking at him intently.




The restaurant was an elegant, sophisticated space, designed to offer privacy and exclusivity to its clientele. The lighting was dim, with indirect lights casting a warm glow on the dark velvet walls. The black marble floor reflected the golden glints of the lamps and sconces, which seemed to float above the tables.

The tables were strategically arranged, with enough distance between them to allow intimate conversations without being overheard. Some were separated by screens, others by thick velvet curtains that could be drawn to create small private booths. The gold cutlery gleamed under the candlelight, and the fine crystal glasses reflected amber glints from the walls.

At the back of the restaurant, a small stage of polished wood held a jazz quartet playing softly, filling the air with sensual, enveloping music. The sound of the double bass, the piano, and the whisper of the saxophone intertwined with the murmur of conversations and the clinking of glasses.

A waiter in an impeccable black uniform approached Luis, Sonia, and Mamen with a polite smile, though his gaze held a glint of curiosity.


“Welcome. Your table is ready. We've reserved the one you requested.”



At one of the tables closest to the entrance, a middle-aged couple shared a bottle of wine. The man, his gray hair perfectly combed, wore a custom-made navy blue suit. The woman, much younger—a sophisticated blonde with red lips in a flowing, low-cut emerald silk dress—looked at him with a flirtatious smile while sliding a finger along the rim of her glass. Sonia noticed she was positioned so he could see, and even caress, her long legs without effort.

At another table farther back, a group of businessmen conversed in low voices. They wore dark suits, but their ties were slightly loose. They were accompanied by several girls dressed similarly to Mamen and Sonia—clearly paid companions. One of the men laughed softly while another tilted his whiskey glass, watching with interest. He was probably thinking they were escorts too.

Near the stage, a solitary woman in a black spaghetti-strap dress with an open back absentmindedly played with her Martini glass. Her precisely lined eyes scanned the room with an appraising air, as if she were waiting for a companion who was running late.

From the moment they walked through the door, a subtle shift rippled through the room. It wasn't an abrupt silence, but there was a pause—an instant in which several conversations dropped in volume and some heads turned instinctively.

The wine-sharing couple exchanged a fleeting glance. The woman arched an eyebrow with an expression of recognition and curiosity, while her husband tried to hide his interest by taking a sip of wine.

At the businessmen's table, one of them—a man in his forties with a well-trimmed beard and a sharp gaze—watched them longer than the others. His lips curved into a barely perceptible smile before he murmured something to his companion, who looked up and, after a quick assessment, nodded approvingly. The girls accompanying them exchanged glances and made some comment about the newcomers. They must have assumed they were in the business but didn't recognize them.

The doorman, still tracking them, watched out of the corner of his eye with a mixture of admiration and professional discretion.

The solitary woman with the Martini allowed herself a slight smile as her eyes traveled over Mamen's figure with particular attention. She crossed her legs elegantly and leaned forward slightly, resting her elbow on the table as if evaluating the scene with keen interest.

Luis, noticing the attention they were attracting, leaned in toward Sonia and Mamen, lowering his voice with amusement.

	— 	“They're staring at us like we walked in slow motion with background music. I think we're the talk of the room.”




Sonia let out a nervous laugh, while Mamen, enjoying the effect they were having, replied playfully:

— 
“Let them look. This is just getting started.”



The private room was an intimate space, carefully designed for discretion. Dark red velvet curtains separated it from the rest of the dining room, and it featured a low table surrounded by black leather armchairs. The lighting was even dimmer than in the main restaurant, with small golden lamps casting a warm, suggestive glow over the table.

Mamen and Sonia exchanged a knowing look and chose to sit with their backs to the other patrons. They knew that even in a private space, there were still sightlines from outside. But this way, only Luis would have an unobstructed view of their movements.

	— 	“Better this way,” Mamen whispered with a smile, sinking into the armchair and crossing her legs with deliberate slowness. Sonia nodded, settling in beside her and shooting Luis a mischievous look.




Luis, seated across from them, allowed himself a moment to admire them. The way their bodies settled into the armchairs, the way the dim light caught the sheen of their satin skirts and the smoothness of their skin. He knew this dinner was going to be delicious torture.

The waiter arrived and they ordered a light dinner, just as Marcos had recommended. Heavy meals weren't suited for a night of sex. Neither was too much alcohol. Just enough to get past the initial nerves and inhibitions.

A young, well-groomed waiter appeared discreetly through the curtains. He had a notepad in hand, but when he saw them, he hesitated for a second before composing himself.

	— 	“May I take your order?” he asked, his tone professional, though his eyes betrayed a flicker of curiosity about what might happen in that private room.




Sonia smiled at him and nodded.

— 
“Something light. We don't want anything that'll weigh us down afterward…”



Luis raised an eyebrow with the hint of a smile, while Mamen bit her lip to keep from laughing.

	— 	“Everything to share,” Luis added. “Some shrimp, beef carpaccio, and a salad with sprouts, walnuts, and goat cheese.”




The waiter jotted it down quickly, but when he looked up, his gaze landed on the deep plunge of Sonia's neckline. She pretended not to notice, leaning slightly forward to give him a better view of her breasts while her fingers played absently with the rim of her wine glass. Luis was fully aware of his wife's little game of provocation with the young man.

For a few moments, he managed to step back from the sexual tension between the three of them and really look at Sonia. The profound change that had come over her since that weekend when they'd gone out with Mamen and her partner at the time. It was as if a part of his wife's personality had been completely hidden, locked away, and now that it was emerging, it was bursting out like an explosion. Sometimes, that drastic change frightened him.

She had become promiscuous. The woman he'd been sharing his life with for years, the same one who used to value normalcy and stability above all else, was now exploring a freedom he never would have imagined in her. It wasn't that she hadn't enjoyed sex before, but now she experienced it with a new intensity, without the barriers that had once seemed to define her. She had crossed a threshold, and what lay on the other side was as fascinating to him as it was disconcerting.

She had become an exhibitionist. The old Sonia would have been incapable of acting the way she did now. That shyness of hers, that almost charming modesty, had vanished. In its place was a woman who not only accepted being looked at but enjoyed it, who sought out those looks brazenly. What shocked him most was that she seemed to do it effortlessly, as if she'd always been this way and had simply been repressed. Luis wondered if she was truly discovering her real nature or if this was a phase, a fantasy taken too far.

And then there was the unmistakable emergence of a growing bisexuality. This, perhaps, was what unsettled him most. He couldn't deny that it excited him to see her with another woman, but he also felt like things were slipping beyond his control. At first, it had seemed like a game, a way to add intensity to their relationship. But the further they went, the more he realized it went beyond mere excitement. Sonia enjoyed women in a way he didn't fully understand. Had she always felt this way and never expressed it? Or was she only discovering it now? Either way, it stirred up contradictory feelings in him: pride, excitement… and a twinge of fear.

That almost offensive brazenness… It was what confused him most. Sometimes he got the feeling she was doing it right in front of him—provoking him, challenging him, pushing boundaries to see how far she could go. She hadn't just lost her modesty; she'd turned it into a weapon. Sonia was no longer the woman he thought he knew, and while that fascinated him, it also made him wonder exactly when everything had changed.

Luis wondered if this journey they'd started together had a clear destination, or if they were simply letting the thrill carry them along. And most importantly, whether he really had any control at all—or if Sonia had already taken the reins completely.

	— 	“Anything else to drink?” the waiter asked, clearing his throat after getting a literal eyeful of Sonia's tits.




Luis, who hadn't missed a thing, set aside his musings and replied, “A bottle of ice-cold champagne for the ladies. And a glass of Rioja for me.”

The waiter nodded and, after one last quick glance at the two women, disappeared through the curtains.

The atmosphere had been charged with tension from the moment they sat down, but now, with the intimacy of the private room and wine filling their glasses, everything slowed to a more deliberate pace… and a more dangerous one.

Sonia slowly stretched a leg under the table, brushing against Luis's. Her skirt—so short, with those provocative side slits—slid a few inches higher, revealing even more skin. She pretended not to notice, or not to care. Luis could see her black panties peeking out between her thighs.

Mamen wasn't about to be outdone. She settled into her seat, draping an arm over the back of the couch and turning her torso slightly toward Sonia. Her gold top, with its plunging neckline, shifted with the movement, sliding to reveal her gorgeous breasts. She kissed Sonia on the lips while placing one bare foot on Luis's crotch. He gazed at her perfect pedicure with desire.

Luis swallowed hard.

	— 	“This is a test of endurance, isn't it?” he murmured, his smile caught between amusement and desperation.




Sonia shrugged with feigned innocence.

— 
“I don't know what you're talking about… It's just a simple dinner with a good friend…”



Mamen smiled and brought her champagne glass to Sonia's lips. Before drinking, Sonia shot Luis a smoldering look.

— 
“Are you sure you took your pill on time?”



Luis let out a low laugh, resting an elbow on the table and watching them with a mix of fascination and surrender.

— 
“I don't know what I need more—Viagra or Xanax. I think I'm already pretty screwed.”



The girls laughed and kissed again, more softly this time. Sonia leaned toward Mamen, a knowing smile on her lips, and whispered something in her ear. Mamen stifled a laugh, and they both looked at Luis with mischievous eyes.

Luis narrowed his eyes, knowing they were up to something. But before he could say anything, they shifted subtly in their seats. First Sonia, then Mamen. A slight rustle of fabric, a small maneuver barely perceptible… and suddenly, two tiny thongs lay on the table.

Luis's eyes went wide, and he let out an incredulous laugh.

— 
“You two are completely crazy…” he murmured, glancing around with amused nervousness.



Sonia rested her chin on her hand and smiled at him brazenly. Mamen smiled, playing innocent.

Luis shook his head and sighed, but the smile on his face gave him away.

— 
“Okay, okay. But get those off the table before the waiter comes back.”



Sonia bit her lower lip and slid one of the garments toward him with her fingertips.

	— 	“No, no. First you're going to smell them—mine first, then Mamen's. Then you're going to put them in your jacket pocket.” Sonia's gaze was intense, almost challenging.
	— 	“What?”
	— 	“Come on,” Mamen cut in, taking hers and gently pushing it toward him. “Give your little wife and me a sniff. Don’t disappoint us.”




Luis glanced at them, then at the lace garments on the table. With a resigned sigh, he discreetly picked them up and brought them one by one to his nose. He closed his eyes and inhaled. A faint scent of clean fabric—but also of sex—filled his nostrils, turning him on like crazy.

“
You two are fucking demons…” he whispered, tucking both garments into his jacket.



Sonia and Mamen clinked their glasses with amused laughter.

	“	Did you like the scent?”
	“	The best perfume. You’ve got me all revved up.”




Luis took a sip of wine, trying to calm himself. But then he felt it. A foot sliding slowly between his knees, creeping brazenly up the inside of his thigh.

He froze, his glass halfway to his lips. He looked up at the girls, but they kept eating as if nothing was happening. Mamen was cutting into her salad while Sonia speared a piece of meat and dipped it in the sauce on her plate.

“
Which one of you is playing games?” he muttered through clenched teeth.



Mamen looked up and smiled sweetly at him. Sonia did the same.

“
Playing games?” she asked with feigned innocence.



Luis pressed his lips together and felt the foot continue its climb. He nearly choked on his wine.

	“	Stop.”
	“	Stop what?” Sonia asked with a mischievous smile, bringing her glass to her lips.




Luis snorted and looked around. No one seemed to have noticed, but his self-control was hanging by a thread.

To make matters worse, at several points during dinner, they seemed to forget—or pretend to forget—how scandalous their outfits were.

First it was Mamen, leaning forward to reach the bottle of sparkling wine. Her neckline gaped open like a forbidden invitation, revealing more than any other diner would consider decent.

Luis coughed and looked away.

“
Damn it, Mamen, be careful. You’re showing everything.”



She winked at him and settled back in her seat.

Then it was Sonia. She crossed her legs with a calculated movement, letting the side slit of her skirt reveal the full length of her bare thigh, almost to her hip. She positioned herself so that anyone in the dining room could see all that exposed skin.

Luis closed his eyes for a second.

“
They’re going to kick us out of this damn restaurant…”



The girls exchanged a look and laughed quietly. Mamen set her fork on her plate and rested an elbow on the table.

	“	They can’t kick us out for crossing our legs.”
	“	Or for leaning over to pour ourselves champagne…” Sonia added, taking a sip from her glass.
	“	And especially not with what they’re charging us… Don’t worry. Besides, lots of people are enjoying themselves. I think everyone except you,” Sonia told him with mock concern.




Luis rested his forehead against his hand, shaking his head.

		“You’re going to kill me.”
		“That’s the idea,” Mamen whispered with a smile.
		“No, darling… The idea is for him to kill us afterward. So… hubby, better take that blue pill. I think you’re going to need it.”




When dessert arrived, the atmosphere in the private room had grown thick, charged with an erotic tension Luis wasn’t sure he could handle.

Then Mamen, wearing her best naughty-girl expression, dipped a finger in the cream from her cake and trailed it down to her cleavage, leaving a small creamy smudge between her breasts and on one nipple.

		“Oh, silly me… I almost stained my brand-new top,” she murmured with feigned innocence, glancing sideways at Sonia.




Sonia, who was already fully playing along, smiled and slowly leaned toward her.

“Let me help you…”



Luis’s eyes went wide when he saw the tip of Sonia’s tongue glide slowly over Mamen’s skin, licking the cream in a deliberately sensual way. Mamen’s eyes fluttered half-shut and she sighed.

Luis let out a sigh, caught somewhere between exasperation and complete arousal.

“I’m serious… Stop.”



But his warning came too late. Right then, a waiter approached to clear the plates.

Luis straightened up and put on the most neutral expression he could manage, though he was sure his face must have given him away.

		“Was everything to your liking?” the waiter asked politely, though his gaze drifted for a moment toward Mamen and Sonia, who were still sitting too close to each other.




Luis cleared his throat.

“Yes, yes, everything was perfect. Thank you.”



The girls played it cool, settling back into their seats with charming smiles. Sonia picked up the check and passed it to Luis with an air of distraction.

“Should we order a drink before we go?”



Luis ran a hand over his face, trying to pull himself together. He looked around, making sure no one else was watching them.


“Sounds good. One drink… and then we’re out of here.”



Mamen clicked her tongue.

		“Just one?”
		“One,” Luis said firmly, his tone leaving no room for argument.




Sonia shrugged.


“Then make it something strong. None of that weak stuff.”



They ordered three stiff gin and tonics. While the drinks were being made, the girls kept playing with the cream, teasing with their fingers and exchanging loaded glances. Luis tried not to lose his composure.

He knew that tonight, when they were finally alone in the motel room, everything they’d been holding back during dinner was going to explode. But he also knew he couldn’t let himself go too soon if he wanted to satisfy those two wildcats.

		“I’ve ordered a full bar setup at the hotel so we can make proper drinks,” he said, keeping his voice steady. “I’d rather not drink any more now—I have to drive.”




Sonia leaned toward him, bringing her lips close to his ear.

“We want another one…”



Luis clenched his teeth. There was no stopping them.

The waiter brought the drinks, and Mamen picked up one of the ice cubes with two fingers. She twirled it slowly between them, giving Sonia a mischievous smile.

“
It’s hot in here, isn’t it?” she said with feigned innocence.



Sonia nodded, instantly catching on to the game.

“Very…”



Luis watched them, knowing exactly what they were about to do.

Mamen brought the ice cube to her collarbone and slid it slowly across her skin. It trailed down her chest until it settled on one of her nipples, which instantly tightened from the cold.

Sonia followed suit, running hers along the edge of her neckline, leaving a wet trail that glistened in the dim light of the private room. Like Mamen, she held it for a few seconds on her nipples, letting out a small sigh. She looked at Luis, her eyes full of desire.

Luis took a long drink, trying to ignore how their legs intertwined with his under the table. He couldn’t tell whose foot was whose, but he felt them brushing against him, pressing against him with intention.

“
Stop teasing me,” he said, trying to sound authoritative.



Mamen laughed softly.

“But we’re not even touching you…”



Sonia ran a finger along the rim of her glass, collecting a drop of her cocktail and bringing it to her mouth. Then she looked at Mamen.

	“	I’m going to the restroom for a moment. Coming?”
	“	Of course,” she replied, rising elegantly.




Luis watched them as they walked away.

They didn’t walk: they strutted.

Long legs, hips swaying with perfect rhythm. The short satin skirt riding dangerously higher with each step. Several tables turned to watch them pass. The group of men who had been dining with the escorts were now at the bar paying. They stared openly at the girls and muttered something crude to each other.

Luis let out a sigh and ran his hand over his face. If they were already like this at the restaurant… what awaited him at the hotel was going to be uncontrollable.
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After paying the bill, Luis walked out of the restaurant with a steady stride, trying to maintain his composure. Ahead of him, Sonia and Mamen swayed slightly, stifling giggles as they leaned on each other. The dinner and drinks had done their work: they were tipsy, uninhibited, enjoying the moment without a care.

Every movement they made revealed more than it should. Their skirts left their legs completely exposed, almost to their asses. Their tops, low-cut and braless, seemed ready to slip out of place with any sudden movement. But they didn’t seem to care in the slightest.

Luis felt the weight of the fabric in his pocket and smiled to himself. There they were, the physical proof of what had just happened in the private room. A small trophy of their boldness, their provocation.

They crossed the parking lot, and when they reached the car, Sonia opened the back door and climbed in without hesitation.

“
Let’s sit back here again,” she told Mamen, giving her a slap on the ass.



Mamen laughed and followed her, settling in beside her.

Luis watched them from the driver’s seat through the rearview mirror. He didn’t bother saying anything—he knew it would be pointless. He was completely in their hands.

Sonia leaned toward Mamen and whispered something in her ear. She smiled, and a moment later, they both turned their gaze to Luis, their bright eyes full of mischief.

The engine started, but in the back of the car, things intensified.

The laughter turned into whispers. The whispers into ragged breathing. Mamen rested her head on the backrest, closed her eyes for an instant, and let out a small sigh. Sonia, beside her, watched her with a playful smile. Sonia’s hands began to roam over Mamen’s legs, exploring ever more intimate places along her inner thighs. Their mouths brushed together with lust-charged sensuality. Their deep gazes conveyed all the excitement that had been building since dinner. Everything they had done in the previous days—the clothing try-on, the seduction games, and the shameless exhibition that night—threatened to shatter any limits they might have.

Her tongue gently traced Mamen’s lips, slipping inside to tangle with hers for a few seconds. That first lesbian make-out was one of the most exciting experiences of her life. She trailed down her neck and slipped a hand inside the skimpy top, lightly pinching her nipples. The car stopped at a traffic light. Luis watched through the rearview mirror, barely able to contain himself. His wife and her little friend were soaking wet and horny.

Luis tried to concentrate on the road, but it was impossible to ignore what was happening in the back seat.

Mamen pushed Sonia’s top aside, baring her tits and lavishing them with long licks that were driving her absolutely wild. They were so turned on they had no idea where they were even driving.

A bare foot slowly slid forward to brush Luis’s shoulder from behind.

— 
“Hey, girls!” he protested, gently catching it and pushing it aside. “You’re going to make us crash.”



The girls laughed, but the foot came right back, settling near his head. Luis wanted to kiss it but forced himself to focus on the road.

— 
“Just drive. The best is yet to come,” Sonia whispered.



Luis swallowed hard and floored it.

The hotel came into view. Located on the outskirts of Madrid, it was a modern, elegant building designed at varying heights, with stacked modules. These modules housed the rooms with their private pools and terraces, offering complete privacy to guests.

After checking in, they drove straight into the garage. The suite featured a private terrace with a solarium and heated pool. A retractable roof could transform it into an open-air space, perfect for sunbathing or stargazing at night, with complete privacy and comfort. Inside, there was a spacious two-by-two-meter bed, plus a water bed on the terrace next to the jacuzzi.

The three of them sat on the bed with drinks in hand. Luis watched as Sonia and Mamen started making out again. He moved closer and began caressing their tits. He watched them with a half smile, shaking his head, trying to push back the excitement that threatened to make him come before the game had barely begun.

	— 	“If your students could see you… or better yet, your colleagues. Two private school teachers dressed like this, playing with fire. You two don’t belong in that world at all.”




Mamen laughed brazenly and leaned back on the bed, crossing her legs with deliberate slowness. Sonia lay on her side next to her, sliding her fingers over her stiff nipples as she kept up the banter.

	— 	“And what image do you think we should have?” she asked, raising an eyebrow.
	— 	“I don’t know…” Luis stared at them. “Shirts buttoned up to the neck, modest skirts, loafers. Soft voices and impeccable manners. An air of propriety. Like butter wouldn’t melt in your mouths.”
	— 	“And yet, here we are,” Mamen said, stretching lazily. “Hair a mess, clothes that barely cover anything, drinks in hand, and zero shame.”
	— 	“It’s like you’re leading a double life,” Luis said, narrowing his eyes as he studied them. “By day, teaching children rules and values. By night… surrendering to the forbidden.”
	— 	“And does that excite you or make you uncomfortable?”
	— 	“It fascinates me and baffles me,” Luis admitted. “It’s like you become different people. Like no one in your world has any idea what you’re capable of.”
	— 	“No one knows,” Mamen replied. “And they never will. Do you think we regret what’s happening?”
	— 	“No, I don’t think so. But I wonder how far you can go without losing control.” Luis held their gaze. “Because there’s a fine line between exploring and crossing a point of no return.”




Sonia moved closer to him and whispered in his ear:

	“	You’ve been wound tight as a bowstring all night. Do me a favor—relax and enjoy yourself. We’re doing this for you.”




Luis agreed with Sonia and suggested they head out to the pool. On the terrace, there were two large outdoor sofas and a low table. The background music system let them change the type of music but not turn up the volume any higher, so as not to disturb other guests. He settled onto one of the sofas and asked them to dance for him on the table to heat things up—though the atmosphere was already boiling over on its own. The girls obediently climbed onto the table and began to sway as they sipped their drinks, starting to undress very sensually. Mamen peeled off her clothes one by one. They kept kissing and touching each other, and Luis’s eyes were practically popping out of his head watching them.

Sonia pulled off Mamen’s top and began sucking her tits lustfully, almost violently, while Mamen slipped her hands between Sonia’s legs, searching for her bare pussy. Sonia lunged forward and began groping her all over, kissing her, licking her. Mamen paused in front of Sonia’s pussy, soaking wet, and slipped in first one finger, then two, then three, working her and caressing her clit. She knelt down and brushed it with the tip of her tongue. Sonia grabbed her by the hair and pressed her head against her pussy. Mamen withdrew her fingers and licked them while staring intensely at Luis.

Luis couldn’t believe his eyes. He pulled out his phone, ready to capture that once-in-a-lifetime moment. Mamen narrowed her eyes and stopped, feigning suspicion.

	“	Uh-huh… And what exactly do you plan to do with those photos, Luis? I don’t want to end up in some WhatsApp group at three in the morning.”




Sonia laughed, giving him a light shove.

“
Yeah, yeah. Then you’ll say your finger slipped and you uploaded it by mistake.”



Luis put on a look of mock indignation.

	“	Do you really think I’m capable of something like that?”
	“	Capable, I don’t know, but tempted for sure,” Mamen joked, while Sonia nodded with a mischievous smile.
	“	All right. Strike a sexy pose, like you’re models in a professional shoot.”




Mamen and Sonia looked at each other and, without further ado, played along. First they positioned themselves together, side by side, with serious, elegant expressions, as if they were on the cover of a magazine. Then Sonia tilted her head and rested it gently on Mamen’s shoulder. Mamen leaned toward her with a knowing air and kissed her.

“
Closer, that’s it,” Luis said, focusing calmly.



Sonia loosened up a bit more. She climbed down from the table and lay on the sofa completely spread-legged, facing Luis. All she had left on were her heels. Mamen climbed down from the table too and knelt in front of her. With a playful look at Luis, encouraging him to photograph it, she brought one hand to her hair and swept it over one shoulder so it wouldn’t block the view of her friend’s pussy.

	“	Come on, Luis, we want to see you work,” Sonia said, raising an eyebrow.
	“	I’m warning you, you’re leaving me breathless,” he replied, taking more photos. “You look like you’re straight out of a fucking porn movie. What a pair of sluts you two are.”




Mamen and Sonia looked at each other, as if evaluating their effect on him. Mamen brought her mouth to Sonia’s pussy and began licking without restraint. Sonia shuddered with pleasure but still had time to cast one last lascivious glance at Luis, with an air of silent challenge, waiting for his reaction.

There was no time to rest—it was a relentless battle, and Luis was the captive. Sonia asked Mamen to relax and put her ass up in the air in front of her. Mamen did so, resting her arms on the low table. Sonia spread her open and caressed her with her tongue. Mamen felt shivers run through her that nearly made her legs give out.

Again, Sonia's gaze settled on Luis. Again, that defiant, dirty, lascivious gesture. With feigned slowness, she licked two fingers. She pressed them against Mamen's ass and began to ease them in. Slick with saliva, she made little circles until she pushed them in firmly. Mamen arched her back and spread her legs wider. Their eyes kept meeting Luis's, who was trying to hold back from coming as best he could.

Mamen lay back down on the sofa, and the two intertwined in a lustful sixty-nine that brought them to an intense simultaneous orgasm.

The lewdness of the scene was too much for Luis, who told them he couldn't hold back anymore. He stripped and asked them to give him some attention. Sonia and Mamen got on their knees and began licking his cock like true sluts, their tongues tangling around his shaft between kisses and moans.

Luis's groans warned that a storm was approaching. Sonia opened her mouth for him to fill it with cum. Mamen pressed her face against hers, joining the slutty display, and kept her eyes and mouth closed, like a bad girl waiting for a slap.

Luis's orgasm was massive. He shot so much cum between the two of them that Sonia choked. The intense pleasure made him lose his balance, and he fell to his knees, groaning. It was a huge load.

Just as Marcos had done with his cum the previous weekend, Mamen began kissing Sonia, not caring that she was swallowing Luis's cum.

“
You really got us going, man!” Sonia said with a smile, trying to catch her breath.



Both she and Mamen were covered in cum. Seeing herself like that turned her on again—she groped her tits and caressed herself between her legs. The feeling of completely surrendering to these once-unknown pleasures excited her immensely. She wanted to let Luis and Mamen do anything they wanted to her.

Mamen stood up and moved behind her. “We look like cheap whores,” she said.

	“	Right now that's what we are,” Sonia said, running her hands along Mamen's sides to grab her sticky tits. “Though not cheap… This little adventure is going to cost Luis dearly. Between dinner and the hotel… quite the expense. We're going to have to fuck him a lot more to make it worth his while.”
	“	Do you think it turns him on to see us like this?” Mamen asked as she stood up and headed toward the pool.
	“	Come take a dip,” she tempted them. “Our bodies are all sticky, Sonia.”




She took a quick shower and slipped naked into the pool, which was illuminated by powerful lights that made her skin glow. Luis leaned on the edge, watching her incredible body glide through the water.

Sonia also took a quick shower and, without a word, approached the edge of the pool, where she began kissing her.

The water sparkled under the golden lights of the terrace, reflecting the lazy movement of bodies gliding through the shadows. The music, soft and enveloping, pulsed in the air with the cadence of restrained desire—a hypnotic rhythm that invited surrender.

The smell of chlorine mingled with the subtle scent of damp skin and alcohol spilled along the pool's edge. The night heat wrapped around every whisper, every stifled gasp, every gaze charged with intention.

Sonia leaned on the edge, her skin glistening under the moonlight. Her breasts hung exposed, nipples hardened by the cool air and her arousal. She knew Luis was watching her.

On the other side, Luis rested his arms on the edge, the water lapping at his abs. His dark eyes devoured them openly. Sonia and Mamen kissed with delicious laziness, their bodies intertwined, hands roaming under the water as if time were just an irrelevant detail.

	“	It's hot, isn't it?” Sonia murmured provocatively, wetting her lips with the tip of her tongue.
	“	Not hot enough,” Luis responded from the edge. “Why don't you come over here?”




Sonia grabbed Mamen by the hand, and they approached Luis, who slipped into the water. His hands caught them by the hips, pulling them close until their hot skin pressed against his. A soft gasp escaped Mamen's lips when she felt his hardness pressing against her belly.

The atmosphere was charged. Murmurs turned into ragged sighs, caresses grew bolder. The sound of churning water mixed with the first muffled moans.

Mamen slid her fingers down Luis's back. Mouths claimed unfamiliar skin, tongues exploring forbidden paths. The sensation of being everywhere and nowhere made her shudder.

Sonia joined her, her wet lips capturing hers in a kiss that tasted of gin and desire. She moaned against her mouth as Luis's hands caressed her thighs under the water, spreading them easily.

The water churned around Mamen, warm and heavy against her naked skin. The sensation of being touched everywhere at once made her arch her back, unable to decide whether to surrender or resist the maelstrom of desire enveloping her.

Sonia's lips moved over hers with lazy sensuality, a wet, deep kiss thick with provocation. The taste of alcohol still lingered on her tongue when another mouth claimed her neck, tracing a burning path from her collarbone to the curve of her shoulder. A shiver ran down her spine, but the liquid pleasure of so many hands sliding over her kept her floating between abandon and insatiable need.

Beneath the water, strong hands gripped her thighs, spreading them with insulting ease. Mamen gasped. A man's fingers brushed her sex under the surface—first gently, then with the firmness of someone who knows there will be no resistance.

		“Relax,” Luis whispered against her ear. She felt his tongue trace a slow circle around her earlobe before catching it between his teeth.




Sonia's hands caressed her breasts, catching her nipples between her fingers, pinching with expert precision that drew a ragged moan from her throat. Mamen tried to move, but the other two bodies held her pinned between them.

Two pairs of hands claiming her.

Luis slid his mouth down to her belly, his wet lips traveling over her while his fingers still teased her entrance. Mamen threw her head back, lost in the sensation of being devoured, of being the only offering on an altar of shared lust.

Sonia submerged and her tongue slid between Mamen's thighs, licking with a torturously slow rhythm. Mamen moaned, trying to close her legs, but the hands holding her forced them apart. A hand tangled in her hair, pulling with the same intensity as the mouth devouring her.

Fingers slid inside her, finding the exact spot that made her grip the edge of the pool, her nails digging into the ceramic. Her hips began to move on instinct, following the rhythm of the tongue and the hands that held her, surrendering to the frenzy of pleasure enveloping her.

The sound of the water churning, the ragged gasps, the sensation of so many mouths and hands claiming her… it all made her lose herself, sink into absolute pleasure.

Her stomach muscles tensed, the orgasm dragging her under without mercy. A scream caught in her throat as her body arched, a wave of heat exploding inside her, pleasure spreading like an electric shock from her core to her fingertips.

Mamen felt her body still trembling, floating in the warm water as her breathing struggled to return to normal. The orgasm still vibrated through her muscles, a pleasant echo that kept her suspended between lucidity and abandon. Her skin was marked by wet kisses, invisible traces of mouths that had tasted every inch of her body. With half-closed eyes, she let her head fall back, the water caressing her neck, the night breeze cooling the heat of her skin.

Sonia had slid out of the water and sat on the edge of the pool with her legs spread, her skin gleaming under the golden lights of the terrace. Her hair, still soaked, fell in dark strands over her bare breasts, and her expression was that of a woman fully aware of the desire she awakened.

Luis had focused on her now. He approached the edge, sliding his lips from her knee to the inside of her thighs, leaving a trail of kisses and soft bites. Still in the water, he held her ankles, spreading them with the ease of someone who expects no resistance.

Sonia watched, entranced, as her husband dove in to taste her. Her fingers sank into Luis's hair when his tongue reached her clit, and the gasp that escaped her lips was almost a whimper. She moaned again, arching as he slid his fingers inside her.

Sonia swallowed. Her pulse quickened again as she noticed Mamen climbing out of the pool and squatting over her face. Her sex hovering right above her mouth.

Sonia had become the center of attention, her naked skin gleaming under the dim light, her legs spread in absolute surrender. Lust enveloped her like an intoxicating perfume, as if pleasure had transformed her into something ethereal, untouchable.

Luis had her in his hands, kissing the inside of her thighs, taking his time before devouring her completely. He was methodical, careful, savoring the taste of her burning sex with each slow lick. His lips slid higher, his tongue tasting her with deliberate slowness, tracing circles over her swollen clit.

Sonia let out another moan, her hands gripping the edges of the pool, her chest rising and falling with ragged breaths.

		“Shit… You're killing me, fuck,” she gasped, closing her eyes as Luis increased the pressure, sinking his tongue deeper.




Mamen barely held herself over her face, begging her almost desperately to eat her out.


“You want more, gorgeous?” Sonia whispered, her voice hoarse and thick with lust.



Mamen didn't respond right away, but the way her hips rocked forward as she leaned back was answer enough.

Sonia nibbled at Mamen's sex. What she was experiencing in that moment wasn't just sex—it was something more. Their absolute control over her, her complete abandon. A perfect balance between possession and pleasure. Not even in her wildest dreams could she have imagined something like this.

The routine, the fleeting lovers, the rushed orgasms… it all seemed distant, as if it had never belonged to her world.

Luis lifted his mouth from between her legs just to look at them. He leapt out of the pool and helped Sonia to her feet, then took both their hands and led them to the sofas. He had Sonia sit on his cock, facing Mamen, who was touching herself on the low table.

“
Let’s see how long you can last,” Sonia challenged.



And then he drove into her with all the force he could muster. Sonia cried out in a ragged gasp as he thrust into her all at once, burying himself to the hilt with a brutality he’d never shown before. Her fingers dug into Luis’s thighs as he began to move, each thrust opening her wider for him.

Mamen felt her own sex pulsing as she watched Sonia’s head fall back, mouth half-open, her expression a mix of pleasure and madness. Her breasts bounced with each movement, her skin glistening with sweat and water, and the way she clung to Luis made her look utterly lost to it. She stood and moved toward her friend.

	“	It’s incredible when you moan like that,” she whispered against her skin, then caught a nipple between her lips, her tongue teasing it before biting down gently.




Sonia moaned louder, her body shuddering with every thrust from Luis and every pull of Mamen’s mouth.

Mamen felt desire flare inside her again, an insatiable hunger. And Sonia… Sonia was falling apart between the two of them, her cries swallowed by the night as she writhed uncontrollably.

“Touch her,” Luis ordered with a moan.



Mamen, lost in the delirium, obeyed without question. Her fingers brushed Sonia’s swollen clit, sliding between her friend’s wetness and Luis’s hardness buried inside her.

Sonia screamed. A long, ragged moan tore from her as her back arched, her hips grinding harder against Mamen’s hand, seeking more, wanting more.

Mamen smiled, completely intoxicated by the scene. She’d never experienced anything this intense. In that moment, there were no barriers—only desire.

The image of Sonia trembling, the wet friction of their bodies, Luis’s cock driving into her hard and deep while her fingers worked her clit with brutal precision—it all exploded in her core in a burst of visceral pleasure.

She came with a ragged moan, her body arching, caught in an orgasm that left her shaken, exhausted.

When Luis looked at her, his dark eyes gleaming with lust, Mamen knew her turn was coming. He hadn’t come yet, and his cock was rock-hard. Then she felt hands on her waist—firm, decisive.

	“	Come here,” Luis whispered with a smile as he pulled away from Sonia, who still couldn’t move, and turned toward her.




She felt his hardness pressing against her belly, a promise of what was to come. But before she could take control, Luis moved behind her, gently pushing her onto her hands and knees.

	“	Don’t think I’m going to let you off the hook that easily. You two have put me through hell tonight, and now it’s my turn,” he murmured against her ear, sending a shiver down her spine.




Sonia, still limp after her shattering orgasm, watched her through half-closed eyes, a crooked smile on her kiss-swollen lips. It was a moment of pure complicity, of shared surrender.

Luis began licking her ass, slipping the tip of his tongue inside. Mamen surrendered to it, her hand moving between her legs to heighten her pleasure. Luis pulled back and positioned the tip of his cock against that tight opening. Mamen had never been fucked there before, but she was so drunk on pleasure and desire that she urged him on with her eyes.

He sank into her with a force that tore a choked scream from her throat, her body yielding without resistance to the burning stretch. She felt him—thick, relentless—his hardness stretching her until she trembled. He gripped her firmly from behind, fingers digging into her skin, and with each thrust he drove deeper, further.

	“	Look at me when you come,” Sonia whispered in her ear, and when Mamen opened her eyes, she found her friend’s gaze waiting—filled with the same desire, the same fire, the same complete surrender.




Luis sank into her with long, deep thrusts, his cock stretching her until she trembled, his hand fisted in her wet hair, pulling with exactly the roughness that made her moan louder. Each time he drove into her, her belly clenched with an electric jolt of pleasure.

Sonia, barely inches away, traded lustful kisses for tender, heartfelt caresses.

“
Look at me, Mamen…” Sonia gasped, her lips parted.



Mamen's eyes fluttered open, her mind hazy, her lips swollen, her pussy and ass aching from hours of uninterrupted pleasure. Her body shuddered with each thrust, her clit throbbing against Sonia's fingers as they worked her with a merciless rhythm.

“
Yes, Sonia… harder…” Mamen could barely get the words out through her ragged breathing.



She couldn't hold out any longer. The orgasm hit her with such force that her legs buckled and she collapsed onto the table. Sonia helped her to the couch, and they lay down together. They stayed there, their bodies still trembling with the last aftershocks of pleasure. Satisfied. Surrendered.

Sonia felt her body still trembling, caught between desire and a fleeting spark of clarity. Her skin burned, her chest heaving with each ragged breath, her sex still pulsing with the aftershocks of pleasure.

Her gaze drifted to Mamen. Her friend, her confidante, now a distorted mirror of her own desire. She lay there on the couch, her body bearing the marks of the hands that had explored her, her lips and cheeks swollen and flushed, her expression lost somewhere between lust and surrender.

But then Luis came back for more, his cock still impossibly hard.

“
Stand up,” he ordered, his tone strangely cold.



Sonia could barely stand, but she obeyed, her legs trembling beneath her as wetness slid down her thighs. Luis spun her around and bent her over the couch, where Mamen was still recovering.

	“	This is what you wanted all along, isn't it, slut? Don't tell me this fuck doesn't beat Menorca.” Sonia didn't recognize Luis. He'd changed. He was no longer the attentive, affectionate Luis. There was disdain in his voice.




She smiled from the couch, completely spent, surrendering to a wave of sensations that left her off-balance.

“Yes…”



And then, without preamble, he took her again, his rhythm rougher, more possessive, yet completely shared. Under their combined weight, they collapsed face down onto the couch, naked, sweaty, and slick with fluids. They lay there for a few seconds, caressing each other, Luis's cock still dripping. She was ecstatic, lost in time—she had no idea what hour it was. All she could think about was the orgasm she'd just had and how her pussy still throbbed, soaked with her juices and her husband's cum. She felt his tender kisses trailing down her back, his cock still rubbing against her ass as he kept stroking her.

33

The next morning, Mamen woke up wrecked, sandwiched between Luis and Sonia. In the hotel's king-sized bed, her two lovers slept peacefully. Beyond the headache from too much alcohol, every muscle, every joint, every orifice in her body ached. She brushed her teeth, trying to get rid of the pasty taste in her mouth.

The smell of chlorine from the pool called to her. On unsteady legs, she slipped into the water, letting the coolness wash away the hangover and exhaustion weighing on her body. She rested her arms on the edge, head thrown back, eyes closed, letting the morning sun warm her face.

She heard soft footsteps behind her. When she opened her eyes, Sonia stood at the edge of the pool, watching her in silence. They were both still naked—modesty seemed pointless after last night. Sonia's hair was still tousled from the night before, and her eyes held a mix of exhaustion and something she was holding back.

“
Can't sleep?” Mamen asked, her voice hoarse.



Sonia shook her head. “Too much on my mind.”

She sat on the edge of the pool and let her feet dangle in the water. She looked around—clothes scattered across the terrace, empty glasses, the remnants of last night still hanging in the air. She sighed and slipped into the water, swimming over until she faced Mamen.

“
How do you feel?” she asked softly.



Mamen laughed and rubbed her face with her hands.

	“	Like I got hit by a truck. A truck with neon lights, loud music, and…” she shot Sonia a sideways glance, “lots of temptations.”




Sonia looked down and trailed her fingers through the water.

“Yeah… it was intense.”



Mamen let out a soft laugh, but there was something nervous about it.

		“Intense? Sonia, what happened last night…” she took a breath, searching for the words. “I don’t even know how to explain it. I’ve never experienced anything like that. Never felt like that. Every inch of my skin hurts. My pussy is so irritated I don’t even dare wash with soap…”
		“Oh my God, Mamen. Same here. That bastard Luis really came through, didn’t he?”
		“I don’t know if it was us or the pill, but I never thought someone like him could handle both of us in the state we were in last night. And the bastard not only kept up—he wanted more.”




Sonia looked up and their eyes met.

“Do you regret it?”



Mamen frowned, bit her lip, then slowly shook her head.

		“No… not exactly. Purely on a sexual level, it was wild. I was pushed to limits I didn’t know I had. The best night of sex of my life. But… it’s not just the sexual part. There’s also the other thing… and I don’t know how to process that either. It was all too intense. Like I crossed a threshold without realizing it, and now I don’t know if I want to keep going or turn back.”




Sonia stayed quiet, taking in her words. Then, cautiously, she moved a little closer.

		“I don’t know what to think either,” she confessed. “I just know that, for the first time in a long time, I felt completely free. Like everything outside that room stopped mattering.”




Mamen watched her intently.


“But now we’ve left that room. What do we do with what happened inside?”



Sonia took a deep breath, feeling the weight of the question.


“I don’t know,” she admitted. “But I don’t want this to drive us apart. And I don’t want it to cause problems.”



Mamen nodded slowly, letting herself float in the water.

“Me neither.”



They fell silent, drifting in the pool, the sun warming their skin, the previous night still lingering in the air.

Mamen looked at Sonia with a mix of uncertainty and desire. The pool water rippled gently between them, but the tension surrounding them was far thicker than the warm water they floated in.

Suddenly, without overthinking it, Mamen moved closer and kissed Sonia. It wasn’t a hurried or playful kiss, but one charged with conflicting emotions. She wasn’t seeking seduction—she was seeking answers. When she pulled away, she looked at her with a serious, almost vulnerable expression.


“I can’t help getting emotionally attached,” she whispered, as if it hurt to admit it.



Sonia blinked in surprise. She didn’t pull away, but she didn’t respond right away either. She took a few seconds before sliding her hands along Mamen’s arms, trying to ease the tension she felt in her body.


“Mamen…” she murmured gently. “Take it easy. Don’t rush into anything.”



Mamen looked away and shook her head, as if she were struggling with herself.

		“I just don’t know how to do this. I can’t separate what happened last night from what I’m feeling now. It was too… too real.”




Sonia sighed and brushed her cheek with the back of her fingers—a gentle, almost sisterly gesture.

		“Listen to me,” she said, her voice calm. “Monday we go back to class. Back to our routine. This was just… a blip. Something intense, sure, but still just a blip.”




Mamen let out a short, sarcastic laugh.


“A blip… Yeah, right. As if I could just close the book on this and pretend it hasn’t turned everything inside me upside down.”



Sonia shook her head with a slight smile.


“It’s not about pretending. It’s about understanding what you actually feel. And right now, you’re confused.”



Mamen looked at her, searching her face for some truth that might make her feel better.


“What if it’s not confusion? What if I’m actually…?” She couldn’t bring herself to finish.



Sonia gazed at her tenderly and took her hand beneath the water.

		“Mamen, that hasn’t happened. You haven’t fallen in love with me overnight. What’s happening is that last night was too intense, and intensity can play tricks on your mind. It was a perfect night. The dinner, the drinks, the sex, all that luxury and letting go… But that’s not real life, Mamen. Come Monday, you’ll see everything goes back to normal. Unfortunately…”




Mamen took a deep breath, trying to process her words.


“So what am I supposed to do with what I’m feeling right now?”



Sonia gave her a gentle smile.

		“Let the tide go out. Let everything settle. If you still feel the same way after that, then we’ll talk. But let’s not make decisions based on the echo of one night.”




Mamen held her gaze a few seconds longer, then finally nodded, though her expression remained a sea of doubt.


“Okay… But promise me that if you ever feel the same way about me, you won’t hide it.”



Sonia met her eyes with a sincere gaze and laced her fingers through Mamen’s beneath the water.

		“I promise. Mamen, I loved your kisses, your touch, having sex with you. It was tender and intense at the same time. But that’s what it was—a night of sex between friends who discovered they have a bisexual side and something… a little wild.”




Silence settled between them, no longer tense but lighter now. As if, bit by bit, they were both finding their way back to reality.

Luis appeared on the terrace with disheveled hair and sleepy eyes. He stretched lazily, letting out a long sigh as he watched Mamen and Sonia in the pool. A growing hard-on, which he made no effort to hide, had his cock standing at attention like a mast.


“Good morning…” he murmured, his voice raspy.



Mamen and Sonia turned toward him, still submerged in the water. Mamen, trying to shake off their earlier conversation, flashed him a mischievous smile.

		“Good morning, stud. Hard again? Jesus, dude. You’re gonna kill us. What the hell did you eat last night?”
		“Well… Obviously the pill helped, but how intense everything felt made me feel stronger, more powerful. I felt like nothing could stop me last night.”
	— 	“Are you going to stand there staring at us, or are you going to make the most of the time we have left?”




Sonia nodded, splashing the water with her hand.

— 
“Come on, Luis, don’t be lazy. Get in here with us.”



Luis looked at the pool with a hint of resignation, then at the girls. Sonia was leaning against the edge with her wet hair clinging to her skin, and Mamen glanced at her sideways, looking calmer than she had a few minutes earlier.

	— 	“What if I just watch you from here with a coffee in my hand?” Luis joked, though he was already making his way down the steps.
	— 	“If you want to waste what’s left of our booking, that’s your call,” Mamen replied with a challenging edge in her voice.




Luis snorted and slid into the water with them. As the warmth enveloped his skin, he sighed deeply.

— 
“Okay… you were right. It would be a waste not to enjoy this to the last minute.”



Sonia moved closer and splashed water in his face with a playful laugh.

— 
“We always are. You just hate admitting it.”



Luis shook his head and dunked under suddenly, accidentally splashing Mamen, who feigned indignation.

— 
“Hey!” she exclaimed, laughing. “If that’s how it’s going to be, let the war begin.”



And without warning, both girls started splashing Luis, who shielded himself with his arms, laughing the whole time. For a few minutes, everything was laughter, water flying through the air, and pure, weightless joy.

When they finally calmed down, Luis rested his arms on the edge of the pool and looked at them with a genuine smile.

	— 	“You know what? No matter what else… it’s been an unforgettable night. Mamen, I hope we lived up to all your expectations.”




Mamen nodded, folding her arms on the water’s surface.

“Yes… you made me feel special. I felt so close to both of you, and all of it wrapped in luxury and sophistication. It drove me crazy.”

Sonia watched them both and let out a sigh.

— 
“And with the feeling that we could do this again… sometime.”



There was a brief silence, but not an uncomfortable one. A silence of shared understanding.

Luis reached out under the water, first toward Sonia, then toward Mamen.

	— 	“Whenever you want,” he said with a knowing smile.
	— 	“This doesn’t have to end here,” she said softly, not looking directly at either of them.




The girls intertwined their hands with his beneath the water, and in that shared gesture, without needing to say more, they sealed the memory of that night and the dawn they’d shared.

	— 	“Mamen…” he said softly, but with an implicit warning.
	— 	“I know, I know. You don’t need to say anything. I understand. It depends on how we want to remember it,” she cut in. “As one crazy night… or as the beginning of something that could get more complicated than it should. I don’t want that. Don’t worry.”




Outside, the sun was already high in the sky, signaling the end of their reservation. Soon, they'd return to routine, to normal life. But for now, they still had a couple of hours. And they intended to enjoy them.

Luis slipped into the water and swam toward them with slow, easy strokes, savoring the warm water enveloping his body. They floated in silence for a few seconds, as if no one wanted to break the bubble they'd been wrapped in since the night before.

Mamen stayed silent, nibbling her lip. Sonia exhaled slowly and moved closer, taking her hands under the water.

	“	I was thinking… how about we do it one more time before we leave? Luis is still going strong, and I could really go for a good morning orgasm.”




The girls laughed and melted into his arms in a tight embrace.

THE END
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Synopsis:

Would you dare to share the person you love?

Where is the line between desire and the abyss?

What happens when the body says yes, but the heart says no?

Sonia and Luis are barely past thirty, with a stable life and a relationship that's starting to hurt more than it excites. One ordinary night, an innocent conversation… and the proposal that changes everything: opening up the relationship.

What begins as a game of glances, dates, and shared bodies soon becomes a roller coaster of jealousy, confessions, and urges they can't control.

Can love survive when you open the door to passion?

A provocative, intense, and emotional novel where eroticism is more than skin-deep—it's a way to break, or save, what you thought was eternal.

A journey of sexual exploration that soon forces them to confront their own insecurities, jealousies, and expectations as they discover new ways to connect—not only with each other, but with other people. In an environment of desire and provocation, their fantasies and fears intertwine, challenging what they thought they knew about themselves and their relationship. The result is an exploration of jealousy and the complex nature of possession and freedom in the realm of love and sex.
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