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	Author's Note.


It all started with an email that popped up on my phone one Thursday night—one of those nights when I'd finished all my chores and just wanted to pour myself a glass of wine and zone out. The sender's name was simply Jose (no accent on the e). The email had nothing distinctive that might identify him. Just a few lines that, against all expectations, kept me staring at the screen for several minutes. I'm copying it here exactly as I received it:

“Hello Selena. I've been reading everything you publish for months now. I like your writing style: sexual, but with all the right flourishes to give a story real substance, with that ability to get inside your characters' heads and show not just what they do, but what they truly feel. Especially when you write about jealousy, betrayal, that line between pain and desire. That's why I'm taking the chance to write to you. I have a story unlike anything you usually tell, but I think you could do it justice.

I'm a candaulist. It's not a game for me—it's something deep, visceral, something that dominates my life. I want to tell you about this side of me, how I first started feeling this way, how it's changed my relationship with my wife, how we became what we are now, and what I feel when I show her off, when I offer her to others. If you're interested, I'm willing to tell you everything.”

I read the message twice. Then a third time. I leaned back in my armchair with a strange mix of curiosity and confusion.

My work has always revolved around the dark side of desire: infidelities that destroy marriages, betrayals, jealousy, addictions... Those of you who've read me know I like to explore suffering, guilt, consequences. I'm fascinated by how love and sex can be double-edged swords. My regular readers seek exactly that: the thrill of pain, the tension of the forbidden that ends up leaving scars.

And now here was this man offering me exactly the opposite. Pure gold, I thought. First-rate narrative material, told in first person.

This wasn't destructive jealousy, but jealousy that aroused. It wasn't a painful betrayal, but a consensual, celebrated surrender. The surrender of someone who enjoys giving away what he loves most. A man who doesn't just tolerate others desiring his wife but actively seeks it out, gets aroused by it, needs it. I hesitated. My style has always been that of the open wound, of flesh being torn apart. Would I be able to write the pleasure of surrender without it sounding fake? Could I get inside the head of a man who transforms humiliation into sexual fuel, who feels pride where others would feel rage, who comes to the image of his wife being desired, touched, fucked by others?

But the more I thought about it, the more the challenge drew me in. The pleasure of exhibition, the intimacy built through the gaze of others.

I replied to the message that same night. I told him yes, I was interested. That I was willing to hear his complete story, without judgment and with the same honesty I bring to all my novels.

When I replied, he immediately asked to meet face to face. He wanted to tell me in person, looking me in the eyes. That's a rule I never break: I never meet with readers, and I wasn't going to make an exception no matter how interesting the story. He asked for my phone number so we could talk more easily. I refused that too. Finally, we reached an agreement: everything would be done by email, unhurried, with the distance and security I need.

For weeks we exchanged messages. He sent me complete passages of his story. I asked questions; he answered. I refined it, corrected it, filled in the gaps. He told me intimate details, moments of shame, overwhelming arousal, doubts and extreme pleasure. Everything you're about to read is a faithful reflection of what he told me. I've changed names, places, and some details to protect his privacy (which I don't actually know anyway), but the emotional and sexual essence is exactly what he described. Whether it's true or not, only he knows. All I know is that his account completely captivated me.

I hope it moves you as much as each of his emails moved me.

With gratitude to Jose for entrusting me with his secret.

Selena Valente.

	The Man Who Watches.


Trying to justify some of the things that had happened to me in life based on a childhood full of insecurities and a weak personality would be to reduce the consequences of my decisions over the years to near absurdity. Not everything can be explained by looking back... but it's undeniable that my worldview was forged in those years when I passed more unnoticed than a shadow. As a child, I learned early what loneliness was. Not because I lacked affection at home—my mother did what she could to make me feel loved, and although my father was too tired to argue or get involved in my business, he'd always treated me with affection. At school, I was the boy nobody noticed. Neither positively nor negatively. They didn't insult me, they didn't pick me for soccer teams—I simply didn't exist. There was probably something crueler in that indifference than in the mockery others received.

I remember recess as a succession of endless minutes, sitting on a bench, pretending to be focused on something important so no one would notice I was alone. In high school, things didn't change much. Other people's conversations became a kind of distant noise I was never part of.

But I knew no one was more to blame than me for everything that had happened. And though it hurt to admit it, that was perhaps the only honest thing I had left: accepting that I had become a cuckold in the fullest sense of the word.

A moan from Adriana snapped me out of my thoughts. The guy she'd brought home was thrusting into her harder now, maybe spurred on by my passive presence. Adri turned and blew me a provocative kiss, then closed her eyes, trying to focus on the pleasure this “muscle boy” seemed to be giving her. The bedroom reeked of sex, sweat, and alcohol. I watched their sweaty skin, the sheets still damp from their earlier fuck, my wife's dress crumpled in a ball on the floor. And me… I was right there taking in every detail, completely turned on and not daring to step in.

I'll get into this more later, but you're probably wondering if watching my wife fuck other men hurts. The answer is yes—though a much milder yes than any of you would feel—but it really does hurt. And in that pain is precisely the pleasure that consumes me. It hurts because I love her like crazy, and it hurts because I'm afraid that someday she'll leave me for someone else.

My name is Jose. And no, I'm not a pushover. I've got a backbone, and trust me, it's strong. Who would've thought, right? Seeing me here, ready to tell you all this, a lot of you will think I'm a weak man, a resigned cuckold, or some poor bastard looking for excuses. Well, no. I've got backbone. Plenty of it. I've also got a well-paying job, a respected position, a paid-off house, and a life many would envy. I'm not writing this out of frustration or deprivation.

Is it a disease? Stricto sensu, it's a paraphilia. Though I have to admit that in our case, it's gone much further than usual. It's not some weekend whim. It's something that defines me, that controls me, and at the same time, makes me feel more alive than ever.

And before you start speculating, let me be clear: I'm not impotent. And I don't have a small dick. Don't go thinking I'm packing a log between my legs either, but I hold my own just fine. I fuck well. I fuck hard. My wife comes with me, screaming and trembling. My cock works when it needs to, and I don't need excuses in bed. This has nothing to do with that. Really, it's completely separate. Let me tell you about it. I'm sure you won't understand, but here goes.

One last thing before I begin: my marriage works. My wife and I love each other and have a relationship built on complete honesty. We're not conventional when it comes to sex, but in every other way, we're a completely normal couple.

The story I'm about to tell started several years ago, so some details and dialogue won't be exact—but they'll be close—and obviously our identities have been changed. Many of the moments, at least the most striking or surprising ones, or the ones that started it all, I remember like it was yesterday, despite all the time that's passed. How could I forget them! I'm sure you'll understand once you read it.

The story begins, as I said, several years ago, at a business school party—one of those underground nights they threw in an old converted warehouse in an industrial park near campus. The air was thick with alcohol and possibility. I'd gone with Felipe, my best friend from college, a true specialist in swooping in on girls who were already a little drunk and open to some fun. The guy had an infallible radar for it.

Adriana was there with her friend Emma. The moment I walked in, my eyes locked on her. She was breathtakingly beautiful. Tall, slender, but with curves. She wore a short black dress, skin-tight, that hugged her hips and narrow waist. The neckline plunged low, showing off the swell of gorgeous breasts that shifted slightly with each step. Her hair was dark brown, and she'd done her makeup with care.

Emma, on the other hand, was more explosive. Dyed blonde, shorter, but with a voluptuous body: big tits barely contained by a low-cut red top, a round ass packed into tight jeans, and the permanent smile of someone who knows she turns heads. She was exactly the type of girl Felipe could spot from a mile away.

And sure enough, it didn't take Felipe five minutes. He walked up to Emma with that confidence of his, whispered something in her ear, and she burst out laughing. Before you could blink, they were dancing in the middle of the floor, his hands already creeping dangerously toward her ass.

I took advantage of his quick success and made my way over to Adriana, who'd been left alone by the bar, stirring her drink with a straw.

“Looks like your friend already found some company,” I said with a smile.

She looked me up and down and flashed a mischievous smile.

“And so has yours, from what I can see. You here to take advantage of the situation?”

“When you put it that way, it sounds terrible,” I replied without missing a beat.

I ordered her another drink and we started talking. She was witty, direct, with an infectious laugh. She told me she was in her final year of college, that she loved to dance and hated boring parties. I told her just enough about myself, more interested in watching her: the way she wet her lips, how she crossed her legs, and that neckline rising and falling with her breath.

On the dance floor, Felipe and Emma were already making out shamelessly. Adriana glanced over at them, then back at me.

“Want to dance?” she asked.

I didn't bother answering. I took her hand and led her to the center of the floor. At first we danced apart, but the heat and the alcohol soon pulled us together. My right hand found her waist. I drew her toward me. Her body fit perfectly against mine. I felt her breasts pressing into my chest, the warmth of her against me. I've always been especially sensitive to those light touches.

Felipe and Emma were kissing constantly, like they were off in their own little world. Adriana and I, tired and sweaty from the dancing and the heat, talked about music, TV shows, how brutal the job market was getting, stuff like that. She laughed freely, throwing her head back, and I couldn't stop staring at her neck and, most of all, the curve of her breasts peeking out of her neckline every time she moved. I liked her. I liked her a lot.

What happened next was electric. Her lips drew closer to mine. They were soft, full, and tasted like vodka and lemon. At first it was just a brush, but then she opened her mouth and her tongue found mine. The kiss turned deep, wet, hungry. My hands slid up her back, pressing her against me. She tangled her fingers in my hair and moaned softly into my mouth when she felt my erection pressing against her belly.

We pulled apart for a second to breathe. Her lips were swollen, her lipstick slightly smudged. She looked at me through half-lidded eyes.

“Fuck…” she whispered. “This is getting interesting,” she said, not pulling back an inch.

We kept dancing and kissing through several more songs. Each kiss grew longer, more intense, wetter. At one point I slipped my hand under her dress, grazing the soft skin of her thigh. She stopped me with a “not here.”

When the party started winding down, we headed outside together. Felipe and Emma had already left on their own. Adriana looked at me, her hair tousled, her lips still swollen from our kisses.

“Walk me home?” she asked.

“Seriously?” I thought. “Was this gorgeous woman actually inviting me back to her place?”

When we got to the apartment she shared with a couple of college friends, we took our time making out in the relative privacy of her room.

Adriana slipped off her dress and I finally got my hands on her magnificent breasts. She moved closer and asked me to kiss her nipples. God, it was incredible—they went rock hard in seconds. While we kissed, she put her hand on my thigh and slid it up until she found my cock, already straining. I unzipped and unbuttoned, lowering my pants a bit. She immediately pulled me out and started stroking me. I was so worked up I didn’t last long—a couple of minutes, maybe, and I came. She handed me a tissue to clean up. We kept kissing, and she guided my hand between her legs. I slipped inside her panties, finding soft pubic hair that I stroked slowly until I reached the wetness of her pussy. Still kissing, I worked her with my fingers until she came. We didn’t fuck that night—partly because she told me she wasn’t the type to fuck on the first night.

Over the following weeks, the pattern continued, and finally, one Friday, we went all the way. She wore a skirt, riding me until I came. I had to keep working her with my fingers for her to finish. In the days that followed, we did it again and again—each time better, each time longer.

We tried to get time alone, but there was always someone at her place or mine. Without a car or motorcycle to escape somewhere else, we were constantly hunting for the right moment.

She’d told me she was coming out of a difficult relationship—a boyfriend who’d cheated on her—and that she didn’t want to complicate her life with something new. But life has a way of happening anyway, and we became inseparable.

What started as a party night—wet kisses and bold hands—transformed into something solid and real. Adriana and I fit together naturally. In the months after that ADE party, we were barely apart. We spent nights in her small bedroom or at my parents’ house when they were away, fucking like animals and talking until dawn. She had that perfect mix of intelligence and a hunger that never faded.

I was deep in studying for civil service exams for a technical position in government. Entire days locked away with books and notes, nerves constantly on edge. Adriana, meanwhile, had started working as a junior auditor at an American multinational. Her life was pure stress: travel, endless account closings, late-night meetings, and a salary that was finally becoming respectable. Even so, she always found time for me.

Our first apartment was the real turning point. We found it in an outlying neighborhood, but with good transit connections. It was small—a combined living-dining room with an open kitchen, a decent bedroom, and a bathroom that barely fit the essentials—but to us it was a palace. We painted the walls together one weekend, splattered with paint and laughing like idiots. We bought cheap furniture and a mattress that we initially just put on the floor, but it became our sanctuary.

The move was chaotic and exciting. I remember the first night there: no curtains yet, just a few lamps and boxes everywhere. Adriana showed up with a bottle of wine and a mischievous smile. She was wearing athletic shorts and one of my t-shirts that swallowed her. As soon as I closed the door, I pushed her against the hallway wall.

“Welcome to our home…” she murmured before I kissed her hard.

I pulled off her t-shirt in one tug. Her perfect tits bounced free, nipples already hard, as always. I dropped to my knees and pulled down her shorts along with her panties. Her pussy—she’d started keeping it shaved—was swollen and glistening. I devoured her right there, standing, with her leg hooked over my shoulder. Adriana moaned uncontrollably, pulling my hair, grinding against my face. When she came, her juices soaked my chin. I stood up, shoved down my pants, and thrust into her in one stroke. We fucked against the wall—hard, fast, wild. Her nails raked my back while I bit her neck, marking her. We came almost together, me filling her as she trembled.

That set the tone for the years that followed: everything at a hundred miles an hour, with all the intensity of a young, passionate couple.

Mornings, I’d get up early to study. She’d rush off to the office in heels and a suit jacket that hugged her ass in a way that drove me crazy. When she got home, half the time she didn’t even finish changing. I’d fuck her in the kitchen while dinner cooked, legs spread on the counter, skirt hiked up to her waist. She liked me to dominate her, to take her hard, to talk dirty to her.

I finished the civil service exams with a high score and landed my position without having to change cities. She rose quickly at the auditing firm; she traveled more, but she always came back eager for me.

We decided to get married a year and a half after moving in together. It felt natural, almost obvious. One night, after a particularly intense fuck—I'd made her come three times in a row—we lay naked and sweaty in bed. Her head rested on my chest, her finger tracing circles on my skin.

“I want to marry you,” I said suddenly.

Adriana lifted her head, surprise and joy lighting up her face.

“Really?”

“Yes. I don’t want anyone else. I want this with you every day. I love you, Adriana.”

We got married six months later in a simple but beautiful ceremony, surrounded by family and close friends. The first years of marriage were a continuation of the life we’d led as boyfriend and girlfriend. We bought nicer furniture, renovated the kitchen, and kept loving each other, building the foundation of a solid relationship. Adriana grew more confident in her body and her power. She liked to provoke me: wearing shorter and shorter dresses to dinner, teasing me, becoming sexier by the day. And little by little, very subtly, something started to shift inside me. At first it was just an innocent observation: the way men looked at her in restaurants, at her company parties, at the beach. I felt a strange pang, a mixture of pride and something darker, hotter. It wasn’t normal jealousy. It was arousal.

I started photographing her naked, and within a few months, I’d amassed a real arsenal of photos and videos of every kind. I suppose she thought I deleted them afterward, but what I didn’t tell her was that I hoarded them like treasure. I kept them for myself, secretly masturbating to those images. But the desire was there, growing. And Adriana, without knowing it, was feeding that seed.

We moved to our current duplex in a residential neighborhood on the outskirts of Madrid—much larger, with a community pool. Our life continued to be perfect. Work, sex, love, ambition. All at once. But deep down, I already knew I wanted more, and it wouldn’t be long before I found out what.

And now, I was sitting in my bedroom while she fucked that guy we’d met at a club—a guy who thought he’d died and gone to heaven when my wife made her proposal.

Without further delay, I’ll tell you how it all began.


	First Symptoms.


1

“Vacation at last, honey!” Adriana had said the moment she walked through the door after a marathon day at work. The best time of year had finally arrived—our long-awaited vacation.

The next morning, we had everything ready to go. With just the two of us, we didn’t need much luggage—a couple of suitcases and we were good to go. We’d be spending the first two weeks on the Almería coast, then heading to Peñíscola for the last few days. We would have preferred to stay in one place the whole time, but the Almería apartment was only available for the first half.

We sat down for breakfast on the terrace of the bar below our apartment before hitting the road. We ordered two coffees and a piece of toast, since I can’t eat anything solid before noon. While she finished hers, I watched her. Maybe it was just me, or maybe everyone would agree, but Adriana, my stunning wife, seemed more attractive to me every day. At twenty-eight, she was in her prime, as they say. She had a spectacular body that she kept in great shape, with firm legs and ass, and a chest that drew anyone’s gaze. Her dark hair and tan skin gave her an exotic look, combined with those intense eyes. She’d put on a strappy sundress and simple flip-flops to stay comfortable for the trip. I noticed her feet with their white-painted nails, and an anklet she never wore to work but always put on during vacation—a small rebellion against the conservative dress code her job demanded. As I finished my coffee, I thought about how lucky I was to have her.

“Jose, this vacation I just want us to rest and enjoy ourselves. No worries,” she said, snapping me out of my thoughts. “Beach, pool, siesta, beach bar, and restaurant.”

“Of course, that’s what it’s all about. I’ve already been checking out the area. There are tons of secluded beaches and beautiful little coves where we can get lost. I’ve also found some really interesting restaurants.”

“I brought a couple of books to relax with. Beach, pool, and all-inclusive. That’s what we need.”

“Absolutely. You rest and enjoy yourself. We’ve earned it.”

We finally got in the car and hit the road. As I drove, I glanced at her thighs in that short little dress. I rested my hand on her knee and she smiled at me. When we were almost there, she got a call from her friend Emma. Emma was her best friend—the classic wild friend that almost every girl has, the one they do crazy things with in their younger years. Attractive, fun, but also a real pain in the ass who’d caused quite a few problems when Adri and I first started dating.

“No way, girl, I need to rest. You have a good time,” Adriana was saying while I could hear Emma screaming like crazy on the other end. “You’re crazy,” she continued, laughing. “Come on, please, be careful—you’re dangerous… Yeah, I’ll do crazy things, don’t worry… Love you, Em, kisses.”

I kept driving, waiting for her to fill me in on their conversation. She always told me everything they talked about—or at least that’s what I believed.

“Oh, nothing much—she’s saying she might stop by Cabo de Gata to liven up our vacation. She’s going to Málaga with another friend and two Italian guys they met the other night,” she explained with a smile. “On top of that, she wants me to take off with them for a bit. I told her she’s half crazy.”

I was quiet for a few seconds. But Adriana and I had total trust between us, so I asked:

“Would you have wanted to go with her?”

“What are you talking about?” she responded. “When have you ever seen me do something like that?”

“I would go with two girls I’d just met at a party,” I said, trying to get a rise out of her.

“You’re such an idiot,” she said, punching my arm. “I should have told her yes and let you go to Almería by yourself,” she added, laughing.

“I’m sure you’d have a great time. And for just a couple of days, nothing would happen anyway.”

“Are you seriously telling me you’d let me go with her?”

“Yeah, sure, why not? If you felt like it, I wouldn’t have a problem with it.”

“I honestly can’t believe you. You can be damn sure I wouldn’t let you go off with any of your buddies. Besides, I don’t need to go with anyone else. I already have you.”

“It’s not about need. It’s just about adding some spice to life. Eventually, routine gets the best of us.”

“What the fuck are you talking about?” she said in a tone that made it clear she didn’t find this conversation funny at all. “Has routine gotten the best of you?”

“Look, that’s not what I meant,” I said, backpedaling. “I’m just saying that sometimes breaking out of the routine is good. As for me, I’m happy with what I have,” I added, giving her bare thigh a squeeze. “I have the most spectacular woman all to myself. Sometimes I think I’m too selfish,” I said with a laugh.

“Oh, knock it off and drive—you’re talking nonsense,” she said, removing my hand from her knee. “Now you’re trying to fix it by flattering me. We’ll see if I do anything for you this vacation.”

We finally arrived at our destination. It was already three-thirty. We went straight to grab something to eat before picking up the apartment keys. I knew exactly where to go—a little terrace on the boardwalk that I remembered from a previous trip to the Almería area, specializing in local dishes. It was crazy hot, so we ordered a salad, fried fish, and some nicely poured beers. We finally made it to our apartment. The photos hadn’t lied—the place was fantastic. There were several independent white houses, two stories each: downstairs was the living room and kitchen with a little garden opening onto the communal pool, and upstairs were two bedrooms and a huge bathroom. We dropped our things and headed to bed to rest up from the trip.

As soon as we lay down on the bed, I felt that familiar rush of excitement that comes with being on vacation in a new place. The beach, the heat, the humidity—it had always turned me on. Summer just does that to you. Maybe it's the skimpy clothes girls wear, the bodies glistening with suntan oil on the beach, or that sense of freedom you feel in places like this. The moment Adriana lay down next to me wearing nothing but her thong and a braless T-shirt, I couldn't hold back anymore. I slid up behind her so she could feel my erection, and my hands started exploring under her shirt. The cool touch of her breasts drove me wild—her soft skin contrasting with the hardness of those dark, large nipples I knew were so sensitive.

“Mmmm, let me take a little nap, babe,” she said, playing hard to get.

“You know these two drive me crazy,” I said, gently caressing her breasts.

I started playing with her nipples, pinching them softly, just the way she liked. She quickly turned around, kissed me, and reached for my cock, which was ready for whatever she wanted.

“Already like this?” she asked.

“She's happy because she knows it's party time.”

“Oh really? She's that sure of herself?” she said, starting to stroke me.

“She always knows when she's needed.”

“You're way too confident,” she said, climbing on top of me. “Just so you know, I've been thinking, and maybe I'll call Emma and go with her and her two Italian hookups.”

“I'm sure you'd have a fantastic time,” I replied, playing along. “Though I don't think you'd dare.”

“Don't challenge me,” she said, looking at me defiantly, then kissing me hard enough to bite my lip.

Our tongues began to dance. Adriana loved long, deep kisses—she surrendered completely to them. We made out for a good while, tongues intertwined, until she pulled off her shirt. Watching her take off that tank top was a pleasure in itself. Her breasts rose with the fabric, then dropped heavily when it cleared. Quite a show. The moment it was off, my hands went wild on those perfect breasts. She kept kissing me, grinding against my underwear. My cock was rock hard. The kisses grew deeper and deeper. I let go of her breasts and somehow managed to get my underwear off without breaking the kiss. Now I could feel her shaved, hot pussy through the thin fabric of her thong as I returned to her breasts. I felt her wetness against my cock.

I pushed her down firmly beside me on the bed. I got on my knees and started pulling down her thong. I loved watching that object of desire between her legs slowly reveal itself. She lifted her ass a little to help me out. Her perfect shaved pussy came into view inch by inch. As I pulled the thong further, it clung to her wet lips. I love how her soaked, sticky lips always make panties cling to them. I finally got rid of the thong, and paradise lay before me. She was on her back, knees bent, legs spread wide, exposing herself shamelessly. Her pussy glistened with her juices, those long, fleshy lips inviting me to devour them. I couldn't hold back anymore and buried my face between her thighs. The scent of her arousal drove me wild, so I extended my tongue and licked her deeply, running it over her pussy again and again. A soft moan told me she liked it. She loved oral sex, and I think that's one of my specialties since I take my time. She leaned back and settled in to enjoy.

I have to admit, I love eating Adriana out. I could spend hours doing it. Her soft scent, her taste—they drove me wild. I started teasing her clit with my tongue. She loved that. When she was aroused, her clit would harden and peek out proudly from between her lips. It really turned her on when I grazed it with my teeth.

Her moans told me she was getting close, so I alternated between licking the entrance to her pussy and brushing against her clit. Her breathing grew more and more ragged—a sign her orgasm was approaching. Using my fingers to help, I slid two of them inside her until she exploded in my mouth. A deep, powerful orgasm that trapped my head between her thighs as her hand pressed my face against her pussy. I could feel the spasms running through her legs. In moments like that, I just want to crawl inside her. My mouth found her pussy lips and I practically made out with them amid a flood of her juices. I loved the feeling of her soaking me with her wetness.

My cock was demanding its turn, so I quickly started rubbing the tip against the entrance to her pussy. She loved that. I was completely hard. I slicked myself with her wetness and slowly began sliding into her while she took me in with her eyes closed and her mouth half-open, still breathing hard from her recent orgasm. Once I was all the way inside, I savored the warmth enveloping my cock and started with a gentle rhythm, on my knees on the bed, slow and deep… I've always liked missionary, as maligned as it is.

“That was some orgasm you just had in my mouth,” I whispered to her. Adri has always been turned on by me talking to her while we fuck, and I never miss the chance to say the dirtiest things I can think of.

“Did you like it? I think I came harder than usual today, didn't I?” she said, just as turned on as I was.

“You know it drives me wild. When you cum like that, you can do anything to me.”

“Oh really? Well, I'm thinking about calling Em and telling her to come get me—teach you a lesson,” she said between moans, trying to provoke me.

“Go ahead and call her. Your phone's right there,” I said confidently, picking up the pace a little.

“Someone's feeling cocky,” she said, emboldened. “Maybe I'll surprise you.”

My thrusts were getting harder and harder, spurred on by the conversation, and I could see Adriana getting more and more turned on. She rolled us over without letting me slip out. Now she was on top, with me still inside her. She was in control. She wrapped her arms around my neck and started riding me, kissing me deeply. I loved that. Every now and then she'd lean back and I'd watch her pussy lips swallow and grip my cock relentlessly. At one point, without breaking her rhythm, she pulled her mouth away from mine.

“Are you serious? You'd let me go with Emma and the two Italians?”

“I swear I would,” I answered, feeling her speed up even more. “Would you want to?”

“You're that sure nothing would happen?”

“I trust you completely.”

“And what about them? You know how Italians are…”

“I'm sure they'd be drooling over your tits,” I said, groping them roughly.

“And that doesn't bother you?” Adriana asked, completely turned on. “Wouldn't it bother you if they tried to hit on me?”

“I get why they'd check out your tits. I'd check them out too. And honestly, it would turn me on watching them try to get you into bed,” I confessed.

“Does it turn you on when other guys see me naked?”

“You know it does. It's one of my fantasies.”

“Well, I guess I'm going to have to go topless this year,” she said with a smile that told me everything I needed to know.

Hearing her say that drove me wild. I'd always been turned on by the idea of her going topless at the beach, but she'd never wanted to. She could never find the right moment—there were kids around, or men who would stare. It was never the right time.

“You know I have no problem with that. I'd love to see you showing them off at the beach, or at that amazing pool in the complex,” I assured her, kissing her more deeply to prove it.

“Well, maybe I will,” she said, slipping me her tongue and teasing me.

We were completely wild, both of us on the verge of exploding. She noticed and warned me not to come inside. The risk of pregnancy. Adriana had had to stop taking the pill because of a hormonal imbalance, and I'd forgotten the condoms on the nightstand back home, so I got her on all fours on the bed and stood on the floor behind her. I rubbed my cock against her pussy a couple of times and spit in my hand to lube up her ass. I lined up my tip with her hole and pushed all the way in. No holding back. She let out a moan as she felt me thrust in so suddenly. It was almost a cry, though more from pleasure than pain. Adriana had never let me fuck her ass until she had to stop taking the pill, and lately she'd been letting me take her from behind, especially when we ran out of condoms, like now.

She slipped her hand underneath and started touching herself. All I could hear was the slapping of my pelvis against her ass and the wet sounds of her pussy as she rubbed herself hard. Her moans were coming faster and faster. I stared, mesmerized, at her ass spread open before me, completely smooth, perfect. I started to feel her tighten around me and her moans rising. With a couple more hard thrusts, she started trembling and came harder than I'd seen in a long time. It was a total release for me—I couldn't hold back anymore. I pulled out of her ass and, aiming at her crack, started jerking off, shooting my load all over her. She was completely covered in cum. It reached halfway up her back and dripped down over her pussy. Finally I stopped and collapsed onto the bed, spent.

“Damn, you really got me going,” she said, laughing. “I can see you liked the idea.”

“That was incredible,” I confessed, trying to catch my breath.

“Come on, I'm going to the bathroom to clean up. You left my pussy flooded with cum, and the last thing I need is to get pregnant.”

“I'll go buy condoms later. Don't worry.”
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I woke up mid-afternoon to sweltering heat. I looked over and saw Adriana sleeping face down beside me. Her ass was magnificent—firm and inviting. I wanted to dive in and devour it. Instead, I grabbed my sneakers and headed downstairs to the living room. I made myself a shandy to relax and went out to the garden for a cigarette.

By the pool, a couple of women were sunbathing. They were your classic attractive MILFs, though the first signs of age were starting to show. One of them wore a tiny red bikini that could barely contain her generous breasts. Both chatted casually while soaking up every last ray of sun.

I went inside and opened the suitcase that was still in the living room. I put on my swim trunks and headed to the pool. All it took was walking down some stairs from our garden and you were there. I looked down from above. The two women had left and the pool was completely empty. I left my towel on a lounge chair under a large umbrella and dove in. The water was so warm you barely felt it when you got in. I swam around for about twenty minutes and finally got out. I lay down on the towel to sunbathe, and a few minutes later the woman in the red bikini appeared. Blonde, a bit plump. She had a generous ass with some cellulite, but still plenty to work with. Her breasts were large and slightly sagging, barely held up by the skimpy bikini. She spotted me and came over to say hello.

“Hi, I’m Nuria. I’m guessing you’re the one who rented apartment six, right?”

“Hi, nice to meet you, I’m Jose,” I said, extending my hand. She shook it, looking a bit surprised. “Yeah, we’re in number six. We came here to unwind for a few days. Planning to stay for two weeks, and I think we hit the jackpot.”

“Are you here with your wife?” she asked directly.

“My wife. Yeah, well, she’s resting right now.”

“Makes sense. Not many people come to the pool at this hour—it’s too hot. More show up later. But don’t worry, as you’ve seen there are only a few houses and no kids. Do you two have children?”

“No. Not yet.” She seemed relieved by my answer. “Yeah, it seems like a really quiet place.”

“It is. You’ll be able to rest as much as you want here,” she told me as she headed toward the water. “Although young people always want something more than just rest.”

I watched her enter the water, the way it gradually rose to touch every part of her body. I found her undeniably attractive, even though having a girl like Adriana in my bed made it feel almost wrong to look at a woman over fifty with desire. But the truth was, she was very attractive. I tore my eyes away and grabbed my towel. I waved goodbye to Nuria and climbed the stairs back to our garden.

Adriana was already awake, shandy in hand, finishing the last drags of a cigarette. She smiled when she saw me.

“I knew you were at the pool.”

“Yeah, I didn’t know what to do so I went down to cool off a bit, but it’s hot as hell. The water’s so warm you don’t even notice when you get in.”

“Oh great, just how I like it!” she said excitedly.

“I had the whole pool to myself. Just as I was leaving, a woman showed up to take a dip. Really nice.”

“You weren’t flirting with her, were you?” she said jokingly.

“Nooo, she’s gotta be fifty!”

“I’m kidding, silly. So what do you say—should we unpack?” she said as she got up from the chair and headed to the living room to grab the suitcases.

We carried the suitcases up to the bedroom. It took me all of five minutes to pull everything out and toss it in a drawer. I also hung up the nicer clothes I’d brought in case we went somewhere fancy. She, on the other hand, carefully put everything in its place. She was extremely organized. I watched her pull out several bikinis. I noticed that I’d never seen some of them before.

“Look, they’re new. I got them on sale online. Haven’t even tried them on,” she said, showing me three bikinis—one black, one red, and one white. “Do you like them?”

“You look spectacular in anything,” I replied. “But you could’ve just bought the bottoms. Would’ve saved some money, and it’s not like you’re going to use the tops…”

“Yeah right! And don’t even think about me going topless at the pool,” she said firmly. “Come on, let’s go get some food and drinks, and on the way back I’ll break in one of these at the pool.”

We went shopping like we did at the start of every vacation. Just some breakfast stuff and snacks since we usually ate lunch and dinner out. What we didn’t skimp on were drinks—beers, wine, gin, soft drinks… Adriana had always been a party girl, and I was grateful she still was.

The biggest advantage of the apartment complex was the peace and quiet, but that was also a bit of a drawback since it meant taking the car for any shopping we needed to do. Even though we didn’t smoke much, I made sure to grab a carton of cigarettes at a tobacco shop on the way to the pharmacy. We got back to the apartment and put everything away. Once that was done, Adriana said she’d put on her bikini and we’d head down for a swim. She was ready in no time, and looked absolutely stunning. When she appeared at the stairs in her bikini, I was blown away.

“
Ugh, babe, I think I really messed up… They run way smaller than I thought.”



She was wearing the black bikini she’d shown me. She looked absolutely incredible in those tiny bottoms and that top. Sure, they were a bit small on her, but not ridiculously so. Her tits looked even bigger—squeezed into that bikini, they seemed to be begging to break free. She turned so I could see her from behind, and I noticed the back had ridden up between her cheeks, showing off a pair of perfectly shaped ass cheeks. It was almost too much, but I kept my mouth shut.

“Well, it’s a little snug, but you look amazing.”

“I can tell from your face that you like it. Besides, anything goes at the beach,” she said, winking and smiling at me. “The problem will be here at the pool. I’m a little embarrassed.”

“Don’t be embarrassed. Let the old guys drool,” I said, giving her a slap on the ass.

We grabbed the towels and headed out to the yard, which had plants that shielded us from prying eyes at the pool. As soon as we passed the plants, we could see there were more people than before—about seven, including Nuria. Everyone turned when they saw us arrive.

“Hello, Jose,” Nuria greeted me. “This beauty must be your wife,” she said loudly while the rest couldn’t take their eyes off us.

“Yes...” I stammered, a little overwhelmed by all those stares. Well, more accurately, they were fixed on Adri, who looked fantastic in her tiny bikini.

“Nice to meet you,” she said to Adriana. “I met Jose this afternoon. He told me you’d be here for a few days.”

“Likewise,” Adriana replied. “We came to get away from the hustle and bustle of the big city for a few days.”

Adriana, unlike me, always seemed confident around new people. She loved meeting people and chatting with them, though I noticed she seemed a bit self-conscious—probably because of how skimpy her outfit was.

“We all know each other really well here,” Nuria told her. “Except for the house where you’re staying, we’re all owners and come every year. In fact, your apartment has only been rented out for two years now. The previous owners got divorced, and neither of them comes around anymore.”

“I see it’s not a very crowded development either,” Adriana noted.

“Not at all. There are only these six houses. And the best part is, there are no kids bothering you all the time,” Nuria explained. “The one on the corner, number one, is mine. I’m here alone right now. My husband’s working, but he’ll finally be here tomorrow, Friday. Let me introduce you to the rest of the neighbors.”

Nuria introduced us to all the couples there. I could see the men eyeing Adriana with desire, trying to keep their gazes from drifting to her tits in front of their wives. The women, for their part, looked at her with a certain wariness. While their words were pleasant and friendly, I got the impression they knew their husbands were thinking about how spectacularly hot Adriana was—and that kind of thing pisses a woman off.

We spent a good while chatting with them. They told us that after so many years coming here, they’d all become close friends. When everyone got together, they usually threw a party at the pool or had a barbecue—and we could join in this year. They told us about the places we should visit. Before we knew it, it was practically dark.

Naturally, I found myself talking with the men about throwing a party to celebrate the start of vacation. Adriana told me she wanted to go for a swim. I watched the other three stare, mesmerized, as Adriana descended the pool stairs like a Greek goddess. I felt an enormous surge of excitement seeing their faces.

“Come on, Alberto, let’s go home,” I heard his wife say, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Alberto shrugged and went to gather his things. After shooting a couple more undisguised glances, he left with his wife. I took the opportunity to join Adriana in the pool. Gradually, the neighbors headed off. The last to leave was Nuria, who told us not to rush—there were no time restrictions at the pool, and we could use it until practically any hour. Adriana and I were left alone. I took the chance to move close to her and give her a kiss.

“It’s wonderful here,” Adriana told me as she rested her arms on the pool’s edge, her breasts on perfect display, straining against the two small triangles of fabric. Her nipples were fully erect and utterly tempting.

“The temperature really is perfect for this. How wonderful! I think I could get used to living like this all year round. Too bad we can’t.”

“I think we’re going to have a great time on this vacation,” she said enthusiastically, throwing her head back.

“And on top of that, you’ve become the queen of the place. None of the neighbors could take their eyes off you. Especially Alberto.”

“Don’t be silly,” Adriana said. “Besides, like you said, they’ve got to be at least fifty.”

“There’s no age limit for looking and enjoying a good view, Adri. And you’ve become the best part of the scenery around here.”

I laughed and gradually moved closer to her from behind, pressing my cock against her ass. She let me, even pushing her ass back a little to make it easier, but told me to stay still. I kept at it, my hands already reaching for her tits. She turned around, annoyed, and grabbed my hands.

“Not here, Jose,” she said, giving me a kiss on the lips.

“Just a little,” I insisted.

“No. Stop it, someone might see us,” she said, struggling to push my hands away—not easy when I’m this quick with my hands, especially when there’s skin involved.

“They were all devouring you with their eyes,” I whispered, my hands going on the offensive under the water.

Finally, I grabbed her ass and pulled her close. We melted into a deep kiss. She relaxed a little and started kissing me back. Gradually, I noticed it was getting easier to reach her body beneath the water. My hands claimed her ass. I pressed her hard against me as we kissed. Without breaking the kiss, I guided her toward the pool steps. I positioned her in a corner where she was more or less hidden, angling myself so I could kiss her properly while my back blocked any prying eyes from the apartments behind us.

“Please don’t take them out. I don’t want to put on a show on our first day here.”

“Relax, nobody can see us here.”

We kept kissing, more and more passionately. It was completely dark now. The underwater pool lights were the only illumination. One of my hands caressed her belly, sliding down toward her mound.

“Jose, not here, please,” she begged, knowing what I was about to do.

“Relax, just a little,” I whispered softly, slipping my hand into the front of her bikini and feeling the smoothness of her bare mound.

As soon as my hand slipped in a little, she relaxed her legs, opening them just enough for my finger to reach its destination. I started working her. Despite the water, I could feel her wetness perfectly—denser, warmer. I began with slow circles on her clit. She threw her head back and closed her eyes. She was clearly struggling to hold back her moans.

“Stop, please,” she begged, without the slightest conviction. “If someone comes down, they’ll see us. How embarrassing…”

“Let them see us. Besides, I’m sure they’re all in their bathrooms jerking off thinking about the hottie who showed up at the complex for vacation. They’re going to enjoy this.”

“You’re crazy, Jose,” she said, laughing.

“Trust me, their vacation is already worth it. They’ll go back to work in September bragging about how they got lucky enough to have a neighbor who was smoking hot and a little bit slutty.”

“You’re insane, Jose. Let’s go home,” she said quietly, even as she enjoyed what my finger was doing.

“As soon as you come, we’ll go,” I challenged.

“Not here, please.”

“Let’s give the neighbors a show. You noticed how they were devouring you with their eyes, right?”

“Their eyes kept drifting to my tits,” she said haltingly, eyes closed.

“They were all staring shamelessly. And when you got in the water, they couldn’t take their eyes off your ass. That bikini’s skimpier in back than in front,” I told her, picking up the pace with my finger inside her.

Adriana’s orgasm was close. I could tell from her breathing she wouldn’t last much longer, so I decided to push her further with my words.

“Does it bother you that they look at you?” I asked.

Her eyes stayed closed. Her mouth hung slightly open. Her breathing came in choppy gasps.

“Does it bother you that they look at you?” I asked again.

“I don’t care,” she finally answered. “Maybe a little uncomfortable.”

“Well, they loved it, and so did I.”

“Let them enjoy it,” she said, now fully into our game of dirty talk.

“You should have gone topless.”

“Maybe I will someday. Would you like that?” she asked.

The thought of it made me incredibly hard, and I sped up my movements around her clit even more. From experience, I knew that if I slid inside her at that moment, the orgasm would be brutal, so with my other hand I slipped two fingers into her pussy. Adriana was on the edge. Without letting up, I tugged her bikini down a bit, leaving one breast exposed. Seeing that she only wanted to come and wasn’t objecting, I freed the other one too. With both breasts exposed above her bikini, I pulled my face back to take her in. She looked like a goddess. There she lay, reclined against the steps with her legs spread—anyone glancing out their apartment window would see us in such a lewd position, my hands buried in her bikini bottoms and her tits on full display.

“If someone comes out, all hell’s going to break loose,” I told her.

“I don’t care. Now finish what you started, bastard,” she demanded, opening her eyes and pinning me with a stare that stopped me cold.

The moment she said it, the orgasm hit her. She never stopped looking at me, just kept saying she didn’t care if they saw her… as she came like crazy. It was a long one. I felt her hot wetness on my finger. Finally, she threw her head back, fighting to hold in her moans, and I felt her legs start to clench. I savored the last few seconds until she lifted her head, pulled my hand out of her bikini bottoms, and tucked her tits back into place.

“You’re crazy, Jose,” she scolded.

“And you loved it… Nobody saw you. It’s fine,” I reassured her.

She stood up. I watched her perfect body rise from the water. I got up and followed her.

“Where do you think you’re going like that, kid?” she said with a laugh, pointing at my very obvious erection.

“You could take care of this if you want,” I said, knowing she’d never do it there.

“Come on, cover up and let’s go home,” she said, wrapping herself in the towel and heading up the stairs toward our garden.

I did as she said. I wrapped the towel around myself and followed her up the stairs.

Her bikini bottoms had become almost invisible between her buttocks. Water slid down her tanned skin, leaving a sheen that made her look like a goddess fresh from the sea. At twenty-eight, her body was at its peak: delicate shoulders, arms toned from sports, full and firm breasts straining brazenly against the thin fabric, nipples hardened by the cool water. Her waist was narrow, curving dramatically into feminine hips. Her thighs were soft yet strong, with droplets of water trickling slowly down their inner sides. Her skin, already bronzed by the sun, gleamed in the pool light.

She ran her hands through her wet hair, pushing it back, and the movement made her tits lift and sway naturally. She smiled when she saw me, oblivious to the hurricane raging inside me. She walked with that unconscious sway, water still dripping down her legs. I was completely aroused. It wasn’t just the natural excitement from what we’d just done. It was something deeper, more twisted. I wanted everyone to see her. I wanted the men in the apartments—the ones who’d already been staring at her without any attempt to hide it—to desire her openly.

I regretted not bringing my phone. I would have taken photos. Photos that wouldn’t just be for me. Photos I’d share… with my virtual friends.

Because I’d already started doing it. It had all begun a few months earlier, almost by chance. One night, after fucking, Adriana fell asleep and I couldn’t. I started browsing the internet for porn and ended up on Flickr, almost by accident. At first I only found artistic nude photos, but I soon discovered there was a whole hidden community. Profiles of ordinary men, like me, who uploaded photos of their wives. It wasn’t professional porn. It was something much more powerful and, above all, real.

There was everything imaginable. Photos taken at the beach or at pools, in situations just like the one we’d just been in—women coming out of the water in wet bikinis, nipples showing through, carefree smiles. Others more intimate: wives in lingerie in the living room, posing for their husband’s camera. Some more explicit, with legs spread showing their wet, glistening pussies, tits out, asses in close-up. There were entire “before and after” series. Women dressed elegantly for dinner, then the same woman naked, freshly fucked, with her husband’s cum—or another man’s—running down her thighs.

The comments were what turned me on the most. Men from all over the world praising these women without filter or restraint.

Some were more respectful, almost poetic; others were direct, crude, asking for more photos, suggesting poses, asking if the woman knew she was being exhibited. And the husbands responded. Some just said thanks, proud. Others shared intimate details. Some even posted photos without pixelating the face. That community became my secret vice. I spent hours browsing profiles, masturbating slowly while imagining Adriana in those same situations. One photo in particular stuck with me: a brunette surrounded by three black cocks, covered in cum. I came looking at that, imagining it was Adriana and that hundreds of men were seeing her.

From there, setting up a Telegram group was just one step away. One night, after masturbating to other people’s photos on Flickr, I privately messaged three users I’d connected with the most. I proposed something more exclusive, more intimate and controlled: a private group where only “absolutely trustworthy” profiles could enter. If you can even call it trust among complete strangers who only share a common vice through the anonymity the internet provides.

The group was called “Proud Husband.” We were twelve at first, then grew to twenty-something. All with anonymous profiles, but with one clear rule: to get in, you had to send a recent photo of your wife clearly showing her face. No masks or cropping. We wanted to see the whole woman, not just a body without identity. That was the real thrill: knowing she was real, that she had a name, a life, and a husband who was willingly offering her up.

There we showed everything. Innocent photos of them in bikinis at the beach, stepping out of the shower with the towel half-fallen, sleeping naked with the sheets tangled around them, or even dressed up for a night out. But we soon upped the ante. We gave ourselves weekly photo challenges under the solemn promise never to share anything outside the group. “This week’s challenge: photo of your wife in lingerie in the garage, or her touching herself in the car in a public parking lot.” Close-up of her freshly fucked pussy, with your cum dripping.

None of those women, except one, knew what their husbands were doing. That was the darkest and most addictive part. I uploaded photos of Adriana carefully at first, but I soon got hooked on the challenges. Every time I hit “send,” I felt a brutal mix of shame, pride, and pure excitement. My cock got hard just imagining the reactions from my anonymous friends.

And the reactions came fast.

“Next challenge?”

Some comments were wilder, the kind that would have cost me my marriage if Adriana had read them: “Tell her to get on all fours and spread her ass wide. I want to see her hole.” “I bet she’s a slut in bed. I bet she loves being treated like a whore.” “Have you let another guy fuck her yet? Because that face is begging for someone else’s cum.”

I responded with emojis or short phrases, but inside I was burning. I saved screenshots of the most brutal comments and masturbated reading them over and over.

The group wasn't enough for me. I signed up on Pajilleros and other similar forums. That's where I uploaded private albums of Adriana. I asked for explicit tributes: photos or videos of men cumming on her printed images or on the screen. I got dozens. Men from Spain, Latin America, even a few Germans or Italians. I watched cocks of all sizes ejaculating on Adriana's smiling face, on her tits, on her pussy. I saved everything in encrypted folders.

I was obsessed. Every night, after we fucked and Adriana fell asleep, I'd open my phone and check the new messages. I'd read the comments, heart pounding. Some got me so horny I had to wake her up and fuck her again, imagining it was them inside her.

One night, after a challenge where I uploaded a photo of Adriana kneeling on the bed, thong pulled down, ass in the air, looking back at the camera, the comments exploded. More than thirty messages in an hour. One in particular stayed with me: “This slut is made to be shared. You should organize a gangbang for her and record it. I swear I'd be first in line.”

I closed my eyes and came without touching myself, just from that image in my head.

I knew I was crossing lines. I knew that if Adriana discovered even a fraction of this, everything would go to shit. But I couldn't stop. The group, the forums, the tributes… it all fed that part of me that needed to show her off, offer her up, imagine her being desired and used by others.

Adriana was still my wife, my love, my partner. I fucked her with passion, kissed her tenderly, and we built our life together. But increasingly, in my mind, she was also my secret work of art. My exposed goddess. My greatest vice.

And I knew my friends were waiting for new material to jerk off to. Tonight they'd have to wait.

I opened Telegram out of habit. A profile called Raulolo had posted a series of photos of his impressive wife—huge tits—giving him a titjob until he left her chest covered in cum. The first comments appeared within ten seconds.

Adri got in the shower. I waited in the garden, smoking a cigarette while she finished, and made a couple of gin and tonics. I thought about the kinky moment we'd just had in the pool. Adriana had never let me do anything in a public place before. But this time she was too horny. She seemed to like being the center of attention. Suddenly her phone buzzed on the table. I glanced over and saw she'd gotten a message from Emma.

“Girl, I miss you so much. These two are super handsy, but I gotta say they're hot as hell. Tonight they're going to…” and that's where the preview cut off. I didn't want to open it so Adriana wouldn't know I'd seen it. I was still debating whether to open it when a second message came through: “How about you? Don't you get tired of always being with the same guy? (laughing faces)” Emma was such a bitch. I heard Adriana coming downstairs and put the phone down.

“Great, a gin and tonic. I'm parched.”

“I'm going to take a quick shower.”

As I undressed, I looked at my thick cock. Nothing huge, but not bad at all, I thought. Adriana couldn't complain. I didn't think those two fucking Italians were much better than me…

Was what I was doing a betrayal? It wasn't a passing doubt. It hit me hard in the chest. Because yes, I was hiding something big from my wife. She trusted me completely. She had given me her body, her future, her deepest intimacy. And meanwhile, I was exposing that intimacy to dozens of strangers. I uploaded photos of her looking vulnerable, beautiful, naked. Photos she had let me take thinking they were just for us, to fuel our private desire. And now those images were circulating in a Telegram group and on forums where men I'd never meet were cumming while looking at her, fantasizing about fucking her, calling her a slut and a whore in comments I devoured eagerly.

Was it betrayal? Technically, yes. I was breaking the exclusivity she believed we had. I hadn't asked permission. I hadn't said: “I want to show your body to other men.” I just did it. And that, by any normal definition of marriage, was a serious lack of respect, a violation of trust.

But then the other part of me kicked in, the part that justified everything with twisted, exciting logic. I wasn't cheating on her with another woman. No one else was touching her. There were no kisses, no caresses, no other cocks inside her. Just images. Just looks. Wasn't that, deep down, a way to heighten my excitement so I could give her more pleasure? I wasn't sharing her out of contempt or boredom. I did it precisely because I desired her more than ever. Because her body seemed so perfect, so worthy of being admired, that keeping it just for myself was starting to feel like absurd selfishness. It was like having a painting by a great master locked away in a dark room. I wanted others to see it. I wanted them to praise it. I wanted to feel the sick pride of knowing that, even though she was mine, her image was provoking erections and orgasms in men around the world.

Besides, our sex hadn't gotten worse. On the contrary. Every time I uploaded a new photo and read the dirtiest comments, I came to bed rock hard and fucked her with even more hunger. She noticed the difference and moaned louder, not knowing that part of that passion came from imagining her being desired by others. Wasn't that, in some way, benefiting her too?

I knew it was fragile reasoning, and that if she discovered even a fraction of what I was doing, she'd feel humiliated, betrayed, and furious. And rightly so. But I couldn't stop. The pleasure was too intense, the addiction too deep.

It wasn't betrayal. Or at least that's what I kept telling myself. It was an expansion of our desire. A different way of loving her.

I came downstairs after my shower and Adriana made us a second round of drinks. I loved it when she drank because she loosened up so much. We chatted, and when we finished our glasses, I made another round. We sipped them slowly, holding hands, and Adriana told me she'd gotten a message from Emma.

“She's already going crazy. She says tonight she might end up with both of them,” she explained.

“Wow, Emma,” I responded. “She's always been a bit of a slut, honestly.”

“She's not tied down to anyone, so let her have fun…” she said, taking a sip. “And don't call her a slut.”

“Admit it, she's always been pretty… forward.”

“Yeah, she never overthought things. If she felt like being with someone, she'd go with him without a second thought,” she told me. “I've even seen her go off with other guys while she had a boyfriend.”

“So yeah, a bit of a slut…” I said, meeting her eyes. “But I don't mean it in a bad way. Let her enjoy herself—life's short…”

Adriana stared at me, stunned by what I'd just said.

“Seriously, Jose, lately you've been so different I barely recognize you. You were so jealous at the beginning, and now…”

“Now what?” I asked, encouraging her to continue.

“I don't know, the way you talk it's like you wanted me to go with her and those two guys…”

“No, I want you here with me. But I also think life is short, and you have to enjoy it. You have to add some excitement to life.”

“What are you talking about? We get more daring every day. Look at what we did earlier in the pool,” she said, looking embarrassed. “I can't believe what I let you do, honey.”

“Don't be embarrassed. I loved it and so did you. It's fine.”

“Yeah, but if someone had caught us, I would've died of embarrassment,” she confessed.

“If one of those guys had seen us, he would've jumped in the water with us. I'd understand.”

“See what I mean? It's like you want people to see us.”

“Relax, sweetheart. Come on, let's go to bed.”

We picked up the bottles and headed to bed. While she went upstairs, I locked everything up. I went up to the bathroom. The door was half open. I could see Adriana sitting on the toilet, peeing. One of my weaknesses… Her tank top perfectly outlined her breasts. Her panties down around her knees. The sound of the stream… it made me want to pounce on her. I went to the bedroom and grabbed my phone. I snapped a couple photos of her, and she shot me an annoyed look.

“Damn it, Jose. That's all I needed, you taking photos of me peeing. You're such a fucking pervert,” she said, rubbing my cock through my underwear, making it start to harden right away. “Why do you want so many photos?”

“Well, the door was open and you looked so hot. Plus, you know I love looking at you and capturing those moments,” I explained.

“Yeah? And what would you like to look at now?” she asked playfully, forgetting about the photos.

“You know your tits could drive anyone crazy.”

Adriana lifted her shirt above her chest, showing me her perfect breasts.

“Do you like them that much?” she said, caressing them and lightly pinching her nipples, which quickly hardened.

I positioned myself in front of her. Sitting on the bed, I pulled out my cock, showing her.

“What do you think?” I said, my cock completely hard.

“I can see it's happy to see them.”

“Very, very happy,” I said, starting to stroke myself.

“Does it only get happy with my tits, or is there something else that turns you on?” Adriana was getting bolder with her teasing, and it hadn't even been two hours since she'd come, but that's what alcohol did to her.

“Nooo, you know it likes absolutely everything about you.”

Adriana sat on the bed with her back against the headboard, her legs bent and spread in a provocative pose, the tiny thong barely covering her soaked slit. There I was in front of her, cock out, jerking off while I watched her. Adriana slid her right hand down to her pussy and, pushing the thong aside, showed it to me.

“Do you like this too?”

“You know it drives me crazy,” I confessed, cock in hand. “And that smooth ass without a single hair… Damn!”

“Then prove it,” she challenged, starting to play with her pussy.

I started stroking faster while watching Adriana masturbate. She hardly ever did this, at least not in front of me, but this time she'd taken the initiative. I watched her fingers gently trace the folds of her pussy. I watched them get wet and glide effortlessly along her slit. We looked at each other as we masturbated. We didn't speak, just looked. Until Adriana, still touching herself, said:

“Do you really want me to go topless tomorrow in front of whoever's at the beach?”

A jolt of pleasure shot through my cock. She was actually considering it. I couldn't pass up an opportunity like this. I was going to take photos until I maxed out the phone's memory card.

“Of course I do,” I confessed, stroking faster.

“You know they're going to stare at my tits, and you still want me to do it...” she said, her fingers moving faster too.

“That's exactly what makes it hot,” I told her, trying to hold back and not come.

“I don't want you getting mad later. You could totally have a jealous fit like when we were dating and I'd go out looking really sexy. Remember?”

“I won't get mad. Now I love it when other guys want you,” I promised her, almost ready to come.

“All right, if you want me to, I'll do it,” she said.

That was too much and I wasn't going to last any longer. Adriana noticed.

“Wow, so it really does turn you on that everyone's going to see your little wife's tits at the beach,” she teased.

“Yes, I want them to see your tits,” I confessed, barely touching my cock anymore—if I did, I'd come, and I wanted to make this last.

The wet sounds from Adriana's pussy told me she was on the edge too, and I played my last card.

“What about you—does it turn you on to show your tits at the beach?”

“Don't be an asshole,” she said, still touching herself, eyes closed.

“Answer me,” I urged.

“A... a little...” she finally confessed between moans, “but only because it turns you on. I like getting you worked up.”

“If it were up to me, you'd go topless at the pool too.”

“In your dreams—that would be way too embarrassing.”

“Someday we will. I'm not giving up,” I insisted.

“We'll see. If you keep getting me this horny, I won't be responsible for what I do,” she whispered, about to come.

I couldn't take it anymore—I needed to come. I started stroking harder, watching Adriana touch herself.

“I'm going to come,” I warned her.

“Okay. Want to shoot your load on my tits?” Adriana moaned. “On these tits that everyone's going to see at the beach tomorrow?”

“Fuck, Adri...! It turns me on so much that a bunch of guys are going to see your tits tomorrow,” I groaned, losing control.

“Yeah, they're going to stare at them a lot. I bet someone besides you will even sneak a photo...” she played along.

“And... I want...”

“What...?”

“Well...” I couldn't hold back anymore, “I want you to show your tits to the neighbors at the pool too.”

“We'll see...” she whispered, starting to come.

Hearing there was even a chance she'd show her tits to the pool neighbors was too much. A powerful jet shot from my cock, hitting one of her tits. I'd never come that hard before. Two more spurts followed, coating her other breast and dripping down her stomach as she came, gasping.

We lay there exhausted, collapsed on the bed for a few seconds, catching our breath. Adriana went to the bathroom to clean up and I followed. I watched her wipe off her tits. In a few hours the whole beach would see them, I thought, still turned on by the idea. I cleaned myself up while Adriana brushed her teeth.

“Jose, not at the pool, okay? Please don't push it,” she pleaded, toothbrush still in her mouth.

“And at the beach?” I asked, thinking she was backing out.

“Tomorrow I'll ask you at the beach. I'll do whatever you want. I promised you that.”

She spit out the toothpaste, rinsed, and went to bed. I stayed in the bathroom, sending the new photos I'd gotten that night. Just to be safe, I silenced the app's notifications, knowing the flood of messages that was sure to come.
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We woke up early with the sun streaming through the open window. Adriana kissed me and wished me good morning.

“I’m going to make coffee. Get up and make some toast, please,” she said.

We had breakfast together in the garden, and then I went for a run. Adriana stayed behind, scrolling through her phone. When I got back and walked into the house, I didn’t see her. I went upstairs—she wasn’t there either. I headed down to the pool and saw her talking to a man I didn’t recognize. A guy in his mid-fifties, tall, strong, fairly dark-skinned, with slicked-back hair, grinning like a fool at whatever Adriana was telling him. I walked toward them and the man noticed me. Adriana turned around and saw me.

“Jose, this is Guillermo, Nuria’s husband. He just got here.”

I shook his hand. He squeezed hard—really hard. I didn’t usually give a weak handshake, but this guy was crushing it. I also didn’t like the way he’d been looking at Adriana when I arrived. I wasn’t jealous, but something about it made me uncomfortable. I detested men like him, who thought they were attractive and capable of seducing women half their age just because of their power and money. He finally let go of my hand.

“Nuria told us you were coming on Friday,” I said, just to make conversation.

“Yes, but a meeting got canceled and I managed to get away a day early,” he said, smiling. “Besides, it turned out to be lucky. I didn’t know the tenant in unit six was so beautiful…”

“Isn’t that fantastic, Jose?” Adriana asked excitedly. “Guillermo just told me he has a small boat in Aguadulce.” She turned to Guillermo. “He’d love to show us the Almerian coast from the sea. What do you think?”

“It would be my pleasure to show you this beautiful coast from the water. Plus, on the boat, we can really relax. No prying eyes to make you uncomfortable. In fact, Nuria usually sunbathes naked when we’re out sailing. I’ll let you know when we can go.”

“Wonderful!” Adriana exclaimed excitedly, much to my surprise. She didn’t seem to have caught that this guy was basically suggesting she get naked on the boat with him and his wife.

I don’t know why, but that man intimidated me. His build, his perfect appearance, his smile. He made me feel inferior. On top of that, he was offering Adriana a plan she seemed to love.

“Well, honey, should we head to the beach?” I said abruptly, grabbing Adriana by the waist.

“Yes, let’s go,” Adriana said, a bit puzzled by my behavior. “Well, Guillermo, we’ll see you around, and don’t forget about the boat trip…” she said, waving goodbye.

“Of course. Have a good time,” Guillermo said, watching us walk away.

We went up to the house, and I knew Adriana had noticed my curt attitude with Guillermo. I tried to let it go.

“I’ll take a quick shower while you get dressed, and then we’ll go,” I said, heading to the bathroom.

“Do you want to tell me what’s wrong with you?” she asked firmly.

“With me? Nothing. I don’t know what you’re talking about. What did I do?” I lied as best I could.

“Jose, you were really rude to Guillermo and you know it. What’s with that attitude?”

“Well… let’s see… I was surprised not to find you at home. And I come down and see you talking and laughing with him… Besides, what, getting naked on his boat doesn’t embarrass you?” I said, going on the offensive.

“Are you stupid? Nuria came over all excited about him arriving early and wanted to introduce me. Alberto and Bea were there too, but they already left for the beach.”

“It’s just that I didn’t like the way he was looking at you.”

“I seriously can’t believe this. Yesterday you tell me you want me to go down to the pool topless, and now you come at me with this. There’s no figuring you out, Jose.” She walked off to the bedroom, leaving me standing there.

I got in the shower to wash off the sweat. I put on my swim trunks and stepped out of the bathroom. Adriana was practically ready, putting the sunscreen in the pool bag. I came up behind her and, kissing her neck, said:

“I’m sorry, my love. I’m sorry I was so rude. It won’t happen again,” I apologized, showering her with kisses.

“God, on top of everything, the guy was offering us an amazing experience I’d love—and for free!” she said.

“Yes, I really am sorry. I swear I’ll be nicer next time,” I promised her.

“Come on, let’s go.”

We got in the car. We were heading to the nearest beach—a typical family beach. There’d be time for secluded coves later. We arrived and parked easily. Since it wasn’t a weekend, the parking lot was emptier and the beach wasn’t so crowded. I grabbed the umbrella and chairs from the car. Adriana took the bag with the towels. We walked almost to the water’s edge and found a big spot between a mature couple in their sixties and a family with a teenage boy and girl. Adriana gestured for me to find another spot, and I immediately understood—she wasn’t going to show her tits in front of the old man and the two teenagers. After walking a stretch along the shore, we found a fairly clear spot. Adriana waited patiently while I set up the umbrella. Once I did, I set up the chairs and Adriana started putting things down. She hated getting sandy. I took off my shirt while she carefully removed her sarong, revealing her stunning red bikini. She looked amazing. She sat down in her chair and grabbed the bottle of sunscreen. I sat next to her.

“Do you want me to put some on your back?”

“Yes, please.” Adriana started spreading the cream on my back.

“Remember, if you go swimming you’ll need to reapply or you’ll burn,” she said affectionately.

While she finished putting cream on me, a kid around sixteen or seventeen showed up and lay down about thirty feet from us.

When she finished with me, she started putting cream on her legs. While she did, I could see the kid glancing over, occasionally lifting his head from his phone. Adriana had moved on to her arms. Then I said:

“Don’t forget you have something to do.”

“After the way you acted earlier, maybe I shouldn’t,” she said curtly.

“Come on, honey, that was nothing,” I said, almost pleading.

She went quiet for a few seconds, finishing up with her arms. She handed me the bottle and said:

“Put cream on my back and think about it. If you want me to do it, untie the bikini yourself. If not, just spread the cream. But if I don’t do it now, don’t ask again. I’m not going to do it when I’m tan with white tits.”

I started spreading cream on her shoulders while she sat facing the sea. The idea turned me on, but I felt a little nervous since she hadn’t seen the kid approach. I didn’t know what to do, but knowing Adriana, I wasn’t going to get another chance. It was now or never. Still, I asked:

“What do you want to do?”

“Jose, I already told you it’s your decision. A promise is a promise.”

I hesitated. I had the bikini string in my hands, but I didn’t dare pull it.

I stopped thinking and pulled the string, undoing the bow. Her bikini went loose. It still covered her breasts, but barely. I would have liked to see Adriana’s face, but she was turned away. I glanced over and the kid next to us wasn’t looking at his phone anymore. He was staring at Adriana, his eyes hidden behind his sunglasses. Then Adriana grabbed the string still holding it around her neck and, without undoing the knot, pulled it over her head, finally baring her breasts. She tossed it on top of the bag and reclined in her chair to sunbathe, like nothing was happening. The kid stared shamelessly at Adriana as she sunbathed.

She didn’t say anything. Behind her dark glasses, she let the sun’s rays touch her. Even though she had olive skin, you could see a slight difference in color on her breasts. Not too obvious, but enough to tell it was her first time going topless. About fifty or sixty feet away, there were older couples, and I noticed the men stealing glances at Adriana. She was the center of attention.

“Adriana, everyone’s looking at you,” I said, excited.

“Wasn’t that what you wanted?” she said, looking at me over her sunglasses. “I gave you a choice and you chose this. Now deal with it.”

“I was just saying…” I tried to sound indifferent. “Are you uncomfortable?” I asked, trying to seem casual.

“If it weren’t for that kid who won’t stop staring at me…” she said, surprising me.

“Bah, forget about the kid. He’s gonna jerk off thinking about my wife’s tits the second he gets home,” I said, winking at her as she put her glasses back on and reclined in her chair.

The little minx knew exactly what to say to me, and she had everyone around us completely under control. I had what seemed like the hottest girl on the beach lying next to me, teasing me, her perfect tits out in the open, drawing the eyes of every man who saw her. I felt the excitement building. I reclined in my chair, hidden behind my glasses, watching all the men who were looking at Adriana, not wanting to miss a thing.

I’m not much for sunbathing, so I got bored pretty quickly.

“I’m going for a swim, Adri. Coming?” I asked.

“You go ahead, you always spend more time in the water. I’ll come in a bit,” she said indifferently.

I headed to the water alone. It was warm, just how Adriana liked it. I floated with the waves, watching Adriana from the water. She looked like a goddess. I also noticed the guys around couldn’t take their eyes off her. Even the husband of an older couple, as they gathered their things to leave, said something to his wife while nodding toward Adriana. The woman looked, laughed, and gave him a playful slap on the arm. Soon I saw Adriana get up. She left her glasses in the bag and walked toward the water. Everyone turned to watch her as she passed. The sway of her breasts as she walked was hypnotic. She waded in without hesitation and came toward me.

She kissed me on the lips, just a peck. The water reached her breasts without covering them, and they seemed to float.

“Damn, you look so hot,” I said.

“Well, well. Getting excited already,” she responded with a hint of irony. “Do you like them looking at me?” she asked playfully as I nodded. “That kid next to us, I bet he even took some photos of me. If he puts them online, I’ll kill him.”

“That bastard. I ought to go over there and snatch his phone.”

“Don't be stupid. It's just for his jerk-off material. He's going to jerk off so many times to your wife's tits. That's what you wanted, right?” She smiled mischievously as she said it and wrapped her arms around my neck to kiss me again.

Fuck, hearing that made my cock spring fully to life and I felt it start to grow. I don't know how she knew, but Adriana reached down underwater and grabbed me hard.

“Mmm, what do we have here... Seems like you like the idea of guys jerking off to your wife's tits.”

“Stop it, Adriana, you're driving me crazy,” I confessed, a bit flustered by how uninhibited she was being in public—something I definitely wasn't used to.

“Relax, I'm not going to put on a show here,” she said, letting go of my cock. “Just confirming my suspicions.” And she swam away.

I went after her and we played around in the water while I groped her as much as I could every time I caught her. Finally, Adriana said she was getting out. I had a raging hard-on and couldn't leave. I told her I'd stay until it went down and watched as she emerged from the water like a mermaid, gradually revealing her half-naked body. Once again I saw everyone's eyes glued to her. She reached our umbrella, spread the towel on the chair, and sat down.

Meanwhile, I watched from the water, thinking that kid was going to jerk himself raw today. He might even send the photo to his friends and they'd all do the same. That turned me on even more. At this rate, I'd never get out of the water. I swam a bit deeper and decided to take a piss. It worked, and my hard-on started to go down. Finally, I could get out.

As I came out of the water, I looked toward Adriana. A street vendor was offering her all kinds of items while she casually browsed through some sarongs. The guy had his back to me. He was the typical Black guy you see on the beaches, and he was probably getting an eyeful. I walked over and sat down beside her.

“Do you like this one, honey?” Adriana asked, pointing to a sarong.

“Yeah, it's nice,” I said indifferently, though a little uncomfortable with how close the guy was.

“You very pretty,” the guy said. “Pretty girl only ten euros. Other girls fifteen euros,” he told us in his broken English.

“Alright, with compliments like that, I'll take it,” Adriana said, getting up from the chair and grabbing her wallet from the bag.

As she bent down, she gave the Black guy a close-up view of her ass. I hadn't noticed until that moment, but that bikini bottom was even smaller than the other one. It almost looked like a thong. He couldn't take his eyes off her. The guy was really tall and thin. I thought about Black guys' reputation and figured this one must have a huge cock. Finally, Adriana handed him the ten euros.

“Thank you, pretty,” he said. “You take care.”

Adriana tucked the sarong neatly into the bag and told me the vendor was really nice, and that for ten euros it was a great price—you couldn't find anything in the town shops for less than thirty.

“You gave him quite a show. The guy couldn't take his eyes off you.”

“Jose, you're obsessed. Not everyone's looking at me.”

“I can assure you this one didn't stop. He's no fool.”

Adriana lay down on her back on the towel. The sun was beating down hard and her skin already had that tanned tone I loved so much. Suddenly, she sat up and glanced casually to both sides, not the least bit embarrassed about showing her perfect breasts. They were firm, round, with that natural weight that made them sway slightly. Her nipples, dark and slightly stiff, stood out against her golden skin.

Without a word, she grabbed the bottle of sunscreen and started applying it. First on her shoulders and chest. Then, with slow, deliberate movements, she rubbed it on her tits. Her hands slid over her skin, spreading the white cream in wide circles. I watched as her fingers glided over her nipples, pressing them slightly, covering them with cream that glistened in the sun. The cream slid down the lower curves of her breasts, forming drops that fell toward her belly. She took her time, massaging carefully, making sure not a single inch was left unprotected. It was a hypnotic and shameless display.

Her lack of embarrassment surprised me. She didn't look around nervously. She didn't cover herself with the towel. She was simply there, sitting with her tits out, rubbing in cream as if it were the most normal thing in the world. Last summer she would have died of embarrassment at the mere idea of going topless. Now she was doing it with a confidence that left me amazed... and terribly turned on.

I discreetly pulled out my phone and started taking pictures of her. First from a wider angle, capturing the sun illuminating her bare torso with the sea in the background. Then zooming in closer: close-ups of her hands on her tits, of her nipples shiny with cream, of the contrast between her golden skin and the white cream. My cock hardened inside my swim trunks. Each photo was a treasure I knew I'd share later in the group.

“What are you doing?” she asked with a mischievous smile when she saw me with my phone.

“Immortalizing you,” I replied. “You look incredible like this.”

Adriana laughed softly and lay back down without putting her bikini top back on. Her tits were exposed to the sun and the occasional glances of passersby on the shore.

“I don't mind you looking,” she said, “but does it bother you that others do too?”

The question caught me off guard. I felt my pulse quicken.

“On the contrary,” I admitted, my voice a bit hoarse. “I like it when they look at you. It really turns me on.”

She turned her head toward me, intrigued but not scandalized.

“Really? I’m enjoying this feeling too. Before, I would have died of embarrassment. Now… I don’t know. I feel powerful. Desired. It’s exciting.”

We started talking about going topless as casually as if we were discussing the dinner menu. I told her I’d been noticing for a while how other men looked at her, and that instead of bothering me, it turned me on. Adriana listened attentively, occasionally running her hand over her breasts to spread the sunscreen.

“I’ve been thinking about getting a nipple piercing,” she blurted out.

I stared at her, stunned. The confidence in her voice left me speechless. This was the same woman who years ago would blush if anyone mentioned anything remotely sexual in public.

“A piercing? On your nipple?”

“Yes,” she confirmed, absentmindedly touching her right nipple. “I’ve read that it’s really stimulating. They say it increases sensitivity like crazy. The friction, clothes rubbing against it, even the cold… everything feels so much more intense. And it looks really sexy, don’t you think?”

I imagined her with a small silver ring or a barbell through one of her perfect nipples. The image hit me hard. I could already picture it in the group: close-up photos showing off the piercing, the wild comments that would flood in. I was so hard it almost hurt.

“Damn, Adriana… you really have changed,” I murmured, unable to hide the surprise and desire in my voice.

She shrugged with a confident smile.

“I feel safe with you. I know you like me being this way. And I like feeling free, beautiful, desired. Can you imagine how it would look?”

I imagined it perfectly. And not just for me—for everyone who was already secretly looking at her photos. I told her I thought it was incredibly sexy, that if she wanted to do it, I was all for it. The conversation drifted into details: where to get it done, whether to do one nipple or both, what type of piercing. Adriana talked enthusiastically, like she was planning a vacation. All I could think about was the photos I’d take afterward, how the metal would shine against her skin, the comments she’d get.

While we talked, several men walking along the shore slowed down. Their eyes locked onto her bare breasts. Adriana noticed and, instead of covering up, arched her back slightly, offering them to the sun… and to them.

I took more photos. Discreetly. For me. And for my virtual friends.

“Come on, want to go grab a beer?”

I started gathering everything while Adriana put on her bikini top. I glanced over one last time—the kid was still staring shamelessly. He’d taken off his sunglasses like he wanted to see her one last time. When she was ready, she put on her sarong and we headed to the beach bar. We sat at one of the tables.

“Guillermo told me they make really good sangria at these beach bars,” which meant she wanted me to order it.

“Oh well, if your little friend Guillermo recommends it, we’ll have to order it,” I said sarcastically.

“Don’t be silly. Besides, it’s a great chance to do something unexpected this summer. I’d love to go on a boat ride. Like rich people!”

I laughed and ordered the pitcher of sangria like she wanted. They brought it right away, and I have to say, it was spectacular. You could tell it had several liquors in it, but we drank it fast anyway. Adriana asked if we should order another one and some tapas to eat. We were comfortable, so we stayed. When we finished, we got in the car and headed back to the apartment.

“Want to take a dip in the pool and wash off the salt?” I suggested.

“Okay, I’ll come with you, but I’m just going to shower and then take a nap.”

We both went down to the pool, where Nuria and Guillermo were on their lounge chairs, both reading. They waved at us. I rinsed off quickly and jumped in the water. Adriana just showered. It was quite a sight watching her. In that red bikini that barely covered her body, with water cascading down her skin, she looked like a model. Guillermo was blatantly watching her shower, but the worst part was when Adriana turned off the water, looked over at him, and instead of feeling uncomfortable when she caught him staring, she smiled at him.

I got out of the water while Adriana dried off with her towel. We dried off quickly and went back to the apartment. Once in the bedroom, Adriana took off her bikini and stood there completely naked. There they were again—her breasts. I walked up behind her and cupped them in my hands.

“The kid from the beach is probably jerking off right now thinking about these.”

“You think so? He really couldn’t take his eyes off me.”

“Definitely. He’s probably locked in the bathroom right now jerking off while looking at the photo he took of you,” I said, pressing my hard, hot cock against her cool ass.

“You guys are such pigs,” she said, grinding against me. “You all get so worked up over a little topless.”

I slid one hand down to her pussy and started stroking it while my other hand kept groping her breasts. I pulled her roughly to the bed and put her on all fours at the edge. I crouched down, spread her cheeks, and started eagerly eating her ass and pussy. She tasted salty from the sea. I liked it and ate even more hungrily. The position put my nose right at her asshole, and that turned me on. Her most intimate scent was intoxicating. I was so horny. I couldn’t wait any longer—I stood up and started rubbing my cock against her wet pussy before sliding inside. I felt myself pushing into her tight little pussy, her walls opening up and welcoming me.

Adriana moaned softly with each thrust as I pounded harder and harder. I remembered how she’d looked on the beach and started talking about it.

“I loved watching you show off your tits on the beach.”

“You’re such a pervert—you want everyone jerking off to your wife’s tits,” she said between moans, her voice dripping with filth.

Her comment caught me off guard. Adriana wasn’t usually this direct. I figured being topless in front of all those guys on the beach had turned her on too. I kept pounding harder. At this rate, I wouldn’t last long.

“Did you like them staring at your tits on the beach? That kid and the black guy got an eyeful.”

“Ufff… they stared plenty, yeah… mmmm.”

“The black guy was checking out your ass too, when you bent over to grab your wallet.”

“Yeah?... Did that bother you...?”

“I loved it… I like when they look at you… I bet he wanted to fuck you,” I said, completely turned on.

“He must be huge,” she said. “You could see it through his pants.” The little slut had been checking out the black guy’s cock.

“Would you want to fuck a black guy?” I asked, gripping her ass tight and spreading her open.

“That would be so kinky. You want to watch me with a black guy too?”

“Mmm yesss,” I groaned, right on the edge.

“I could go down to the pool topless, then have the black guy waiting for me back here. Is that what you want?”

The thought of her going topless at the pool was driving me crazy.

“You’d go topless in front of all those horny guys?” I asked. “I bet that’s how we score that boat trip.”

“Do you want me to do it?”

I pictured her with her tits out in front of all those fifty-somethings and it turned me on like crazy. It pissed me off that Guillermo would see her, but I had to admit—knowing he’d be drooling made it even hotter.

“I’m all for it. Would you dare?”

“Mmmm… I’ll think about it, and maybe I will, if you want… okay?”

The conversation had me more turned on than I’d ever been, so without thinking, I blurted it out:

“Would you let me post naked photos of you on a website? Please.”

Adriana went completely still. Her pussy, which had been gripping me tight, suddenly relaxed. She stared at me wide-eyed, incredulous.

“Are you fucking kidding me, Jose?”

I stopped inside her and held her gaze. My heart was pounding.

“I’m not joking,” I answered, my voice hoarse. “I’d cover your face, of course. Nobody would know it’s you. I just want… to see people’s reactions. To see how much they want you.”

She blinked, processing what she’d just heard. She pushed against my chest and moved me back. My cock slipped out of her, glistening with her juices. She sat up on the bed, instinctively covering her tits with one arm.

“No fucking way, Jose. Are you crazy? That’s… too much. No.”

The rejection was clear and firm. For a second I felt a stab of shame, but also a strange excitement. Her refusal didn’t put out the fire—it fanned it. I got up, grabbed my phone from the nightstand, and sat down next to her. I opened Pajilleros and found two profiles I’d bookmarked: relatively tame accounts where the women didn’t go too extreme.

“Look at this,” I said, handing her the phone.

Adriana hesitated but took the phone. She started scrolling. First, photos of a dark-haired woman with a similar build, posing in lingerie and some more explicit shots, but never showing her face. Then the comments below.

Adriana read in silence, her cheeks flushing deeper and deeper. She moved to another profile. More photos, more brutal and direct comments. Some were complimentary; others were crudely sexual, detailing exactly what they’d do to the woman in the photos.

She set the phone on the bed and looked at me. Her voice came out low, almost trembling:

“That would turn you on? Really?”

“Yes,” I answered without hesitation, looking into her eyes. “It’s what turns me on most right now. Imagining other guys seeing you, wanting you, getting off to you. I’d love to read the comments with you, both of us in bed while I fuck you. I want you to know what you do to people.”

Adriana stayed quiet for a long time. I noticed her breathing had quickened. Her nipples were still hard. She didn’t seem angry… she seemed overwhelmed, confused, and maybe a little intrigued.

“I don’t know what to say,” she finally murmured. “I’m flattered you see me that way… but it scares me too. It’s my body. My privacy. If something got out…”

“Nothing would get out,” I assured her. “I’d control everything. Your face always covered, nothing that could identify you. Just the pleasure of knowing other people want you.”

I moved closer and kissed her neck. My hand slid between her legs. She was still wet. Very wet. Even more than before. I started touching her slowly while whispering everything I imagined: photos of her at the beach, her tits in the sun, her ass in close-up, the comments that would pour in, the tributes…

Adriana moaned softly.

“Let me try with just one photo. You pick. If you don't like it, we delete it and that's that.”

“Let me think about it… Damn, dude… You're a little twisted…” she said as I slid back inside her.

Hearing that she'd think about it was too much for me. Just the possibility that she'd let me post photos of her online made me come. I couldn't hold back anymore, and after a couple more thrusts, I pulled out and came all over her ass. I made a complete mess of it.

Adriana hadn't come, so I went down and buried my head between her legs and licked her until, with a scream that surprised me, she had an intense orgasm that soaked my face with her juices. Clearly, the conversation had gotten her just as worked up.


	Some Playful Neighbors.


As always, I woke up from my nap before Adriana and went down to the pool for a while. I could see Nuria swimming, which made me happy because she was really hot. She wasn't spectacular, but there was something about her mature appeal that turned me on. The downside was that Guillermo, her husband, was under the umbrella reading a book. He didn't even look up when I appeared. I took off my shirt and got in the water with Nuria.

Nuria came over to me right away. We chatted for a while near the pool steps. Honestly, at around fifty, she was impressive. What caught my attention most were those two sagging tits. I wanted to free them from that tiny bikini—a bit much for her age, but it looked killer on her. Finally, Nuria got out of the pool and said she was going to rest for a while. She went over to Guillermo, grabbed her towel, wrapped herself in it, said something to her husband, and headed home still soaking wet, wrapped in her towel. I stayed in the pool swimming a bit, not really wanting to talk to Guillermo, though he got in the water soon after.

“How was the beach today? Crowded?” he asked, trying to start a polite conversation.

“No, actually it was pretty nice. Since it was a weekday, there weren't too many people,” I responded politely, as I'd promised Adriana.

“On weekends there aren't many more people around here either. The beaches are huge and you can always find space. This area is nothing like the eastern coast. There you have to get up early to get a spot.”

“Good to know, though we're planning to check out a bunch of beautiful coves I've been seeing on my phone.”

Guillermo knew the area quite well, including all the coves I mentioned. We spent a while chatting, and he gave me advice on places I could take Adriana. He was actually much nicer than I'd thought at first. Finally, we got out of the water and dried off in the sun.

“You and Adriana really make me envious. When I see you two, I remember the first times I came here with Nuria. I loved taking her to coves with few people and took any chance I got to grope her,” he told me, laughing. “But hey, what am I telling you—you've got an amazing woman yourself.” Far from bothering me, his comment actually flattered me.

“Yeah, well, I can't argue with that—Adriana is a spectacular woman,” I said, continuing the conversation not because I'd promised Adriana, but because I felt comfortable talking to him. “And I get how you felt with Nuria. She's a spectacularly beautiful woman too.”

“Yeah, I saw how you were checking out her tits and ass earlier when you were talking to her,” he said suddenly, making me completely nervous.

“No... come on. Why would you say that?” I stammered, not really knowing what to say given how blunt he was being.

“Relax, man, it's normal. They're big and still holding up pretty well,” he told me in a low voice. “Besides, you checking her out is a compliment to me. As you get older, you become less jealous—you even like it when people look at your wife,” he said calmly.

“No, I'm not jealous either,” I said, trying to seem calm.

“Good, because with a woman like yours, it's inevitable that everyone's going to look at her. And like with Nuria, they won't exactly be looking at her face,” he said conspiratorially.

“Yeah, well, I'm telling you I'm not jealous at all. Today I even convinced her to go topless at the beach,” I told him without thinking too much about what I was saying.

“Seriously?” he said incredulously. “Man, I told Nuria we should go to the beach today...”

“Yeah, it was actually her first time doing it. But she was totally natural about it—seemed like she'd been doing it all her life. I was a bit nervous at first, but then I relaxed, and honestly, it has its thrill.”

“I totally get it, Jose,” he said in a paternalistic tone. “I'll tell you something. Nuria and I sometimes go to one of those coves I told you about at sunset, and she goes topless. I assure you she doesn't do it to sunbathe or anything—it's more for the thrill of showing off, and I love that she does it,” he confessed.

“You don't mind?” I asked curiously.

“Not at all—quite the opposite. It's a huge turn-on for me. You'll see when you reach my age. You'll see it the same way I do. It's a matter of perspective.”

We were quiet for a few seconds after what he'd told me, and then Guillermo went over to the bag he had next to the towels and pulled out his phone. He started looking for something on it and said, “I'll show you something in confidence, but not a word to anyone, okay?”

I assured him I wouldn't say anything. He brought his phone over to me, and there on the screen was a close-up of Nuria lying on a towel at the beach with her magnificent tits out. I was stunned seeing those tits—her own husband was showing them to me. All I could say was “Damn!” which made Guillermo laugh.

“It was a weekend last month when we were here. So you can see I'm not lying. But don't tell anyone you saw her.”

“I won't, I promise,” I said, handing back the phone.

“Relax, man, don't worry. You can take a look—there are quite a few more. Go ahead. I don't mind you seeing them.”

I don't know why, but I did what he said and started going through the photos. There were a ton of photos of Nuria posing with her tits out. In one, she was even with one of the black guys who sold sarongs. Guillermo saw me looking at it.

“These bastards always go after the busty ones,” he said, like it was no big deal.

“Yeah, the same thing happened to Adriana today. The bastard kept calling her 'pretty beach girl,'” I told him.

“Be careful, they know all the tricks,” he warned me, laughing. “If you're not careful, some of them will get handsy.”

Finally, a bit flustered from seeing Nuria's tits, I handed his phone back and could only manage to say she was a spectacular woman. Guillermo took the phone, closed the gallery, and put it away. For a moment I thought he had the same desire I did—to show off his wife, to share his greatest treasure with others. We weren't just a handful of weirdos doing this. There was a legion of men doing exactly what I was doing, getting turned on by showing off their wives. And the deeper I dove into various websites, the more I realized this was true. I'd tracked down hundreds of profiles like mine, or even bolder ones, and even a man without the anonymity that social media provides had proudly shown me his naked wife.

“Please, not a word or Nuria will kill me,” said Guillermo, breaking my train of thought.

“I won't, I swear,” I said sincerely. I didn't know anyone to tell anyway, and I certainly wasn't going to tell Adri.

“Well, I'm heading inside. Nuri wants us to go out to dinner tonight and I have to get ready,” he said as he left.

“To the coves?” I asked, teasing him.

“That'd be nice, but not today. You guys should go, though—take some photos of Adriana. I'd love to see them,” he said, winking at me as he headed to his place.

Finally, I was alone. He'd basically told me he wanted me to show him a topless photo of Adriana. It was clear he was asking me to return the favor after showing me Nuria. I thought about it for a few seconds, and honestly, I had to admit that seeing those photos of his wife had been a real treat. For a moment I'd had the urge to show him one of the many naked photos I had of Adri, knowing exactly how he'd react, but I thought better of it, weighing the consequences if she ever found out. She'd kill me, no question, so I mentally patted myself on the back for holding back. I grabbed my towel and headed up to our apartment. Adriana had already gotten up and was having an iced coffee.

“That was such a good nap, honey,” she said with a smile, giving me a kiss. “Tonight we're going out, okay? I feel like getting dressed up, going to dinner, and having some drinks.”

“Whatever you want, Adri. Dinner and drinks sounds perfect.”

“By the way, when I got up you were talking to Guillermo. You two looked like good buddies. You didn't even notice when I peeked out.”

“We didn't see you,” I said, a bit nervously. “Yeah, we were chatting for a while, and honestly, that whole thing this morning was silly. He's pretty nice. Plus, he recommended a bunch of places to check out. He knows this area like the back of his hand. Apparently they've been coming here for years.”

“See, silly? They're all really nice,” she said affectionately.

I started messing around with my phone. The reactions to the photos of Adriana peeing were what I expected, maybe a bit more “intense” than usual. After a while she appeared in her red bikini and told me she was going to take a dip in the pool. I told her I was staying put, that I wanted to shave. Once she left, I slipped into the bathroom and closed the door. I needed a moment alone to think about Nuria's tits. Damn, she was incredible! Those tits, heavy and hanging from age and their sheer size, drove me crazy. And seeing those big, dark nipples had been something I never would have imagined. Before I knew it, I was sitting on the toilet, my cock throbbing. What really caught my attention was how she posed. I remembered her husband explaining that you could tell she was showing off, that she liked it, and I understood it was true. I especially remembered one shot of her sitting in a chair, sunbathing with her legs spread and her head thrown back. It was the spitting image of Adriana that same morning on the beach. Had she been showing off too, for the kid who couldn't take his eyes off her? Maybe it was just a coincidence, but a thousand possibilities were swirling in my mind, and that only made me more and more turned on.

I left the bathroom and went back to the garden. I looked out and saw Adriana talking in the water with Alberto and Bea. On her other side were Javier and Rosa, another couple we'd run into a few times. I went back to the garden table and focused on my phone. I made a reservation at one of the restaurants Guillermo had recommended and searched for the best spots in the area to grab a drink.

Around eight, Adriana waved me over and said she was going to get ready. When I went inside, she was already in the shower. She called out to me:

“By the way, the neighbors told me they're all going to dinner in town tomorrow, and we're welcome to join them. I said yes—do you mind?”

“No, not at all. If you want to go, I'm in.”

“Oh great. They told me everyone's going—Alberto and Bea, Javier and Rosa, Carlos and Eva—and apparently the ones who know all the best places are Guillermo and Nuria.”

“Yeah, I believe it. Earlier I was telling Guillermo about all the hidden spots I'd found online, and he knew every single one. Seems like there's nothing left for him to discover around here.”

When she stepped out of the bathroom, Adriana left me speechless. She looked spectacular—provocative, even. She wore a loose black satin dress that was incredibly sexy. The fabric draped over her body, subtly hugging her curves and flowing with every step. The neckline plunged into a deep V, showing off plenty of her firm, tanned breasts, but the best part was the back—completely bare, almost scandalously low. She wasn't wearing a bra; only the thin fabric held her breasts in place, and it was obvious she had nothing on underneath. The skirt hit mid-thigh, and when she walked, the fabric parted slightly to reveal her long, smooth legs. She completed that smoldering look with black high-heeled sandals that elongated her figure and gave her that irresistible sway when she walked. Her hair hung loose, her lips painted a deep red. She was stunning. A perfect blend of elegance and pure provocation. Incredible.

“Damn, babe… Isn't that a little much?” I asked, staring at her in astonishment.

“Oh, come on, you're drooling. It's the perfect dress for a vacation dinner with my husband. Now let's go—we're running late,” she urged. I grabbed the car keys and we headed to the restaurant.

The place Guillermo had recommended was beautiful. A terrace at the top of the village with views of the entire coast. Our table was intimate, lit by a small candle in the center, with string lights overhead casting the perfect glow.

“It's beautiful, honey,” Adriana said enthusiastically. “See? You do know how to find hidden gems.”

“Well, actually, Guillermo was the one who told me about this place,” I admitted.

At the restaurant, several men stared at her openly. I felt that familiar mix of pride and excitement as we ate. Adriana was radiant, laughing, crossing her legs in a way that made the dress ride up dangerously. I knew she wasn't wearing panties. Every time she leaned forward to grab her glass, the neckline gaped open and I caught a glimpse of her nipples. My cock was half-hard the entire dinner.

We loved the place. The food was delicious, the wine fruity and perfectly chilled. It was the kind of place that paid attention to every detail. I'd have to thank Guillermo for the recommendation. After dinner, we got in the car and headed to a spot I'd found online—supposedly great for drinks with a lively but relaxed vibe. It was close enough to home that if I had too much to drink, I could leave the car there, walk back, and pick it up the next morning.

The place wasn't very crowded. It was still early by vacation standards for that kind of spot—only twelve-thirty, and people were just starting to trickle in. We went inside, grabbed a high table on the terrace, and ordered a couple of drinks.

“I'm loving this vacation,” I confessed to Adriana. “It would've been a shame if you'd gone off with Emma and her group.”

“Don't be silly. You know I never would've gone with them and those two spaghetti guys.”

“Well, honestly, I only brought it up to seem open-minded, but I'm glad you wanted to stay. Without you here, this wouldn't be any fun.”

“We don't need to bring anyone else into our relationship to spice things up. We've been here two days and haven't stopped going at it and doing 'kinky stuff,'” she said, taking a sip of her drink and pulling out the pack of cigarettes.

“It's true—since we got here, we haven't stopped…” I said, taking the cigarette she offered me. “I'm loving everything you've been doing. You're such a naughty girl!”

“But what have I done? I've been so good,” she said, putting on an innocent face like butter wouldn't melt in her mouth. But her crossed legs with half her thigh exposed through the slit in her dress made her look like a devil in angel's clothing. Glancing around, I noticed a group of guys staring at her shamelessly and making comments to each other.

“Oh, sure, nothing at all… That kid from the beach is probably so worn out by now he can't even move from jerking off to you so much. And 'pretty lady' too,” I said, imitating the African guy's accent and making her laugh.

“Are you seriously telling me it turns you on that some guy jerked off thinking about my tits?” she asked in a low, serious voice.

“I've told you several times—yes.”

“Yeah, but you told me while we were fucking, and that doesn't count. People say anything in the heat of the moment.”

“Well, that's when the truth comes out,” I assured her. “It's just that afterward, once we've cooled off, we get embarrassed about what we said. Anyway, we're not fucking now, and I'm saying it again: 'It turns me on so much to think about some guy jerking off to you.'”

“It's true—when we're fucking, we say things we're embarrassed about later,” she confessed. “When I think about some of the things we've said, I die of embarrassment.”

“That's just couple stuff. If anything, it shows how much we trust each other. There's nothing wrong with confessing these things. Besides, I want us to keep playing these kinds of games. We don't have to be embarrassed about anything—they turn us on like crazy.”

“I'm fine with it, and if you don't mind, I love our games,” she said, moving closer and kissing me on the lips. “They turn me on too.”

“Besides, remember—you have to show your tits to the guys at the pool. I'm sure they're all dying to see them, especially Guillermo,” I said, kissing her and slipping my tongue into her mouth, which she playfully caught.

“I can't promise that, but I'm sure we'll think of something,” she said with a mischievous look on her face.

We finished our drinks and headed inside. We ordered a couple more at the bar and stood there drinking while Adriana swayed to the music. I just watched her.

“I'm going to dance,” she said, reaching toward me as the dress parted slightly. Even though I hate dancing, I started to get up, but she stopped me. “No, wait... let me go first. Stay here and watch me. I'll dance for you.”

I leaned back against the bar, my heart beating in time with the music, and watched her walk toward the dance floor with steps that struck me as almost cinematic in their seduction: the sandals elongating her legs and showing off perfect feet, the flowing dress clinging to her hips in a sway that seemed to be begging for trouble. The dance floor was a circle about thirty feet across, surrounded by sofas with lovey-dovey couples and groups of friends who, the moment they saw her appear, turned their attention to her.

Adriana took her place in the center, under a spotlight, and began to dance. To my surprise, she moved with a sensuality that bordered on obscene—movements that weren't choreographed but instinctive. Her hips swayed in circles, the dress tightening and riding up her thighs with each turn, revealing the smooth skin of her legs. In one of those movements, I caught a fleeting glimpse of her bare mound before the fabric fell again to hide what it wouldn't conceal for long. Her hands rose along her sides, grazing her braless breasts beneath the fabric, her fingers tracing their curves until her nipples stood out sharply against the thin material. It was more than obvious that the vacation was bringing her out of her shell like never before.

A song came on that I knew she loved, and she let out a little squeal and kicked her dancing up a notch. She let herself go with the music, showing more than was appropriate. A group of young guys whistled, and their comments were obviously crude, which made me a bit uncomfortable but turned me on immensely.

I noticed some couples a bit older than us couldn't take their eyes off her, talking among themselves with disapproving looks, but Adriana didn't flinch. Instead, she turned to face forward again, arms raised above her head in a pose that lifted the fabric of the dress to offer another instant glimpse of her mound. This was another first. My wife never went out without underwear, and the idea that only the thinnest satin fabric was hiding her naked body excited me enormously. I fantasized about a strap breaking and her standing completely naked in front of everyone. Honestly, it was getting me worked up.

Her movements became more fluid, more daring: one hand slid down her belly, stroking through the fabric, the dress bunching against her fingers as her hips undulated. She danced with her hair loose, whipping against her bare back with each turn, sweat beading on her skin and sliding down the valley between her breasts. Her crimson lips spread into a predatory smile clearly directed at me, watching from the bar with my jaw clenched, unable to take my eyes off her.

The dance was pure provocation. Breasts, thighs, everything was on display in those movements that also exposed her bare back. The thin straps could barely hold the fabric, and I both feared and hoped that with one of those movements they would slip off. The spectators were getting a shameless show for free. Murmurs and whispers mixed with looks of desire, but Adriana was dancing only for me, her eyes locked on mine across the distance.

At that moment, what I'd been dreading happened—a couple of men broke away from a group at the edge of the dance floor and approached with the confidence of predators in familiar hunting territory. They were attractive: the first one tall and broad-shouldered under a white shirt, with wavy black hair falling over his forehead and a trimmed beard outlining a square jaw; the second more slender, with piercing light eyes and a cocky smile, wearing a tight t-shirt that showed off his torso muscles and dark pants that fell straight over polished shoes. They flanked her, moving to her rhythm.

Adriana didn't stop, but her body tensed for an instant. She turned, arching her back so the dress revealed the top of her ass, and gave them a lascivious smile, her lips curved in a calculated gesture that contrasted with the raw eroticism of her dance.

Her eyes shifted from them to me with a knowing wink, and she headed my way with a provocative smile.

The men stepped back, defeat written on their faces, before melting back into their group of friends amid laughter and hungry looks.

She hadn't even reached my side when two other guys approached her—guys I'd put at about our age. They started talking to her. This time she said something back. They introduced themselves and I watched her give each of them the customary two-cheek kiss. Nervousness churned in my stomach while excitement stirred in my groin. They talked for a couple of minutes, but finally Adriana said goodbye and came over to me. She grabbed her drink and took a long sip. She seemed thirsty from the exertion.

“God, there are so many creeps here,” she said, making a face of disgust and shaking her head.

“Well, after what you just pulled on the dance floor, I'm surprised we haven't had an incident,” I said, still scandalized by what I'd just witnessed. “Jesus, babe. I could see all the way to your fucking uterus.”

“Was it really that bad?” she asked.

“You left me speechless. I've never seen you dance like that. You had everyone in the place worked up. Where I come from, that's called being a cock-tease.”

“Hey, don't push it…” she protested, a bit annoyed. “It's the dress. If I were wearing jeans, you wouldn't be saying that.”

“I'm just messing with you,” I said, laughing. “Truth is, you sent them packing at lightning speed. You didn't give them the slightest chance. They didn't even have time to introduce themselves. You don't have to be so hard on them.”

“Do you really want me to lead on some of those creeps?”

“Hey, suit yourself. If you want to get them a little more worked up… go ahead,” I said, spreading my hands in a gesture of acceptance. “But don't go too crazy with the dancing, seriously. I don't want us to get thrown out. Remember you're not wearing anything under that dress.”

Adriana took another sip of her drink and headed back to the dance floor with a “you asked for it.” She positioned herself in the same spot as before and started dancing without looking my way. I watched her calmly from the bar. She was dancing much less provocatively, but not even two minutes passed before another guy was chatting her up. This one was a man between thirty and thirty-five. Well dressed. White shirt with the sleeves rolled up, neatly trimmed facial hair, and a big smile. I saw Adriana greet him with kisses on both cheeks and start talking with him. She seemed more into it than before. Little by little the dance floor was filling up and it was getting harder to see her. Plus, I needed to piss, so I had to head to the bathroom, leaving her there alone with that guy.

I wasn’t gone even five minutes, but when I got back to my spot, Adriana was nowhere to be seen. I scanned the crowd but couldn’t find her. I moved around, checking other areas of the dance floor, but there was no trace of her. I decided to check the terrace to see if they were out there, but no luck. Suddenly I felt my phone vibrate against my leg. I had a message from Adriana.

“We went to fuck in the parking lot”

My heart nearly stopped when I read that. Had she gone to that guy’s car to fuck someone she’d just met? I couldn’t believe it. I decided to head to the parking lot, and just then another message came through.

“Hahaha, just kidding, dummy. I’m at the bar in the back. Right behind the dance floor. I saw you looking around for me and decided to make you suffer a little”

“You’re such a bitch,” I replied.

She sent me laughing emojis. Then she wrote:

“Either you come rescue me or this guy’s going to jump me. I’m serious”

Still rattled from the first message, I headed to the area Adriana had told me about. They were having a drink. The guy kept leaning in closer and closer, and I noticed he’d placed a hand on her bare back—a hand that was less than an inch from the curve of her ass. She was keeping up with the conversation without pulling away, though apparently without giving him any real encouragement. I hung back and watched. Adriana saw me but didn’t say anything. The guy, completely oblivious to our little game, was whispering in her ear, hoping to score with this gorgeous woman he’d just met. At one point I saw him kiss her neck, and Adriana pulled away slightly. But he kept at it and tried to kiss her neck again. She pulled away once more but smiled, as if she liked it. Finally she pulled out her phone and texted me: “please come now I don’t know how to stop him”.

I actually thought about leaving her to fend for herself, but finally I walked over and greeted her. She kissed me on both cheeks like we were just friends. “Look, Fran, this is Jose,” she said, introducing me and forcing me to shake hands with the guy who’d been trying to pick up my wife. Adriana started chatting as if we hadn’t seen each other in ages, and the guy said he’d be back in two minutes—he was going to the bathroom. The moment he left, Adriana grabbed my hand and, pulling me toward the door, told me she wanted to get out of there.

We got out of there fast. The image of that guy kissing Adriana’s neck had gotten me strangely turned on, and as soon as we turned into the parking lot, I grabbed her, pushed her against the wall, and we started making out. It was just making out, but you could tell Adriana was extremely worked up too, kissing me back with real passion. “Let’s go home,” she said, pulling away.

I watched her walk quickly, her thigh peeking through the slit in her dress, her hair slightly tousled from dancing and swaying as she moved. As soon as we reached the car, I couldn’t take it anymore. I pushed her against it and kissed her again. This time, besides kissing her, I started caressing her thigh through the slit in the dress. It took no effort at all to slide my hand up to her pussy. Adriana was incredibly turned on. She devoured my mouth eagerly while my fingers slipped inside her.

“You’re soaked,” I told her.

“Let’s go home. I want you to fuck me until I can’t take anymore,” she said between kisses.

“No fucking way, babe. I can’t wait that long,” I told her, kissing her so hard I actually hurt her.

Adriana reached for my cock and squeezed it through my pants. I unzipped without breaking our kiss, still groping her. She wrapped her hand around me. I was hard as a rock, and she started stroking me.

“Jose, we can’t do this here. Let’s go home, please,” she begged, even as she kept her grip on my cock.

“Adriana, I can’t wait that long. I have to fuck you now.”

“Then let’s get in the car, please,” she said, her last-ditch effort to avoid putting on a show right there.

She had a point—there could be cameras, or anyone coming to get their car could see us. Our back seats had tinted windows, so it would be more discreet. I opened the car and ushered her in, climbing in behind her. I pulled her tits out over the neckline of her dress and started groping them.

“I need to fuck you. You have no idea how worked up you’ve got me. You’ve been acting like a total cocktease,” I told her, sitting beside her and motioning for her to climb on top.

Those words must have pushed her over the edge, because with one decisive movement she pulled off the dress, leaving herself completely naked—with the obvious risk that anyone passing by the car might see her.

“Wait”—and she climbed right onto my cock. She impaled herself all the way down. “Holy shit,” she said, feeling it inside her as she started riding me.

I could feel her pussy—burning hot and soaking wet—wrapped around my cock. She rode me harder than ever before. She threw her arms around my neck and kissed me with a passion that was almost painful.

“Is this how you wanted it to be with your friend in the parking lot? Maybe he had a huge cock. You’ll never know…”

“You… Mmm, you got scared, didn’t you? You thought I was going to fuck him in the back seat of his car, right?”

“Yeah, but it also turned me on thinking about it,” I told her, thrusting upward every time she came down.

Adriana stopped moving. She kept my cock inside her. I pressed upward while she made slow circles with her hips. She looked into my eyes. With desire. She stuck out her tongue and I stuck out mine, and they met, licking each other.

“Swear to me you would’ve liked it if I’d gone to his car,” she demanded, horny but serious.

“I swear I would. And that you would’ve told me about it afterward in full detail,” I answered, starting to move my hips again until Adriana was riding me once more.

“That guy wanted to fuck me, babe,” she said, her voice lewd, trying to provoke me.

“I’m not surprised. Everyone wants to fuck you.”

“You really don’t mind?”

“No… mmmm… I swear I don’t mind. It turns me on like crazy,” I told her, on the verge of coming.

“The guy… wasn’t bad at all…” Adriana said in a voice that was pushing me to the edge, “and… honestly, it turned me on thinking you’d believe I was fucking him,” she confessed, looking into my eyes.

Fuck, my wife had just confessed that it would’ve turned her on to fuck someone else just because I was into it. It was too much for me. I was going to come and I let Adriana know. “I can’t hold it anymore, Adriana.”

She got off me and moved to the side. She grabbed my cock and started jerking me off, licking the head with the tip of her tongue.

“Fuck, Adri, I’m coming…” I groaned, feeling the first waves of orgasm building in my pelvis.

“He gave me his number. Maybe you want me to call him and fuck him?” she said, speeding up her strokes.

Hearing her say that was too much for me. I exploded, telling her to call him. I started covering her body with my cum, shooting stream after stream—no doubt fueled by all the excitement since we’d entered the club. Finally, Adriana slowed her strokes and my body relaxed.

“God, what a load!” I said when I could speak again.

“Look what you did to me…” Adriana said, showing me her tits and torso covered in streaks that were sliding down, staining the car’s upholstery.

I was still incredibly aroused, and I tried to touch her pussy to get her off, but she stopped me. “Let’s go home. It’s harder for me to come here,” she said, opening the door and adjusting her dress to move to the front seat. I tucked my now-soft cock away and fixed my clothes as best I could. I got out to button up and get in my seat.

When I started the car, Adriana kissed me and said, “I love you.”

“I love you too, baby,” I told her, giving her a soft peck on the lips, and pulled out to head home. Even though the drive was barely ten minutes, Adriana dozed off.

I parked and we went up to the apartment barely speaking. As soon as I closed the door, I pulled her toward me and kissed her hungrily. But before things could go further, I pulled back a bit and looked into her eyes.

“Should we upload a photo to the website?” I asked, my voice hoarse.

Adriana bit her lip, visibly hesitant. She walked to the living room, took off her sandals, and stood barefoot, looking at me. The satin dress clung to her body from the heat of the night.

“I don’t know, Jose… It makes me nervous.”

“Just one. I’ll completely blur your face, and besides, nobody knows this apartment—it’s not like our house where someone might recognize the furniture. Nobody will know it’s you. I want to see what happens. Come on, babe, it’ll be exciting. You’ll see how popular you’re going to be…”

She sighed, turning in place, thinking. Finally, with a nervous but excited smile, she said:

“Okay. But just one. And make sure my face doesn’t show.”

Excitement coursed through me. I positioned the living room armchair in front of the window with the lights on. I asked her to pose semi-naked in the dress. Adriana slowly lowered the straps. The satin fabric fell to her waist, leaving her tits exposed, beautiful and heavy under the warm light. Then she sat in the armchair, spread her legs, and with nervous, wild laughter, spread her pussy open with two fingers, completely shameless. Her vulva glistened, swollen and pink after all the little shows she’d put on at the club and throughout dinner. She laughed as she did it.

“Fuck, Adriana…” I murmured, snapping photo after photo.

“Too much…?”

“Maybe a little less direct. I want it elegant, provocative, but not so over-the-top for our first upload.”

She nodded, still laughing, and started posing more naturally. She stood up, letting the dress fall to her ankles. Naked, with only the crumpled satin at her feet. She turned her body, posing in profile, arching her back to thrust her breasts forward, then turning to show off her perfect ass. She sat back down, spread her legs elegantly, one hand lightly covering her pussy, the other in her hair. Each pose was more sensual than the last. I snapped photo after photo, my cock throbbing in my pants.

We picked two out of all of them. One where she was standing at a three-quarter angle, dress pooled at her waist, breasts exposed, looking to the side with a seductive expression while holding a piece of paper with the username we'd chosen for the site where I wanted to post them. To prevent fake profiles, some sites required verification, almost always with a handwritten sign. It was a way to stop people from stealing photos from the millions floating around online and creating fake profiles to deceive other users.

We also picked the photo of Adriana sitting with her legs spread—more suggestive this time, with one hand between her thighs partially covering her sex. They were perfect, showing a woman who I was sure would set the site on fire.

I blurred her face with a simple app on my phone, completely pixelating her features. No one would be able to recognize her. Then, right in front of her, I signed up on a site for cuckolds and exhibitionists called “Morbid Cuckolds.” I uploaded the two photos to the new profile with a simple title: “We're Playful-Couple. Here are some pics of my wife from vacation. First time here. What do you think of her?”

As soon as I hit publish, my heart was racing. Adriana came over and looked at the screen over my shoulder. She asked to see other profiles, and we spent a while browsing. She was surprised by how many people were putting themselves out there on the site, all apparently real. Some profiles had photos of threesomes, even orgies. Adriana couldn't believe it.

“Damn.”

“Look… they're already commenting,” I whispered.

I started kissing her passionately, running my hands down her naked body. My mouth found her breasts, sucking on her nipples, still sensitive and aroused. I pushed her back gently, ready to fuck her.

“Wait, Jose…” she said, stopping me with a hand on my chest. Her voice sounded tired. “My pussy is raw. We already fucked this morning, then I nearly died from the heat at the beach, and wearing that dress with no panties through dinner… I can't take anymore. It hurts. I can't go again tonight.”

I stood there looking at her, frustrated but understanding. My cock was aching. She smiled mischievously and slid her hand down to it, caressing me through my pants.

“But I can help you another way…” she murmured.

While the comments started rolling in (“What perfect tits,” “That slut needs to be gangbanged,” “Lucky husband”), Adriana knelt in front of me and pulled down my pants. She sucked my cock devotedly, looking into my eyes, while I scrolled through my phone and read the dirtiest ones out loud to her.

Soon the classic questions started coming: “Where are you from? Interested in meeting up?” and of course, all kinds of comments. Adriana read them with obvious excitement in her eyes.

“You're getting turned on,” I told her, watching her face as she pored over the comments, a half-smile forming with every dirty thing she read.

“Maybe a little. It's just that I keep imagining hundreds of drooling old men jerking off to my photos, and that kind of grosses me out.”

“You're completely wrong. A ton of users on these sites are guys and couples even younger than us. They're people who get off on this stuff. Amateur porn has a bigger following every day. It's more real, more genuine. Wait…”

I pulled up a page I had bookmarked, and a bunch of webcam feeds popped up. After a quick scan, I found a couple. She was wearing a Venetian mask to hide her identity while giving the guy a blowjob. Countless comments and requests scrolled by from people tipping them.

“These people make money doing this. And look, there are hundreds of users online right now.”

“I didn't know you watched so much porn. You kept that pretty quiet.”

“I don't watch porn regularly, but I know these sites exist.”

“And now I'm part of this. Honestly, babe, you're such a pervert,” she said, kissing me, clearly aroused.

“Damn, babe. I'm lucky you're into this stuff too, these little kinks that turn me on so much.”

She swatted me.

“Don't be gross!”

“I'm serious, damn it. It's great being married to someone who's into the same shit I am. I don't have to hide it or feel ashamed of the things that turn me on.”

“You're out of your fucking mind,” she replied, laughing.

“Not at all. Who doesn't have some fantasy they haven't fulfilled because they're too scared to say it out loud? Come on, Adri. I'm serious. I have fantasies, and I feel so comfortable with you that I'd tell you all of them, because I know we're on the same wavelength. Everyone has one, or several, and they're really not that weird. Absolutely everyone has a specific fantasy they're afraid to talk about.”

“And you think you can talk openly with me about them?”

“Yes. That’s how I feel, and I love it. What’s wrong with wanting things that break from convention? As long as it’s consensual and everyone wins, I don’t get why it’s still considered taboo. I like showing off my wife. What harm does that do anyone? If it turns me on, and you… obviously it does you too…”

“It’s not that it turns me on. It’s more that it piques my curiosity.”

“Adri, listen to me. You’re an intelligent, beautiful, confident woman. I don’t need to tell you what you want—I want to hear you say it. Believe me, I’m dying to hear your fantasies and then make them happen, so go ahead.”

“I don’t have anything that special. I just get turned on seeing you excited, and I think I’ve managed that, haven’t I? Maybe…”

“Tell me, please.”

“Being a bit of a slut, like tonight… It turned me on, getting that guy hot in front of you.”

Without warning, she lunged at me. She grabbed my head with both hands and kissed me hard. I felt her playful tongue. She was making out with me full-on. She climbed on top, pushing me backward.

“Damn… So that really does turn you on… Weren’t you exhausted…?” I exclaimed, startled by the intensity of her kiss. “And since we’re being so honest… How was Fito in bed?”

“Fito? Damn, Jose. Now you want to talk about Fito?” she said, pulling away abruptly.

That was the guy she’d just broken up with when I met her at that ADE party.

“Why don’t you tell me what he used to do to you?”

“Are you serious? Damn, babe…”

“Did he fuck you good…?” I pressed.

“Well… yeah…” she said, her eyes locked on mine. “He fucked like a champ.”

“And… how did he touch you? What would he do to you?”

“You seriously want to talk about that now?” she asked, surprised.

“Yes. Tell me.”

“Well, for starters, he had a cock you don’t forget. One of those thick, veiny ones with a huge head.”

“So… he was bigger than me?”

“Yes… Much bigger.”

“Much?” I asked, sliding one hand down toward her pussy.

“Yes… Thicker and longer.” I started fantasizing about Adriana getting fucked by a huge cock.

“You’re such a bitch…” I whispered.

“It’s the truth. He had a pornstar cock, and I’m telling you, at twenty, he had the stamina to go at it all afternoon.”

“Did he fuck your ass?”

“No. With a monster like that, he would’ve destroyed me. You were my first back there, honey. Does it really turn you on when I tell you these things?”

“You have no idea how much. Did you blow him?” I asked, imagining her with that huge cock in her mouth.

“Of course.”

“Did you let him come in your mouth?”

“Oh my God, Jose… you’re so worked up…” she whispered in my ear, between kisses. “Your cock is rock hard…” she said, stroking me. “I can’t believe it turns you on when I tell you how I fucked my ex…”

“As you can see…” I panted, feeling her hand stroking me slowly. “And he fucked you hard, I bet.”

“Yes…” she said. “He’d shove it in until it almost hurt.”

“He’d put you on all fours…”

“Yes… God, Jose… We’re crazy.”

“Would you want to run into him and fuck him again?”

“Jose…”

“Would you?”

“Honestly? No. Things didn’t end well with him at all. He was an asshole.”

“And did he eat your pussy?” I pressed, a little disappointed by her answer. “And I bet you came like a fountain with him too. Right?”

Adriana was a squirter—the hornier she was and the more intense the orgasm, the more she’d gush.

“I’ve always been a gusher when I come. With him it was no different.”

“Fuck, you're driving me crazy,” I murmured, dipping down to take a nipple between my lips, sucking hard enough to make her gasp and arch against me. My hands slid to her ass, squeezing her cheeks as I pushed her onto her back in one smooth motion that left her open and vulnerable, her legs spreading instinctively.

“Keep going... tell me more about that bastard. What did he do to you?” I asked, licking her other nipple, biting just enough to make her squirm. “Tell me what he did with that huge cock of his... how did he fuck you, Adri?”

She laughed between gasps.

“Once he fucked me on the beach. He put me on my knees in the sand and shoved it in my mouth. Made me suck him until I was choking on it... filling my throat until tears ran down my cheeks. Then he fucked me right there on the sand, hard, merciless, his cock splitting my pussy open.”

I bit her nipple as I slipped a second finger inside her.

“...you liked getting fucked like that? Like a whore on the beach?”

“Yes... I loved it,” she gasped, grabbing my cock to guide it to her entrance. “He was so rough—he'd grab my hair and drive it all the way in, that thick shaft rubbing inside me like he wanted to split me in half, fucking me fast and deep until I came like crazy. I get really slutty when I'm drunk, you know that... And he made sure I drank. Got me so wet...”

“You really think I'm gonna let that slide?” I said, burying myself inside her in one thrust.

“...I'd tell him to do whatever he wanted with me... And he never needed to be told twice.”

“You're such a slut...” I growled, biting her nipple as I picked up the pace, my hips slamming against hers.

“He fucked me on the beach, on my knees, sand digging into my skin. My first sixty-nine was with him. He'd shove his cock down my throat, and I'd choke on it while he ate my pussy...”

“Fuck, Adri... You liked him fucking your mouth?”

“Yes, I'd come screaming with his cum in my mouth.”

“Tell me he fucked you better than me,” I said, sliding my hand down to rub her clit.

“Yes. He fucked me better than you... he'd drive it in mercilessly until I came. And I'd beg for more, always more...”

“You're not gonna make me jealous,” I said, thrusting harder. “But keep going... tell me how he made you moan.”

“He made me moan like a whore, Jose. His thick cock stretching me open, fucking me until I couldn't take any more. You... you fuck me with love, baby, but he was an animal, and us bad girls—we like it hard.”

“You're mine, slut,” I growled, driving into her as hard as I could, my thumb pressing her clit. “Come for me...”

“Jose, don't come inside!” she gasped, convulsing around my cock, her spasms driving me over the edge. I barely had time to pull out before I came on her breasts, leaving her soaked with a hot, thick load.

We lay there exhausted, staring at the ceiling. The only sound was our ragged breathing.

“I noticed how turned on you got listening to my sex stories about Fiti,” she said, turning her head to look at me. Her hair was stuck to her sweaty forehead. “You're such a pig.”

“Truth is, I got hard as a rock.”

She smiled mischievously, rolling onto one elbow to trace her fingers across my chest.

“I've got a lot more stories, but I never told you because I was afraid they might bother you.”

“More stories? With Fiti?”

“With Fiti, and with others. I fucked quite a few guys in college. What did you think, that I was some innocent business major?”

“Well, you kept that pretty quiet. First I'm hearing of it.”

“I'll bring you up to speed. Especially seeing the effect it has on you when I talk about this stuff,” she said, kissing me tenderly.


	Getting Cozy with the Neighbors.


Despite how late we'd gotten home the night before, we woke up early the next day. There was something strange between us—a tension, maybe some embarrassment about what had happened—that kept us from acting normal. Adriana kissed me like always and ran off to the bathroom, saying she was about to pee herself and asking me to make her some coffee. I went to the kitchen and made breakfast.

“God, babe, we're a mess. Last night I think… I don't know. Are you okay?” she said when she came back, breaking the silence.

We went outside to have breakfast in the garden.

“I'm as surprised as you are, but I'm fine. I'm tired today. I'm not going running. That way we can head to one of those little coves Guillermo told us about,” I said.

“Perfect. That way we can rest up since we've got dinner with the senior citizens tonight,” Adriana said quietly, in case any of the neighbors who'd also be at the dinner overheard us.

“Yeah, yeah… Those guys are trouble… They party harder than we do. Don't let their age fool you.”

“Lately we haven't exactly been slacking in the party department either. I don't remember a streak this intense even when we were dating. But I don't want us to end up doing something crazy. Things almost got out of hand last night,” Adriana said, very serious.

“Crazy? Maybe you want to call your new friend?” I teased, going back to our game of double meanings.

“Don't even remind me. Besides, he wasn't my type. You know that.”

“And what is your type?”

“I don't know, but definitely not that kind of guy. Come on, finish up and clear this away so I can get ready,” she said, ending the conversation.

I cleared everything while Adriana got ready. When I was almost done, she came downstairs already wearing the white bikini she was about to break in.

“Babe, I don't know about this white one…” she said, showing me a bikini that could barely contain her tits.

“What are you talking about? You look spectacular!” I said, genuinely admiring how amazing her body looked in the tiny bikini, its white color contrasting with her freshly acquired tan.

“I feel like you can see through it. I'd better put on the red one.”

“Don't you dare. It looks killer on you. Where we're going, there usually aren't many people. And it's not like you'll be wearing it for long…”

“You've got a point there,” she said laughing as she put a short skirt on over it.

We headed to the cove Guillermo had told me about. It was a bit farther than I'd expected since the road wasn't great, but the place was worth it. We had to leave the car about a hundred meters from the beach access. I grabbed the umbrella and chairs while Adriana handled the towels and the basket with food and drinks.

When we got to the shore, there was plenty of space to choose from since there were only a couple of families, a few couples, a group of four guys, and another mixed group. I started to set up the umbrella near one of the couples, but while I was checking the angle of the sun, Adriana said she'd rather get away from people, pointing to a spot relatively far from the group of guys.

“I'd rather not be so close to those guys.”

As we walked past, the guys fixed their eyes on Adriana, who was only wearing the skirt and bikini top. I set up the umbrella while watching them elbow each other and nod toward the woman who'd just arrived. They weren't discreet at all, but they were just kids. At their age, I'm sure I would've acted the same way.

We went through our daily sunscreen ritual. Adriana rubbed it on my back and I did the rest of my body. Then we switched. When it was my turn, I said:

“You know what you have to do, right?”

“Are you sure? Those kids are dying to see.”

“So? What's the problem? It turns me on when they look at you,” I said confidently.

Right then, I pulled the string and left her tits bare in front of the kids, who tried in vain to act like they weren't staring. I spread the sunscreen on her back while Adriana rubbed it on her breasts, putting on a real show for those hormone-fueled young guys. We sunbathed for about ten minutes, but the sun was beating down so hard that I told her I was going to take a dip. She decided to join me and started putting her bikini top back on.

“Don't cover up. Go like that,” I told her.

“What are you saying? They're going to have a field day,” she said, pretending to be scandalized.

“Don't play modest now. You've been flashing skin since we started this vacation.”

“For your satisfaction. Don't forget that.”

“It doesn't seem to bother you much either, not to mention it turns you on,” I said.

She gave me a light punch on the arm.

“You're such a perv. Fine then… I'll go with my tits out. If you think I'm going to chicken out, you're dead wrong.”

We walked hand in hand to the water, knowing we were being watched, especially by those kids. We spent a couple of minutes fooling around in the water, but Adriana said she was going to sunbathe a bit more. I watched her struggle out of the water because of the pebbles, and the show she put on with her tits bouncing from side to side quickly caught the attention of the young crowd. I asked her to bring me a cap, worried I'd get sunstroke, and watched her grab it and head back toward me. I walked toward her, but when I saw her up close, I was blown away. I waited for her to reach me and then told her.

“Adriana, that bikini… you can see right through it,” and she looked down at the bottoms where her pussy was perfectly visible through the fabric.

“Damn it, dude, I warned you about this,” she said, as if it were my fault.

“How was I supposed to know? It happened when it got wet,” I said defensively. “But seriously, you can see everything. Good thing you're waxed—it's less noticeable,” I said, trying to downplay it.

“Here,” she said, handing me my things. “I'm going to lie down on the towel and not move.”

I watched the guys stare at her and elbow each other, and Adriana must have been mortified—she was walking with her hands in front, trying to hide the obvious. She finally lay down on the chair while I kept cooling off in the water. When I got back to shore, I couldn't believe what I saw. Adriana was sitting in her chair, drinking a beer we hadn't brought, with the four guys sitting around her chatting and laughing. She hadn't put her top back on, so she was showing off her tits to all of them like it was no big deal.

“Jose, let me introduce you,” and she introduced me to all four, though I didn't pay the slightest attention to their names. “These guys helped me out. I went back in for another swim and something stung me. I called for you, but you didn't hear me. I think it was a jellyfish,” she said, showing me a red, slightly swollen mark on her ankle.

“Are you okay?” I asked, crouching down and grabbing her foot with concern.

“Yeah, yeah. It just stings a little, but I'm much better now,” she reassured me. “Luckily they had a bottle of water and ammonia. They came prepared.”

“Jellyfish are pretty common around here,” one of them said to me.

“Yeah, I saw a few on my way out. There must be a swarm nearby.”

“And on top of that, they offered me a beer.”

“Want one?” the one closest to Adriana asked me.

“I don't want to impose,” I replied.

He walked over to the cooler next to Adriana to grab one. As he did, I thought he might have brushed against her tit, but she didn't seem to notice. Maybe he hadn't actually touched her, or maybe she just didn't want to make a big deal of it. He handed me the beer.

“Thanks, but I'm not in the mood,” I said rather curtly. “We're leaving soon anyway—that's why we didn't bring anything,” I added, standing up to go.

Adriana thanked them for their help and the beer, and we headed back to our towels. I sat down next to her.

“God, you're such a jerk… They were really nice.”

“Yeah, and you were nice to them too. Quite the free tit show you gave them…”

“It didn't bother you, did it?” she asked with a mischievous smile.

“You know it didn't… Isn't it obvious by now that I like watching you show off? It turns me on.”

“Oh, honey, you used to be so jealous when we were dating… Look at you now!”

We laughed for a while longer until we'd had enough sun and headed back to the apartment. We ate some potato salad that Adri had made that morning, then took a nap like we did every day. I woke up before her and went down to the pool for a dip. The usual routine—Guillermo with his book and Nuria doing a few laps. She got out just as I arrived, passed by me, gave my shoulder a little touch, and headed to her towel. The image of her bare tits flashed through my mind. I got in the water.

“It's insanely hot today,” she said, drying off. “I'm going inside where there's air conditioning. I can't take it out here anymore.”

Nuria went inside and Guillermo joined me in the water.

“You really checked out Nuria's tits, huh!” he said jokingly, though the directness of his comment caught me off guard. “Once you see them, you can't forget them,” he said, amused by my discomfort. “Relax, it's fine. I'm used to it. I showed you those photos last night because I wanted you to see them.”

“Honestly, they're amazing,” I confessed, playing along. “I mean, Adriana's got a great rack, but Nuria's are spectacular.”

“They sure are. But hey, don't sell Adriana short—hers aren't far behind. Those are perfect tits. I'd love to see them too,” he said like it was the most normal thing in the world. But it didn't bother me. On the contrary, hearing him say it turned me on. I even thought about showing him the photos I'd taken of her at the beach.

“Adriana doesn't want to go topless here, in front of so many people.”

“I never thought she was so modest, especially given the bikinis she wears. Besides, she knows she's hot. Sometimes women hold back because of us, but if we left them alone, who knows what crazy things they'd do. I've always believed that most of their fears and insecurities come from the people around them.”

“It's not just modesty—I think she's past that—but damn, guys can't take their eyes off her, and that gets exhausting too. Men don't know how to be subtle,” I explained.

At that moment, Adriana appeared in her black bikini, towel in hand, and got into the water.

Although it was early, I made myself a drink, which I enjoyed while scrolling through my phone and reviewing the photos I'd posted of Adriana on the website. Then I checked in on the Telegram channel, which I'd been neglecting quite a bit. The comments there from my friends were much more explicit.

Encouraged by the latest photos I'd uploaded, the other guys in the channel had started posting photos of their wives. None of them came close to Adriana, obviously, but there was one couple in particular—a Catalan pair—where the wife was an absolute pig.

They'd launched a new challenge. Montse, the wife, unlike the rest, was completely aware of what her husband was doing. She didn't just know about it—she enjoyed it and came up with challenges and adventures herself. She bragged that her husband was the biggest cuckold around, and they'd already posted multiple photos of her getting fucked by guys who weren't her husband, while he just took the photos and videos. They were way ahead of everyone else when it came to kink and daring.

For the new challenge, they'd bought the biggest dildo I'd ever seen in my life. It was a hyper-realistic replica of a horse cock: black, veiny, with a massive head and brutal thickness. It measured almost fifty centimeters long and was so thick it seemed impossible it could fit inside a normal woman's pussy. The point of the challenge was for it to rotate from one woman to another without being washed. That was supposedly the whole point. Each husband had to send photos of his wife fucking herself with it, just as it arrived, covered in the juices of the previous women.

The messages were exploding with excitement:

“Fuck, this is god-tier.”

“Nuria is a machine. Look how she takes it.”

“Nobody back out. This is going to be epic.”

The first photos were already up. Montse, a bottle blonde in her mid-forties but still very good-looking, lay on the bed with her legs spread wide open. The monstrous dildo was buried more than halfway inside her pussy, her lips stretched to the max. Her face showed a mix of pain and savage pleasure. She'd written underneath:

“First use. Who's next? Unwashed, as it should be ??”.

My previous photos of Adriana pissing in the bathroom were ancient history compared to this. This was another level entirely. A level that got my cock hard again, even though I knew it was sick and filthy.

I replied to the group, my heart pounding:

“I'm on vacation until early September. I won't be home. Put me last on the list.”

They immediately responded with fire emojis and comments:

“Don't worry, Javier (which was my name on the channel). Your slut is going to be the cherry on top.”

“I'm sure that hot slut will enjoy it.”

“Your wife is going to taste the juices of all our sluts.”

I had a rented P.O. box specifically for these challenges. They'd already sent me used lingerie from other women as part of previous challenges: panties with cum stains that reeked of pussy, even a thong that still smelled strongly of another woman. Everything arrived there so Adriana would never find out.

I felt like shit. I was systematically betraying her, and more than anything, those challenges were filthy. She trusted me, was gradually opening up to my fantasies, and meanwhile, I was exposing her in a group where strangers jerked off imagining fucking her. And now this. A horse dildo that had been inside other women and would soon be inside her, covered in the fluids and saliva of the ones before. I swore to myself I'd wash it thoroughly before she used it, even if that meant not completing the challenge completely.

That's what I'd do, but I couldn't stop. It was like a drug I couldn't quit.

Adriana was always the star. Her photos got triple the comments of anyone else's. Her perfect body, her beauty beyond compare—there was no contest. Every time I uploaded something new, the group went crazy. And instead of feeling guilty, I felt a twisted pride and an excitement that consumed me.

I closed my phone and looked at Adriana in the pool. I loved her like crazy. And that was exactly why I needed to show her off. Share her. See her desired. I knew it was a sick contradiction. I knew that if she discovered the channel, the photos, the challenges, the P.O. box… it would probably all be over. She'd leave me. And rightfully so. But my addiction was stronger than my fear.

I got up quietly, went to the bathroom, and jerked off looking at the photo of Montse with that monster inside her. Imagining Adriana in the same position, her tight pussy straining to take that colossal cock, moaning in pain and pleasure while I watched and photographed her for the enjoyment of those sick bastards.

After a while, I looked out to see what Adriana was doing and saw she was still talking with Guillermo. She was sitting on the pool steps with her back to me, and Guillermo was leaning on the edge while they chatted about whatever. The bastard couldn't take his eyes off her tits. I know he saw me, but he didn't say anything and just kept talking to her, his stares as shameless as ever.

Around eight-thirty, Adriana came running up, saying we had to be ready for dinner by nine-thirty. Time had flown by, and she had some gossip to tell me, but she'd do it later because she didn't have time now. She ran upstairs to the shower.

I waited for her to finish showering, then got in myself. While I showered, she did her makeup. She had nothing on but a white towel wrapped around her hair—completely naked otherwise. Hidden behind the frosted glass of the shower door, I watched her apply her makeup. To me, she was a goddess. As I watched, my hand drifted down to my cock and started stroking slowly. But I couldn't start jerking off again if I wanted to perform tonight, so I forced myself to focus on the shower. Adriana, oblivious to it all, kept working on her makeup while my mind wandered—to her tits, to Nuria's, to showing Guillermo her photos, even to the four of us going to one of those coves where they'd both go topless for us. Adriana walked out of the bathroom without so much as a glance my way. “Come on, hurry up, it's really late.”

When I went to the bedroom, I found her in a long black dress. Just the way she liked it, one side had a high slit that showed off her entire leg. Thin straps barely held the dress on her shoulders, creating a neckline that drew attention without being over the top. It also looked like she wasn't wearing a bra. That surprised me, considering this was a dinner with people we barely knew, so I walked over and pulled down the straps to check.

“What are you doing?” she said, surprised.

“Checking if you were wearing a bra.”

“You're crazy. Of course I'm wearing one with this neckline. I don't want to give anyone a heart attack at the nursing home,” she said mockingly.

“I just wanted to make sure because it looks like you're not.”

“Well, exactly—that's the point. It's a strapless bra. But I can't move around too much or it slides right down,” she explained, demonstrating how it immediately slipped with even the slightest movement.

“But the dress would cover you,” I said. “No one would see anything.”

“Come on, stop being silly and finish getting ready. I'm almost done.”

I watched her slip on her high-heeled sandals, which made her look even more striking. Then she headed down to the garden, rushing me again. I finished getting dressed and went down to meet her. She was already ready to go.

We'd agreed to meet at the entrance to the development. Everyone was already there when we came out. Adriana apologized for making them wait but blamed me, absentmindedly tucking her phone into her purse.

“Well, don't you two look elegant,” said Guillermo, Nuria holding his hand. The truth was, even though everyone was dressed to the nines, Adriana stood out from them all. She always did. I watched Guillermo look her up and down, and from where I stood, I could see she was the center of attention for both the men and the women. Though with the women, there was a hint of envy in their eyes—all of them except Nuria, who looked as smiling and confident as ever.

Since there were five couples, we decided to take three cars. Adriana and I went alone in ours while the others shared. Guillermo sent everyone the restaurant's location in case we got separated, but really, we just had to follow Alberto's car—he had Guillermo with him and knew the way perfectly.

Halfway there, I remembered Adriana had said she had something to tell me.

“By the way, you said earlier you had something to tell me.”

“That's right! I almost forgot. It's pretty wild.”

“What is it?” I asked, glancing away from the road.

“Well, I think Nuria and Guillermo are one of those couples who…”

“Who what?”

“Who fuck other people… You know, threesomes, partner swapping.”

“No way. How do you know?”

“Guillermo hinted at it. He gave me this whole speech about how conventions kill a marriage, and said we shouldn't fall into that trap.”

“And just from that you think they're an open couple?”

“It's the way he said it. But I think those two are way more adventurous than we realized.”

We couldn't continue the conversation because we arrived at the restaurant sooner than expected. As we turned off the road, the building appeared on the right with a large neon sign. The moment we walked in, the manager came over and greeted Guillermo and Nuria politely, though it was obvious he knew them well. He greeted the rest of us just as courteously and led us up to the terrace on the upper level. Our table had a prime spot—a corner with the best views of the sea. The nearly full moon looked perfect. We sat wherever we wanted. Guillermo made sure to position himself next to Adriana, with Alberto on her other side. I ended up across from them, flanked by Nuria and Eva.

Dinner was perfect. The wine Guillermo had chosen was delicious. I tried to pace myself since I had to drive afterward. Even so, Nuria and Eva kept me well entertained between the two of them. Eva turned out to be much more fun than her serious expression let on. Nuria was a sweetheart, always smiling, constantly cracking jokes. Every now and then I couldn't help stealing a quick glance at her cleavage, though I tried to be discreet about it. On the other side of the table, Alberto and Guillermo made sure Adriana's glass was never empty. She was already getting giggly, laughing at every little thing.

When we finished dessert, I got up to use the bathroom. Guillermo stood up and told me to wait—he was going too. We headed to the restroom together. As soon as we were far enough from the table, Guillermo said:

“Adriana looks gorgeous tonight. Lucky bastard,” he said, jovial—probably the wine kicking in.

“Yeah, she really does look beautiful in that dress.”

“She looks incredible,” he stressed. “Don't go out partying with her tonight or you'll be swatting guys away left and right,” he said, opening the door and heading into the bathroom.

The bathrooms, like the rest of the restaurant, were spotless. I stepped up to one of the wall urinals and Guillermo took the one next to me. He kept talking.

“I've seen you checking out my wife's cleavage. You're subtle about it, but you can't keep your eyes off her, man,” he said as he started to pee. “But relax, I don't mind. I already told you Nuria likes being looked at, and I like seeing she can still turn heads.”

“My eyes wander from time to time,” I admitted, “but honestly I didn't think it was that obvious,” I said just as he shook off, stepping back from the urinal to avoid splashing himself.

“It's obvious if you know what to look for, and I do.”

While I finished up, Guillermo checked his phone. Just as I turned around, I got a message.

“Got a little gift for you,” he said with a wink.

I pulled out my phone and checked the message. It was from him. A photo. Even before downloading it, I could tell what it was. You could clearly make out Nuria's breasts at the beach. I downloaded and opened it right away.

“Damn,” I said. “She looks incredible.”

“Since you like them so much, I want you to have that photo as a keepsake,” he said. “Come on, let's head back,” he added as I washed my hands.

“Guillermo,” I said before he could leave.

“What's up?”

I motioned for him to come closer. He walked over. I opened my photo gallery and pulled up one of the shots I'd taken of Adriana at the beach that morning. I handed him the phone. When he saw it, his face lit up.

“Holy shit! Adriana's got amazing tits. Damn!” he said, stunned.

“Yeah, she really looks incredible in that photo,” I admitted, a little embarrassed to be showing this guy my wife's tits.

“Damn, man. Now I won't be able to look anywhere else when we get back.”

“Come on, be discreet—Adriana will kill me if she finds out I showed you.”

“Damn. I've got to see them in person someday. Fuck, I feel like staying here and jerking off,” he blurted out, eyes still glued to the phone.

“Same here with your wife's,” I said, playing along.

“Well, this isn't the time or place, but believe me, I want to,” he said, his voice making it clear he was turned on by what he'd just seen. “If you don't mind, could you send me some of these photos? You know you can trust me,” he said, handing back my phone.

“We'll see. Let's go—they're going to think we're up to something if we spend any more time in here.”

We returned to the table. When I saw Nuria, I couldn't help thinking about the photo of her topless now sitting on my phone. I watched Guillermo sit down and could imagine he was picturing Adriana's breasts that I'd just shown him. Adriana, oblivious to what had just happened between us, was laughing at something Alberto said. I noticed her glass was full again and she was laughing more than usual. I could tell she was pretty tipsy, which, in her case, was a bit dangerous.

Dinner ended and as we left the restaurant, Guillermo suggested we go get a drink. Eva and Bea said no—we'd have to drive later and we'd already had plenty. They were obviously right, but we all wanted to keep the night going, so Guillermo, who always seemed to have everything under control, suggested we move the party to the pool at the development, pointing out that we could drink whatever we wanted there and even end up going for a swim.

“Come on, it'll be fun. I've got plenty of drinks at home. We'll grab some ice on the way and relax by the pool.”

Despite being the oldest of the group, he also seemed like the one most up for a good time. “We just need ice.” Adriana said we'd pick some up on the way.

We got back in the cars and headed toward the development. We'd agreed to stop at a gas station to pick up ice, so we followed the GPS to one on the outskirts. On the way, I asked Adriana what she thought of the dinner and she said she'd had a great time, that everyone had been attentive to her all evening. I figured Guillermo had spent the whole time since returning from the bathroom imagining her breasts, unable to take his eyes off her.

We arrived at the gas station and I parked in the back, in a small rest area for trucks. Adriana stayed in the car while I went inside. When I got out, I noticed a group of kids drinking in an empty lot a bit further away. I went in, bought a couple of bags of ice, came back to the car, tossed the bags in the trunk, and climbed in. When I got in, I saw Adriana's leg peeking out from her dress. Her skirt had fallen open and I could see all the way to her panties—she'd reclined in the seat with her legs slightly parted. I couldn't resist and started caressing her thigh. Adriana, pretty tipsy by now, let me, and even started kissing me intensely, her sweet saliva filling my mouth. With that dress, it was easy to reach her panties, which I slid aside without any resistance from her—on the contrary, she spread her legs wider to make it easier for me. That's what one drink too many does to my wife. She gets horny and just lets things happen.

My finger quickly began caressing her slit, finding her much wetter than usual—which was saying something. Adriana's tongue thrust deeper into my mouth, and sensing how turned on she was, I started working her while we kissed passionately. Adriana pulled away and reclined on the seat, her legs spreading wider, letting me touch her however I wanted. Eyes closed, legs open, mouth half-open as soft moans escaped… The sight was incredible.

Suddenly I saw one of the guys from the drinking party heading toward some bushes in front of our car, clearly about to take a piss. He hadn't noticed us inside the car, much less what we were doing. Adriana opened her eyes at that moment. She watched as the kid unzipped his pants and pulled out a pretty impressive cock, then started pissing. Without even realizing it, I'd stopped touching Adriana and noticed the way she was staring at that kid's cock while he pissed.

“Keep touching me. Don't leave me like this now.” It was a curt, direct order from Adriana. I started moving my fingers again, sliding them into her soaked pussy. I worked them the way I knew she liked. She kept staring, transfixed, at the kid who was now shaking off his cock.

I watched and kept working Adriana as she continued moaning.

“He's seen us,” she said breathlessly. I kept working her faster and faster. The kid approached the car and quickly realized what was happening inside.

“Did you like my cock?” I kept working Adriana, who was about to come. Then the kid, clearly drunk, walked up to the window and knocked on the glass with his knuckles.

“Why don't you open up and get a good look at it, you little slut? Or would you rather suck it?” he said, banging harder on the glass.

Adriana sat up and yelled at him: “Get lost, clown!” The kid didn't take it well at all and started calling his friends over, telling them to come see the slut he'd found. The situation was getting ugly, and Adriana asked me to get us out of there. It was obvious I didn't stand a chance against all those kids, so I started the car and we quickly left.

I headed home while the kids yelled all kinds of things at us. They even threw a bottle, which by some miracle missed the car. Once we hit the highway, we started laughing about the whole thing.

“What an idiot,” I said to Adriana.

“We're really asking for it, man. Lately we've been crossing the line.”

“Well, you were having a great time,” I said, laughing. “And you couldn't take your eyes off his dick.”

“He could have just stayed quiet—I was about to finish,” Adriana confessed. “Now I'm so turned on you wouldn't believe it.”

I laughed hard while she fixed her dress and smoothed down her hair, which had gotten all messed up.

“The guy had a nice dick.”

“Oh, stop it,” she said, a bit embarrassed but loosened up by all the wine at dinner. “Though yeah, the kid had a really nice cock,” she confessed, laughing.

At that moment her phone rang. She showed it to me, laughing—the screen showed it was Guillermo calling. Adriana told him they didn't have ice and we'd had to go to another gas station, but we were on our way now. That way we wouldn't have to tell him we'd started fooling around in the car. She said we'd be there in five minutes. Guillermo told her everyone was waiting for us at the pool.

“He's crazy about you. You can tell just by the way he looks at you.”

“Yeah. I've noticed too. But it makes me uncomfortable. He's nice, but too intense.”

I parked the car and we got out. Adriana straightened her dress and we went into the apartment. I took the ice down to the pool while Adriana went to the bathroom. They'd been waiting eagerly for us to bring it so they could make drinks.

When I came back up, Adriana asked if she should change or just go down like that. I told her everyone was in swimsuits.

“Okay, but I'm not planning to swim,” she told me. I said she should do whatever she wanted and watched her head upstairs to change. We both started undressing in the bedroom. I undressed quickly and put on my swimsuit while she carefully hung the dress in the closet. Then she unhooked her bra and slipped off her panties, letting them fall to the floor. I glanced at them—there was a huge wet spot. It turned me on immensely knowing just how worked up she was. Sitting on the bed, I grabbed her arm, turned her toward me, and reached for her slit. She was soaked. The scent of her arousal hit me. I started working her, but she held my hand and said:

“Come on, let's go. They've been waiting for us for a while now. There'll be time later. Because you can't leave me like this. I'm so turned on.”

Despite my disappointment, she was right—we'd already been held up long enough with that little scene at the gas station. I got up and told her I'd head down to the pool. Adriana stayed behind to change.

I went down to the pool and Nuria immediately offered me a drink, flashing her ever-present smile. She made me a gin and tonic and brought it over while chatting with Eva, who joined the conversation. Guillermo was talking with Javier and Bea and shot me a knowing look when he saw me staying to talk with his wife.

A few minutes later, Adriana appeared, coming down the stairs. She looked spectacular. She was wearing a loose white tank top, totally beachy. Her white bikini was visible underneath. A fairly short skirt and flip-flops. All eyes landed on her while I busied myself watching everyone's faces. Eva pursed her lips in disapproval—or maybe genuine feminine envy. Rosa and Nuria remained indifferent. All the guys tried to hide their glances toward my wife, except for Guillermo, who clearly devoured her with his eyes, barely holding back at all.

Just as she had with me, Nuria immediately approached Adriana and offered her a drink. The two of them went over to the drinks area. Guillermo pulled out a speaker and put on some music. Eighties music. Adriana and I looked at each other, holding back a laugh. It felt like one of those famous house parties our parents or grandparents used to throw. Soon two groups formed—one of men, one of women. Fortunately, as the drinks flowed, we started mixing.

After a while, Nuria said to me:

“Look at those two,” she said, nodding toward Adriana, who was laughing while holding onto Guillermo's arm as he showed her something on his phone.

“Well, Adriana's an easy laugh,” I said, making excuses for her.

“Don't worry, if she takes him, he's hers,” she said in a jovial tone. “He'll come back to me soon enough.”

Guillermo, who seemed to be paying attention to everything, looked at us and said, “I'm sure she's saying something about me. My ears are burning. Don't believe anything she tells you, Jose,” he said, laughing. “Let them talk, let them talk... even if it's bad...”

I continued talking with Nuria. She told me about when they'd bought the house and their first visits there. They were from Seville, and for a change of scenery, they always came to the Alméría, Almería coast for their vacations. At one point she even confessed playfully that if those walls could talk, they'd have plenty of crazy stories to tell. That comment sent my imagination racing, remembering what Adriana had told me in the car. Once again, my eyes inevitably drifted to her tits. This time, though—maybe it was the alcohol—they lingered too long, and Nuria noticed. Embarrassed, I continued the conversation as best I could. She didn't say anything, though she didn't seem bothered by that long look at her tits.

We'd already had quite a few drinks when Bea told Alberto she wanted to leave, that she was exhausted. Alberto, as always, gave in to his wife's wishes and they left, though I could tell he would've gladly stayed longer. Guillermo turned down the music a bit. Carlos and Eva also excused themselves, saying they wanted to get to the beach early, and Javier and Rosa said they were calling it a night. Suddenly the four of us were alone. The mood dipped a little, though Guillermo seemed to prefer having us to himself—he immediately started preparing another round.

“They're all party poopers. In bed by midnight like Cinderella,” he said, laughing. “They get worse with age.”

“Come on, don't be ridiculous,” Nuria scolded him. “Your problem is you get worked up right away and don't know when to stop.”

“I'm up for anything,” he said, tickling her and groping her shamelessly.

“Knock it off,” Nuria scolded him again, laughing and trying to get away from him.

“I know what we're going to do...” Guillermo said, his face lighting up as he headed to his apartment.

“No, Guillermo, please don't even think about it,” Nuria said, trying not to shout as Guillermo made calming gestures and motioned for her to keep her voice down.

Adriana and I exchanged confused looks while Nuria threw up her hands and told us he was impossible. Guillermo returned with a bag and headed to the pool area with the benches and table. We followed him, and the four of us sat down together.

“This is a secret,” he said to Adriana and me as he pulled out rolling papers, filters, and what I assumed was marijuana from the bag.

“Seriously, you just can't help yourself,” Nuria scolded him again. “What are Jose and Adriana going to think of us?”

“Don't worry about us, Nuria,” Adriana reassured her. “We're on vacation. I don't see anything wrong with taking a couple of hits from a joint.”

“Great, just what Guillermo needed—people who'll go along with him!” she said as Guillermo skillfully rolled the joint.

Guillermo lit it and took a couple of hits, then passed it to Nuria. She took a drag and passed it to me, and I passed it to Adriana.

“This weed is Jamaican. A friend gets it for me, and honestly, it's fantastic,” he explained.

We all listened as he talked while the joint made the rounds. Between just a couple of hits and all the alcohol I'd had, it hit me fast.

“It's really goooood,” I said, my tongue getting tangled, which made everyone laugh.

“We can tell,” they laughed, pretty far gone themselves.

“Don't worry, you won't have a hangover tomorrow,” Guillermo assured me. “So you can head to one of those little coves you like so much and fuck like rabbits. You know, Nuri,” he said, turning to his wife, “today they were at our special little cove. You know, the one where...”

“Guillermo, shut up already,” Nuria said. “Don't you dare tell it.”

“But they're trustworthy. It's fine, woman,” he said, looking like he couldn't understand what all the fuss was about.

“What's the deal with that cove?” Adriana asked. She had no idea what they were talking about, but her curiosity was piqued.

“Nothing special. It's a cove we go to where Nuri likes to sunbathe topless,” he explained. “Years ago, when it was even more secluded than it is now, we ended up making love on the sand several times. That's the effect this woman has always had on me…”

“Honestly, you always share everything. You don't know when to keep your mouth shut,” she protested without much conviction.

“Well, it really is a good spot for that,” Adriana said. “I've done it too. This is my first summer going topless there, and honestly, the place is great because there aren't many people.”

“Yeah, and best of all, those guys who wander around selling stuff—the ones who seem to wait for you to go topless before coming over—aren't usually there,” I said.

“Those are the worst,” Nuria said, laughing. “Get used to it, Adriana—around here, you go topless and all the black guys flock to you. I mean, they still come to me and I'm an old woman.”

“What do you mean, old?” Adriana jumped in. “I think you look fantastic. Right, Jose?”

I was caught off guard—I hadn't expected that. But emboldened by the alcohol, I told her that of course, she was still a gorgeous woman. Maybe I even overdid it, because Guillermo said jokingly:

“Nuri, watch out for this one—he's worse than the beach vendors.”

Since I was feeling pretty good from the joint and the alcohol, I kept the joke going, saying that it was only because I was already with Adriana—otherwise they'd have to watch out for me. Adriana started saying I got too cocky when I drank.

“Poor thing, he's a sweetheart,” Nuria chimed in, putting on a tender expression. “Not like this one here. He has a couple drinks and completely loses it,” she said, nodding toward Guillermo.

“Hey, partner swap!” Guillermo shouted gleefully. “That's really popular around here.”

Adriana and I exchanged a knowing look, and she winked at me. Clearly, her suspicions had been right.

“You wish,” Nuria cut him off. “As if a beauty like Adriana would go with you, you old geezer.”

“But it's not for me, honey—I'm saying it for you, so you can have a guy like Jose,” he said, winking at me and leaving me speechless.

“I'd happily take him, but he's already with Adriana and I'm stuck with you. Just my luck,” she said as we laughed. “Okay, that's enough for tonight. I'm going to bed—it's late and things are starting to get out of hand.” She got up and left without giving us a chance to convince her to stay.

“I'll finish my drink and be right up. And get ready, queen, because tonight we're scoring,” Guillermo said as she walked away. She waved goodbye without turning around, then flipped him off when she heard her husband.

We sat in silence for a few seconds, all three of us basically finishing off what was left in our glasses. As always, Guillermo broke the silence.

“Let's go for a swim and then hit the sack. Tonight Nuri's going to get hers,” he blurted out suddenly, pulling off his shirt.

“I'll pass. I'm not swimming. For once my hair looks good—I don't want to get it wet again. It turns into a total mess,” Adriana said, running her fingers through her hair, which gleamed in the pool lights.

“Come on, get in—the water's perfect at this hour. Just don't dunk your head and you'll be fine,” Guillermo said, trying to convince her.

“No way, I'm not swimming at this hour,” she said, shutting down any further discussion.

Guillermo shrugged in resignation and got into the pool. Adriana looked at me, waiting to see what I would do.

“Come on, Adriana, a quick dip and then we'll go finish what we started,” I said, trying to convince her.

“Jose, you know I can't in this bikini. Everything shows through—you've seen it yourself.”

“So what? It doesn't matter. Besides, there's barely any light. No one's going to see anything.”

“You're crazy. Are you seriously asking me to do that? What's wrong with you? Guillermo's going to see right through to my uterus if I get in the water.”

“Well, do what you want, but you know it wouldn't bother me,” I confessed.

“It wouldn't bother you, or would you actually like it?”

“I see you're starting to catch on,” I said quietly, looking for her buy-in.

“In that case… But don't throw a jealous fit afterward. Go on, go swim—I need to use the bathroom,” she said after a few seconds of silence.

I was blown away and decided to do as she said. I needed to clear my head, so I got in the water with Guillermo while watching her head up to the house. I figured she'd go change her bikini as she disappeared behind the bushes in our yard.

“Is she going to bed without saying goodbye?” Guillermo asked, puzzled.

“No, she's going to the bathroom. She said she'll be back to swim.”

“Really?” he asked, incredulous. “Your wife drives me crazy. She's gorgeous.”

“Yeah, well… I don't know if she'll actually go through with it or if she'll change her bikini, but… with the white one she's wearing now, absolutely everything shows through when it gets wet,” I told Guillermo.

“Seriously?” he asked with a look of disbelief.

“Yes. Everything, I mean everything. But don’t get your hopes up because I have a feeling she’s going to change.”

At that moment Adriana appeared, coming down the garden stairs that led to the pool. She looked radiant in her white bikini against the darkness of the stairway. She walked over to the pool and stood on the first step of the entry stairs. She looked stunning illuminated by the spotlights—her tan skin without tan lines, that gleaming bikini standing out against her.

“Oh, it’s really nice!” she said as she put her feet in.

“Come on, get in,” Guillermo encouraged her.

Adriana looked at me. I could see in her eyes that she was asking for my consent. We both knew perfectly well that the moment she got wet, her entire body would be exposed to Guillermo’s eyes. I simply nodded for her to get in the water. She put her hair up in a bun and secured it with a clip, then started down the stairs until the water covered her body. Then she swam a bit toward us without putting her head in the water.

“It really is great,” she said when she reached us.

“Yes it is, yes,” Guillermo said, giving it a double meaning that perhaps only I understood.

Adriana grabbed onto the edge, keeping her body completely covered by the water.

“So, did you like the dinner spot?” Guillermo asked.

“Yes, I loved the dinner, the company, everything. It was a very pleasant evening,” Adriana said, swimming a bit awkwardly to keep her hair dry.

“It really was great. We’ll have to do it again sometime,” I agreed.

“Let’s go to the stairs,” Guillermo told us. “You’re uncomfortable there since you can’t touch the bottom,” he said, swimming toward the entry area, which was shallower.

Adriana looked at me but didn’t say anything and followed him. Guillermo positioned himself in the shallower area where the water came up to his waist. However, Adriana stayed a bit farther away where the water covered her chest. Guillermo’s eyes were clearly searching for my wife’s tits, and she moved a bit farther from him.

“These guys are such bores. They always go to bed early. When they were young they were real party animals, but with age, they’re going downhill,” he said, gesturing with his head toward the apartments.

“They’re definitely more laid-back than you guys. Nothing like you and Nuria,” I told him.

“If they found out we’d been smoking weed they’d be scandalized,” he told me.

“Speak louder, I can’t hear you,” Adriana called out from farther away.

“Come over here,” Guillermo told her, extending his hand. “Sit there, we’ll be more comfortable,” he insisted, pointing to the stairs.

“It’s fine,” she said. “You guys come closer.”

I don’t know how, but at that moment I worked up the courage and said something I knew could have consequences.

“It’s just that Adriana’s embarrassed because that bikini gets a bit see-through when it gets wet. She doesn’t want you to see her.” As soon as I said that, Adriana shot me a withering look.

“I don’t think we’re going to be shocked by that now,” Guillermo said, defusing the tension from Adriana’s glare. “But don’t worry, if you don’t want to, no problem. We’ll come closer.”

“No,” Adriana cut him off. “If Jose doesn’t mind, I mind even less,” she said with a challenging look at me. “Plenty of people have seen them at the beach, and it seems he doesn’t care, so one more doesn’t matter.” And she swam to the stairs.

When she passed by me, we looked at each other. An ironic smile formed on her lips—or perhaps a challenging one. My heart raced. I didn’t know if it had been a good idea to mention the bikini, and Adriana’s attitude made it clear she was going to make me pay for it. She reached the stairs and stepped up onto the first one. The water only came up to her waist. She stood for a few seconds with her back to us and finally turned around. Our gazes immediately went to her tits. You could see her nipples perfectly through the fabric. They were completely hard.

“It’s completely see-through,” Adriana said. “But my dear husband doesn’t seem to mind you seeing me like this.”

“It really is,” Guillermo confessed. “Leaves nothing to the imagination,” he said, staring fixedly at those two erect peaks.

“Actually, I didn’t use it at the beach because I took the top off, but yeah, it doesn’t hide anything at all.”

“Well, well, so you took the top off... lucky for whoever was around,” Guillermo teased.

“Well, actually it was Jose who took it off me.”

“Come on Jose, you could do the same here,” he said, winking at Adriana so she wouldn’t get upset.

“He’d chicken out here,” Adriana challenged me. “I told you, he gets all cocky, but then he backs down. All bark and no bite...”

“I don’t chicken out at all,” I defended myself, getting into her game. “If you want, I’ll take it off right now.”

“Do whatever you want. If it doesn’t make Guillermo uncomfortable, I don’t care. For all it’s covering...”

“I don’t have a problem with it. Do you?” Guillermo asked, looking into her eyes.

Through no fault of my own, Adriana had put me in an awkward situation. I could chicken out and do nothing, or I could go ahead and remove her bikini so my wife would show her tits to a guy we really didn’t know at all—but who was clearly infatuated with her. The idea excited me, but it also made me uncomfortable to be the one so easily putting my wife on display. It was like I was handing her tits over to another guy on a silver platter, in a situation completely different from going topless at the beach, and it made me nervous—though the reality was that I wanted to do it. I remembered that a little while earlier, he’d already seen them in a photo. I gathered my courage and headed toward Adriana. She was clearly tipsy from the alcohol and the joint, because she looked at me with a challenge in her eyes.

“Are you going to do it or are you going to back out like always?” Her eyes locked onto mine and held.

Maybe it was that look, or Guillermo’s attitude, but I made up my mind. Adriana turned and faced our neighbor. I positioned myself behind her, untied the bow, and came away with the bikini top in my hand.

She was standing on the steps, water at her waist, her perfect tits exposed. She looked at Guillermo with the same look she’d given me, and he stared at her tits with naked desire. My heart was racing as I stood there holding her bikini. I moved to the side so I could see Adriana’s face, and she turned her head when she noticed me.

“Are you both happy now?” she asked me with an air of superiority. “He’s seen my tits.”

“Spectacular,” Guillermo said. “Let the guy show off,” he added, never taking his eyes off them.

“Ah, is that what you want? To show off your wife?... Then you’ll want me to do this.” She climbed two more steps until the water only reached her knees.

There she was with her tits exposed, and now her panties were completely see-through, revealing her pussy to Guillermo’s view. Her shaved slit was perfectly visible. Her dark lips. Guillermo stared at her, mesmerized. She let him look all he wanted. Finally, she turned around and got out of the pool. She grabbed her towel and headed to our apartment.

“I’m going to bed.” She turned, heading toward the house. “Are you coming, or would you prefer he does it?” Without waiting for an answer, she climbed the stairs to the house.

Guillermo and I stood there stunned, watching Adriana disappear up the stairs. Had Adriana really asked if I’d prefer Guillermo to do it? I couldn’t believe it. It was one thing for me to enjoy showing her off and another for her to get fucked. Did she actually want it, or was she just humiliating me? She’d never been open to that kind of experience, but during this vacation, something was changing between us. She was obviously drunk and had smoked, but the confidence with which she’d said those words made me wonder if she really meant it.

“Will you let me go?” Guillermo whispered, pleading. “I’d like to see her reaction if I show up at your apartment.”

“Guillermo, she’s drunk.” I shook my head. “Adriana has never said anything like that. She’s not serious.”

“Wouldn’t you like to find out? To know if it’s really what she wants?”

“No... really... I don’t think it’s a good idea. I think this has gotten out of hand...”

“That way you’ll know what to expect. Besides, if she’s not serious, I’ll leave and that’s it. Doesn’t the doubt eat at you?”

“It’s one thing to get off on showing her off and another for you to fuck her. I’m not ready for that. Besides, Nuria will be waiting for you. Imagine if she finds out.”

“Nuria won’t care. I promise you. It’s not the first time we’ve done that kind of thing. There have never been any problems between us.”

“Guillermo, please, not tonight... she’s drunk... she’d regret it later and I don’t want problems... Besides, do you realize what you’re asking me? That’s heavy, man... come on, let’s get out of the water,” I said, starting to climb the stairs.

“I know. You need to be mentally prepared to handle something like that. But I’m telling you, this way you’d know for sure what to expect from your wife.”

“Yeah... fuck... don’t make this harder for me. Let’s do this...” I told him, trying to get him off my back. “I’ll talk to her, and if she really wants to sleep with you, I’ll let you know. You have my word.”

“You’re right. I think I went too far. Sorry for pushing so hard. I’m a bit drunk too. We should all go to bed before we create a problem. I just ask that tomorrow you tell me everything that happens in there.”

I reached the top of the stairs and watched as Guillermo gathered his things and headed to his house with unsteady steps.

I slipped into the house quietly, took off my swimsuit and hung it up, then went upstairs completely naked. There was a light on in the bedroom. Adriana was in the bathroom, completely naked, toweling off the ends of her hair that had gotten wet in the pool. She was calm, and I was surprised by how normally she looked at me. I expected her to give me hell for what had happened downstairs, but she simply looked at my cock.

“Fuck, look at you. You spend the whole fucking day hard.” I didn’t answer. I walked up to her and started making out with her, groping her with unbridled passion. She responded with her tongue and let me have my way. She was obviously horny as hell. My hands went from her tits to her pussy to her ass. I squeezed her and she responded by kissing me deeper. Her pussy was dripping wet.

I grabbed her and set her on the bathroom counter, spreading her legs wide. Before me lay the paradise of her shaved pussy, oozing juices. Those swollen lips glistened from all the heat she'd built up that night, from everything that had happened. Just a little while ago, I'd been fingering her in the car while she stared at a stranger's cock. Then she'd shown her tits—and even her pussy—to Guillermo. She felt like a stranger to me now, but everything that had happened had me turned on like crazy.

I stared at her pussy for a few seconds. Then at her face. A look of pure lust like I'd never seen on her, making me want her to enjoy more and more. I dropped to my knees on the floor. Her pussy was right at face level. Her scent of arousal hit me. I leaned in close and inhaled deeply, breathing in the smell of her excited pussy. She threw her head back and closed her eyes. I stuck out my tongue and ran it up and down her entire slit, gathering all the nectar that had pooled on her lips. Adriana moaned like never before, closing her eyes and throwing her head back even more, inviting me to continue. I started licking more eagerly. I teased her clit with my tongue for a few seconds, then moved down to the entrance of her pussy to lap up everything flowing out before going back for more. From time to time, my tongue wandered further down to her ass. I traced from the tight little hole of her ass all the way to her pussy. I did it hungrily, and Adriana loved it. I slipped a couple of fingers inside her pussy while my tongue focused on her clit. My fingers worked inside her as my tongue licked faster and faster. Adriana spread herself as wide as she could, moaning like I'd never heard her. I slid a finger into her ass. Her moans told me she was about to explode. My fingers moved faster as her breathing quickened and she started to come. My fingers kept wreaking havoc inside both her holes. The orgasm was brutal. She clamped her legs shut, trapping my head, and pushed me deeper so I wouldn't stop licking her—and then it happened. I pulled my fingers out, and as I did, a jet of hot, clear liquid shot from her pussy, hitting my face, soaking my chest, and even splashing the floor. Without a word, Adriana pressed my head back toward her pussy with one hand while I went back to licking, lapping up the last of her release and feeling the final waves of her brutal climax. Little by little, her strength faded and she loosened her grip on me until she released me completely, gasping to catch all the air her body craved.

I slowly got to my feet. My legs ached from kneeling so long, but I didn't care. We were face to face—me standing, her sitting spread-eagled with me between her legs. She looked at me with a gaze I didn't recognize, full of lust and heat, and said:

“Just fuck me already, damn it.”

It was a direct order. No emotion behind it. Adriana just needed a cock inside her. I think at that moment she wouldn't have cared whose it was. I accepted the challenge and positioned my cock at the entrance of her pussy, rubbed it against her a little, then slid right in. The heat coming off that pussy was like nothing I'd ever felt. My cock, still hard and cold from the swim in the pool, felt the temperature contrast in a way I'd never experienced. I started fucking her. I wanted to go slow, but I couldn't. Adriana's movements drove me faster and faster.

“Fuck me harder, you cuckold bastard. I need to feel full.”

Her calling me a cuckold caught me off guard, and I froze for a moment. We locked eyes for a few seconds. That look of pure lust on her face drove me crazy.

“I love that you're such a slut,” I said, and kissed her. A dirty kiss. My mouth still tasted of the pussy I'd just eaten, but she accepted it eagerly. Our tongues met. She offered hers for me to suck, and I did so hungrily while I fucked her. We didn't care about anything in that moment—only about being as deep inside each other as possible. I slowed down a bit so I wouldn't come right then, and our tongues finally separated.

“You showed Guillermo my tits,” she said, looking into my eyes and studying my reaction while I kept fucking her.

“Yes... it was what you wanted, wasn't it?” I said, slowing down even more but thrusting deeper.

“You were the one who wanted it,” she insisted, almost smugly. “Admit it—you wanted Guillermo to see my tits, didn't you?”

“Yes, damn it, yes,” I admitted. I didn't care about anything. I just wanted to feel Adriana enjoying herself, and it was pointless to deny that I'd gladly shown her tits to Guillermo. I'd done it because I wanted him to see them. It pissed me off that I'd done it, and yet it turned me on. “He loved your tits. Did you like him seeing them?” I asked, thrusting slower but deeper.

“It turns me on that it turns you on.”

“But you showed him more than your tits... and I hadn't asked you to do that.”

“I was just so horny... did he see much?”

“Adri, he saw your whole pussy... mmm... Guillermo saw your pussy—he saw your tits and your pussy,” I repeated, horny as hell. “He asked me to let him come up and fuck you.”

“What are you saying?”

“What did you expect? After what you said, he wanted me to let him come up. He asked me. And he kept insisting until it got uncomfortable.”

“Mmmm… and what about you—would you want him to fuck me?” Once again she fixed her eyes on mine, searching for an answer.

“I don’t know… it would be hot… watching you fuck him… but the real question is whether you’d want to fuck him. Would you really have done it if I’d let him come up?”

“Jose, don’t start with that…” she pleaded.

“Answer me. Would you have fucked him?” I insisted.

“Yes, damn it, yes—I’d like to fuck Guillermo,” she finally confessed. “Is that what you wanted to hear? I think I would’ve fucked anyone with how turned on I was.”

“Anyone? You realize you sound like a slut?”

“I’m only behaving the way my husband wants me to. Seems like you want me to become a whore so you can offer me up to whoever you want. Isn’t that right, you fucking cuckold?”

Hearing that almost made me come. I pulled my cock out of her pussy, completely slick with her juices. I helped her down from the sink and turned her around. She stood with her legs bent, facing the mirror where we could both see our reflections. I slid my cock between her legs, finding her ass. I pushed back inside her quickly. I could see her lust-filled face reflected in the mirror as my cock drove into her hard. Her tits bounced with every thrust.

“I bet he’s jerking off right now thinking about you… about your tits… you had us both hard.”

“You think he’s jerking off?”

“Definitely… thinking about your tits and your pussy… and here you are, wanting to fuck him. Right?”

“Jose… stop…”

“You want to fuck him, slut. If I call him right now and he comes up, would you fuck him?” I was so turned on I felt ready to call Guillermo to come over. Right now all I wanted was to watch her fuck Guillermo. I was possessed.

“That’s what you want, isn’t it?” she said, serious now. “Call him. Grow some balls, cuckold!” she challenged. “Call him and let him fuck your wife… you’d love to see me with his cock inside me… admit it… Do you want me to make you a cuckold?”

Hearing her talk that way pushed me over the edge. I pulled my cock out and came almost without touching myself. My cock spurted jets of cum all over her ass and back. I’d never come with such force. My cum dripped down the small of her back to her ass and slipped between her cheeks. I think it was the best fuck of my life.

We finally straightened up. We looked at each other. Adriana looked at herself in the mirror, turning around. “Damn, look what you did to me,” she complained, laughing. “We’re getting crazier and crazier.” I was still recovering from that intense orgasm, trying to calm my racing heart.

“This is getting out of hand, Jose. We almost got ourselves into a hell of a mess.”

I looked at her and kissed her on the neck. “What happens on vacation stays on vacation…”

“I’m afraid we’ll cross a line we can’t come back from.”

“That won’t happen. We’re a mature, solid couple. Anything that happens will be because we’ve talked about it first.”
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I woke up sweating with an unbearable headache. Sunlight was pouring into the room. I checked my phone—already past noon. Memories from last night came flooding back instantly. Fuck! I'd shown Adriana's tits to Guillermo. And she'd practically asked him to fuck her. My heart lurched. Things had gotten out of hand. Adriana was sleeping beside me, completely naked. Fuck, she still had dried cum on her ass, and there were wet spots on the sheets.

I got up without a sound and headed to the bathroom. I turned on the shower and while waiting for the water to warm up, I looked at myself in the mirror. The same mirror I'd fucked Adriana in front of just hours ago, begging her to fuck Guillermo. I noticed a dried stain on the floor. Adriana's cum. The splashes were still there, dried. I stepped into the shower and tried to relax, but the events from last night kept stabbing into my head like a knife. First, that kid's cock pissing while Adriana let him finger her as she watched. Then showing her tits to Guillermo in that perfect little show, even letting him see her pussy through the fabric. She knew damn well that bikini went completely see-through when wet, and she'd still put herself on display for him. My mind kept going back to the moment she confessed she wanted to fuck Guillermo. Fuck, my wife had confessed she wanted to fuck another man, and I'd cum just hearing it.

Adriana opened the bathroom door. “Jose… I feel awful. I need an ibuprofen,” she said. “This place is a mess. But I'll deal with it later. I need a shower too. I'm gross. My legs are sticking together.”

I turned off the water and grabbed a towel. I pulled back the curtain and there was Adriana, completely naked. She barely waited for me to step out before getting in herself. I moved aside as she stepped under the spray. I watched the water run down her body, now fully tanned. She opened her eyes, caught me watching, and smiled.

“Fuck, I should've peed before getting in,” she said, then bent her legs slightly and started to piss. I stood there mesmerized, watching that golden stream flow from her pussy. My cock got hard. Even pissing, she turned me on. Gradually the stream weakened until it finally stopped. Adriana looked at me and smiled.

“Problem solved!” We both laughed. I finished drying off and went downstairs to make coffee. Adriana came down shortly after. I handed her an ibuprofen and took one myself. We headed out to the terrace with our coffee.

“Adriana, maybe you were right. This is getting out of hand,” I said, dead serious.

“Come on, don't overthink it. What happened happened, and that's that. What happens on vacation stays on vacation—you told me that yourself yesterday.”

“Yeah, that's true, but you know how I get when I'm hungover—a bit down. But honestly, it almost happened. I think with how drunk you were last night, you would've fucked him.”

“I don't know. I think it was just the heat of the moment—we were horny. But we didn't actually do anything wrong. He'll never know.”

Right then my phone buzzed on the table. I picked it up and checked the screen. A WhatsApp from Guillermo.

“How's it going, you two? Bad hangover? Yesterday got a little out of hand for all of us, didn't it?”

I showed it to Adriana, who burst out laughing. “It's like he can hear us.”

It was amazing how casually Adriana was handling this. Me, though? I was embarrassed at the thought of running into Guillermo. I didn't even know what I'd say to him. I ended up replying that we'd just woken up and wouldn't be going to the beach today.

“In that case we can meet up at the pool later. And please, tell Adriana to wear the white bikini.”

I showed Adriana the conversation and she laughed.

“Let me answer him. Give me the phone.”

She started typing, and he was obviously responding, judging by the notification sounds. I watched her. She looked like a teenager flirting on her phone. They went back and forth like that for about five minutes. Then Adriana got up, set my phone on the table, and said she was going to clean up last night's mess. I stayed behind and, naturally, checked the conversation.

“Hi, this is Adriana. I just wanted to tell you to forget about the bikini. You already got your fill last night.”

“Hi gorgeous. Impossible to forget something like that.”

“That's fine, but I still want you to forget it.”

“Sorry, but that's impossible. I can't stop thinking about what could have happened but didn't. Just being honest.”

“Guillermo, please. Let's not ruin such a great summer.”

“And only because Jose didn't want me to, no matter how much I pushed. Otherwise I would've come in, no doubt about it.”

“Better that he didn't want to.”

“Oh yeah? What do you think would've happened?”

“We'll never know. The moment passed. Let's leave things as they are and not ruin it.”

“You won’t give me another chance?”

“No. So forget about everything that happened. I’m going to go tidy up now. We’ll talk later.”

“Will I see you later at the pool?”

And that’s where the conversation ended. I sat there thinking. Basically, Guillermo had told her that if it had been up to him, he would have fucked her last night, and that he’d be happy to try again if she gave him the chance. Adriana hadn’t encouraged him. She’d simply told him the moment had passed.

I was sure that if I had let Guillermo come up, he would have fucked her and she would have let him. Obviously it was the result of all that built-up excitement and the effects of the alcohol and the joint, but it was crystal clear she would have gone along with it. Did I do the right thing by not letting him up? I pictured Adriana fucking Guillermo and it turned me on, but it also hurt. What the hell was happening to me?

I wasn’t entirely sure it was a good idea—in fact, it was terrible, the kind that leads to unpredictable consequences. But Adriana had seemed to want it to happen. Or maybe that was just wishful thinking on my part. And what about me? What did I really want?

I went back to the bedroom. The bathroom was clean and tidy, and she’d changed the sheets. Adriana was putting on her red bikini, having dabbed some concealer under her eyes. She looked gorgeous with her hair in a ponytail.

“Come on, get changed and let’s go down to the pool,” she said.

I put on my swim trunks and we went down. Guillermo and Nuria were already there. When he saw us coming, Guillermo smiled like nothing had happened. You’d never have guessed what went down the night before.

“About time. Quite the party you threw at the pool last night. You didn’t let us sleep,” he said, laughing.

“Oh, stop it, you’re the worst of all,” Nuria scolded him. “Don’t pay any attention to him.”

We left our things on one of the loungers and Adriana lay down in the sun. I pulled out my phone. The dildo challenge had generated so many messages I had to scroll through several screens to read them all. There were more photos of Montse impaled on that latex log. It seemed impossible that anyone could fit something that size inside them.

“Well, we’re doing it again today,” Guillermo interrupted.

“I don’t know, I’m not up for much partying,” I told him. “My head is killing me.”

“I won’t take no for an answer. Besides, it’s Nuria’s farewell. She has to leave the day after tomorrow.”

“Really?” Adriana said, sitting up on the lounger. “What happened?”

“Nothing. Just some silly thing at the office, but I have to review a contract before it gets signed, and my boss wants to meet about it... The signing is Tuesday. If everything goes well, I’ll be back Wednesday.”

“Oh, that’s a shame. We won’t be here when you get back,” Adriana said, pouting.

“What a pity. We were having such a good time. That’s why you can’t miss tonight, and tomorrow we could go sailing. How does that sound?”

“Yes, of course. I can’t wait,” Adriana said, genuinely interested.

“Well then, party tonight and a little trip on the yacht tomorrow. I texted the others. Looks like only Carlos and Eva are coming. The rest say two days in a row is too much. If you want, I’ll treat everyone to dinner and that way I get to pick the place. You’re going to love it,” Guillermo said, picking up his phone and making a call.

Adriana and Nuria started chatting about trivial things, the atmosphere relaxed. I sat there watching Guillermo and the confidence he showed in everything he did. He really fascinated me. I was sure he was a magnet for women, with that self-assurance and a physique that, despite no longer being young, was clearly in great shape. Plus, as outgoing as he was, it didn’t surprise me in the least that he knew so many people and places.

When he hung up, he told me the reservation was made. He gestured for us to go for a swim. It was obvious he wanted to talk about last night. We headed to the pool and I jumped in. Once we were in the water, Guillermo swam to the far end, away from the girls, who kept talking, oblivious. I knew that as soon as we were out of earshot, he was going to ask.

“So, tell me. How was it yesterday?” he asked right away.

“Good... well... look, we were drunk and maybe we went too far...”

“What are you talking about, man? There’s no problem at all. We’ll try again today. I’m convinced that little woman of yours is dying to cheat on you. And the best part is, you want it too.”

“Guillermo, don’t get mad, but I don’t think it’s a good idea.”

“Come on, man, nothing’s going to happen. Look, do you want something to happen or not?”

“Well, honestly... I don’t know.”

“Look, Jose. I’m convinced you had the fuck of your lives yesterday. Am I wrong?”

“Well... I mean... yeah, it’s true. It was incredible.”

“See? The situation turned you on. Playing on the edge—that’s what does it. Believe me, I know what I’m talking about.”

“But games are one thing, and you actually fucking her is another.”

“That would be the ultimate game. If you've got the balls, it'll be the most mind-blowing experience of your life. Obviously I want to fuck her, but I think you'd be the one who benefits most from it. And I'm being completely serious—this isn't just an excuse to get you to let me fuck her.”

Just then, Adriana and Nuria got into the water.

“What are you scheming?” Nuria said to her husband. “Nothing good, I'm sure.” They swam over to us and we changed the subject. Guillermo told us he was taking us somewhere special, that we were going to love it. Even Nuria didn't know about it. We chatted for a good while until it was time for lunch, then said goodbye until the evening. We each headed back to our own apartment.

Adriana made a pasta salad while we had a beer. She sat with her legs tucked up on the chair, wearing nothing but one of my t-shirts that came down to mid-thigh.

“Damn, Jose…” she sighed, looking toward the pool. “We should've booked the whole month. It's such a shame we have to leave for Castellón. What a drag. This place is absolute paradise… Aren't you totally comfortable here?”

I smiled and took a sip of my beer, watching her closely.

“Comfortable?” I asked, my tone teasing but my voice lower, weighted. “Or is it a certain something you've got going on here?”

Adriana turned to me, surprised, and let out a nervous laugh.

“What are you talking about, silly?”

“You know…” I continued, leaning in a little. “Guillermo, the boat ride, the nighttime games… I don't know, maybe it's not just the apartment you're sad to leave.”

She bit her lip, trying to hold back a smile, but her eyes shone with that mix of embarrassment and excitement that turned me on so much.

“You're an idiot,” she said, punching my arm lightly. “Of course I like the place. The sea, the peace, the pool… But yeah… the thing with them has been good too. It's been… different. Fun.”

“Fun?” I pressed, sliding my chair closer until our knees touched. “Or hot?”

Adriana laughed harder this time, but looked away.

“Both, you bastard. Don't make me say everything.”

I leaned in and kissed her neck slowly.

“Say it,” I whispered. “Tell me you liked being almost naked in front of him. That you got wet feeling his eyes on your pussy.”

She let out a shaky sigh and put her hand on my thigh, squeezing.

“Okay… yes. I liked it. I felt so desired. And watching you watch me… that got me really worked up too. But don't get carried away, okay? It's just been a game.”

“Sure,” I said with a smile, though we both knew it was already much more than that. “Just a game…”

Adriana held my gaze a second longer than usual, then whispered:

“Maybe we'll get a little bored in Castellón…”

I smiled and pulled her toward me.

“Then we'll have to find ways to keep ourselves entertained…”

We finally finished eating and Adriana said she was going to lie down for a bit. She stretched out on the bed in just her panties while I lay beside her in my boxers. Right away, I started running my hands over her.

“Babe, no, I want to rest,” she said.

“Just a little,” I insisted, slipping my hand inside her panties to find her pussy.

“You're insatiable,” she sighed, giving in.

I started touching her the way she liked. She closed her eyes right away to focus. I watched her, loving how much she was enjoying it. I always made sure she got off, and I usually succeeded. Her pussy was already getting wet. I kept up my routine—wetting my fingers with her slickness, working her clit, then sliding them inside her, curling to find her spot. Adriana was loving it. She was getting more and more turned on. She opened her eyes and caught me watching her. Without a word, she reached for my hard cock and started stroking me. We touched each other, both pretty worked up. The scenes from last night flooded back into my mind. I couldn't shake them. They turned me on so much—the image of Adriana standing on the pool steps, showing absolutely everything to Guillermo.

“I want you to be honest—do you want to fuck Guillermo?” Adriana stopped stroking me, grabbed my hand, and pulled it out of her thong. She looked me in the eyes.

“Look, Jose, I don't want to fuck anyone. We're just playing around a little. I thought that's what you wanted.”

“No, relax, I'm not mad. I just wanted to know what you think. Really, I'm not mad.”

“I already told you I don't want to fuck him, and that's not going to happen.”

“Well, you don't have to fuck him.”

“What do you mean? What are you suggesting? I don't understand what you're getting at.”

“Well, you don't have to fuck him if you don't want to. There are other things you can do.”

“Are you crazy, Jose? Are you telling me to blow him or something?”

“No, no. Not at all. I just thought maybe you could turn him on a little.”

“Seriously? You’re asking me to turn him on?”

“Yeah... well... you know, kind of like what happened with that guy at the club... something like that.”

“I’m not a cocktease.”

“Come on, he loves those kinds of games. Will you do it?”

“No way, how am I supposed to do that? Does it really turn you on to see me act like that?”

In response to her question, I couldn’t help but show her my cock. It was rock hard. I let her see it in all its glory.

“God, I don’t even recognize you. You used to be so jealous at first...”

“After all this time watching guys check you out on the street, you get used to it.”

“Guys check me out? You’re out of your mind. Besides, lately you’re the one who wants me walking around being provocative, showing off my tits and getting guys all worked up. I don’t get you.”

I just stood there like an idiot with my hard cock in my hand, staring at her. Then I said,

“Not even for me?”

“I don’t know, Jose. I don’t think it’s appropriate. Let me sleep,” and with that, she shut down any further discussion.

The truth is, even though I tried, I didn’t sleep at all. I was nervous and couldn’t stop tossing and turning. Adriana, on the other hand, seemed perfectly calm. None of this seemed to bother her at all. I decided to get up and head down to the pool.

When I got down there, Nuria was alone in the water. I was glad she was there. I don’t know why, but her presence calmed me. It was like she counterbalanced her husband’s little games with Adriana and me. I set my towel down and got in the water with her.

“Not resting up for tonight?” I asked by way of greeting.

“I don’t need to. I didn’t stay up as late as you guys.”

“Yeah, well, the truth is we got a little too carried away. We drank too much, and the joint finished us off.”

“Well, you’re young, it’s normal,” she said, cutting me some slack. “Guillermo is dangerous. You don’t have to go along with his games. He loves pushing everything to the limit.”

“The truth is Adriana and I were pretty into it too. It wasn’t just your husband’s fault. We all were,” I said, defending him.

“Jose, I’ve known him for a long time and he’s dangerous, trust me,” she warned.

“No, really, don’t blame him. If I’m being honest, we’d smoked a few times before too.”

“Well, well... so you two are quite the pair yourselves...”

“Well, no, just on rare occasions... I’m guessing like you, right?”

“Okay, you got me there. The thing is, I get embarrassed doing it around other people. When I’m alone with Guillermo, I don’t mind. But with others around, I get self-conscious.”

“Why’s that? I think we’re comfortable with each other. Right?”

“Yeah, we really are, but in those situations, you know how it is—everyone ends up losing their head and saying or doing things they shouldn’t.”

“Well, you don’t have to take any of that seriously. We’re on vacation, and it’s normal to go a little overboard. Winter drags on forever.”

“I agree, but there are things you can’t control, and sometimes...”

“Sometimes what?” I asked, unsure what she meant.

“Well, sometimes you do and say stupid things that end up embarrassing you the next day.”

“No way, I’m not embarrassed about anything,” I said confidently. Nuria looked at me in silence for a few seconds.

“Are you sure?” she asked.

“Absolutely. Why do you ask?”

“No, it’s nothing, just that last night there was a moment when you said I was gorgeous, that if it weren’t for Adriana...” Her words brought that moment flooding back.

“Yeah, the truth is I wasn’t lying,” I confessed. “You’re a gorgeous woman.” And for the first time, I looked at her without holding back.

“Well, it’s good to know, coming from such a young, handsome guy,” and she flashed me her best smile. As she adjusted her position in the water, I got the impression she purposely lifted her magnificent breasts above the surface for me to see. Just for a few seconds, but it definitely seemed intentional.

“I swear I meant it, Nuria. I don’t want to make you uncomfortable, but I hope Adriana looks as good as you when she’s your age.”

“Hey, I’m not that old,” she said with a laugh.

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to offend you. But you know what I mean.”

“Don’t worry, I know.” She moved closer to me and, pressing her body against my arm, kissed me softly on the cheek. I could feel her enormous breasts resting against my arm.

“You seem a little off,” she said quietly, looking into my eyes. “Everything okay?”

“Yeah, everything’s perfect.”

Nuria smiled and moved closer. The water lifted her tits slightly, almost brushing my arm. Her leg grazed mine underwater. It wasn’t an accident. She stayed there, pressing gently against my thigh.

“It’s a shame I have to leave so soon… We could let out whatever it is you’re holding back.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said, but my voice came out huskier than I intended.

Nuria let out a soft laugh and turned around, her back to me, leaning against the edge. Her ass—round and generous—was just inches from my body.

“Guillermo and I have been doing this for years,” she continued, gazing at the horizon. “We know how to tell when a man likes to watch… and when he’d like a taste. Are you the type who just watches, Jose?”

Her ass shifted back slightly, brushing against me. I felt those still-firm cheeks press against me. My cock started to harden inside my swim trunks.

“Nuria…” I began.

“Relax,” she cut me off, turning her head toward me with a mischievous smile. “I’m not going to do anything you don’t want. I’m just… here. And if you want…”

She let the sentence hang between us. Then she turned to face me fully. Her nipples, hard under the thin fabric of her bikini, almost touched my chest. She looked at my lips for a second, then at my eyes.

“Adriana is very lucky,” she whispered. “But if you ever want to… explore a little more… just say the word. Guillermo wouldn’t get mad. Quite the opposite.”

Her hand brushed my side underwater—a light touch, almost innocent, but charged with intent. She stayed there for a few seconds, watching me intently, letting the tension build.

Then she smiled sweetly, as if nothing had happened, and pulled back a little.

“Well, I’m heading home. See you tonight.” She slowly climbed out of the water, grabbed her towel, and headed back.

A few minutes later, Adriana showed up. It took me a while to get out of the water because I was rock hard.

“That nap did me so much good,” she said, taking a sip of the iced coffee she’d brought down. “Did you get any sleep?”

“Nah, I couldn’t fall asleep, so I’ve been in the pool for a bit.”

“You and your overthinking,” she said dismissively. “Relax, we haven’t done anything wrong.”

“It’s not that. I just wasn’t sleepy.”

“Okay, whatever you say. Were you alone?” she asked.

“Yeah, just relaxing in the water.” I don’t know why, but I didn’t feel like telling her I’d been with Nuria.

“I’ll head up to the apartment in a bit and get ready, otherwise we’ll be running late.”

We ended up spending the afternoon doing practically nothing. I scrolled through my phone while Adriana went up to shower. There were several messages from Raulolo, saying the equine dildo wouldn’t fit his wife. Everyone was calling him a wimp, telling him to try. Montse posted another photo with it in her mouth, and I seriously doubted that thing would fit in Adriana.

Bored, I noticed she’d left her phone on the table. Something made me get up and grab it. I knew I shouldn’t—it was an invasion of her privacy—but I even knew her PIN. It would just be a quick look. I’d never done that before, and I didn’t know what was driving me to do it, but I felt the need to read her conversations. As soon as I entered the PIN, all her recent WhatsApp conversations popped up.

My eyes went straight to “Guillermo.” When the hell had she talked to him? The conversation was from that same afternoon. Just a few minutes ago. I glanced up, heard the shower still running, and decided to open it. A short conversation appeared on screen—one I couldn’t help but read.

“How was your nap? Ready for tonight?”

“Don’t start… We’re just going to dinner to say goodbye to your wife.”

“Well, don’t be like the neighbors. We can always have a good time. Besides, it’s Saturday.”

“Well, we’ll see how the night goes.”

“With the company I’ll have, I’m sure it’ll be good. Dress nice—the place deserves it.”

“Are you saying I don’t normally dress nice?”

“No, it was just an excuse to tell you to look beautiful. Preferably in white. It’s my favorite color now.”

“Oh, shut up already.”

“Okay, but wear something sexy.”

“We’ll see. Gotta go—I’m getting ready.”

“Bye, gorgeous.”

The bastard was making moves on her behind my back. I heard the faucet turn off. I still had a couple of minutes. I realized I was getting turned on. Was I really getting horny over the fact that this guy wanted to fuck my wife right under my nose?

I looked at the phone and saw another conversation with Emma. I knew I'd find the truth there—what Adriana really thought about everything going on. She wouldn't hide her true feelings from Emma.

“Emma, you there? I need to tell you something… I don't even know where to start.”

“Tell meeeee! What's going on, you crazy girl?”

“We're at the resort and we met a couple. They're super nice… but things have gotten weird.”

“Weird how? Tell me everything NOW”

“Well… the husband, this really hot older guy, is dead set on fucking me.”

“Holy shit!! What did you do??”

“At first I tensed up, but… I don't know. I liked it. It turns me on. And Jose is totally into it.”

“No way? He's into it?”

“I think so…. And tonight we're going out to dinner. I don't know, I'm scared this is going to get out of hand, but it also really turns me on.”

“Oh my God. And here I am in Italy, sick of dick. Three Italians in ten days and I'm over it—literally up to here with them. All hot, but empty.”

“Hahahaha poor thing. Well, things here are really intense. I don't know what's going to happen these last few days. Jose is acting really strange—he gets turned on when they look at me and touch me. I think he wants more…”

“No way… Well, cheat on him so good he'll never forget it”

“You're such a pervert. Love you. I'll text you more tomorrow.”

“Love you too. Fuck him, slut. Send me pics of the hot older guy.”

I set the phone down on the table and went back to the armchair. It was obvious Adriana wasn't put off by Guillermo. Quite the opposite. She was attracted to him. He turned her on. And not just because of the game. There was real desire.

My head was about to explode. What was I supposed to do? Tolerate it? Pretend nothing was happening and keep playing along? I had provoked all of this. I was the one who started it. I had opened the door. And now that it was wide open, did I have any right to complain?

What kind of husband was I? A cuckold. That word rattled around in my head like something filthy. A willing cuckold. A man who gets off watching his wife desire another man. Because yes, it turned me on. Reading that Adriana was excited by all this stirred up a sick mixture of pride, humiliation, love, and dark desire.

But how far was I willing to go? What if this was the beginning of something more dangerous? What if she wanted more? What if one day she asked to fuck other men? Would I be able to handle it?

The possible consequences terrified me. I could lose her. I could turn our marriage into something unrecognizable. What if, after being with another man, I wasn't enough for her anymore? What if she fell in love? What if this thing that felt so exciting now became a slow poison that destroyed everything we had?

And yet… I didn't want to stop. I felt powerful and pathetic at the same time. Powerful because I was the one controlling the game (or so I wanted to believe). Pathetic because I was letting another man into my wife's head. Because I was the one inviting him in.

Adriana snapped me out of it, shouting from upstairs to get ready—she didn't want us showing up last again. I tried to push it all out of my head and went up. Adriana was rubbing lotion on herself, and I headed into the bathroom.

Body lotion? Did she always use it, or was she getting ready for someone else tonight? I looked at myself in the mirror and saw I was rock hard. My cock stood like a mast. So hard it hurt.

When I came out with the towel around my waist, I was surprised to find Adriana waiting for me.

“What do you think?” she asked, spinning around.

She was wearing a short, tight black dress with a plunging neckline that showed off most of her firm, tanned breasts. And no bra… The skirt ended well above mid-thigh, and when she moved, I could tell she wasn't wearing panties. Or if she was, they were barely there.

She slipped on black high-heeled sandals that elongated her legs. She checked herself in the mirror one last time, adjusted her neckline to show a bit more cleavage, and smiled, satisfied.

“You look… spectacular,” I said, my voice hoarse. And she did. As I watched her dab perfume on her neck, paint her lips, and carefully choose every detail, I couldn't stop thinking: was she getting dressed up like this for me… or for Guillermo?

I knew it was for dinner with them, but the doubt gnawed at me. Had she shaved her pussy this morning thinking he might see it? Had she put on that short, low-cut dress because she knew Guillermo wouldn't be able to take his eyes off her? Was she imagining how he'd look at her during dinner, how his eyes would linger on her breasts, her legs?

It excited me and destroyed me at the same time.

Adriana always got dolled up when we went out, but tonight something was different. There was an energy, an extra care in every gesture. She turned sideways in the mirror, arching her back slightly so her ass curved more visibly beneath the fabric.

“Do you think I look too provocative?” she asked with feigned innocence, watching me through the mirror.

“No,” I replied. “You’re perfect.”

But inside I was thinking: “Yes, you look provocative. And you like it that way. You like being desired. And you like that he desires you.”

I got up and came up behind her. I wrapped my arms around her waist and kissed her neck. She smelled delicious. My cock hardened against her ass.

That’s when I knew: yes, she was getting ready for another man. Or at least, part of her was. And instead of getting angry, I was hornier than ever.

Adriana came over and grabbed my cock, which was hard as a rock. “Someone’s happy to see me!” she said with a naughty smile, and without another word, she bent down and took me in her mouth. She started sucking my cock. I felt it growing in the warmth of her mouth. She sucked eagerly, grabbing my balls and taking me as deep as she could—which when she was into it, was a lot. If she kept up that pace, I’d come right away.

She must have noticed, because she pulled back and, still stroking me, said: “Get dressed. I don’t want you staining my dress…” Then she flashed me a wicked look, let go, and walked away.

Fuck, the bitch had left me completely worked up. I begged her to finish, told her my balls were going to burst, but she said no—I’d have to wait until tonight, and I’d be even hotter that way. I stood there like an idiot, completely naked and hard, hoping she’d finish the blowjob, but I knew it wasn’t going to happen.

Seeing she wasn’t going to, I grabbed my underwear, pulled them on, and told her—jokingly, though pissed off—that she was a bitch. She laughed but said I just had to hold on a little longer until tonight, and that way I’d fuck her harder. She loved pushing me to the limit. I started getting dressed and Adriana warned me to dress sharp. I asked if she knew how the others were dressing, and she said she figured we’d be going somewhere upscale, so it was better to look the part.

She looked stunning, sensual, elegant… but had she dressed like that for Guillermo or for me? I didn’t say anything. I put on some new chinos, a dress shirt, and a light blazer. A few minutes later she came downstairs. She radiated sensuality—sexuality, even. Just seeing her like that got me excited. I watched the confidence in her movements; every gesture was pure seduction. I knew it was going to be a long night.

She walked past me toward the door. I took in her ass, her legs, her cleavage. She was a true beauty. She gave herself one last look in the entryway mirror to make sure everything was perfect. I grabbed the car keys and told her I was ready.

We headed out to the cars. We were first, though Carlos and Eva showed up right away, then Guillermo and Nuria. I noticed Guillermo crack a slight smile when he saw how gorgeous Adriana looked. I figured he was thinking the same thing I was—that she’d dressed like that because he’d asked her to. We decided to take two cars. Guillermo said he’d rather not drive his. I said I didn’t mind, and Nuria said she’d ride with us—Guillermo could go with Carlos and Eva.

I could see the disappointment on Guillermo’s face. He tried to hide it with some joking comments, but it was obvious his wife had ruined his plan in an instant. Carlos told us to follow them.

We spent the drive talking about nothing important. Adriana kept asking Nuria, who was in the back seat, about her problems at work. I could barely hear the answers, partly because I was focused on following Carlos and… partly because I kept glancing in the rearview mirror at Nuria’s generous cleavage. I think she caught me looking a couple of times, though I doubted she could tell through the mirror whether I was looking at her face or her tits.

We finally arrived at the restaurant. It was on the outskirts of town, right by the beach. I watched Carlos stop at the entrance and the three of them get out. Carlos handed his keys to one of the valets, who got in and drove off. I pulled up to the door and, though I wasn’t used to such luxuries, did the same, handing my keys to another attendant.

As soon as we entered the restaurant, a maître d’ in his sixties approached us, dressed in an elegant dark suit. He smiled warmly and extended his hand to Guillermo. Guillermo shook it and pulled him into a hug. They obviously knew each other well. They chatted briefly about the incredible demand at the restaurant and how hard it was to get a reservation. When he noticed Nuria, he turned toward her with studied gallantry.

“How is it possible that you get more beautiful every year?” he said, and kissed her.

“You’re more of a flatterer every day, Joaquín,” Nuria told him, accepting his compliments graciously as she hugged him.

“And I see you’re in excellent company. Who is this beauty?” he said, turning to Adriana.

Guillermo stepped in to explain that we were friends who’d rented an apartment in the development, and that we’d hit it off during the vacation.

“Come, let me show you to your table,” he said, and guided us up a flight of stairs.

We emerged onto a private terrace on the upper level of the restaurant. It was spacious, with a large table for the six of us at the back. The views were spectacular—the moon reflected on the sea, the temperature perfect for an evening outdoors. The whole town lay at our feet, the sea on one side and a charming little harbor on the other. If we leaned over the railing, we could see the main terrace below, packed with diners and bustling waiters trying to serve every table. We spent a few minutes praising the place and the views, congratulating Guillermo on his choice.

A couple of waiters appeared with ice-cold white wine, beer, and canapés. The conversation focused on the restaurant's cuisine, Guillermo's praise for the modern cooking with traditional touches, and some political opinions offered casually, without anyone wanting to get too deep into the topic.

As always happens at these kinds of dinners, the women chatted on one side and the men on the other. Guillermo motioned for us to take our seats. Guillermo and Nuria sat at the heads of the table, one at each end. Carlos and Eva sat on one side of the table, Adriana and I on the other. I hesitated for a few seconds over whether to sit next to Nuria or Guillermo, but Adriana, seeing my indecision and perhaps because she was closer, sat down next to Guillermo. Once we were all seated, Guillermo told us he'd ordered some appetizers himself. We only needed to decide on the main course. Joaquín appeared ceremoniously with a bottle of white wine, stood beside Guillermo, and poured a small amount into his glass for approval. “A Galician wine for a change,” he announced. With a stylish flourish, Guillermo swirled the wine, sniffed it, and tasted it while we all watched. He lowered his glass and sniffed the contents again.

“You know I don't know anything about wines. Give it to Nuria to try—she's the expert on these things,” he said to everyone's laughter.

“But you love doing this ritual, I know you do,” Joaquín told him, laughing as he moved toward Nuria and poured into her glass.

Nuria asked about the wine's origin and complimented him on the choice. It was a very fruity Ribeiro, perfect for pairing with fish and seafood. They served us all as they started bringing out the food.

They placed three platters on the table with a wide assortment of grilled seafood. As soon as Guillermo grabbed the first Vinaroz prawn, it was open season on dinner. They were truly spectacular, grilled to perfection. With that wine, the pairing was perfect. The conversation grew livelier and livelier, with Guillermo holding court as always.

“I see you like the views,” he said, playing his usual game of double meanings, having noticed that my eyes had been stealing glances at Nuria's generous cleavage since we sat down. A few times she caught me, but rather than being bothered, she seemed to enjoy my attention.

“Yes, unbeatable,” I said with my best smile. The first bottle of wine was followed by another, and a little later, a third. The wine went down like water. Both Guillermo and Nuria kept everyone's glasses full.

When we finished dinner, Nuria asked if we'd let her choose the desserts. We all agreed. She ordered three different ones and said we should share since they were quite generous. That sounded perfect to everyone—we'd already eaten too much.

Given where we were sitting, it was impossible for Nuria and Guillermo to share dessert, so Adriana proposed that she'd share with Guillermo, and I could share with Nuria.

Guillermo and Adriana playfully stole bites from each other's spoons. Carlos and Eva were snapping photos with their phones, probably for social media, and Nuria, between spoonfuls, kept insisting I eat more.

It was silly, but it excited me to think that spoon had been in her mouth just seconds before. The fig cream was spectacular. Despite not having much of a sweet tooth, I thought it was the best dessert I'd ever tasted and told her so. That encouraged Nuria to give me a few more spoonfuls while I discreetly eyed her cleavage. At one point I turned and saw Adriana watching me. It wasn't a reproachful look, but one that said she was noticing everything.

After we finished dessert, they offered us shots of homemade liqueurs. They were quite strong but ice-cold, and just like the wine, they slid down your throat before you even noticed. When I finished mine, I got up and headed to the bathroom.

While I was peeing, I noticed my cock was half hard. Between Adriana's blowjob before we left, which had left me on the verge of coming, and the views of Nuria's breasts, I couldn't get it to calm down. When I finished, I washed my hands and was about to head back to the table. That's when Adriana walked into the bathroom area. She headed straight for the women's room, but as she passed me, she stopped and grabbed my package, squeezing hard. She kissed me passionately, her tongue sliding into my mouth as she gripped my cock, which was getting harder by the second.

Suddenly she let go, opened the women's bathroom door, peeked inside, grabbed my hand, and pulled me in. She pushed me into one of the stalls and locked the door. She sat on the toilet while unbuttoning my pants. My cock sprang toward her face the moment she pulled down the waistband of my underwear. She grabbed it and started stroking me. She looked up, still stroking, and said:

“Are you sure you want me to turn Guillermo on? You know how these things go—you know how they start, but not how they end…”

“Yes, I want you to do it,” I said, thinking only of the pleasure it gave me to hear her say that while she stroked me.

“I don't want you getting mad later about what happens or overthinking things,” she warned. “If I do this, I don't want some jealous scene from you. If you want me to do it, I will, but decide now.”

“I promise I won't get mad. Just the opposite—I want you to do it.”

Adriana was about to say something, but at that moment we heard the bathroom door.

“Adriana, honey, are you in there?” It was Nuria's voice. Adriana let go of my cock and gestured for me to button up. I shot her a look that said if she kept teasing me without letting me come, I was going to end up with legendary blue balls.

“Yes, what's up?” she said timidly.

“Nothing, we were just talking about going for drinks,” Nuria said as she shut herself in the stall next to ours. We heard her lift the lid and sit down, then the sound of her stream starting. Adriana flushed the toilet and used the moment to open the door. She frantically gestured for me to get out while telling Nuria that we'd love to, that we were up for extending the night.

I got out of there and tucked my cock upward so the bulge in my pants wouldn't show. Once I'd managed that, I headed back out to the terrace. Guillermo was putting his card away. He'd just paid. We had the classic guy argument about who should pay, or at least splitting it, but Carlos and Eva told me he hadn't let them pay either. Guillermo said drinks were on us, and that would make us even, since he planned to have quite a few.

We were deciding where to go when Adriana and Nuria came back from the bathroom.

They brought our cars around and Guillermo said he knew the perfect spot for drinks. A place with an open terrace and both indoor and outdoor dance floors.

When we arrived, I noticed the crowd was a bit older than us, though younger than them. The average age hovered around thirty-five or forty, and everyone was dressed to the nines. I went to order a round of drinks and paid for them. Even though it was an expensive place, it didn't come close to what Guillermo must have spent on dinner. Little by little we spread out between the dance floor and a table on the terrace. I kept a close eye on Adriana, who wasn't leaving Guillermo's side. Every now and then I'd catch her glancing at me, and she'd smile knowingly before looking away to fix her gaze on Guillermo. Adriana laughed at whatever Guillermo was telling her. She grabbed his arm and pressed her body against his. It hadn't even been half an hour since I'd told Adriana I wanted her to play that game, but I was already regretting it. It wasn't that I was jealous, but the look Carlos gave me made me uncomfortable. He seemed more surprised than anything by how they were acting in front of us. I was turned on, but deep down it bothered me to see Adriana flirting like that in front of Carlos and his wife.

“Let them be,” Nuria said sweetly in my ear. “Come on, I'll buy you a drink.” She took my hand and led me toward the bar so I'd forget about what was happening.

“No, really, it's fine,” I said, trying to play it off.

“Guillermo looks like he's going to devour her, but nothing will happen. He likes being the center of attention and having all the women look at him,” she explained, as if she were used to dealing with jealous husbands.

“I assure you it's fine. It doesn't bother me at all,” I said, trying to appear calm.

“Besides, think of it this way—you've got me all to yourself now, and if you really think I'm as pretty as you say, we can dance together without any worries,” she said, winking at me. Without giving me time to respond, she took my hand and led me to the indoor dance floor, where eighties music was playing.

On the way, she told Carlos and Eva to come with us. I found myself on the dance floor moving to music that wasn't my thing at all. Besides, I'd never been a good dancer.

Nuria needed little help from me. She moved really well, and for me it was a real treat to have such a gorgeous woman dancing with me. I saw how many men were eyeing her with desire. A woman like that turns heads at any age. Gradually, I loosened up. We danced for about an hour before I went to order another round of drinks. Carlos and Eva came over to say goodbye. They told us they were heading out.

When I came back with the drinks, I approached the dance floor and there they were. Dancing. Guillermo was barely moving, but Adriana was moving in an incredibly sensual way. Guillermo pressed up against her as much as he could. The flirting between them was shameless. At one point I saw something I didn't expect. Guillermo spun Adriana around to the rhythm of the music, and when she returned to her position next to him, he brought his hands to her ass with total brazenness. Adriana looked at him but said nothing. They kept dancing with Guillermo's hands on Adriana's ass while she kept moving to the music. I watched Adriana scan the dance floor until she spotted me. Our eyes met. Guillermo's hands were still resting on her ass, moving and groping as much as they could—and she was letting him, seeming delighted by the attention. Guillermo whispered something in her ear; she laughed and gave him a little slap on the arm.

They changed position, and I noticed one of his hands moving dangerously close to Adriana's chest. Was he going to touch her tits in front of everyone? My heart was racing. But instead, Guillermo hooked a finger under the edge of Adriana's dress, pulled it open a little, and leaned forward to peek down her neckline. Adriana looked at me defiantly while letting Guillermo ogle her cleavage to his heart's content. That bastard had gotten his way again. Luckily, Carlos and Eva had already left, so I didn't have to face any inquisitive looks. Nuria yawned beside me and said she couldn't handle another drink. She said we'd be leaving soon. After a while, Guillermo and Adriana stopped dancing and came over to us.

I watched them approach. I noticed Nuria didn't look too happy with how the night was going. I downed the last of my drink.

“Guys, I'm going to the bathroom,” Adriana said, visibly tipsy. “Order me a drink. I'm parched from all that dancing.”

“No. Let's go now. We have to get up early tomorrow if we want to make the most of the boat trip,” Nuria said, trying to put an end to all this once and for all.

“I'm exhausted too. I think we should go,” I said, tired and visibly drunk—I could barely get the words out without slurring.

“Come on, Jose, don't be a drag, man. Let's have one for the road and then we'll go,” Guillermo insisted. “You and me, let's go order while Adriana hits the bathroom.”

“Come on, love. Don't be a party pooper. Just one more, please,” Adriana said, reaching back to pinch my ass.

She walked off toward the bar, leaving the two of us alone. Nuria said she didn't want any more to drink and shot Guillermo a murderous look. Pressured by Adriana's insistence, I ordered the three drinks. That's when Guillermo leaned in close to my ear. He was obviously pretty wasted too.

“Fuck, man, I don't know if you noticed, but I've been having a blast with your wife.”

“No, I didn't see anything. What happened?” I asked, playing dumb.

“I've been feeling her up whenever I wanted,” he explained, making exaggerated gestures with his hands. “I even asked if she was planning to wear the white bikini. Then I said I doubted she was wearing a bra, so I told her I wanted to check, and she let me look under her dress.”

Hearing Guillermo describe what I'd already witnessed pissed me off, but I can't deny it was also turning me on like crazy.

Adriana came back and grabbed her drink. She saw my face—a mix of drunk, angry, and disbelieving. She asked if something was wrong, and Guillermo jumped in to say I'd had too much to drink. It was true, so I went along with it. Nuria stepped in to back me up and started saying it was getting late.

Guillermo, never one to give up, told Adriana he wanted one last dance, and without the slightest hesitation—right in front of me and his wife—he put his hand on her ass again and pushed her toward the dance floor. Adriana looked at me immediately. I didn't say or do anything. I just looked at her. She waited a few seconds to see if I'd put a stop to it, but I just kept watching him grope my wife's ass. Seeing my passivity, Adriana told him she didn't want to dance anymore. Turning to Nuria, she said:

“Your husband's an octopus—you're going to have to keep an eye on him.”

“It's not like I didn't warn you. I told you he's relentless. Come on, Guillermo. That's enough for today. Let's go home.” Her tone was angry now, and Guillermo picked up on it immediately.

“All right, all right,” he said, trying to smooth things over. “How about we head home and hit the pool?”

“Now?” Nuria exclaimed, unconvinced. “Well... I don't really feel like swimming at this hour. I have to prepare food for the boat tomorrow, and I don't want to be up until all hours.”

“I think it's a fantastic idea,” Guillermo said.

“I'd stay out a while longer too, but Nuria's right,” Adriana said.

“Well, that settles it. I'll wait for you in the car,” Nuria said, heading for the exit.

“Well...” I said hesitantly, “I was thinking... Guillermo wants to see you in the white bikini. That's why he wants to go to the pool now.”

“Obviously,” Guillermo said, now that Nuria had headed off to the parking lot. “I second that.”

“Is that what you want?” Adriana said, keeping her voice low so he couldn't hear. “You want him to see me in the white bikini again? You know what he's going to see...” Her tone was direct. I looked away. “Answer me this—do you really want him to see me in the wet white bikini?”

“No,” I admitted. “I want to take it off you and let him see your tits.” I looked up at her, emboldened by the alcohol.

“And have you asked Guillermo if he wants to see them?” This made Guillermo feel totally superior and made me feel like a complete idiot. But I kept playing the game that seemed to turn Adriana on so much.

“Guillermo, would you like it if I took off her top at the pool so you can see my wife's tits?” I asked, feeling humiliated, but with my cock rock hard.

“I'd pay to see your wife's tits,” he said, oozing confidence. “But I don't know if I can settle for just that. Think your wife would like me to touch them? Nuria's going to bed, and I'll be all alone and abandoned. You should take pity on me.”

They both fell silent, looking at me, waiting for my answer—waiting for me to give them the green light for this game we all seemed to want so badly. But I wanted to make them work for it a little harder, to make them be the ones to ask. I was already making it easy enough. I wanted Adriana to be the one to say she wanted to show herself naked to Guillermo.

“Adriana, my love, Guillermo says if he sees your tits, he's going to want to touch them,” I told her. It was hard to keep my dignity while saying things like that. “What do you think? Would you like him to touch them?”

“Jose, look at me,” she said, dead serious. “If you tell Guillermo you'd love for him to touch my tits, I'll let him do it. But you have to be the one to say it. I don't want you accusing me later of being shameless.”

I stood there for a moment, head bowed. Once again, she was throwing the ball back in my court. I was so turned on, and so drunk, I could barely think straight.

“Listen, Jose,” Adriana cut in. “I want you to tell Guillermo what else you want to happen at the pool. Tell him everything.”

It was getting harder and harder to resist Adriana's insistence. She obviously wanted this to go further, but she wanted me to be the one to take that final step. They were both on the same side, wanting me to ask them, to give them free rein. At that point in the night, between how drunk and how horny I was, I kept playing along.

“Guillermo, when we're at the pool, I want you to enjoy the view I'm going to give you of Adriana's tits. Look all you want, and of course you can grope them right in front of me.”

In the end, I'd admitted it to both of them. I was the one asking for this. There was no turning back now, so I continued, “…afterwards, Adriana might take off her bottoms too so you can see her pussy. I'd love for you to see my wife's pussy again, but without anything covering it. Do you want to show him your pussy, Adriana?” I asked her, and she barely hesitated a second.

“Yes, I want to show it to him,” she confessed confidently. “I want to show him and have him touch it,” she admitted. “Since my husband has insisted on sharing me, let's do it right.”

“Guillermo, will you touch my wife's pussy good?”

“It'll be my pleasure to make her come. But Jose, tell your wife the truth about what's going to happen.” They both looked at me and I stayed quiet for a few seconds, but there was no point dragging this out any longer.

“Adriana, when we get home and you show Guillermo your pussy, he's going to want to fuck you,” I told her without beating around the bush. “Do you want to leave now and see what happens?”

Adriana set her glass down on the table and said, “Come on, let's go. Nuria must be pissed…” and the three of us headed toward the parking lot. I walked in front, the two of them behind me. I didn't know if Guillermo was still touching Adriana's ass. I preferred not to know. I'd already humiliated myself enough, and now I had no idea what might happen.

As I walked, my drunkenness became more obvious. I had trouble walking straight. I tried to appear normal, but I couldn't help stumbling. Adriana asked if I was okay. I told her yes, but it was obvious I couldn't drive in that state. Between the two of them, they decided I should get in the back and Guillermo would drive. I had to accept. They sat up front, and I collapsed in the back next to Nuria. He started the car and within a minute I was asleep.

They woke me up while trying to get me out of the car. I cooperated as best I could to climb out of the back seat and walked into the house holding onto Guillermo. I collapsed onto the living room couch like a rag doll.

“I'm going to the bathroom for a second,” Adriana said, and I watched her head up the stairs.

“Jose, stay here while I go upstairs with your wife,” Guillermo said.

I tried to sit up, but everything was spinning. My body slumped back onto the couch, strengthless. I closed my eyes for a second and fell asleep.
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That morning, someone pounded on the door. We were still hungover from the wine at dinner and all those drinks—I'd lost count. My memories were a haze lost in the shadows of the night. Sunlight poured through the slats of the blinds. Adriana groaned, covered her face with the pillow, and mumbled something unintelligible.

“Damn it… make them go away, Jose,” she said, her voice thick with sleep.

I dragged myself out of bed, my head throbbing, pulled on some shorts, and went downstairs barefoot. I opened the door and there stood Nuria and Guillermo, our friends from the development, with an enormous picnic basket and ear-to-ear smiles.

“Come on, lazybones,” Guillermo said in his booming voice. “We've got that yacht trip to take. The day's perfect—the sea is like glass, and there's a perfect breeze for sailing.”

Nuria, dressed in a sarong tied at the neck, nodded enthusiastically, clutching the basket.

“We've made tortilla, salad, chilled wine, and fruit. You can't say no.”

I explained that Adriana was still sleeping, practically dead after last night. I caught a flicker of disappointment on their faces, especially Guillermo's—he always seemed especially happy when Adriana joined our plans.

From the top of the stairs, her voice still hoarse but determined, Adriana shouted:

“Wait for me! I'll be down in five minutes. I wouldn't miss this for the world.”

Guillermo and Nuria smiled.

“That's my girl,” he said.

As I took a swig of orange juice straight from the bottle to wash down an ibuprofen and try to ease my pounding headache, a blurry image from last night flashed through my mind—Guillermo climbing the stairs with Adriana, his arm casually around her waist, both of them glancing at me for a second before disappearing down the hallway toward the master bedroom. My heart lurched so hard I nearly dropped the bottle.

What the hell had happened last night?

The memories were blurry fragments—laughter, dirty dancing, the car, my body collapsing onto the couch… and then nothing. A black void. I climbed the stairs with my head throbbing and my stomach churning. When I walked into the bathroom, I found Adriana in the shower. Hot water streamed over her naked body.

I sat on the edge of the toilet, facing her, and asked the question that was burning inside me:

“Adri… what happened last night?”

She turned up the water a bit more and slowly began rinsing the soap from her arms, as if buying time. Steam filled the bathroom.

“You don't remember anything, do you?” she said with a half-smile. “I'm not surprised, as drunk as you were… Well, you missed what you'd been asking for all this time.”

I felt the floor shift beneath my feet.

“Did you sleep with him?” I asked, my voice barely a whisper.

Adriana looked at me through the fogged glass. She turned off the water and stood there for a few seconds in silence, letting the water slide down her skin.

“What's the last thing you remember?” she asked.

“Seeing you two go up the stairs… He had his arm around your waist.”

She stepped out of the shower, grabbed a towel, and began drying herself off, taking her time. Her gaze was intense, almost defiant.

“And you don't remember how he took off my clothes? Or how he kissed me in front of you?”

I shook my head, completely stunned. My heart was pounding.

Adriana stepped closer, still naked, and stood right in front of me.

“Isn't that what you wanted? Isn't that what you've been setting up for days?”

I looked at the floor, shaking my head again. Confusion and jealousy washed over me.

“Or is the problem that you didn't get to see it?” she pressed.

“How was it?” I managed to ask.

“Well… it was intense,” she said, shrugging. “He was a perfect gentleman.”

“Did you like it?”

“Like what?”

“Damn it, Adriana,” I snapped, losing patience. “Fucking him.”

She stayed quiet for a second, then let out a low, almost amused laugh. She moved closer, still wet, and slid her hand down to my crotch—I was rock hard inside my shorts.

“You really do want to watch me fuck other men,” she murmured, squeezing gently. “I don't have the slightest doubt anymore.”

She leaned in and kissed me softly on the lips before whispering:

“But I'm sorry to leave you hanging.”

She paused dramatically, looking into my eyes with a mix of tenderness and mischief.

“Nothing happened last night.”

I froze, processing her words.

“What do you mean nothing happened?”

Adriana smiled mischievously as she wrapped herself in the towel.

“Guillermo walked me upstairs, yes. He helped me take off my dress because I could barely stand. He kissed me… quite a long kiss, actually. But when he saw you’d passed out on the couch, he laughed and said that wasn’t how he wanted it to happen the first time. He wanted you to be conscious. So he put me to bed, kissed my forehead, and went to sleep with Nuria.”

I ran my hands over my face, caught between relief and deep frustration.

“So… everything I thought had happened…”

“Was only in your head,” she said, stroking my hair. “Although from what I can see,” she glanced down at my crotch, “that imagination of yours works pretty well.”

She leaned in again and kissed me, slower this time.

“He really was a gentleman,” Adriana continued as she dried her hair with the towel. “He could have done it. I was pretty drunk and willing… but he didn’t want to.”

I felt a knot in my throat.

“Would you have fucked him?” I asked, barely above a whisper.

Adriana looked me straight in the eyes, unflinching.

“Yes. I would have.”

Hearing her say it was hard. Harder than I expected. A stab of jealousy pierced my chest.

“Hearing you say it is hard…” I murmured.

“I suppose seeing it would be harder. Wouldn’t it?” she said, raising an eyebrow.

I didn’t answer, just stared at the bathroom floor. Adriana stepped closer and caressed my cheek tenderly.

“Come on, go downstairs. I need to finish getting ready or they’re going to leave without us.”

I nodded silently and headed downstairs. Guillermo and Nuria were already in the parking area checking the picnic basket. I offered to help carry the rest of what we’d need.

While we loaded the coolers and bags into the trunk of Guillermo’s SUV, I seized a moment when Nuria had gone back inside to grab something.

“Thanks… for last night,” I said quietly.

Guillermo looked at me for a second and smiled knowingly.

“Don’t mention it, man. That kind of thing needs to be done right. Especially when it’s a first time, like with you two. I didn’t want it to be rushed or for you to regret it later.”

I nodded, swallowing hard.

“I really appreciate it.”

He closed the trunk with a sharp thud and clapped me on the shoulder.

“Although… you owe me one,” he added with a smile.

I couldn’t tell if he was serious or joking, but the tone was enough to make my pulse quicken. Before I could respond, Adriana appeared at the front door, wearing a bikini under a light summer dress, sunglasses on, her hair still damp. She looked radiant.

“Ready?” she asked brightly, as if nothing had happened.

Guillermo smiled when he saw her.

During the drive to the port, I tried to keep the conversation light, but my mind wouldn’t stop racing. The image of Guillermo going up the stairs with my wife, his arm around her waist, the real possibility that something could have happened… and the fact that Adriana had admitted without hesitation that she would have slept with him. It all mixed with the relief of knowing nothing had happened… and a strange disappointment.

Sitting in the back with Adriana, I watched her chat animatedly with Guillermo. She laughed and gestured. She seemed comfortable. Too comfortable.

Nuria glanced at me and smiled knowingly, as if she could read my thoughts.

I couldn’t help thinking about how Guillermo always looked at Adriana. My first impression of him had been of a cocky, arrogant guy, but he really seemed like an attentive man, clearly with a lot of life experience. And… there was something about the way he lived that fed my imagination and stirred a strange excitement in me.

On the way to the port, Guillermo explained that he was going to show us coves that could only be reached by sea. Small hidden paradises with crystal-clear waters and hardly any people.

It took us less than twenty minutes to reach Aguadulce. The town was a charming spot typical of the Almería coast: low white houses dotted with fuchsia and red bougainvillea, narrow, clean streets sloping down to the sea, a modest but well-maintained marina full of sailboats and fishing boats. The atmosphere was relaxed, pure Mediterranean. The smell of salt and fried fish from the beach bars, people strolling, tourists in flip-flops. The sun shone brightly on the turquoise water, and in the background you could see the arid, golden mountains so characteristic of the area.

We arrived at the port and Guillermo led us straight to his yacht. It was a two-masted Dufour, elegant and sturdy, about twelve meters long. The white hull gleamed in the sun, with a navy blue stripe along the waterline. The two masts rose imposingly, sails furled. At the stern there was a swimming platform and a folding table. The cabin was spacious, with light-colored leather seats and a small galley inside. It smelled new. Guillermo moved around it with pride and experience.

“Welcome aboard the Libertad,” he said with a smile as he helped us climb on.

Adriana and Nuria began stowing things in the small galley's fridge.

Once aboard, the first order of business was stowing everything. The sailboat had a small interior galley, compact but well-equipped with a fridge, sink, a single-burner cooktop, and several cabinets. Nuria and Adriana pitched in without hesitation. I helped Guillermo with the portable coolers while the girls put away the tortilla, salads, nicely chilled white wine, and fruit in the fridge. Adriana moved with ease through the cramped space.

“Careful with the fridge—it's a tight fit,” Nuria said with a laugh as she tucked the towels into a side compartment.

Adriana turned toward me with a mischievous smile, fully aware of the effect she was having. Her red bikini contrasted with her golden skin, and her breasts swayed freely with every move. Guillermo cleared his throat and focused on casting off the lines.

We pulled out of Aguadulce harbor with the auxiliary motor at low revs. Guillermo was at the helm, focused but relaxed. The sailboat glided away from the dock, leaving the other boats behind. The water was a blue mirror under the morning sun. Adriana took her place at the bow, standing with the wind whipping through her hair. From behind, her figure was spectacular.

We cleared the port and Guillermo hoisted the mainsail. The wind filled the canvas with a soft snap and the sailboat picked up speed. He cut the motor, and the only sounds were the water slicing past the hull and the cries of seagulls. The Almería coast stretched out before us in all its wild, arid beauty. This wasn't the green, lush coast of the north—here it was dramatic, almost desert-like. Ochre and rust-colored mountains plunged abruptly toward the sea, dotted with scrub brush and the occasional palm tree. Towering cliffs, fine sandy beaches, and hidden coves tucked among the rocks.

Guillermo and Nuria, who knew every inch of that coastline, played expert guides, pointing out the sights.

“See that? That's Playa de los Genoveses,” Guillermo said, pointing toward a wide bay of fine sand. “Great for surfing, but today it's too exposed. There are much more sheltered coves up ahead.”

Nuria, sitting beside Adriana, filled in the details:

“That mountain in the distance is Cabo de Gata. This whole area is a nature preserve. Crystal-clear water, hardly any people… That's why we love coming out here by sailboat. We're heading for the hidden coves now—the ones you can only reach by sea.”

Adriana listened, fascinated, one hand on the railing and the other shielding her eyes from the sun. Her body glistened with sunscreen. Guillermo used each explanation as an excuse to edge closer, pointing over her shoulder. I watched it all from the stern. Watching Guillermo devour my wife's body with his eyes while playing the gracious host was pure fuel for my dirty mind.

We sailed for just over an hour, hugging the coast. We passed impressive rock formations, natural arches carved by the sea, and small untouched beaches. The water shifted color with the depth—from pale turquoise to deep blue. The sun beat down hard, but the wind made the crossing a pleasure.

“There,” Guillermo said at last, pointing to a cove nearly invisible from a distance. “That one's perfect. It's called Cala del Moro. Hardly anyone knows about it.”

He maneuvered masterfully and we dropped anchor about fifty meters from shore, over a sandy bottom. The anchor splashed down and the sailboat went still, rocking gently. The place was paradise: a small crescent of white sand surrounded by high cliffs that blocked the wind, crystal-clear water where you could see fish swimming, and absolutely no one around. Just a couple of boats in the distance.

“Let's get in!” Adriana called out, excited.

She kicked off her flip-flops and dove from the stern platform without a second thought. A clean dive. She surfaced laughing, hair plastered to her face, the red bikini clinging even tighter to her wet skin. Nuria followed, and I jumped in after. Guillermo came last, after making sure everything was secure.

The water was delicious—cool but not cold. We swam toward shore, diving among the rocks. Adriana emerged from the water like a goddess, her bikini shifted slightly to reveal more skin than intended. Guillermo swam close by, joking with her. I hung back, enjoying the show and a strange thrill that was becoming addictive.

We swam to shore together, the crystal-clear water barely reaching our waists when our feet hit the sand. The cove was even prettier up close: fine white sand surrounded by dark rocks and low scrub. Guillermo waded out first and waited for us on the beach with a smile.

“There are some natural sulfur pools a little further inland, in among the rocks,” he told us. “The mineral mud is famous around here. Good for the skin, relaxes muscles, draws out toxins. Want to give it a try?”

We all agreed. We walked barefoot across the hot sand toward the back of the cove. Among the rock formations, we found the pools: shallow basins of warm water with thick reddish mud at the bottom. The smell was faintly sulfurous, like boiled eggs, but not unpleasant.

Guillermo was the first in. He grabbed a handful of mud and spread it over his arms and chest. Nuria followed, laughing as she smeared it on her legs. Adriana and I exchanged a look and joined in. The mud was warm and smooth to the touch, almost like thick cream. We helped each other slather it on—backs, shoulders, legs, stomachs. It wasn't erotic, just fun and natural, like a spa treatment in the wild. Adriana coated her face and neck generously, laughing when the mud dripped down her forehead. I covered my shoulders and back with Nuria's help. Within minutes, we looked like four living red statues.

We walked back to the beach and lay down in the sun, letting the heat do its work. The mud dried quickly under the intense Almería sun. At first it felt pleasant, a cooling sensation that gradually hardened. After twenty minutes, it had become a dry, hard crust that tugged at the skin whenever we moved.

Adriana looked at her mud-covered arms and burst out laughing.

“Oh my God, we look like mummies. We're going to need a jackhammer to get this stuff off.”

We all laughed. Nuria, with the crust already cracking in some areas, shook her head.

“No need. When we swim back to the boat, it'll all come off. The salt water helps it peel away easily, and the mud leaves your skin super soft and perfect. It's one of the best natural treatments there is.”

Guillermo, lying with his hands behind his head, took the opportunity to tell us more about his sailboat.

“The boat is called Libertad for exactly this reason,” he explained. “I bought it three years ago because I wanted to fully enjoy my privacy. Out at sea, there are no stares, no ridiculous rules. Just you, the water, and whoever's with you. Here we can be ourselves without having to explain anything to anyone.”

Nuria smiled, still covered in dried mud.

“And Nuria always goes nude on board,” Guillermo added casually. “She loves sunbathing naked when we're anchored in coves like this.”

Nuria sat up a bit, picking a piece of crust off her arm.

“Relax,” she said in a joking but friendly tone. “I'm not going to torture you by showing you my naked body. I don't want you to feel uncomfortable.”

There was a brief silence. Adriana, who was lying next to me, turned her head toward Nuria and responded matter-of-factly:

“Don't be silly, Nuria. We don't want to be in the way. As far as I'm concerned, there's no problem at all. If you want to be comfortable, go for it. You're the ones who invited us—the last thing we'd want is to keep you from acting the way you normally do.”

Nuria smiled gratefully. Guillermo looked at me for a second and I nodded slightly, saying nothing. Inside, my mind was already racing. The idea of Nuria getting naked was appealing, and how naturally Adriana had accepted it, the way she'd given permission without hesitation… that really turned me on. It was as if my wife was opening new doors without fully realizing it.

The sun kept beating down hard. The mud was completely dry now and starting to crack. Guillermo was the first to get up and run toward the water. We all followed. As we entered, the crust began dissolving quickly. We swam back to the sailboat and, sure enough, the mud disappeared completely, leaving our skin smooth, clean, and silky to the touch.

We climbed aboard amid laughter and comments about how good we felt. Adriana ran her hands over her arms and legs, surprised by the result.

“You're right, Nuria. My skin feels like I've had a treatment at a spa.”

Guillermo prepared some cold drinks while the sailboat rocked gently.

The women settled on the bow of the sailboat, where the sun hit hardest and there was more room to move around. Adriana and Nuria spread their towels on the deck and sat side by side. The Libertad swayed gently at anchor, and the sea sparkled around them like a mirror.

Guillermo and I stayed at the stern, finishing up some ice-cold beers. He looked toward the women and then at me with a knowing smile.

“Would you like to see Nuria naked?” he asked, not beating around the bush.

He caught me a bit off guard, but I didn't feign surprise. I smiled and answered honestly:

“I'm not stupid, Guillermo. Of course I'd like to see her. She has a great body. But wouldn't that be kind of awkward? I don't want anyone to feel weird.”

Guillermo let out a low laugh and took a sip of his beer.

“That's exactly why I'm bringing it up. I could try to get her to strip… as long as you do the same with Adriana. What do you say? Fair's fair, right?”

I hesitated for a few seconds. My heart was beating faster. I had no idea what my wife would do if I suggested she get naked in front of two people who were practically strangers. I looked toward the bow, where Adriana was applying cream to her shoulders. Finally, I nodded.

“Okay. Deal. But let's be careful about it, okay? I don't want to pressure Adriana and have her get upset.”

Guillermo smiled, satisfied, and called to his wife:

“Nuria! Come here for a second, please. Help me with these buoys.”

Nuria got up and came over. Guillermo whispered something in her ear. I saw her eyes widen slightly in surprise, but then she smiled and nodded. She walked back toward the bow, where Adriana was still putting on cream.

“Adriana,” Nuria said casually, “do you really not mind if I get naked? Because I don't want you to feel uncomfortable or anything.”

Adriana looked up and smiled with that confidence that kept surprising me.

“No, I really don't mind, Nuria. I mean it. We're on your boat, in a cove, on a gorgeous day. If you're comfortable that way, go for it. There's no problem on my end. I already told you we don't want to be the killjoys who keep you from acting the way you normally would.”

Nuria reached behind her back and unhooked her bikini top. Her breasts, large and somewhat heavy, spilled free. They were pale compared to the rest of her tanned skin, with dark, large nipples. Then she slid her bikini bottom down with a fluid motion, gliding it over her hips and legs. Her mound was completely shaved, revealing smooth, fleshy lips. When she turned to set the garment on her towel, I could see her ass: round, generous, with some cellulite, but undeniably appealing. You could also make out some faint bikini lines. It wasn't as firm as Adriana's, but it had a very attractive mature voluptuousness.

Nuria grabbed the bottle of sunscreen and started rubbing it over her breasts. Her hands moved in wide circles, spreading the white cream across her pale skin. She took her time, lifting each breast to cover the underside.

Guillermo whistled appreciatively from the stern.

“Damn, you look amazing, babe!”

I took the opportunity and called out toward the bow, keeping my voice playful:

“Adriana! You can’t leave Nuria all alone, can you? Don’t be rude.”

Adriana laughed—nervous but clearly excited by the situation. She glanced down at herself for a second, then reached behind her back. She unhooked her bikini top and let it fall. Her perfect breasts, firm and tanned, were suddenly bare. Her nipples hardened instantly in the sea breeze. They were smaller and prettier than Nuria’s, with that round, natural shape I loved so much. She stayed like that, sitting there, instinctively covering her chest slightly with one arm.

“I’m a little embarrassed to take it all off…” she confessed, biting her lip. “I’m not as comfortable with this as Nuria yet.”

Nuria laughed knowingly.

“Relax, you don’t have to if you don’t want to. Just taking off the top is already a big step. You look spectacular, by the way.”

Guillermo moved a little closer to me.

“Damn, Adriana has an incredible body. Jose, you lucky bastard.”

Adriana blushed but smiled, clearly flattered. She turned toward me, looking for confirmation. I nodded, my cock already half-hard in my swim trunks.

“You look incredible, babe,” I told her. “Do whatever you feel like.”

Nuria kept applying sunscreen, now on her belly and legs, completely naked and totally unselfconscious. Her ass swayed gently as she worked the lotion in. Adriana, still wearing her bikini bottoms, started rubbing cream on her shoulders and chest, her breasts exposed to the sun and everyone’s eyes.

The conversation flowed naturally after the initial tension:

“It really doesn’t bother you?” Nuria asked again, looking at Adriana.

“Really, it doesn’t,” Adriana replied. “I actually find it liberating. And you have a great body, Nuria. You can tell you take care of yourself.”

“Thanks. You’re the one who’s stunning. That red bikini looks killer on you, even if it’s just the bottom half now,” Nuria joked.

Guillermo patted my shoulder and murmured:

“This is going well, huh?”

Suddenly, Adriana stood up. Without a word, she hooked her thumbs into her bikini bottoms and pulled them down decisively. The fabric slid down her thighs and fell at her feet. She stood completely naked on the bow of the sailboat. Her pussy, perfectly smooth, gleamed under the sun with tanned skin. The contrast with the white tan lines made her look even more exposed. Her round, firm ass reflected the light, and the sea breeze raised goosebumps on her skin and hardened her nipples.

Nuria smiled warmly, walked over, and gave her a soft kiss on the cheek.

“Thanks for not leaving me alone,” she said sincerely. “You’re a sweetheart, Adriana.”

Adriana laughed nervously, still standing there, trying to look natural.

Nuria didn’t waste any time. She grabbed the bottle of sunscreen, squeezed a generous amount into her hands, and moved behind my wife.

“Let me help you with your back and butt—that’s where you burn the most,” she said.

Her hands slid confidently over Adriana’s ass, spreading the cream in slow strokes. She gently kneaded the firm flesh, parting her cheeks slightly to make sure every inch was covered—or maybe for something more... Adriana tensed visibly but didn’t pull away.

“Turn around,” Nuria said casually.

Adriana hesitated.

“I can do the front myself,” she replied, her voice a little higher than usual.

“Relax, I already have cream on my hands,” Nuria insisted with a smile. “Don’t be silly.”

Adriana turned slowly. Nuria knelt in front of her and started spreading the cream over her mound. Her fingers slid over the smooth, bare skin, moving down toward her outer lips. Adriana was clearly tense, her stomach muscles tight and her breathing faster.

“Damn, Adriana… it’s so smooth,” Nuria commented, almost admiringly, as her fingers kept spreading the cream carefully. “Your skin is like silk.”

“It’s from laser hair removal,” Adriana explained, her cheeks flushed. “I got it done two years ago and hardly anything grows back now. How do you do yours?”

“I shave. I’m not that modern,” Nuria replied with a laugh, not stopping what she was doing. “Every two or three days I give myself a touch-up. I like feeling everything clean and smooth. Guillermo loves it.”

Guillermo, watching the scene from a few feet away, let out a deep laugh.

“That’s right. Nothing like a well-groomed woman.”

The air was charged with a strange electricity. I was rock hard, my cock pressing painfully against my swim trunks.

Then Guillermo stood up. Without any fanfare, he pulled down his swim trunks and set them aside. He was a mature man in his fifties, with a bit of a belly but broad shoulders and strong arms. His cock hung heavy, already half-hard from the situation. It was thick, longer than average even soft, with a dark head and prominent veins. He scratched his thigh casually and looked over at me.

“You're the only one left, Jose,” he said with a mocking smile. “Are you going to be the only one dressed?”

Everyone looked at me. Adriana was naked, with Nuria kneeling in front of her applying sunscreen, and she watched me with a mixture of amusement and expectation.

“I…” I started, but fell silent. I didn't dare take them off. I was completely hard. My cock was rock solid and I felt awkward about it. If I took off my swim trunks, everyone would see it clearly. Shame and arousal burned inside me.

“Come on, Jose,” Adriana insisted softly, almost like a challenge. “Don't be the weird one on the boat.”

Guillermo laughed.

“Relax, man. We're all in the same boat here. Besides, from the bulge I see in your trunks, I don't think you're going to disappoint anyone.”

Nuria turned toward me and smiled.

“Come on. We can already see you're hard. It's no big deal.”

I took a deep breath. My heart was pounding. This was another line to cross. Another step in the direction I both desired and feared. I stood up, yanked down my swim trunks in one swift motion, and tossed them aside. My cock sprang free, completely hard, pointing upward. It swayed slightly with the motion of the boat. I felt exposed, vulnerable, and strangely powerful all at once.

Adriana looked directly at my cock, then up at my eyes. She gave me a knowing smile and didn't look away.

“Well…” Nuria murmured with a mischievous smile. “Looks like someone's enjoying the situation.”

Guillermo let out a low whistle.

“Nice tool, man. No wonder Adriana's always in a good mood.”

Adriana laughed nervously and covered her face with her hands for a second.

“Oh my God, this is getting really crazy,” she said, but there was excitement in her voice.

Nuria finished applying sunscreen to her legs and stood up. The two naked women looked at each other, then at us. Guillermo and I, also naked, our cocks exposed under the Mediterranean sun.

The sailboat rocked gently. The sea was calm. And I felt an arousal so intense it almost made me dizzy. Seeing Adriana completely naked, exposed in front of Guillermo and Nuria, and watching her accept the situation with such ease… it was better than any photo on the internet.

Guillermo didn't waste any time. He walked to the bow with a calm stride and knelt next to Nuria. The girls were so close that her knee almost touched Adriana's leg. The atmosphere suddenly became charged. Guillermo took his wife's face in his hands and kissed her deeply, without shame. Their tongues visibly intertwined. Nuria responded naturally, her right hand going straight to her husband's cock, which was growing harder by the second. She started stroking him with slow, confident movements, as if it were the most normal thing in the world on the deck of their sailboat.

Adriana, sitting right next to them, saw exactly what was happening. Her eyes went wide for a second, surprised, then she squeezed them shut, as if trying to process the scene without looking. Her naked body visibly tensed.

Nuria kept stroking Guillermo unhurriedly, her hand moving up and down his thick cock, which was growing harder by the moment. She cupped his balls as if weighing them, and he closed his eyes. After a few intense seconds, Guillermo stood up, his cock fully hard. He walked over to me, still breathing a bit heavily, and gave me a pat on the shoulder.

“Beer?” he asked, as if nothing had happened.

He grabbed four cold cans from the cooler and called out to the girls completely casually, as if nothing were going on.

“Nuria, Adriana! Come on, you're going to get dehydrated.”

The image of the four of us there, completely naked under the sun, left me stunned. Guillermo and I with our cocks hard as rocks. The women acting so naturally—in my wife's case, it left me amazed—as if we were lifelong nudists. The contrast was intense and exciting. My heart was pounding.

Nuria stood up, walked over to Guillermo, and without saying a word, bent down slightly, took her husband's cock in her mouth, and gave it two long, wet licks, running her tongue over the head. Guillermo let out a sigh of pleasure. Then she straightened up, as if it had just been an affectionate greeting. Guillermo kissed her on the lips again and gave her a hard slap on the ass that echoed across the deck.

“How about we eat?” he suggested with a relaxed smile.

Nuria nodded and went down to the sailboat's small galley. She returned a short while later carrying a large tray with the potato omelet, salad, bread, and ice-cold white wine. She had put on a semi-transparent white sarong that covered her from the waist to mid-thigh, but the fabric was so thin that everything showed through. She handed an identical sarong to Adriana, who wrapped it around her waist gratefully.

Guillermo and I put on our swim trunks, more to keep up appearances during the meal than out of modesty. We all sat on the towels spread out on the stern deck, around the food. Despite Nuria's sarong, every time she moved or crossed her legs, you could clearly see her pussy. Her lips were even fuller and fleshier than Adriana's, protruding dark and prominent. It was impossible not to look.

We started eating hungrily. The atmosphere was strange, but strangely comfortable. Guillermo took a long swig of his beer and broke the ice.

“This is true freedom, don't you think? Being able to be like this, without clothes, without feeling ashamed… Out here, everything seems different.”

Nuria nodded as she speared a piece of tortilla.

“Exactly. Modesty is something they impose on us from childhood. But why? The body is natural. Look at us: four naked adults, eating like it's no big deal. Nobody's dying. Nobody's scandalized.”

Adriana, who had been fairly quiet, spoke up thoughtfully.

“I'm still struggling a little. An hour ago I never would have imagined I'd be here completely naked in front of you. But… it's not as bad as I thought. I feel exposed, yes, but also liberated. Like a weight's been lifted off my shoulders.”

I looked at my wife. She was gorgeous with the white pareo draped loosely over one hip, her breasts bare and her hair tousled by the wind.

“And you, Jose?” Guillermo asked with a knowing smile. “You seemed pretty… motivated earlier.”

I laughed, a bit nervously.

“It's new for me too. But I like it. I like it a lot. And seeing Adriana comfortable… that's the best part.”

Nuria leaned forward to grab more salad and the pareo fell open a bit more, completely exposing her pussy and part of her ass. She made no attempt to cover herself.

“Modesty is cultural,” she continued. “In many ancient cultures, people went around naked and it was no big deal. We've complicated our own lives for nothing. Here, on the Libertad, we try to reclaim that simplicity. Right, honey?”

Guillermo nodded and placed a hand on his wife's bare thigh.

“Absolutely. And when you see others loosening up too, it creates incredible trust. There are no hidden agendas… well, okay, there are,” he said with a laugh, “but they're healthy ones. It's natural desire, not dirty.”

Adriana took a sip of her beer and glanced at me.

“And what do you really think, Jose? Doesn't it bother you that I took everything off in front of them?”

I answered honestly, feeling my cock hardening again under my swim trunks:

“On the contrary. I love seeing you like this. It really turns me on, to be honest.”

A brief, loaded silence followed. Nuria smiled mischievously.

“Well then, we're all on the same page. I'm glad you're not one of those jealous, controlling husbands.”

As we ate, the conversation kept flowing—about modesty, body taboos, how the sea and the privacy of the boat allowed us to be more authentic. Adriana participated more and more, visibly relaxing. I couldn't help noticing how Guillermo occasionally glanced at my wife's practically naked body.

The sun, the food, the wine, and the nudity had created a unique atmosphere. And there I was, at the center of it all, feeling that deep, twisted excitement growing. Watching Adriana accept more and more, expose herself, interact naturally… it was exactly what I'd been looking for.

We were in the middle of lunch when another yacht approached. This one was very different from ours: a large motor yacht, white and gleaming, enormous, at least twenty meters long. It moved with the silent power of expensive boats. On deck, you could clearly make out five girls and five guys, all young, around twenty. The girls were completely naked, their bronzed bodies carefree under the sun. The guys wore swim trunks or were also naked. They waved at us with broad smiles as they passed nearby.

Guillermo raised his hand to return the greeting. The girls from the other boat dove into the sea one after another, laughing and splashing. Their naked bodies cut through the water gracefully as they swam toward the cove's beach. The guys followed them. Within minutes they were all on the sand, heading toward the mud pools.

Guillermo leaned back in his seat with his wine glass in hand and commented casually:

“Very close to here, in Vera, there's one of Spain's nudist paradises. Entire resorts, apartments, and beaches where people go naked like it's completely normal. It's a very liberal area.”

Nuria nodded, watching the group that had just reached the sand with their bodies covered in reddish mud.

“And it's not just nudism. There are also some pretty well-known swinger clubs that draw people from all over Spain and abroad. The atmosphere is really good—discreet and safe.”

Adriana, still with the white pareo around her waist and her breasts bare, looked at them curiously.

“Have you been?”

Guillermo smiled calmly and answered without hesitation.

“Yes. Several times.”

There was a charged silence. I spoke up, feeling a mix of surprise and excitement.

“Damn, that's serious stuff.”

Guillermo let out a laugh and looked at me directly.

“It's normal for you to see it that way. You've been married a relatively short time. You're still in that newlywed passion phase where everything is intense, where you're enough for each other and desire seems inexhaustible. It's beautiful. But as the years go by… things change.”

Nuria placed a hand on her husband's leg and continued in a soft voice.

“We've been married thirty years. Thirty. If we hadn't introduced this kind of play, we would have fallen into total monotony long ago. Sex becomes routine, even when you love each other madly. You need something more to keep the spark alive. Routine brings bad things… infidelity, abstinence…”

Adriana listened attentively and glanced at me.

Nuria continued.

“It's a complicated step, I won't kid you. You have to talk a lot, lay everything out, set boundaries and respect them. Jealousy, insecurities, fears… it all comes out. But if you do it right, it can be an incredible experience that brings a couple much closer together.”

“I don't know if I'm ready for something like that,” I confessed, looking down at the deck and then at Adriana.

Guillermo watched me with a serious but understanding expression.

“You are, Jose. You just don't know it yet. I see it in the way you look at Adriana when other men are watching her. In how turned on you get when she lets loose. What's inside you isn't just curiosity. It's something deeper.”

He leaned forward a bit and continued, his voice more thoughtful.

“You have to be ready to see your wife giving herself to another man. To watch her kissing someone who isn't you, moaning with pleasure with another cock inside her. Or to watch her get all dolled up, put on sexy lingerie, knowing she's doing it so another man can fuck her that night. It's not easy. There are moments when jealousy burns you up inside. But there's also a pleasure so intense, so primal, that it makes up for everything. Watching your wife enjoy herself, seeing how they desire her, how they use her… and knowing that afterward she comes back to you. That's something you can't judge without having tried it.”

Adriana glanced at me. I noticed her breathing had quickened. Her pareo had fallen open a bit more, revealing part of her smooth, bare pussy.

“A lot of men think they're confident until the moment actually arrives. Then they realize it's harder than they imagined. But the ones who get through it… usually come back for more. Because once you've tasted that kind of freedom, strict monogamy starts to feel too confining.”

Nuria added, her tone softer:

“Every couple has their own pace. There's no rush. But when the moment comes, what matters is trust and communication. If Adriana wants to try something, or if you want to see other men wanting her… you have to talk about it without fear.”

I stayed quiet, processing it all. My mind was racing. Images of Adriana with another man, of her being touched, fucked in front of me, of the comments on those websites I knew so well… all of it mixed with the real fear of losing her or breaking something between us.

“It's… a lot to take in. But I understand what you're saying. I don't know if I'd be ready either.” Adriana spoke for the first time in several minutes, her voice quiet.

Guillermo smiled.

The other yacht was still anchored nearby. The naked couples were playing on the beach. I looked at Adriana, so beautiful in the sunlight, and thought that maybe Guillermo was right.

Guillermo settled back in his seat, his gaze moving between Adriana and me with the calm of someone who'd been down this road before.

“And make no mistake. It has nothing to do with being a cuckold… or it does, but in a way that strengthens you as a couple. A lot of marriages are reinforced by this. You're looking at one of them. Nuria and I have been together thirty years, and here we are, closer than ever.”

Nuria smiled knowingly and rested her head on her husband's shoulder, stroking his cock through his swim trunks.

Guillermo looked straight at us.

“Do you two fantasize about that?”

Silence. I hesitated, but Adriana, to my surprise, answered first. Her response was blunt.

“Yes. Sometimes in bed, when we're really turned on, we do. We talk about it. About other people looking at me, touching me… things like that.”

Guillermo raised an eyebrow, clearly pleased. I felt heat creeping up my neck.

“And do those conversations turn you on?” Nuria asked with genuine curiosity.

Adriana took a deep breath and answered confidently.

“Very much.”

I stared at her in amazement. She had never admitted it so openly in front of anyone. A shy smile played on her lips. I felt my cock stir under my swim trunks.

“Well, there you have it,” Guillermo said with a soft laugh. “That's the sign. When fantasies start coming out on their own in bed and they drive you crazy, it's because there's something there. Don't force it, but don't ignore it either.”

“But we're not just talking about full swaps or threesomes. There are a thousand ways to play and get each other worked up. The thing is, these are things that aren't usually well regarded, that society quickly labels as 'perversion' or 'disrespect.' And it doesn't have to be that way.” Nuria spoke up, her tone more thoughtful, almost instructive.

She adjusted her pareo, which still left plenty exposed, and continued:

“For example, soft exhibitionism: your wife going out to dinner without panties, letting men look at her on the beach or in a bar. Some couples go to swinger clubs just to watch, without participating. Others allow a kiss, a caress, a really steamy dance… and that's it. Everyone sets their own limits.”

Guillermo nodded and added:

“Exactly. Not everything is an orgy. For us, it started with small things. Nuria going to a company dinner in a low-cut dress with no bra, then telling me how the men looked at her. Getting turned on by that and fucking her like crazy when we got home. Then we gradually upped the ante: letting a friend kiss her at a party, touch her breasts over her clothes… Always talking afterward, always with total honesty. That's what's kept our marriage alive. That trust.”

Nuria gave Adriana an empathetic look.

“I know it's scary. It scared me at first too. You think: 'What if he likes someone else better? What if he falls in love? What if he regrets it afterward?' But when you really talk about it, when you set clear rules and respect them, most of the time you come home hornier than ever, wanting to fuck your husband like it's the first time.”

Adriana listened attentively, biting her lower lip. I chimed in:

“For me… the most intense part is imagining her being desired. Seeing how others look at her the way I look at her. Knowing she's mine, but that others want her. I can't really explain it.”

Guillermo smiled knowingly.

“You explain it perfectly. That's pure candaulism. And from there to the next level, it's just one step. It's as simple as her being willing. It's not humiliation, though some people like that part. For others, it's pure pride and vicarious pleasure. Seeing your wife shine, seeing her enjoy herself, and knowing you're the one giving her permission… that can be very powerful.”

“And there are a thousand games in between: going out to a bar and having her flirt a little while you watch from a distance… You don't have to go all the way. You don't even have to ever do it, if you don't want to,” Nuria added. “It's about playing.”

The sun was beginning to sink and the other group of young people was still enjoying themselves on the beach. Adriana glanced at me with a mixture of embarrassment, curiosity, and obvious excitement in her eyes.

“We've never talked about this with anyone,” she murmured.

“Well, it was about time,” Guillermo said casually.

The conversation continued for a while longer, flowing naturally. They shared some light anecdotes from their first experiences, always emphasizing communication and respect. Guillermo insisted that the important thing was to take it slow and enjoy the journey.

I watched Adriana listening intently to everything, and felt that something important was shifting inside both of us. The seed I had planted in secret was no longer just mine. It was growing in both of us.

We finished packing up the leftovers and storing everything in the cooler. Guillermo and I stayed in the stern having a drink, but our attention was on the bow, where the girls were settling in again, chatting away. Without a word, they took off their sarongs and set them aside. They were completely naked again. They reapplied sunscreen, helping each other, and lay down close together on the large towels, almost pressed against one another. Their tanned bodies contrasted with the white of the deck.

To my surprise, Nuria casually reached over and began caressing one of Adriana's breasts. Her fingers traced slow circles around the nipple, brushing it occasionally. Adriana said nothing. She lay still, eyes half-closed, looking relaxed under the sun.

My cock reacted instantly inside my swim trunks.

Nuria's hand gradually descended along my wife's flat abdomen. That's when I noticed Adriana tense up. Her breathing grew heavier. Nuria didn't stop. She kept going until she reached her mound. Her fingers moved gently over the skin, not touching any sensitive spots, just caressing softly.

Adriana turned away, visibly flustered, as if she wanted to pull back, but Nuria began caressing her round, firm ass. She whispered something in her ear that I couldn't hear. Suddenly, they both burst into laughter. Adriana looked up and met my eyes directly. Her eyes shone with a mixture of embarrassment, excitement, and amusement. Seeing my expression, they laughed so loud and spontaneously it must have carried all the way to the cove's beach.

Nuria sat up, still laughing, ran a hand through her hair, and looked toward us.

“Guys, it's getting late. Time to head back to port. Guillermo, you know I don't like sailing at night. It scares me.”

Guillermo nodded and started preparing the sails. I lingered a few more seconds, watching Adriana. She stood up, still flushed from laughing, and put her bikini back on with slightly clumsy movements. Our eyes met again. There was no need to say anything.

As Guillermo hoisted the mainsail and the sailboat began to glide forward, I couldn't stop thinking about what I had just witnessed. Nuria's hand on my wife's body. Adriana's tension. Their laughter. The way she'd looked at me.

The trip back was quiet. The sun sank toward the horizon, painting the Almerian coast in shades of gold and orange. Adriana sat beside me in the stern, her head resting on my shoulder. Her skin smelled like sunscreen.
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We got back to the apartment just as the sun was setting. The day at sea had left us exhausted, tanned, and our minds swimming with images. We said goodbye to Nuria with a firm promise to come back next year, and she said she'd love that—that we could do so much more, that the area had plenty left to explore. I didn't read anything into the comment.

As soon as we closed the door, Adriana kicked off her flip-flops and collapsed on the living room sofa. I was done. The tension that had been building all day had pushed me to my limit.

I sat down next to her and looked her straight in the eye.

“So are you going to tell me what Nuria said that made you two laugh at me like that?” I asked, half joking, half serious.

Adriana let out a little laugh at the memory and covered her face with her hands for a second.

“She said, 'Look at your husband's face.' And oh my God, Jose… You were just standing there, eyes like saucers, mouth hanging open. You looked like a teenager seeing a naked woman for the first time.”

“Fuck…” I muttered, embarrassed but turned on. “I thought you two were going to go at it right there.”

“Don't be silly,” she said, giving me a playful shove on the shoulder. “She barely touched me. Just some light caresses. But it was worth it just to see your face, honestly. You looked like you were about to explode.”

“There was a moment I thought I might,” I confessed, laughing too. “When I saw her hand sliding down toward your pussy… fuck, Adriana.”

A brief silence fell. Adriana's expression turned serious as she looked me in the eyes.

“Hey, Jose… don't you think we're taking this a little too far?” she asked. “At first we only fantasized about this stuff in bed, when we were really turned on. But lately everything's been spiraling out of control. Yesterday at the restaurant, today on the yacht… the photos on the website, being naked in front of them, Nuria's hands on me… I'm scared we'll cross a line and won't be able to come back from it.”

I looked at her with tenderness—and with the same desire that had been burning in me all day. I took her hand.

“The only thing I know, Adriana, is that we've never had experiences like the ones we're having this summer. Everything feels more intense. I feel more connected to you than ever. If this is crossing the line, then bring it on.”

She sighed, but I could see in her eyes that part of her felt it too.

“And speaking of which…” I continued, moving closer and kissing her neck, “I think if you don't drain my balls right now, I'm going to explode. I've been hard for almost eight hours. Watching you naked all day, watching Nuria's hands on you… I can't take it anymore.”

Adriana laughed and slid her hand down to my swim trunks. She felt how hard I was—rock solid—and let out a sigh.

“Poor baby…” she murmured, her voice huskier now. “So much suffering…”

She kissed me hungrily, sliding her tongue into my mouth as she tugged down my swim trunks. My cock sprang free. Adriana knelt in front of me on the sofa and looked up at me with those eyes full of desire.


	What had to happen.


“Damn…” she said, frowning. “It’s too bad Nuria had to leave. I really like her.”

“Yeah. And Guillermo’s all alone now.”

Adriana looked at me over her coffee cup and raised an eyebrow. She knew me too well.

A few seconds passed in silence. I pretended to check my phone, then said, as casually as I could:

“Hey, Adri… don’t you think we should invite him over for dinner tonight? He’s alone, and he’s been really good to us. He took us out on the yacht, showed us those beautiful coves, treated us to dinner… The least we can do is return the favor.”

Adriana slowly set down her cup and leaned back in her chair, watching me with a half-smile.

“Of course, Jose. It’s only fair we return the favor,” she said in a neutral tone. But she stayed quiet, biting her lower lip, thinking.

“What’s wrong?” I asked, though I thought I knew the answer.

“Nothing…” she replied, though her tone said otherwise. “It’s just that… you seem determined to push me to the limit with this little game of yours. You keep raising the stakes. Wasn’t the other night enough?”

I smiled mischievously and leaned toward her.

“It’s not that, Adriana. It’s just about being polite. Don’t be so dirty-minded.”

Adriana let out a sarcastic laugh.

“Oh, of course. Politeness. How gentlemanly you get when it suits you. We’re inviting the man who’s seen me naked, who you practically threw into my arms… and it’s all just good manners, right? Wasn’t what almost happened the other night enough?”

“Exactly,” I answered with false innocence. “Manners above all, babe. Besides, you said yourself you liked him.”

She shook her head but couldn’t hide a nervous smile.

“Fine. But you invite him. I don’t want him thinking I’m the one dying for him to come over. And another thing: I’m not cooking. If he says yes, you’re going out to get takeout.”

“Deal,” I said, already pulling out my phone. “What should I say? My wife and I want to thank you for these wonderful days… Or better yet: Come to dinner, Adriana’s especially horny.”

“Jose!” she exclaimed, laughing and slapping my arm. “You’re such a pig. Just tell him something normal.”

I typed the message in front of her:

“Guillermo, would you like to come over for dinner tonight? We’d like to thank you for everything you’ve done these past few days, and since you’re on your own today…”

Guillermo replied in less than two minutes.

“I’d love to. Should I come by around nine? I’ll bring a bottle of gin and some tonics. Thanks for thinking of me, you two.”

Adriana read the reply and stayed quiet for a few seconds.

“Well, that’s that,” I said, setting my phone on the table. “Tonight we’re having dinner with him.”

She got up, came over to me, and wrapped her arms around my neck. She looked at me intently, with that mix of amusement and warning that turned me on so much.

“Jose… I know what you’re doing. And I’m scared you can’t stop. These past few days have been wonderful, but we’ve always been right at the edge, and the other night, you crossed every line. I’m not sure you even know what you want.”

“I know exactly what I want, Adri. Do you?” I asked, lowering my voice, caressing her waist. “Are you scared… or do you like it?”

Adriana bit her lip and moved closer until her lips almost touched mine.

“Both,” she whispered. “This game excites me. It’s new to me, and I won’t lie—it turns me on. But I’m also scared of what might happen.”

She kissed me hard, her tongue pushing in hungrily, then pulled away abruptly.

“Do you really want to watch me fuck him? Let me go even further—could you look me in the eye the next day without holding anything against me?”

The million-dollar question, and once again the ball was in my court.

“I’m completely sure I could. But I have a question for you too. Do you want to do it? Would you make me a cuckold?” My heart was racing. I knew she was about to say yes. In fact, I was sure she wanted it as much as I did.

“If there are no consequences afterward… I think so. But I need you to be completely sure.”

“I am. Not the slightest doubt.”

“In that case, go buy dinner, little cuckold,” she said with a mischievous smile. “And pick something good. Tonight I want everything to be perfect. I want you to serve us. I’ll take care of what I need to take care of. For starters, I’m going to get ready. Tonight he won’t have any doubts about what I want. And neither will you. Consider yourself warned. Speak now or forever hold your peace,” she said, letting out a spontaneous laugh.

She turned and headed toward the bedroom, swaying her hips with exaggerated flair.

I stood there, my cock half-hard, my head swimming with images of what might happen that night.

I came back to the apartment loaded down with bags. I'd bought hand-cut acorn-fed Iberian ham, a nice smoked goat cheese, an assortment of canapés, and for dessert, three different mousses: mango, dark chocolate, and cashew with pistachio. I'd also brought a bottle of ice-cold white wine and a red.

The moment I opened the door, the smell of nail polish hit me. Adriana was sitting on the living room sofa, one leg stretched out on the coffee table. She was painting her toenails a deep, glossy red. She had elegant, well-kept feet—long, slender toes, a high arch, smooth skin. I'd always loved her feet.

She looked up and smiled.

“What'd you bring?”

“All good stuff,” I said, setting the bags down in the kitchen. “Ham, cheese, canapés… and mousses for dessert.”

“Perfect.”

She finished her right foot and started on the left. Then, without a word, she stood up, grabbed the bottle of moisturizer, and started rubbing it all over her body. First her arms, then her legs, slowly working up her thighs. The t-shirt she was wearing rode up, revealing part of her bare ass.

I leaned against the doorframe, watching her.

“Are you getting all dressed up for him… or for me?” I asked, unable to help myself.

Adriana's hands stopped. She looked directly at me, taking a few seconds before answering.

“That's a good question, Jose,” she said, calm but serious. “But honestly, I'm getting ready for myself. I like feeling pretty, pampered, sexy. I don't know exactly what's going through your head, but I think we need to talk about what we want and whether we're ready to face the day after. What do you want, Jose?”

I moved closer and sat on the arm of the sofa.

“I don't want anything. I just want to know what you want.”

Adriana sighed, squeezed more lotion onto her hands, and moved on to her cleavage and neck.

“I… nothing. I mean, I don't know what we're doing, or what expectations you've built up. We've been playing with fire for two weeks: the boat, the nudity, Nuria's caresses, Guillermo's looks… Tonight's our last night here. I don't want us to ruin everything over a moment of weakness. We have to think about the rest of our lives, Jose. This is a game, but our relationship isn't.”

She went quiet for a moment, spreading the lotion over her breasts in slow circles.

“If you want,” she continued, “I'll put on a tracksuit and sneakers, we'll have dinner with him, have a drink, and that's it. No provocations, no tension. We go back to being the normal couple we've always been.”

I looked at her. She was beautiful even half-ready. Her skin glowing from the lotion, her hair loose, that expression caught between doubt and desire.

“I'd rather you get dressed up,” I admitted. “But you're right. Do it for yourself. Not for me or for him. Although… I know he's going to enjoy seeing you just as much as I will.”

Adriana smiled, a hint of sadness in it, and stepped closer. She kissed me softly on the lips.

“That's the problem, Jose. You want him to enjoy seeing me too. And I… I don't know if I want to keep feeding that. It excites me, yes. But I'm scared of where it might take us.”

She hugged me and rested her head against my chest.

“I want tonight to be special,” she whispered. “But special for us. I don't want to cross lines we can't uncross.”

“Me neither,” I half-lied, because part of me did want to cross them.

Adriana pulled back and looked into my eyes.

“Then promise me that whatever happens tonight, tomorrow we go back to being the same as always. No resentment. No blame. That's what terrifies me about all this.”

“I promise. There won't be.”

She nodded, though we both knew promises like that were fragile.

“Good. Then I'm going to get ready… for myself. And for you,” she said with a lighter smile. “But if I catch you trying to push me toward something more, I swear I'll put on the ugliest tracksuit I own.”

“And a little bit for him. Don't kid yourself.”

I laughed and gave her a gentle slap on the ass.

“Maybe a little bit, yes. I'll give you that.”

Adriana headed into the bedroom to finish getting ready while I stayed in the living room, arranging the food. My heart was pounding. I knew tonight could be a turning point. And even though Adriana said she wanted to keep things under control, I could see in her eyes that curiosity and desire were eating at her too.

Adriana came out of the bedroom almost an hour later, and when I saw her, my breath caught.

She was dressed way over the top, and she knew it. She wore a cherry red dress, short, in a light, shiny fabric that looked wet. The neckline was absurdly deep, V-shaped, plunging almost to her navel and leaving her tits practically exposed; only a thin gold chain crossing between them kept her nipples from showing. The back was completely bare down to the base of her spine. The skirt ended just below her ass, and when she walked it rode up dangerously, revealing the curve of her cheeks. She wore sky-high black stiletto sandals that made her legs look endless. Her makeup was heavy—dramatic eyes, lips matching the dress—and her hair hung loose. A statement if there ever was one.

She looked spectacular. And absolutely provocative.

“Fuck, Adriana…” I murmured.

She did a slow turn, fully aware of the effect she was having.

“What do you think?”

I walked over and looked her up and down, making no effort to hide it.

“Dressed like that, it's pretty clear what you want to happen tonight,” I said, still drinking her in.

Adriana raised an eyebrow and smiled mischievously.

“Too much?”

“Definitely,” I said. “But you look beautiful. Guillermo's going to assume you dressed like this just for him. Did you?”

She bit her lower lip and looked me straight in the eyes.

“I already told you—maybe a little,” she admitted without shame. “I want to feel desired tonight. And yes, I know he's going to look at me. And I like the way he looks at me.”

A charged silence fell. I ran my hand over my face, trying to control the mix of jealousy and arousal flooding through me.

“Look, Jose,” she continued, stepping closer and placing a hand on my chest. “Let's make a deal. If something doesn't feel right, if at any point we want to stop, we stop. No pressure. I know you want me to fuck him, but I'm not so sure I do.”

“I don't want you to fuck him,” I said quickly.

Adriana let out a dry laugh and gave me an incredulous look.

“Don't fuck with me. You've been playing this game the whole fucking vacation. The photos, the hints, inviting him over today right when Nuria left… Don't take me for an idiot.”

I dropped my gaze for a second. She was right.

“But you like this game too,” I said quietly.

“Yes,” she admitted. “I like it. It turns me on. But I don't want it to cost us our marriage. At the first sign of trouble, we stop. Promise me, Jose.”

I looked into her eyes. She was gorgeous, dressed like a fucking sex goddess, and yet she was still my Adriana. The woman I wanted to grow old with.

“I promise,” I said seriously. “At the first sign of trouble, we stop. I'm not going to risk what we have. Whatever happens tonight, you and I come first.”

Adriana took a deep breath, visibly more relaxed, and gave me a soft kiss on the lips.

“Good. Then I'm going to enjoy tonight. You should too. But remember your promise.”

She turned to grab something from her purse, and as she did, the dress rode up enough to give me a clear view of the tiny black thong she was wearing—one that barely covered anything.

“Adriana…” I groaned.

She looked at me over her shoulder with a mischievous smile.

“What? You don't like it?”

“It drives me crazy.”

Adriana settled onto the living room sofa with provocative elegance. She crossed her legs slowly, then stretched them out, resting her feet on the low glass coffee table. She was eroticism personified. The black stiletto sandals left her feet nearly bare, showing off toes painted a perfect bright red. The red dress had ridden up to mid-thigh, exposing most of her tanned legs, and when she moved, it was easy to tell she was wearing practically nothing underneath. The neckline offered a view of the valley between her tits and the thin gold chain barely containing them. She looked spectacular, shameless, and fully aware of it—which was maybe what turned me on the most.

I watched her from the kitchen as I set out the plates.

“Jose,” she said, her voice serious, “when Guillermo gets here, you handle the appetizers. Tonight I want you to serve dinner. In this dress, I don't want to move around too much. Besides, I like the idea of you serving us. That okay with you?”

I smiled, a mix of excitement and nerves running through me.

“Sounds like you're looking for trouble,” I said, stepping closer.

Adriana raised an eyebrow and gave me a mischievous look.

“You think so? Too much? Should I change?”

“No,” I said quickly, devouring her with my eyes. “You look incredible. Though you do look like a whore.”

She let out a sexy laugh, leaning back further on the sofa.

“A whore?” she asked, spreading her legs slightly just to provoke me. “And what do you think I'm after tonight, Jose?”

Before I could answer, the doorbell rang.

“Go on, open it,” she said with a mischievous smile, not moving an inch.

I went to get the door. Guillermo stood there, elegant but casual, in a fitted white shirt and navy blue pants. He'd brought a bottle of premium gin and a pack of tonics from a brand I'd never heard of, but they looked top-shelf.

“Good evening,” he said with a broad smile. “Guys, thanks so much for having me. I brought this to start the night off right.”

I shook his hand and let him in.

“Thanks for coming. Nuria took off pretty fast, didn't she?”

“Yeah, like we said, an urgent problem at the company. But anyway, here I am.”

He handed me the bottles and I told him I'd put them in the kitchen. Guillermo glanced toward the living room and froze when he saw Adriana.

“Damn...” he murmured.

Adriana was there, reclined in a pose I could only describe as lascivious, legs crossed, playing with a strand of hair, wearing that dress that left nothing to the imagination. She had a half-smile on her face and was watching him intently. She rose slowly and walked toward him, swaying her hips. I'd never seen her like this in my life.

Guillermo approached and kissed her on both cheeks, lingering longer than necessary. One kiss almost brushed the corner of her lips.

“Adriana... you look absolutely spectacular,” he said in a deep voice, making no effort to hide his admiration. “I'm speechless... After these past few intense days, walking in and finding you dressed like this is more than I could have hoped for.”

“Thanks for coming,” she replied with a seductive smile. “You've been an incredible host these past few days. The least we could do was return the favor.”

They held each other's gaze a beat longer than normal. Guillermo had his hand on Adriana's waist, right where the fabric of the dress ended.

“I'm going to grab some very special ice I have at home,” he said suddenly. “It's a gift from an important client, and the occasion calls for it. Ice brought directly from a Greenland iceberg. Notarized and everything. It's bougie to the nth degree. Back in five minutes.”

When he left, she turned to me with a raised eyebrow.

“When he brings the ice, you make the drinks, Jose. Gin and tonics for Guillermo and me. And make yourself one too. I think you're going to need it.”

“Yeah, sure,” I said, heading to the kitchen.

While I made the drinks, I couldn't stop thinking about the way Guillermo had looked at her. How his eyes had locked onto her breasts, her legs, that dress—completely inappropriate for receiving a guest.

Adriana had settled back onto the couch, legs crossed, one heel bobbing in the air. That posture made it crystal clear what she expected from tonight. There would be no letting up.

When Guillermo returned, he had a bag with translucent ice cubes—almost crystalline and quite large.

“Look at this,” he said enthusiastically, showing us the ice. “They're one of a kind. They melt really slowly and don't water down the drink. A real luxury. Obscenely expensive.”

His eyes, however, weren't on the ice. They were fixed on Adriana.

She took the drink I'd made her, took a slow sip, and looked at Guillermo over the rim of the glass.

“We're going to have a good night, aren't we?”

Guillermo flashed an intense smile.

“No doubt about it. It's already off to a great start.”

“Damn, everything looks amazing,” he said, walking over to the dining table. “Ham, cheese, canapés... But hey, why don't we make it more casual? I say we eat at the coffee table in the living room. We'll be more comfortable, closer together, and the vibe will be way better.”

Adriana, still lounging on the couch with her legs crossed, smiled knowingly.

“Sounds perfect to me,” she said. “That way I don't have to move around too much in this dress.”

Guillermo let out a low laugh.

“That dress deserves to be shown off. It's a work of art.”

“Jose, move everything over to the coffee table.”

Adriana's tone had an authoritative edge that excited me. She wasn't asking. She was commanding.

I carried all the platters to the coffee table.

“Jose, make our guest another gin and tonic,” she said with a mischievous smile. “It's still early. I'm not in the mood to eat just yet. I'd rather we relax for a bit first.”

Guillermo raised his eyebrows and smiled.

“Fair warning—I brought something stronger in case you're in the mood later... I've got the weed from the other day.”

Adriana shook her head gently, though she was smiling.

“Better save it for after dinner.”

While I set out the canapés, Guillermo sat down on the couch right next to Adriana. Their thighs were almost touching. She didn't pull away at all.

“White or red?” I called from the kitchen.

“Both,” Adriana replied without hesitation. “Tonight I want to try everything.”

Guillermo laughed.

“I like that attitude. Very appropriate.”

After finishing our drinks, we started snacking. The ham was excellent, the cheese had an intense smoky flavor, and the canapés disappeared quickly as I kept refilling our wine glasses.

I asked him about Nuria's work and whether she often had to cut her vacations short.

“It's not common, but occasionally these things happen. The boss has complete confidence in her, and for a contract this important, he won't sign without her approval,” Guillermo commented while grabbing a piece of ham. “She's the legal advisor for a large construction company. They had to close an important contract for a project on the Costa Brava, and there was a problem with some clauses. She had to go supervise it personally. Without her sign-off, the Projects department can't finalize anything.”

“That's a lot of responsibility,” Adriana said, trying a canapé. “Must be stressful.”

“It is. But she loves it. She's really good at her job. Though sometimes these surprises screw up our plans.”

I was sitting across from them on the other sofa. The sight was striking: Adriana in that scandalous red dress, and Guillermo with a hand on her knee, as if I weren't even there.

“These past few days have been incredible, thanks to you two,” Adriana said, looking at Guillermo. “The yacht, the coves, the trust… Not everyone opens up the way you have. You didn't know us at all, and you've treated us like friends.”

Adriana took a sip of her gin and tonic and smiled.

“You two made things so easy for us. You're a lovely couple—that's why I didn't want anything to happen the other night.”

“That's true,” I added. “Thanks for everything, really. The first day, I was worried we wouldn't fit in with such a small, tight-knit group of neighbors, but you made it feel so natural. It's been a fantastic two weeks.”

The conversation flowed naturally, but I sensed more and more loaded undertones. Guillermo kept staring at Adriana's cleavage. Every time she leaned forward to grab something from the coffee table, her breasts nearly spilled out of the dress.

“This ham is to die for,” Guillermo said. “Where did you get it, Jose?”

“At that gourmet shop in town. They steered me right.”

Adriana crossed her legs and the dress rode up a bit more. Guillermo didn't bother hiding his stare.

“Adriana, seriously… that dress is pure provocation,” he said with a wolfish grin. “Do you want tonight to end badly… or very well?”

She laughed and put a hand on his knee.

“Behave yourself, Guillermo. We're having dinner.”

“Try this. It's delicious,” he said, picking up another canapé and offering it directly to Adriana's lips.

She accepted it, brushing his fingers with her lips.

I watched it all in silence, my heart racing, frankly aroused by the tension. It was obvious what was about to happen. Guillermo and Adriana were talking so casually, almost as if I were just a spectator.

Dinner continued amid laughter, loaded glances, and accidental touches. The iceberg ice melted slowly in our glasses, and the atmosphere in the living room kept getting hotter.

Guillermo launched into an explanation about the ice he'd brought.

“There are two types of truly premium ice,” he said, holding up one of the translucent cubes against the light. “Glacier ice and iceberg ice. Glacier ice is older, purer, but iceberg ice is my favorite. It has a slight saline quality. This is iceberg ice. It forms in Greenland, breaks off, and floats in the sea. It's practically distilled water from thousands of years ago. It melts very slowly and doesn't water down your drink. Pure luxury.”

Adriana listened attentively, smiling, crossing and uncrossing her legs. The red dress kept riding up.

When we finished the main course and I brought out dessert, Guillermo leaned back on the sofa.

“How about a second round of gin and tonics?”

“Perfect,” Adriana said, licking her lips after trying the mango mousse. “And… why don't you roll some joints? Now we can really relax.”

Guillermo smiled knowingly and turned toward her. He draped his arm over the back of the sofa, his fingers brushing Adriana's bare back. He looked at her with open desire, making no effort to hide it.

“Guys…” he said in a deep, measured voice, full of experience. “I don't think this is accidental. No woman dresses like this for a guy who's pushing sixty. That dress is a statement of intent. At least that's how I've taken it. I don't want to force anything, but I'd rather not have to back off again. You know what I mean…”

A heavy silence fell. Adriana didn't pull away from the arm now wrapped around her. Guillermo continued.

“What do you expect from tonight?”

Adriana took a deep breath, glanced at Jose for a second, then answered honestly:

“We don't have any particular expectations, Guillermo. Whatever happens, happens. No pressure.”

Guillermo turned his head and looked straight at me. His eyes were sharp, intelligent.

“And you, Jose?”

I swallowed hard. I could feel my heart pounding in my throat.

“Like she said… whatever comes up.”

Guillermo nodded slowly, satisfied with the answer. His hand, which had been resting on the back of the sofa, slid down until it brushed Adriana’s bare shoulder.

“If it’s okay with you, we’ll take it slow,” he said in a calm but firm tone. “There’s no rush. I’m going to roll a couple of joints to help us relax. I think it’ll do us good.”

He stood up calmly, pulled a small metal box from his pocket, and started rolling the joints on the table. His movements were precise, practiced. Adriana and I looked at each other. Her cheeks were flushed and her eyes bright. I was rock hard.

While Guillermo rolled, the tension in the room grew thicker. Adriana took a long sip of her gin and tonic, then tilted her head slightly toward Guillermo.

“This is surreal,” she murmured, almost to herself.

Guillermo looked up and smiled.

“Surreal but exciting, isn’t it?”

Adriana didn’t answer, just smiled—nervous and seductive.

I watched the scene as if I were inside and outside at the same time. My wife, dressed like a sex goddess, sitting next to a man who clearly wanted her with every fiber of his being. And me, allowing it. More than allowing it… provoking it.

Guillermo finished rolling two perfect joints and held them up.

“Shall we start?”

I knew this was going to be the point of no return, but none of us seemed to want to stop it.

Guillermo leaned back on the sofa again, the lit joint between his fingers, and looked at both of us calmly.

“Okay, guys… I think it’s better if we take this step by step,” he said in a deep, serene voice. “Jose, if anything makes you uncomfortable, tell me. Anytime. No pride, no fear. We’re going to go slow, to be careful, and so we can all enjoy it.”

“Do you know what’s going to happen now?” he asked Adriana.

“Yes,” she said, looking at me intently.

“And what’s going to happen?”

“You’re going to fuck me in front of him.” My cock almost burst hearing her say those words with such certainty, such desire.

Guillermo already had Adriana at his mercy. He could fuck her whenever he wanted. But he wanted something more.

“And is he going to allow it?”

“Yes, he doesn’t mind,” Adriana said quickly. “The truth is, he’s dying for it.”

“I know he wants it, but I want him to say it,” Guillermo said, his words dripping with superiority.

I nodded, unable to speak. My heart was pounding so hard it felt like it was going to burst out of my chest.

“Say it.”

“Yes, Guillermo, I want you to fuck my wife,” I told him, just to end the torture. I said it looking at her, not using her name—just my wife—letting him know he was about to take something that was mine.

Guillermo picked up one of the small mousse glasses and dipped his index finger inside, stirring the thick, glossy cream. Then he brought it to Adriana’s lips. She looked at him for a second, opened her mouth, and let him slowly slide his finger in. Her red lips closed around it as she sucked the mousse off gently.

Guillermo leaned in and kissed her. It was a deep, slow kiss, savoring the dessert in her mouth. Their tongues tangled visibly. Adriana let out a soft moan against his lips.

Then Guillermo pulled back a little and looked straight at me.

“Everything okay, Jose?”

I said nothing. Just nodded, breathing hard.

Guillermo smiled and turned to Adriana.

“And you, Adriana? Do you like it?”

She didn’t answer with words. Instead, she took Guillermo’s face in her hands and kissed him hard, almost hungrily. It was a much more passionate kiss than before. Guillermo responded immediately, slipping a hand inside the deep neckline of her red dress. He brushed his thumb over her nipple, rubbing until it hardened.

Adriana arched her back, pressing her chest into his hand.

Guillermo dipped his finger in the mousse again and pulled it out coated in the soft cream. He carefully lowered the neckline of her dress and smeared Adriana’s left nipple with the cold, sticky mousse. Then he lowered his mouth and began licking slowly, savoring the mix of sweetness and skin. Adriana moaned loudly, gripping the back of Guillermo’s neck.

I watched everything, unable to look away. My cock was rock hard, throbbing inside my pants.

Guillermo looked up at me again, his lips glistening.

“Can I continue, Jose? Are you okay?”

I nodded again.

His right hand slid down Adriana’s leg, gliding over her tanned thigh. He reached her foot and delicately removed her high-heeled sandal. Adriana had perfect feet, her nails painted a deep red. Guillermo brought them to his mouth and began kissing them. First the instep, then the toes one by one. Finally, he extended his tongue and licked them slowly, savoring them.

Adriana moaned—longer, deeper this time. She grabbed the joint Guillermo had rolled and took a long, deep drag, exhaling the smoke upward while he kept licking her toes.

I sat across from them, my heart pounding so hard it felt like it would burst out of my chest. Watching my wife give herself over like that, dressed like a slut, moaning while another man licked her feet and sucked her tits… it was too much. Jealousy, arousal, humiliation, and a sick pleasure all churned together inside me.

Adriana glanced at me for a second as she took another drag. Her eyes were glassy with desire. She didn’t say anything, but her look said it all: “This is what you wanted, isn’t it?”

Adriana looked at me. I’ll never forget that look, that slutty expression on her face in that moment. Her eyes burned with desire.

“Come here, Jose. Kiss me, please.” I stood up and leaned over her. We kissed—with love. It was a tender kiss, showing we loved each other and that we both wanted what was about to happen. “I’m nervous,” she told me.

“Me too,” I confessed. “But this is just for fun.” We kissed again, getting more and more aroused. My cock was rock hard, trapped in my pants. It ached. I looked up and there was Guillermo.

Guillermo looked up at me again, his mouth still hovering near Adriana’s foot.

“Tell me if you want us to stop at any point, Jose. I mean it.”

I swallowed hard and nodded again. I couldn’t speak.

He smiled, satisfied, and turned his attention back to my wife, sliding his hand slowly up her leg, under the red dress that barely covered anything.

Guillermo didn’t stop. After worshipping Adriana’s first foot with devotion, he moved to the other with the same deliberate slowness. He removed the second sandal and repeated the ritual: soft kisses on the arch, then his tongue tracing each toe, sucking them one by one with obvious pleasure. Adriana moaned, eyes half-closed, as she took another deep drag from the joint.

Guillermo looked up at me.

“Jose, come here. Kiss her.”

I stood up as if in a trance. My legs were trembling. I approached the couch and knelt in front of Adriana. Her eyes pierced through me, bright, heavy with desire and something darker. She took another long drag from the joint and slowly blew the smoke into my face.

“I want him to keep going,” she said, her voice hoarse.

“Me too,” I said, barely able to breathe.

Adriana smiled with an expression I’d never seen before.

“Kiss me, cuckold.”

The word hit me like a slap. It turned me on more than I wanted to admit. I leaned in and kissed her. Her lips were hot, swollen. I tasted the sweetness of the mango mousse, the smoke from the joint, and above all, the taste of Guillermo. That mixture of another man’s saliva and my wife turned me on even more. I kissed her hungrily, almost desperately, while Guillermo kissed her calves.

When I pulled away, Adriana’s lips were glistening and she stared at me with intensity.

Without taking his eyes off us, Guillermo slipped his hands under the red dress and, with a slow but decisive movement, pulled off her black thong. He held it up and showed it to me for a second before dropping it on the table. The thong was soaked.

He grabbed the small cup of chocolate mousse and scooped out a generous amount with two fingers. Adriana spread her legs without being asked. Guillermo smeared the cold, thick cream over her pussy. Adriana let out a long, sharp moan when she felt the temperature contrast.

“Fuck… it’s cold,” she whispered.

Guillermo smiled and lowered his head between her thighs. He started eating her pussy like it was the greatest delicacy. His tongue gathered the mousse mixed with Adriana’s juices, licking from bottom to top, sucking her swollen lips, circling her clit. Adriana arched her back and grabbed Guillermo’s head with one hand, pushing him harder against her.

“God…” she moaned.

I was less than two feet away, kneeling, watching another man devour my wife’s pussy. The sounds were obscene: the wet licking, Adriana’s moans, the smacking of his tongue. Guillermo ate her eagerly, sliding his tongue inside her and then sucking her clit. Adriana trembled.

She looked at me again, her eyes glassy.

“Are you okay? You enjoying watching him eat my pussy?” she asked between moans.

I nodded.

“Say it,” she demanded.

“I’m fine… I want him to keep going.”

Guillermo lifted his head for a second, his chin glistening with mousse and her juices.

“Your wife tastes delicious, Jose. Sweet and salty at the same time. Come here, taste her.”

I moved closer again, and he stepped aside. I buried my face between her legs and started licking her.

“Slowly, honey. Don’t rush. I want to enjoy every second.”

Guillermo gently pushed me aside and went back to eating her, but more slowly than I had. Adriana started grinding her hips against his face, fucking his mouth. Her dress was hiked up to her waist. Her tits spilled out of the neckline with each movement.

I watched everything with my heart pounding. Savage jealousy flooded through me, but an almost inhuman excitement and a twisted sense of pride were driving me to the edge. My cock was so hard it hurt.

Adriana reached out and caressed my face, moaning softly.

“This is what you wanted… isn’t it, cuckold?”

I nodded again.

Guillermo slipped two fingers inside her while sucking her clit. Adriana cried out, the sound strangled in her throat, and came hard, pressing Guillermo’s head against her pussy, trembling.

As the waves of her orgasm subsided, Guillermo sat up, wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, and smiled smugly.

“This is just the beginning, you two,” he said, looking at both of us.

Adriana, still panting, looked at me with an exhausted smile full of desire.

The night was far from over.

Guillermo, his chin and lips glistening with mousse and her juices, looked at me. Then he turned to Adriana with a satisfied smile.

I stood up and started unbuttoning my pants, taking a step toward her.

I leaned forward, but Adriana stopped me, pressing a hand against my hip.

“Not a chance,” she said firmly, looking into my eyes. “It’s Guillermo’s turn. You wait.”

Guillermo stood up and, without hurrying, began to undress in front of us. He took off his shirt, revealing a mature but strong torso dusted with gray hair. Then he pulled down his pants and boxer briefs in one motion. His cock sprang free—huge, thick, and completely hard. It was bigger than mine, with a thick head and prominent veins. Adriana stared at it with undisguised lust, biting her lower lip.

Guillermo approached me and put a hand on my shoulder.

“It’s one thing to see a guy eating your wife’s pussy,” he said, his voice low and heavy. “And quite another to see your wife giving another guy a blowjob. Are you sure?”

I swallowed hard. My heart was racing.

“Go ahead,” I said, my voice cracking.

Adriana didn’t wait. She sat up on the couch, grabbed Guillermo’s thick cock with one hand, and without taking her eyes off mine, slid it into her mouth.

She started slowly. First she licked the head, circling the tip, savoring it. Then she opened her mouth wider and took it in little by little, almost halfway. Her lips stretched around that thick shaft. She began moving her head back and forth, sucking eagerly, making wet, obscene sounds. Saliva dripped down her chin. Every so often she’d pull the cock out, slap it against her tongue, and take it deeper.

Her eyes never left mine for a second. It was like she was fucking me with her gaze while she sucked him. Guillermo moaned with pleasure and put a hand on her head, guiding her gently.

“Fuck, Adriana… what a mouth you have,” he murmured.

She picked up the pace, sucking harder, taking more of that cock. Every so often she let out muffled moans around him, but it was clear she was enjoying having that piece of meat in her mouth. The scene was brutal: my wife, in that fucking red dress hiked up to her waist, kneeling on the couch, devotedly sucking Guillermo while staring at me.

I couldn’t take it anymore. My hand went to my belt and I started pulling down my pants, desperate to touch myself.

Adriana pulled Guillermo’s cock from her mouth with a wet sound and fixed me with a stern look.

“Don’t you dare touch yourself,” she said, her voice commanding, strings of saliva still connecting her lips to his cock. “I won’t tell you again. Don’t touch yourself until I say so.”

Then, without waiting for a response, she took him back into her mouth, deeper this time, almost to the base. Guillermo let out a moan and stroked her hair.

I stood there, pants halfway down, hands trembling and cock throbbing painfully, watching my wife give another man a spectacular blowjob. The contrast was devastating. Guillermo had a bigger, thicker cock, and Adriana seemed to enjoy sucking it in a way she rarely did with me.

Every time she pulled the cock out to breathe, she looked at me and smiled wickedly, as if to say, “Look what I’m capable of.”

Guillermo grabbed her hair tighter and began fucking her mouth with increasingly forceful thrusts. Adriana let him, her eyes watering from the effort but blazing with excitement.

I was completely undone. Humiliated. Hornier than I’d ever been in my life.

Guillermo got up from the couch, his cock still wet with Adriana’s saliva. Without a word, he grabbed her by the hips and positioned her in the center of the couch, spreading her legs wide. Adriana let him, leaning back against the cushions, her dress bunched up at her waist and her tits spilling from the neckline. Her pussy glistened, swollen and wet after Guillermo had eaten her out and made her come so hard.

She looked at Guillermo with glassy, desire-filled eyes.

“Put it in me…” she whispered.

But then she turned her head toward me. Her gaze was pure provocation.

“Look, cuckold,” she said, her voice clear and cutting. “This is what you’ve been wanting to see this whole fucking vacation. Didn’t you want to watch your wife get fucked? Well, look and enjoy.”

Guillermo settled between her legs, gripped his cock with one hand, and rubbed the head against Adriana’s soaked pussy. She let out a long moan as she felt his size begin to stretch her.

“Just fucking put it in me already, Guillermo,” Adriana said, spreading her legs wider.

Guillermo pushed. The head of his cock slid in slowly, stretching her open. Adriana arched her back and moaned.

“Fuck… you’re so thick…” she panted.

Guillermo kept pushing, inch by inch, until he was buried completely inside her. Adriana’s eyes went wide and she gripped the couch hard.

“Oh God… he’s filling me up completely,” she moaned, looking at me. “Do you see this, Jose? Do you see how he’s stretching my pussy?”

Guillermo started fucking her with long, deep strokes. Each thrust made Adriana’s tits bounce. The wet sound of his cock sliding in and out filled the living room.

“Your pussy’s so fucking wet, Adriana,” Guillermo grunted, picking up the pace. “I’ve been wanting to fuck you for days.”

“And I’ve been wanting you to fuck me,” she shot back shamelessly, staring at me. “Do you hear that, cuckold? I’ve been getting wet for days thinking about this cock.”

Guillermo grabbed her hips and started fucking her harder. The couch rocked with each thrust. Adriana moaned uncontrollably, her head thrown back.

“Harder… just like that… fuck, what a cock! You’re drilling me.”

I sat in front of them, my cock throbbing, unable to touch myself. Watching Guillermo’s cock disappear completely inside my wife, his balls slapping against her ass, her pussy stretching around that dick… it was the most humiliating and arousing sight of my life.

Adriana looked at me again, mouth open, eyes full of pleasure.

“Do you like watching him fuck me, Jose? Do you like seeing him destroy my pussy? Watch it go in… watch it.”

Guillermo shifted position. He lifted one of Adriana’s legs onto his shoulder and thrust even deeper. Adriana cried out in pleasure.

“Yes! Just like that! He’s hitting bottom… He’s fucking me like a bitch!”

Guillermo smiled and picked up speed, fucking her even harder. The sound of flesh slapping flesh was brutal. Adriana started to come for the second time, trembling all over, her pussy clenching around Guillermo’s cock.

“I’m coming… fuck, I’m coming on his cock!”

Guillermo didn’t stop. He kept fucking her through her orgasm, prolonging it. When Adriana’s moans faded to ragged breathing, he flipped her over, putting her on all fours on the couch. Her dress was just a wrinkled scrap of fabric bunched around her waist. Guillermo gave her ass a hard slap and thrust into her again from behind.

“God, what an ass…” he grunted, thrusting hard.

Adriana looked toward me as she took each thrust.

“Do you see how he’s fucking me, cuckold? See how he’s using me? This is what you wanted… isn’t it? To see your wife turned into a whore…”

Guillermo grabbed her hair and yanked her head back while he fucked her savagely.

“Tell him,” he ordered.

“I’m your whore tonight, Guillermo,” Adriana moaned. “Fuck me harder in front of my dear husband. I want you to fill me up.”

The fucking grew more intense. Guillermo drove into her with deep, powerful strokes. Adriana moaned like I’d never heard her moan with me. Her tits swayed with each impact. Sweat ran down their bodies.

“I want to come inside you, beautiful,” Guillermo said.

“Do it,” Adriana answered without hesitation, looking at me. “I want to feel you fill me up.”

Guillermo groaned and thrust deep, coming inside her. Adriana came for the third time, her pussy clenching around his cock as he filled her with spurt after spurt until he was empty.

When Guillermo pulled out, a thread of cum began to drip from Adriana’s stretched pussy. She stayed there on all fours, panting, looking at me with an exhausted, satisfied smile.

The fucking had been brutal, savage, and real. And I was completely undone by what I’d just witnessed. For the first time, I fully grasped what had happened. Adriana, my wife, had fucked another man right in front of me, and I was more turned on than I’d ever been in my life.

Guillermo pulled back slightly, his cock still half-hard and glistening with Adriana’s juices mixed with his cum. He was breathing hard but wore a smug smile.

“Kiss her,” he ordered me.

I moved closer. Adriana was still panting, her dress a wreck and her pussy clearly well-fucked, red and swollen, with Guillermo's cum slowly leaking between her legs. She looked into my eyes, and when our lips met, she whispered against my mouth.

“I love you, Jose… I love you with all my soul. But tonight I want more. I need more.”

The kiss was intense, almost desperate. I tasted her tongue. She bit my lower lip gently before pulling away.

Then Adriana got on all fours on the couch, offering her perfect, round, tanned ass. She looked over her shoulder at Guillermo.

“You still have enough stamina to fuck my ass?”

She was offering her ass to another man. Another painful stab in the pit of my stomach.

Guillermo let out a deep laugh and looked toward me, seeking confirmation. With my heart racing and my cock throbbing painfully, I nodded without hesitation.

Guillermo got behind her. He spit in his hand and slicked up his thick cock, still wet from before. With his other hand, he spread Adriana's cheeks, exposing her tight little asshole.

“I'll go slow at first,” he murmured.

Adriana arched her back, raising her ass higher to make it easier for him. She looked at me defiantly again.

“Do it,” she whispered. “I want to feel it all the way to your balls.”

Guillermo pressed the head of his cock against her asshole. Adriana let out a moan as it started to enter. It was clearly a struggle for her.

“Fuck… it's so big,” she panted. “Go slow… just like that…”

Inch by inch, Guillermo worked his way into my wife's nearly virgin ass. Adriana gripped the couch tightly, breathing in short gasps. When he finally had almost all of it inside her, she let out a guttural moan.

“God… you're splitting me open…”

Guillermo began to move slowly, pulling out and pushing in only halfway. Little by little, he built up a rhythm. Adriana started pushing back, fucking herself on that cock.

“More… put it deeper inside me,” she begged. “I can feel you stretching me open.”

Guillermo picked up the pace. His balls slapped against Adriana's wet pussy with each thrust. The sound was obscene, wet, mixed with her increasingly loud moans.

“I love how tight you are, Adriana,” Guillermo groaned, giving her right cheek a hard slap that left it reddening. “You're squeezing my cock.”

Adriana turned her head toward me. Her face was twisted with pleasure and exertion.

“You watching this, cuckold? You see how he's fucking my ass? No one's ever fucked me like this… Fuck, what a cock!”

Guillermo grabbed her hair and pulled her head back as he ramped up the intensity. Now he was fucking her with hard, deep strokes. The couch moved with each thrust. Adriana screamed with pleasure.

“Yes! Like that! Wreck my ass! Fuck me like a whore!”

I was hypnotized. Watching that thick cock slide in and out of my wife's ass, seeing how she stretched around him, how sweat ran down their backs… it was too much. But the worst part was watching her act like this. Adriana kept taunting me between moans:

“Do you like seeing me like this, Jose? Do you like watching another man use my ass? Look at me! Watch me cum with his cock in my ass!”

Guillermo slid two fingers into her pussy while still fucking her ass. She exploded in a brutal orgasm, trembling all over, screaming uncontrollably. Her legs shook and she collapsed onto the couch, exhausted. It looked like she'd nearly passed out.

He didn't stop. He kept fucking her hard through her orgasm, prolonging it. Then he rolled her onto her side, lifted one of her legs, and kept thrusting into her in that position, even deeper now. My wife looked like a puppet in his hands.

“I want to cum inside her ass,” he told me.

“Do it,” Adriana panted. “Fill my ass with cum. I want both holes full of your load.”

Guillermo let out a grunt and came. Adriana's convulsions signaled another orgasm. This time, she came in silence, as if she'd run out of strength for anything more. When Guillermo pulled out of her ass, a thick strand of white cum began leaking from her stretched hole.

She lay there, exhausted, soaked in sweat and struggling to breathe, in complete silence.

Then she looked at me with a tired but satisfied smile.

“Come here, cuckold…” she whispered sweetly.

I didn't move. I was so stunned I couldn't say a word.

The living room smelled of sex. Guillermo, looking exhausted, slowly sat up and looked first at Adriana, then at me, with genuine appreciation.

“That was wonderful,” he said hoarsely. “Really. Thank you for trusting me.”

He leaned down and gave Adriana a long, soft kiss on the lips. Then he got up, dressed calmly, and extended his hand to me.

“Jose, thank you too. You've got guts. You two probably have a lot to talk about tonight. With me here, you won't be able to speak as openly as this moment calls for, so I'm leaving to give you some privacy. My advice? Try not to make too much of what just happened. It was just sex. Don't let this hurt what you have—it's something wonderful.”

I shook his hand firmly. Before leaving, he approached Adriana again, who was still lying there with her legs spread, her pussy and ass showing the signs of use. He gave her one last tender kiss on the lips.

“You're a dream, Adriana. Thank you.”

When the door closed behind him, silence fell over the apartment. Adriana looked at me. Her hair was a mess, her makeup smeared, her expression somewhere between exhausted and vulnerable. She gave me a weak smile.

“Come here…” she whispered. “I want you. I want to thank you for being so good tonight.”

I went to her. She sat up a little and kissed me tenderly.

“I want to wash up,” she said quietly. “I'm dripping with his cum.”

“I don't care,” I replied, looking into her eyes.

Adriana looked at me in surprise but said nothing. I knelt between her spread legs. Her pussy was red, swollen, and dripping with cum. Her ass was visibly stretched too, white cum slowly leaking out.

I buried my face between her thighs and began licking her devotedly. First her pussy. I tasted the thick mixture of her juices and Guillermo's cum. It was salty, sharp, but it turned me on in some twisted way. I licked every fold, pushed my tongue inside her to get it all out, and swallowed. Adriana moaned softly, stroking my hair.

Then I moved lower. I spread her cheeks and started licking her there. The taste was stronger, but I didn't stop. I cleaned her with my tongue, pushing it inside as far as I could, tasting everything Guillermo had left inside my wife.

“I don't want you to humiliate yourself like this…” Adriana whispered, her voice breaking. “You don't have to do that.”

“I'm not humiliating myself,” I replied, looking up at her. “I want to get you nice and clean. I want to savor everything that happened tonight.”

Adriana let out a moan full of emotion and pressed my head against her.

When I finished, I climbed up her body and kissed her deeply. She tasted herself and Guillermo in my mouth, and that seemed to excite her even more. She held me tight.

“I love you,” she whispered in my ear. “I love you so much.”

I slid into her slowly. My cock entered easily—she was still full and slippery. We started fucking slowly, looking into each other's eyes. It wasn't wild. It was deep, intimate, full of tenderness. Each thrust was an affirmation: “you're still mine.”

“You're mine,” I whispered as I thrust into her with a steady rhythm.

“Always,” she replied, wrapping her legs around my waist. “Even when another man fucks me, I always come back to you.”

We gradually picked up the pace. I kissed her mouth, her neck, her breasts. I caressed her hair, her face, her hips. It was sex full of love, connection, reaffirmation. Adriana started moaning louder, pulling me against her.

“Fuck me, Jose… Reclaim me. Make me yours again.”

I thrust harder, but without losing the tenderness. I felt her pussy squeeze me—still sensitive after Guillermo. She came first, trembling in my arms, whispering my name. I followed shortly after, cumming deep inside her, mixing my cum with Guillermo's.

We stayed wrapped in each other's arms for a long time, sweaty and panting. Me still inside her.

“Did you like it?”

“Jose, I don't know what came over me. I'm sorry,” she said, full of regret.

“It's okay,” I said, calming her as I sat beside her and stroked her legs. “I'm the one who wanted this. It's normal to feel a little thrown. It was our first time.”

“It was… intense,” Adriana murmured, caressing my back.

“Are you okay?” I asked, looking into her eyes.

“I'm fine. A little overwhelmed… but fine. You?”

“Me too. It was… a lot. But I love you. More than ever.”

We kissed tenderly. That night we slept in each other's arms, closer than ever, though I knew something had changed forever in our marriage. Only time would tell whether it was for better or worse.


	The Second Fortnight.
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The car cruised along the AP-7 highway toward Castellón province, the morning sun already baking the asphalt. We were over five hours into the trip, and it was starting to drag—we'd been sitting in complete silence for more than half an hour. Adriana sat with her legs crossed in the passenger seat, staring out the window at the arid landscape. She reclined her seat and propped her feet on the dashboard. The red of her toenails flashed me back to the night before.

“Are you okay?” she finally asked, turning toward me. Her voice was soft, almost vulnerable. “I think we need to talk about last night. Maybe we made a mistake. But...”

“No buts, Adri,” I interrupted, gripping the steering wheel. “The thing is, we haven't been completely honest. Neither of us. Look, I wanted to see you fuck him from the start, even though I wouldn't admit it, and you wanted him to fuck you too. Just look at how you dressed. You were like a bitch in heat, even though you denied it. I wanted to watch another man fuck you, but I didn't admit that either. I need us to be honest. A hundred percent. If you want to fuck someone, I need you to tell me, and if it's the other way around, I'll tell you. But no more lies or half-truths.”

Adriana bit her lower lip—that gesture that always drove me wild. She took a deep breath.

“Jose, you have to understand that this vacation has been really intense. We're doing things that... My God, Jose. Do you realize what happened last night? And yes, you're right. I think we need to be totally honest too, but for fifteen days we've been doing things we'd never done before. We're exploring completely new territory, and it's normal to have fears and keep things to ourselves.”

“Did you like fucking Guillermo?”

“Of course I liked it. You can tell he's experienced, and it was an amazing fuck. You saw. But what I really liked was fucking another man in front of you. That was fucking incredible.”

“And me eating his cum?”

“It was hot. An incredible display of your total submission, but I don't need it.”

“It turned me on to do it, even though I know it's really filthy,” I admitted, feeling my cock harden just from the memory.

The night before had been fucking crazy. Almost before we knew it, we were in the apartment bedroom, Guillermo fucking her like an animal while I watched from the armchair.

I remembered how Adriana moaned but, above all, her eyes—blinded by pleasure. When he came inside her, I knelt almost without thinking and licked everything that spilled from her swollen pussy. The salty, hot taste, mixed with hers...

“Hey, Jose. There's something worrying me,” Adriana said, pulling me from my memories. “Guillermo came inside. And then you did... I've been off the pill for a month.”

My heart lurched, but I knew what had happened.

“I know, Adri. I haven't stopped thinking about it since last night.”

“When we get to Castellón, we're going to the hospital. To the ER,” she said, putting her hand on my thigh. “I need to get the morning-after pill. Don't worry, we'll figure it out.”

I nodded, but the knot in my stomach wouldn't go away. Part of me was terrified. Another part, the darkest part, was aroused by the idea that something irreversible might have happened. That her pussy still held another man's seed.

We spent the rest of the trip talking more calmly. I told her how I'd been jerking off for months imagining her with another man. She confessed that she was starting to have exhibitionist fantasies—being desired by several men while I watched. That the night before, knowing I was there watching her, had made her come harder than ever.

“When he was fucking me, I was thinking about you,” she whispered. “About how turned on you were by what was happening. Seeing you horny and, maybe, humiliated. But despite everything, I still don't understand your motivations. Really. Explain it to me like I'm five, because the more I think about it, the more confused I get.”

I took a deep breath. It was time to be completely honest.

“Okay. I'll try to explain it as best I can,” I began. “But it's not easy. It's this whirlwind of feelings that constantly hits me and pushes me to my psychological limits. For me, getting turned on by showing you off to other people or seeing others want you is... a confirmation of how attractive my partner is. When I see how they look at you, how they want you, I feel lucky. Like I'm saying: 'this incredibly desirable woman is mine.'”

Adriana frowned.

“But that sounds like you need other men’s validation to value me. Isn’t your own opinion enough?”

“It’s not that I need their validation for that,” I responded. “It’s that seeing them desire you amplifies what I already feel. Their desire raises the erotic value of what I have. You can be desired by others… and instead of threatening me, that excites me. It’s like owning a Ferrari and enjoying the way others look at it with admiration, even envy.”

She shook her head, visibly uncomfortable.

“I don’t get it. If I saw another woman wanting you, I’d get jealous. I’d feel threatened. How can you feel the opposite?”

“Because for me it’s not a threat. It’s the complete opposite. I like breaking traditional sexual norms. It excites me to see you enjoy yourself sexually without restrictions. Seeing your pleasure, your face when you come… and knowing it’s with someone else. It’s like being the privileged spectator of your desire.”

Adriana shifted in her seat.

“So… do you like watching me fuck someone else more than fucking me yourself?”

“No,” I said quickly. “I like fucking you. But seeing how you surrender, how you let yourself go… that gives me something I can’t get any other way. It’s the excitement of being an observer and, at the same time, a facilitator. I’m the one who gives you to him. No deception, no lies. I willingly give up exclusivity over you. That’s very powerful for me.”

Adriana let out a short, nervous laugh.

“Powerful… Jose, from the outside this looks like you don’t care about me enough. Or that you have really low self-esteem. Like you think you’re not enough for me.”

I smiled sadly.

“Most people interpret it that way. But believe me, it’s the complete opposite. Like Guillermo said tonight: you have to have some serious balls to watch another guy fuck your wife. This doesn’t come from insecurity. On the contrary, I’m completely secure in us. That’s why I do it. I know you love me. I know you come back to me. And that lets me enjoy something most men wouldn’t even dare to imagine.”

Adriana was quiet for a long while, looking out the window. When she spoke again, her voice was lower, almost vulnerable.

“Even with everything you’re saying, it’s hard for me. I promised you fidelity. I promised I’d be only yours. And now you’re telling me it excites you when I break that promise. It makes me feel like… like my body can belong to anyone as long as you’re watching.”

“It’s not that your body can belong to anyone,” I clarified. “It’s our choice. And that changes everything. It’s not infidelity. It’s something we do together.”

“But for me it does feel like infidelity,” she insisted. “Even though you consent to it, I feel like I’m betraying something. I was raised with the idea that if you love someone, you don’t desire others. And now you’re asking me to desire others… and that turns you on. It’s so contradictory.”

I put a hand on her knee. Her skin was cool from the air conditioning.

“I understand it’s hard for you. It’s not easy for me to explain either. The reality is simple: if other men desire you, I see you as more desirable. I feel like other men envy me. It amplifies the erotic value. My partner can be desired by others… and that makes me feel like I have something incredibly valuable.”

Adriana sighed deeply.

“Jose… it flatters me that you see me that way. But it also scares me. What if one day I like it too much? What if I start needing that attention? What if you regret it one day and we can’t go back?”

“That risk exists,” I admitted. “That’s why I want us to take it slow. That’s why I want us to talk about everything. I don’t want us to do something that will hurt us later. But I also think we can discover some very interesting things and enjoy a more intense sexuality.”

“I don’t understand how you can give up exclusivity over me so easily. I want you only for myself. It’s hard for me to imagine you watching another man kiss me, touch me, fuck me… and that it excites you instead of making you angry. Even when you ask me to turn them on. Nobody wants their wife to do that.”

“For me, jealousy transforms. It becomes something stronger. It’s like a drug. Seeing your pleasure, knowing that I’m the one letting you experience it… it makes me feel powerful and humiliated at the same time. It’s a very intense mix.”

Adriana looked at me intently.

“What if I don’t want to humiliate you? What if I just want us to enjoy this together without one of us having to feel inferior?”

“I don’t feel inferior,” I clarified. “I feel privileged. I’m the one who has the woman others desire. I’m the one who gets to see her pleasure without filters. I’m the one who decides.”

“And to top it all off, now this. Imagine if I got pregnant by some other guy… I don’t even want to think about it.”

“Even if you did get knocked up…” I joked, “I’d still be just as turned on.”

“You’re such a pervert,” she said with a smile, swatting me. “The pill they give me at the hospital will take care of it.”

“I was kidding. I’d never actually want that. I have my limits.”

“Well, after last night, who would’ve thought…”
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We arrived in Castellón and went straight to the hospital. The wait in the emergency room was endless, with questions better suited to horny teenagers than to a married couple who'd had a condom mishap—or so we told them. Adriana filled out the paperwork, and finally, they handed her the damn pill along with countless informational brochures that, oddly enough, were in Valencian and we couldn't fully understand.

We arrived at the resort at three-thirty in the afternoon. It was located between Peñíscola and Benicarló in a coastal area less than an hour from Castellón, surrounded by orange groves that stretched as far as the eye could see. The moment we passed through the entrance, the contrast with the city's bustle was unmistakable.

The complex was spacious and elegant, with several pools of different sizes and gravel paths that wound between tall, lush palm trees whose gray trunks contrasted with the deep green of centuries-old olive trees strategically planted throughout the grounds. The orange trees, laden with fruit and blossoms, perfumed the air. The paths were made of light-colored stone and flanked by perfectly trimmed hedges. There were lounging areas under white umbrellas, a bar by the main pool, and a restaurant with a terrace overlooking the sea.

Our room was on the second floor of a Mediterranean-style building. It was spacious, bright, and had a good-sized terrace with two cushioned lounge chairs, a low table, and an outdoor shower hidden behind a bamboo screen. From there we could see one of the resort's quieter pools, surrounded by palm trees and olive trees. In the distance, the blue of the Mediterranean completed the picture.

“Oh my God, Jose… this is amazing,” Adriana said as soon as she stepped onto the terrace. She was still wearing the short dress from the trip, and the wind tousled her hair. “Look at these views. This is paradise.”

She leaned on the railing, taking in the landscape. The afternoon sun bathed everything in golden tones, and the palm trees swayed gently.

“It sure is,” I replied, moving behind her and wrapping my arms around her waist.

Adriana sighed, but it wasn't a sigh of complete satisfaction.

“It's beautiful… really. The pools, the orange trees, everything so well maintained. But I miss the privacy of the Almería apartments.”

I pulled back a bit to look at her.

“Why do you say that?”

“We were alone there. But look down there. There are people everywhere. Families, couples, groups…”

I understood perfectly what she meant. In Almería, we'd enjoyed almost complete privacy. Here, although the resort was luxurious, there were many guests, especially families with children, who always created a commotion that was undeniably annoying for a married couple without kids.

“We can find quiet spots,” I suggested. “There are less crowded areas. And this terrace is just for us.”

Adriana turned toward me and gave me a half-smile.

“I know. And don't get me wrong, I love it. It's just that… after what we've experienced these past few days, I'd gotten used to not having to hold back. Here I'm going to have to watch my words more… and my actions.”

She came closer and kissed me softly on the lips.

“But anyway,” she added in a more playful tone, “I'm sure we'll find a way to enjoy ourselves. We'll just have to be a little more creative.”

“Well, you'll have to come up with the ideas, because I think I've run out.”

From the terrace, we could hear the distant sound of children playing in the main pool and the constant rustling of the palm trees. The place was truly beautiful, but we both knew that the real magic of this vacation didn't depend only on the scenery, but on how far we could take our newly discovered reality.

The hormonal hit from the morning-after pill left Adriana floored. A couple of hours later, she collapsed onto the bed in our room.

“I can't even move, Jose. My whole body hurts,” she murmured weakly. “I'm going to get in bed. I don't even want dinner.”

“You've barely eaten. You can't go on an empty stomach.”

“I can't. Really. I feel terrible, but it's normal. I'd heard the pill leaves you wiped out.”

I tucked her in and went down to grab something quick at the bar downstairs. When I came back up, she was sound asleep. Her face was relaxed, almost innocent, a far cry from the wild Adriana possessed by desire the night before. I watched her in silence, and for the first time since all this started, the same doubts she'd shared with me in the car crept into my mind.

“What if we're making a mistake? What if this breaks us instead of bringing us together?” I didn't have all the answers, and logic dictated that the risk to our marriage was greater when playing with this kind of thing.

Around four in the afternoon, she woke up. She said she felt much better, though she was still a bit pale.

“I'd rather stay in the room and enjoy the terrace. Tomorrow we'll have time to explore what the hotel has to offer,” she said. “Bring me up a double espresso with lots of ice, please. I need the caffeine to get going again.”

When I came back with the coffee, the sight that greeted me left me stunned. Adriana was lying completely naked on the lounge chair under the afternoon sun. Her body glistened slightly with sweat.

Her full breasts were crowned by those dark nipples, now hardened from the breeze that offered slight relief from the scorching afternoon.

“Like this?” I asked, caressing one of her breasts.

“It would be a shame to get tan lines now that I barely have any,” she said with a lazy smile, her eyes still closed.

I stood there watching her, aroused. Her body was designed to drive any man crazy, and just seeing her naked excited me.

“Adri…” I whispered.

She opened her eyes and shook her head gently.

“I don't want sex today, honey. I'm still feeling off… but you can jerk off if you want. I'll help you.”

She licked her lips and lowered her voice, getting playful.

“Would it turn you on if I told you I think I'm starting to like the role you want me to play?”

I started stroking myself slowly beside her.

“What if I told you that watching you lick his cum off me turned me on?”

“It's humiliating…” I admitted, my voice hoarse. “But it was an incredible adrenaline rush. I know you don't understand, but…”

Adriana smiled wickedly and spread her legs wider. She used two fingers to spread her pussy open, showing me the pink, glistening inside.

“See? It's still sensitive… I'd love to have it nice and full again. Hot. Thick.”

I started moving my hand faster.

“You want to do it again? Want me to find another guy to fuck you good?” I asked, completely aroused.

“Of course. It really turned me on fucking another guy in front of you. Feeling your eyes on me while he pounded me… knowing you were there, suffering and enjoying it. I don't want to waste this thing I just discovered about you. Being able to fuck whoever I want without consequences…”

My hand flew over my cock as she talked dirty.

“And what got me wettest,” she said, lowering her voice and staring at me, “was calling you a cuckold. Saying it right to your fucking face. Watching you get hard just from that word.”

“Say it again,” I begged, almost pleading.

Adriana bit her lip and whispered, her voice thick with lust:

“You're a fucking cuckold… I love that you like watching me become a slut you can hand over to anyone.”

I couldn't take it anymore. A guttural groan escaped my throat as I came. Jets of cum landed on her belly and tits. Adriana smiled as she watched.

“My God… What's wrong with you? You're like a fucking fountain,” she said, laughing as she spread my cum over her body, rubbing it around her nipples, leaving her areolas glistening with my load. Then she brought her finger to her lips and licked it clean. The afternoon sun fell across her naked body, giving her skin a golden glow. She closed her eyes and went back to sunbathing.

After we showered, we lay down on the bed. We spent the whole afternoon kissing and telling each other how much we loved one another. We'd never connected like this—not until what happened with Guillermo. That night we talked, joked, laughed, and made plans for the rest of the trip.

“Are you sure this is what you want?” she asked one last time.

“More than ever.”

“Good… Then get ready, little cuckold. Because this vacation is going to be long… and very, very dirty.”
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The days continued to be long and sunny. Despite the hotel's luxury tempting us to stay put, the next day we went to visit Peñíscola and spent the morning wandering through the old town, then driving around to see cliffs and stunning landscapes in the surrounding area. Adriana had completely recovered from the effects of the pill, and we enjoyed a day of leisurely sightseeing.

After the siesta, I woke up somewhat groggy. The afternoon was sunny, and it had barely cooled down. Even so, I really felt like having dinner on a terrace. I've always thought summer is meant for enjoying the outdoors—the cold winter already keeps us cooped up inside more than enough.

Feeling refreshed after my nap, I got dressed. Adriana was lounging in bed with her usual languid ease. I told her that while she got ready, I'd head to the hotel pool for a drink.

The area was surrounded by a garden full of lush plants and enormous planters with olive trees, orange trees, and laurels. Through a small white wooden fence, I could see a gleaming aquamarine pool dotted with tanned bodies and surrounded by umbrellas and lounge chairs.

There were plenty of empty lounge chairs and free tables since everyone was in the water, so I moved a couple of them to the shaded area.

A few minutes later, Adriana appeared wearing the sarong I'd bought from the beach vendor. She also had on the red bikini, which wasn't as daring as the white one but suited her even better. She sat down on the lounge chair and winced.

“Damn! The plastic's hot. It burns.”

“Everything's hot here. I can't stand another minute in the sun. Next year, we're going north.”

She dropped down beside me and took off her sarong.

“That's not a bad idea. Although I'm worried we'd get the classic rainy week and it would ruin our vacation. But honestly, it's getting unbearable here. It's so hot I'm going to get in the water.” She looked away as she folded the sarong and leaned over to tuck it into the beach bag behind her.

“Put some lotion on my back, please. I'm already tan, but this sun is dangerous.” I grabbed the bottle of lotion, squeezed some onto her shoulders, and spread it slowly.

“Would you rather I make a reservation at the hotel terrace, or would you prefer to have dinner in town?” I asked her.

She shook her head, then lowered it while I rubbed more lotion on her neck.

“Whatever you prefer. I don't care.”

“Do you want me to put some on your ass?”

“What?” She lifted her head, confused.

I showed her the bottle of sunscreen.

“Your ass. That bikini doesn't cover anything, and your cheeks are going to turn red as tomatoes.”

“Oh, yes. Thanks. But don't be too obvious. There are a lot of people… and this place is crawling with kids.”

She lay down and settled into the lounge chair.

“In that case, maybe we should make a reservation somewhere off the hotel grounds.”

“What?”

“I don't want to have dinner surrounded by screaming kids and indulgent parents who let them make life miserable for those of us who don't have any.”

“Sounds good to me. But make the reservation now, because everywhere will be packed. I doubt we'll find anything available at this hour.”

“Do you want me to put lotion on you?”

“No. I don't plan to expose myself to another ray of sun today. I'm cooked like a lobster.”

A waiter appeared, and we ordered a couple of lemon slushies. While she reclined, I searched my phone for a place to have dinner and managed to get a table at a terrace that looked great for the second seating, around ten at night.

“Does that seem too late?”

“No. I prefer it. That way we can get ready at our leisure. That's what I love about being on vacation—not having to live as a slave to the clock.”

“Cool.” I shifted position and settled back on the lounge chair as the slushies arrived.

“Want to get in the water?” I suggested.

“Okay.”

But when we made our way through the horde of kids to get in the water, it quickly became clear that being in the pool was worse than being out of it.

The pool was so packed that we had to constantly dodge people crossing in front of us, kids doing cannonballs that posed a serious danger to anyone in the water, and unsteady seventy-somethings. When a man with a belly worthy of the Michelin Man shoved past me, I bumped into Adriana and nearly knocked her over. I grabbed her by the hips, steadying her while pulling her away from that barrel of lard.

“Are you okay?” I asked her.

“Maybe we should just read until it empties out a bit,” she suggested.

“Good idea. Although I'm afraid it won't empty out for quite a while.”

We got out of the pool and hurried across the scorching cement to the towels spread on the lounge chairs, where we lay down. She pulled a novel out of the beach bag and started reading. I consoled myself with the lemon slushie, though what I really wanted was a cigarette, but I couldn't smoke with all the no-smoking signs around.

After a stretch of dubious relaxation thanks to all the shouting at the pool, we decided to head up to the peace and quiet of our room. Adriana said she was going to take a shower on the terrace, using the outdoor shower. I joined her, and we cooled off together.

She was drying her hair in front of the bathroom mirror while I lay on the bed scrolling through my phone. Suddenly she turned off the dryer and looked at me in the reflection.

“Honey, you never told me what you think about me getting a nipple piercing.”

I set my phone down and sat up a little, surprised but intrigued.

“I didn't think you were serious,” I said without hesitation. “But yeah, I'd love it. I think it'd be incredibly sexy. Something just for us… or for whoever else you want to show it to.”

Adriana smiled and went back to drying her hair.

“I was thinking a barbell.”

“A barbell sounds good,” I said, “but I think a ring would be more erotic. More… visual. Picture a little ring catching the light on your nipple. So provocative.”

She switched off the dryer completely and turned to face me, one eyebrow raised, an amused smile on her lips.

“Right… a ring. I think a barbell is more elegant, but since you can swap them out, I could have both. Although I already know where you're going with this…”

“What?” I asked, playing innocent.

“You love planning things to make me look like more of a slut,” she said with a laugh. “A ring is easier to tug on, easier to bite… easier to see when I'm naked. Admit it.”

I shrugged, a guilty smile on my face.

“Maybe. But I also think it's beautiful. Sexy. Feminine and wild at the same time. I picture you wearing it and… honestly, I love the idea.”

Adriana came over to the bed and sat down beside me, running her hand across my chest.

“You're such a perv,” she whispered, though her tone was affectionate. “What's next? What else are you going to want me to do?”

She leaned in and kissed me softly. When she pulled back, she added, “Although… honestly, I've been thinking about how the little ring would look on me too.”

“See? I'm not the only perv here. We're both into this.”

I let Adriana finish getting ready and headed down to the pool bar alone. The sun was already setting, but the hotel was still buzzing with life. I ordered an ice-cold beer and leaned against the bar, taking in the scene. The main pool was still packed, kids running back and forth, parents yelling, floats everywhere, and a constant racket of splashing and laughter. There was no way to relax there.

A few minutes later, a guy around twenty showed up looking exhausted. He was wearing a red lifeguard polo, whistle still hanging around his neck. He sat down two stools over, and the bartender gave him a knowing smile.

“A beer to end the day, Rubén?”

“Yeah. I could use one. Earned it today,” he said, rubbing his face. “I'm wiped from pulling kids out of the water, yelling through that damn megaphone, and chewing everyone out. Today was brutal. Way too many people, and everyone wants to do whatever the hell they want.”

The guy turned, spotted me, and nodded like he recognized me.

“I saw you guys earlier,” he said. “Had to bail on the pool because of all the kids, right?”

“Pretty much,” I said. “It was overwhelming. You couldn't even exist in there.”

Rubén let out a tired laugh and took a long pull from his beer.

“This resort is great for families, but for a couple it can get pretty stressful. Gets super crowded in summer. The kids run the show. We've got an army of staff dedicated to keeping them entertained, but the pool's always the main draw.”

“That's exactly what I was telling my wife earlier,” I said. “We came looking for something quieter.”

He nodded and pulled out his phone.

“Look, if you really want to relax, there are some pretty secluded beaches around here. Not as packed as the ones near Castellón. You just have to know where to find them.”

He showed me a few photos on his phone. One in particular caught my eye: a small cove surrounded by cliffs and greenery.

“This one's my favorite,” he said. “It's called Cala del Puerto Negro. About twenty minutes by car, then a bit of a hike, but hardly anyone goes there, even in August. Perfect for a couple looking to… get away from it all.”

Right then, Adriana appeared, walking down the stone path. She had on a light summer dress with thin straps in off-white. Her hair was pulled up in a high ponytail that gave her a youthful, fresh look, and she wore espadrille wedges that elongated her legs. She looked as beautiful as ever, effortlessly so.

“Hey,” she said, reaching my side and giving me a soft kiss on the lips.

“Adri, this is Rubén, the lifeguard. He saw us escape the kid chaos earlier and was telling me about some quiet beaches nearby we could check out.” She smiled at him warmly.

“Nice to meet you, Rubén. Honestly, the pool is just too hectic. We ended up cooling off in our terrace shower instead. Thanks so much for the tips.”

Rubén stood up and returned her smile, clearly impressed by how gorgeous this hotel guest was.

“Nice to meet you. I’m heading out now—I’m sick of kids, and I have to come back tomorrow. Oh! And a tip… If you want some peace and quiet at the pool, come down around one. Between one and four is when it’s least crowded. Lunch starts up, and everyone’s in the restaurants. The little monsters go crazy for the buffet…”

He waved goodbye and disappeared toward the staff parking lot.

Adriana and I headed toward the restaurant we’d reserved. It was early, so we strolled hand in hand along the resort paths toward the town. The heat had become bearable, and a pleasant breeze drifted in from the sea. The palm trees swayed gently, and the scent of orange blossoms floated in the air.

“What did you think of the guy?” I asked.

“Nice,” she replied. “And he’s right. This place is beautiful, but it’s not what we were looking for. Too many families.”

“Maybe someday we’ll come here with our own kids,” I said, kissing her on the cheek.

“Yeah, and I’m sure by then there’ll be young, hot couples around who’ll hate our little monsters… I guess that’s just life.”

We continued our walk along a path that bordered the beach. The town was getting closer, and you could already smell the grilled sardines being prepared there.

“Next year we need to find something better,” I said. “Somewhere more adult-oriented, more intimate.”

Adriana nodded vigorously.

“Totally agree. Honestly, the apartment in Almería was perfect. We had complete privacy, the terrace all to ourselves, the pool always half empty… We could do whatever we wanted without worrying about anyone. Here I feel like I have to watch my every move.”

“We can look for something similar next year,” I suggested. “I could try to book the Almería place further in advance, to make sure no one else snags it. Although it’s expensive as hell.”

“That would be great,” she smiled. “Although I admit this place has its charm… but yeah, I miss that feeling of intimacy.”

“You miss that, and other things too…” I said, trying to provoke her again.

“Don’t worry about that. I’m sure I’ll find some good candidates to bring into our bed here too,” she said, accepting my challenge.

We arrived at the restaurant. It was a nice place, with tables on the terrace beneath hanging greenery. They seated us in a corner with a view of the sea. While we waited for the first course, Adriana looked at me affectionately.

“Still, I’m happy to be here with you. We just need to adapt a little to the new surroundings.”

I took her hand across the table.

“Adapt… and maybe find our own quiet spots.”

She smiled mischievously.

“Who knows. Maybe that cove the lifeguard recommended is worth a visit.”

During dinner, the atmosphere was pleasant. Even though there were a lot of people, there was enough space between tables, and the setting—with the sound of the nearby sea and a cool breeze—made everything comfortable. We ordered some appetizers and seafood rice. Everything to share.

“You’re dressed too modestly tonight.”

She raised an eyebrow, amused, and took a sip of her white wine.

“Modestly? You didn’t expect me to wear the red dress I wore the night we had dinner with Guillermo, did you?”

I laughed, leaning back.

“With that dress, honestly, they wouldn’t have let us into the restaurant.”

Adriana laughed and shook her head.

“Exactly. That’s my point. You can’t expect me to dress like a slut every time we go out to dinner, Jose. I’m not going to do that. I like feeling pretty, but I don’t want to feel like I’m wearing a costume.”

“Between dressing like a slut and dressing like a teenager on her first date… there’s a lot of middle ground,” I replied softly, still smiling.

Adriana stared at me for a few seconds. Then, with an expression somewhere between playful and defiant, she shifted in her chair. She glanced discreetly to either side to make sure no one was paying attention, slipped her hand under the table, and skillfully pulled off her panties. She handed them to me under the table with a smile.

“Here.”

I quickly tucked them into my pants pocket, trying to make sure no one saw what had just happened. A moment later, she discreetly unhooked her bra, slipped it out through one side of her dress, and handed it to me too.

“Better?” she asked, feigning nonchalance.

“Definitely,” I replied, feeling my pulse quicken. “Much better. But let’s be careful. This place is packed.”

Adriana stood up for a moment, pretending to stretch, and hiked her skirt up slightly to mid-thigh, showing more of her legs. She sat back down casually.

“Happy now?”

“Much better,” I answered with a laugh. “Although I still think we should go shopping together one day. I want you to buy some sexier clothes.”

She took another sip of her wine and looked at me curiously.

“Sexier clothes?”

“Yeah. I want us to go shopping together for some slightly more daring clothes. Nice things that make you feel pretty and attractive, but that you can wear for the right occasions.”

Adriana went quiet for a few seconds, playing with her fork.

“You scare me a little, you know?” she confessed with a nervous smile. “Sometimes I feel like you’re moving too fast. Like you want me to go from being your normal wife to… I don’t know, something completely different.”

“That’s not it,” I said gently. “I don’t want you to change who you are. I just want us to explore together. There’s plenty of sexy clothing you can still wear in everyday situations. It doesn’t have to be over the top. A slightly more fitted dress with a nice neckline, something a bit shorter but elegant… Things that flatter you and make you feel powerful. Seriously, Adri, everything looks amazing on you.”

Adriana sat there thinking, gazing out at the sea. The waiter brought the appetizers, and we took the opportunity to eat a bit before continuing the conversation.

“All right,” she finally said. “I’ll go shopping with you. But on one condition.”

“Tell me.”

“I also want to buy something for you.”

I looked at her in surprise.

“For me? What do you want to buy me?”

Adriana smiled mysteriously.

“It’s a surprise. Something I think you might like… or at least something I want to try. I’ve been mulling it over for a couple of days.”

“Is it clothes?” I asked, intrigued.

“Maybe…” she replied playfully. “Or maybe not. You’ll see.”

I laughed and shook my head.

“Now I’m the one who’s a little scared.”

“Good,” she said, satisfied. “That way we’re on equal footing.”

Adriana was relaxed, and I enjoyed seeing her like that—so natural, with that spark of mischief she only showed when she felt comfortable.

While we waited for the main course, she circled back to the topic:

“Do you really think shopping together can be fun?”

“I think so,” I replied. “It can be a way to play together. You choose things you like, I help you pick… and vice versa. You’ll see—we’ll have a blast.”

Adriana nodded slowly.

“All right. It could be fun, even if you scare me a little sometimes… But I love that we can be honest. That we can talk about these things without it becoming a problem.”

“I already told you. The important thing is that we talk about everything.”

“But I want to make one thing clear, because I know you—you’ll spend all day pushing. No means no. Don’t keep pushing thinking you’ll wear me down, because that would really make me angry.”

“You have my word of honor,” I said, making an exaggerated gesture that made her burst out laughing.

After dinner, we strolled back to the room at a leisurely pace. The night was pleasant, with perfect weather and a starry sky. Adriana was on my arm. Even though I knew she wasn’t wearing any underwear, I didn’t feel any sexual pull, and we walked like a couple in love.

“Hey,” I said, “want to check out one of those beaches the lifeguard recommended tomorrow? They looked pretty good.”

Adriana let out a little laugh and gave me a sideways look.

“That kid had such a mischievous look on his face… I bet it’s a nude beach and he sent us there for a laugh.”

I laughed along with her.

“You think so? He seemed nice. Though he did have that little smile of someone who knows more than they’re letting on.”

“Exactly,” she continued, exaggerating her conspiratorial tone. “‘A very quiet beach for couples…’ I bet it’s a nude beach full of people in the buff. We’ll show up like a couple of suckers and find a bunch of grandpas and grandmas sunbathing naked.”

The image made me burst out laughing.

“But seriously,” I insisted, “would you be up for going? Even just wearing a bikini. He said it was really quiet.”

Adriana thought for a moment, still smiling.

“The truth is, I could use some peace and quiet. Here at the resort, it’s impossible to fully relax. But if it’s a nude beach, no way.”

“Why not?” I joked. “It would be like on the yacht, and you said yourself you wanted to sunbathe so you wouldn’t get bikini tan lines. I’d put sunscreen on you everywhere so you wouldn’t burn. And if you think about it, between wearing that white thong and going topless versus wearing nothing at all, there’s not that much difference.”

“Sure, sure,” she replied with amused sarcasm. “And while you’re putting sunscreen on me, I’ll turn red as a tomato from embarrassment. No thanks. I’d rather go to a regular beach where I can be comfortable.”

“Okay, okay,” I conceded, laughing. “Then we’ll go in bikinis. But if we see it’s empty… you could try…”

Adriana elbowed me.

“You’re a piece of work. Always trying to slip in one of your ideas. First the sexy clothes, now nude beaches… What’s next? You want me to sign up for a belly dancing class?”

“What are you talking about! All those belly dancers have huge guts. I don't like that at all,” I replied, playing along. “I picture you more in black lingerie and stilettos, spinning on a pole surrounded by drooling guys stuffing bills in your panties.”

“Jose!” she exclaimed, laughing. “You have a sick mind, dude. You're corrupting me little by little.”

We reached the garden area near our room and sat for a while on a bench under a large palm tree. The breeze was cool and pleasant.

“Actually,” Adriana said more seriously, though still with a smile, “I wouldn't mind going to the beach. I'd like somewhere quieter. Just the two of us, without kids running around. If it's nudist… well, we'll see when we get there. But I'm not promising anything.”

“That's fine with me,” I replied. “If you like the vibe, great. If not, you put on your bikini and that's that.”

Adriana rested her head on my shoulder.

“You know what I like most about all this? That we can joke about these things without it getting weird. A few weeks ago this would have been unthinkable.”

“It's true,” I admitted. “I like where we are.”

She went quiet for a few seconds, looking at the stars.

“Though I still think that lifeguard is a player,” she added suddenly. “I bet that beach is famous for being a nudist spot. Tomorrow when we get there, he'll be hiding in the bushes waiting for us with a camera.”

I burst out laughing.

We got up from the bench and continued toward the room, still joking about it.
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The next day we got in the car and headed toward the cove. The drive was pleasant, with views of orange groves and glimpses of the sea along the way. But when we parked and started walking, Adriana started complaining.

“Jose, you said fifteen minutes… We've been walking almost twenty and still can't see the beach,” she complained, adjusting the beach bag on her shoulder.

“I'm sorry, honey. Based on what the lifeguard told me, it seemed a lot closer. Do you want to stop?”

She sighed, but shook her head.

“No, since we've come this far… I just hope it's worth it.”

I just wanted her to feel comfortable. I took the bag to lighten her load and put my arm around her shoulders.

“Don't worry. If you don't like it, we'll head back.”

“Even if I don't like it, we're staying. I'm not going back to the car without taking a swim first. I'm dying from the heat.”

Finally, after descending a steep path between rocks and low vegetation, we reached the cove. It was a small bay surrounded by cliffs where a few pines and thorny-looking bushes barely survived. The sand was fine and golden, and the water crystal clear. And best of all, it was practically empty. There was only a couple at the far end and a man by himself to our right.

“Damn…” Adriana murmured. “This is something else. I think it was worth it.”

I set up the umbrella and spread out the towels. When I stood up, I was pleasantly surprised. Adriana had taken off her bikini completely and was totally naked, stuffing it in the bag like it was no big deal.

Her tanned body gleamed in the sun. She looked spectacular.

“Are you going to stand there staring at me all day or are you going to put sunscreen on me?” she asked with a smile.

I slowly applied sunscreen all over her body, enjoying the contact. Then we lay down.

“This beach is amazing,” she said, closing her eyes with pleasure. “The guy didn't lie to us.”

“He was right. This is another level.”

Mid-morning a couple more pairs arrived and set up at a respectful distance. Everyone stripped without any self-consciousness. I was the only one still wearing swim trunks.

Adriana glanced at me.

“Jose… aren't you going to take off your trunks?”

“I'm… hard,” I confessed, somewhat embarrassed.

She let out a little laugh and, without warning, sat up. With a quick movement she pulled my trunks down to my thighs. My hard cock was exposed. Adriana leaned in and gave two quick, wet licks to the head.

“Damn, Adri…” I whispered.

Laughing, she gave me a slap on the ass.

“You don't expect me to give you a blowjob in the middle of the beach, do you?” she said, amused. “Take them off already and relax.”

“You're such a bitch. You always leave me hanging…”

“I'll make it up to you tonight, don't be impatient.”

Finally, I took them off. We went for a swim. The water was perfect, crystal clear and at a good temperature. We swam for a while, splashed each other playfully, and kissed in the water. Adriana seemed liberated.

“You know… I'm getting the hang of this nudism thing,” she confessed as we floated. “At first I was a bit embarrassed, but then you feel that freedom, that slight excitement of knowing you're naked in a public place. I like it. And the best part is the tan without lines, without anything tight… It's liberating.”

“I love seeing you naked. See what you do to me?” I said, pointing at my cock.

We went back to the towels. We were relaxing and chatting when a shadow blocked my sun. I looked up and there was Rubén, the lifeguard, completely naked, with a half smile.

“I knew you'd like this beach,” he said without taking his eyes off Adriana.

Adriana stared at his cock for a few seconds. Even flaccid it was impressive: long and thick. The bastard was well-hung and he knew it. I felt somewhat self-conscious, since I wasn't used to being naked in front of another man, except back when I played soccer at eighteen and we changed in the locker room.

“Hello again,” Adriana greeted with complete naturalness, like it was nothing. “You were right, it's wonderful.”

Rubén smiled.

“I'm with some friends over by the rocks. If you're up for it, come have some beers with us.”

Adriana, who continued staring at his dick without any shame, accepted without hesitation:

“I'd love to. In this heat, a beer would be perfect.”

I was stunned, but didn't say anything. I couldn't believe how calmly she was acting. She hadn't made the slightest gesture to cover herself, and seemed comfortable and relaxed. We walked to the rocks he'd pointed out. There were two more guys there, also naked. They were playing cards.

One was dark-haired, in his early twenties, with an athletic build and a tattoo on his arm. The other had a buzzcut and was thinner, but with defined muscles.

“These are Marcos and Axel,” Rubén introduced them.

Adriana slipped easily into the conversation. She drank her beer straight from the bottle, comfortable and relaxed, while chatting with them. I, on the other hand, felt a bit out of place.

They talked about the resort, the beaches in the area, and how hard it was to find quiet spots in summer. Adriana laughed and joined in enthusiastically, all while sitting on a towel with her pussy fully on display.

At one point, Rubén looked at Adriana and said:

“As soon as I saw you two, I knew you'd love this place. You definitely don't seem like the type to hang around kids and old folks.”

She smiled.

“We're discovering a lot about ourselves on this vacation. One discovery after another…”

I suppose the kid didn't pick up on anything strange in Adriana's comment, because he didn't follow up on it, but I was fully aware of everything hidden behind those words.

“You should see it when the IMSERSO tours come through.” He stuck his fingers in his mouth like he was going to gag. “That's the worst.”

“Worse than the kids?” Adriana asked.

“For me, yeah. You yell at a kid, and most of the time they get scared, but old people… That's a whole different story. They're not always easy to deal with. Those tours are the worst.”

Rubén checked his watch and clicked his tongue.

“Guys, I gotta go. I start at two and I can't be late. If I am, my coworker will kill me. It's been great seeing you. Hope we run into each other at the hotel. I usually get off around nine. If you're at the terrace bar, we can meet up.”

He said goodbye with a smile, giving Adriana a kiss on each cheek and me a handshake. His two friends, Marco and Alex, also started packing up and left. Adriana and I walked back to our towel, holding hands. The sun was beating down hard and the cove was still practically empty.

We sat down under the umbrella. Adriana lay on her back, eyes shielded by dark sunglasses. I stayed sitting up, watching her.

“You seemed pretty comfortable being naked in front of those guys,” I commented, trying to sound casual.

Adriana opened one eye, looked at me, and gave me a mischievous wink with the other.

“No wonder,” she responded with a playful smile. “Rubén is really well hung… Damn, he's got an impressive cock. And that body too. Those muscles.”

I stayed quiet for a second, processing her words. I felt a familiar tingle in my stomach.

“Are you hinting at something?” I asked.

She propped herself up on her elbows, not covering herself at all. Her breasts moved naturally.

“A little eye candy never hurt anyone, Jose,” she answered with complete calm. “He's hot. It's normal that I noticed.”

“You were the one who said it was probably Rubén's way of getting to see you naked.”

“Uh-huh,” she said, widening her smile. “And I was right. Wasn't I?”

I laughed and shook my head.

“And… didn't it bother you?” I asked, looking into her eyes.

“Well, no,” she responded honestly. “It intrigues me. You wanted honesty, right? Well, I'm being honest. I liked seeing how they looked at me. Especially Rubén. And I liked those strong bodies.”

There was a brief silence.

“I didn't expect you to be so direct,” I admitted.

Adriana sat up all the way and moved a little closer to me.

“I'm trying to be honest, like you asked me to. If it bothers you, tell me. But I think this is what you wanted me to do, isn't it? You asked for absolute honesty, and… here it is. This is what I'm feeling right now. I got a little turned on being naked in front of them.”

I swallowed.

“You got turned on?”

“A little,” she admitted, shrugging. “I'm not going to pretend otherwise. He's got a serious cock and a body that turns heads. It's normal that I noticed. But that doesn't mean I want to do anything. I just… enjoyed the view.”

I kept looking at her. Her naturalness disarmed me.

“And what did you feel?” she asked me, curious. “Did it bother you that they were looking at me?”

“No… it didn't bother me,” I responded. “It gave me a weird feeling. Seeing you so comfortable, so confident… it threw me off. I'd always thought you were shy about that kind of thing. A month ago, you wouldn't even go topless.”

Adriana smiled and caressed my leg.

“It's normal. It's the first time we've done something like this, but I already told you I was getting a taste for it. And since we're being honest, I'll tell you something else,” she added with a mischievous smile. “When Rubén said goodbye and kissed my cheeks, I noticed his cock had gotten a little hard. I don't think I left him indifferent either.”

I let out a nervous laugh.

“You're terrible.”

“I'm just being honest,” she corrected, laughing too, but with ulterior motives. “That's what you wanted, isn't it?”

Adriana lay back down and I stayed there, watching her. Her naked body under the sun, relaxed, completely unselfconscious… It was a powerful image.
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My tolerance for the sun is limited—not only because I burn fairly easily, but because I can't stand the feeling of searing heat on my skin. I always try to find shade or get under an umbrella. Even so, the midday heat was unbearable, so I retreated to the bar area while Adriana baked in the sun.

We decided to go shopping. We both felt like browsing stores for daring outfits. I have to admit, only Adriana's good taste and common sense kept me from dressing her like a streetwalker, but after some amusing debates and outrageous suggestions on my part, she accepted a few of my recommendations.

After a fun morning buying “appropriate” clothing for the games that had us so excited, we decided to take Rubén's advice and show up at the pool around one in the afternoon. He wasn't wrong. There was practically no one there except people our age, who weren't as strict about schedules as older folks or families with kids.

From the bar, I watched Adriana reclining on her lounge chair like a goddess basking in the sun. Her skin glowed like smooth silk in the light, catching and reflecting every ray that fell upon her. The red bikini was barely a suggestion, a bold hint that left little to the imagination and everything to desire.

Every curve of her body, every subtly defined muscle made her look like a statue sculpted to perfection. Her long legs stretched on forever, and the tiny bottoms barely covered her mound, just as the two triangles of the top left almost nothing to the imagination. Her skin glistened with sunscreen, and the light breeze drifting across the terrace caressed her.

With every movement, Adriana made me feel as though I were the sun itself, watching her, almost hypnotized. Her back, naturally arched, revealed her innate elegance.

A little while later, Rubén showed up to replace his coworker. He greeted me from across the way and ordered water with lots of ice.

I noticed the lifeguard's eyes. They were fixed on her as she shifted on the lounge chair, rolling onto her stomach. Rubén watched her, completely absorbed, unaware that I could see him devouring my wife with his eyes. He shot me a quick glance—enough to realize the situation. On the lounge chair, Adriana now offered a magnificent view of her ass, gleaming in the sun. The bikini, like a second skin, wedged between her cheeks, giving an almost complete view.

The thin fabric wedged between her cheeks, grazing her skin in a way that was pure provocation. It barely covered the essentials, and with every glance Rubén stole, I found myself getting more and more aroused.

Oblivious to the lifeguard's intense gaze, she played with the bikini straps, trying to adjust them. A subtle adjustment here, a slight tug there, trying to keep it in place—impossible given how little fabric there was. There simply wasn't enough material.

But that gaze of pure desire made me acutely aware of every detail, every inch of her body beneath the fabric.

Her fingers slowly ran through her hair, playing with each strand, tangling and releasing it with absent-minded sensuality. I knew the weight and silky texture of her mane. I glanced at Rubén again—he had turned away from her and was now watching me as if sizing me up.

I turned back to her, savoring Rubén's excitement. The situation had reversed. My initial vulnerability dissolved in a flash of confidence, and now I was enjoying the game of glances I threw his way. I knew that spectator couldn't look away even if he wanted to, and for a man with my weaknesses, that was pure fire.

Adriana sat up and moved the lounge chair under a straw umbrella. She raised the backrest and pulled out a straw hat and sunglasses from the beach bag. She looked my way, blew me a kiss, and gestured for me to come over.

“Honey, bring me something cold,” she said, giving me a peck on the lips. “Something with lemon and lots of ice.”

“The lifeguard can't take his eyes off you. I think you've got him completely mesmerized,” I whispered.

“Oh really?” she said, carefully glancing over my shoulder. “Well, after yesterday, I don't know what he's looking at. He already saw everything there was to see at the beach.”

After bringing her an icy slushie and returning to the bar, I looked at Rubén again. He was chatting with the bartender but kept stealing glances at Adriana.

Now fully aware of his glances, she reclined on the lounge chair, positioning it to face us directly. She pulled out a bottle of sunscreen and squeezed some into her hand. With a slow, elegant movement, she spread her legs wider than was strictly proper, letting the sunlight highlight every line of her figure as she lifted her knee to apply the cream. Every gesture seemed rehearsed, and I knew immediately she had started playing.

Her fingers began tracing the edge of the bikini playfully, spreading the cream slowly, pulling the seam taut against her skin and clearly revealing part of her waxed mound. She knew exactly what kind of anticipation she was building in the guy, and she was provoking him. Her hand paused at the ties holding the bottoms to her hips, catching them between her fingers with deliberate slowness. She twisted them, as if weighing whether to adjust the knot or perhaps loosen it…

Adriana, determined to take the game a step further, slid her fingers across her flat stomach. Her skin reacted to the thin film of sunscreen, gleaming intensely.

Her hands began a downward journey, slipping inside the tiny triangle of fabric. After applying cream to her mound, she reversed course, her fingers caressing the path toward her breasts with deliberate slowness, savoring every second and knowing Rubén's gaze would undoubtedly be fixed on her. When she reached her breasts, she slipped her hands inside the triangles. I knew what she was going to do before she did it. She pinched her nipples lightly, and immediately they showed through the fabric.

She flashed me a smile. Her fingers lingered on her areolas, caressing them gently. When I looked at Rubén, he wasn’t watching her—he was watching me. His eyes locked onto mine, trying to figure out what kind of game we were playing. I winked at him, and visibly nervous, he turned back to her.

And the show she was putting on for us kept getting more intense. I looked around. Just a couple of couples on the terrace, seated behind Adriana where they couldn’t see the little performance she was giving us. The bartender was busy feeding oranges into the juicer, oblivious to everything. Adriana knew that every gesture she made was part of a show that was leaving Rubén speechless.

Wanting to take it a step further, she slipped her fingers under the bikini fabric—a gesture that seemed casual and relaxed but was entirely deliberate. With subtle movements, her fingers slid across her belly, tracing the line of the triangles, that border between what can be shown and what can’t. Then Adriana used her left hand to leave her tits completely exposed for a second. The movement was intentional, a bold gesture that bared her golden skin to the sun, highlighting those dark, fully erect nipples.

To my disappointment, and evidently Rubén’s, just when the show had gotten to its most daring, a mature couple appeared at the bar. They were foreigners who sat down at a table right in front of Adriana. She saw them sit down and immediately stopped her provocations. Rubén looked at the couple with a frustration in his eyes that left me perplexed. They had ruined the show for him.

Shortly after, the guy excused himself, saying he was going to change for his shift, and disappeared toward the locker rooms.

Adriana tied the sarong around her waist, leaving her long, tanned legs on display. She walked barefoot toward me with that mischievous smile I knew so well. She leaned in and gave me a soft peck on the lips.

“Honey…” she whispered near my ear. “I’m thinking it would be nice to invite him up to our room tonight for some drinks. What do you think?”

I laughed quietly, giving her a knowing look. I’d seen how her eyes kept drifting to Rubén’s cock at the beach.

“I saw you couldn’t stop staring at his cock at the beach,” I said, my voice eager. “If you want to, don’t hold back. That way you can try on some of the outfits we bought.”

Adriana bit her lower lip, clearly excited. Her eyes sparkled with mischief.

“So can I go ask him?” she asked with feigned sweetness.

“Of course,” I answered without hesitation, caressing her waist over the sarong. “Go ahead. I want to see you enjoy yourself.”

She gave me another kiss, this time longer and more promising, her tongue brushing against mine. Her hand trailed down my chest for a moment before she pulled away.

“You’re the best,” she whispered. “I love you.”

With a determined stride, her sarong fluttering behind her, Adriana headed toward where Rubén had disappeared. She waited for him near the locker room exit. When he came out, his hair still damp, wearing a tight t-shirt, she didn’t waste any time. She approached confidently, touching his arm and speaking with that assurance that was so characteristic of her. From a distance, I watched Rubén’s eyes widen in surprise, then saw him smile and finally nod, clearly excited by the unexpected proposal.

Adriana returned to the lounge chair and took off her sarong. She winked at me and lay back down in the sun.

Rubén appeared shortly after Adriana returned to the pool. The lifeguard approached, visibly confused. He stopped in front of me, looking uncertain.

“Hey, man… can I talk to you for a second?” he asked, scratching the back of his neck.

“Sure, go ahead.”

He leaned against the bar, bending forward.

“What’s all this about? Your wife just invited me up to your room tonight for some drinks… and whatever happens. She said it just like that. I don’t know if I misunderstood or what.”

I shrugged casually, staying calm.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

Rubén let out an incredulous laugh and looked around to make sure no one was listening.

“Damn, she flat-out told me to come up, that we’d have some drinks and that… well, whatever’s gonna happen… will happen. You know about this?”

“What do you think? She’s free to invite whoever she wants,” I replied calmly, looking him in the eye.

“But… aren’t you her husband?” he asked, lowering his voice.

“Yes. And?”

Rubén blinked several times, clearly thrown. He ran a hand over his face.

“I don’t know… This is really weird, man. What exactly are you expecting to happen tonight?”

“What did she tell you?” I asked, turning it back on him.

“What I told you—that whatever’s gonna happen, will happen. And that you’d be there, but that wouldn’t be a problem. That you were… very understanding about her whims. Honestly, the way she said it got me pretty turned on, but now I’m feeling kind of lost. I don’t want to get in the middle of a couple and then have weird drama later.”

“There won't be any weird stuff. Do you like her?”

“Fuck, how could I not? She’s...”

“Smoking hot...” I finished for him. I smiled slightly and leaned back against the bar. “If I were you, I wouldn’t hesitate. As far as I’m concerned, it’s all good.”

Rubén stared at me, searching for any sign of a joke or trap. Finding none, he let out the breath he’d been holding.

“Seriously? You don’t mind if I come up and...?”

“Adriana knows what she wants. And so do I. If she invited you, it’s because she wants to. No trap, no bad vibes. If you’re into it, come tonight.”

The lifeguard stayed quiet for a few seconds, processing. A mix of excitement and nervousness crossed his face.

“Shit... Nothing like this has ever happened to me. It’s just that your wife is... incredible. And the way she looked at me when she asked... Fuck. Okay. If you guys are cool with this, I’m not gonna say no. But I’m still kind of freaking out.”

“That’s normal,” I replied with a smile. “Just go with the flow. And if at any point you feel uncomfortable, just say so.”

Rubén stood up, still dazed, and clapped me on the shoulder.

“You’re one weird fucking dude. See you tonight then.”

He walked off toward his workstation, glancing back once more with an expression caught between disbelief and anticipation. When he passed my wife, he said something to her, and she burst out laughing.


	My wife plays hardball.
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Even though I wasn't yet an expert in these situations, if I had to pick the hardest moment—when the mix of jealousy and excitement became especially painful—it was when my wife started getting ready to seduce another man. You don't have the excitement of the act itself to help you cope with what's happening. You simply watch your wife prepare herself, knowing it's not for you. It's a drawn-out moment that gives you time to think, and in my opinion, that ritual was when the most uncomfortable thoughts crept in. It had happened when she'd gotten ready for Guillermo, and it was happening again now as she prepared for Rubén. Adriana came out of the bathroom naked, holding the lingerie set we'd picked out. It was red silk and lace, and even in the store we'd seen that on her body, it conveyed nothing but pure, absolute lust.

She studied herself in the mirror while applying lotion with slow, almost ritualistic movements, her hands tracing each curve—from her belly, over her breasts, down her sides and legs.

“Rub lotion on my feet,” she demanded more than asked, with that same shift in attitude I'd noticed the night she fucked Guillermo.

Her feet were soft, and my hands slid easily between her toes, her nails freshly painted dark red again.

Adriana stood up with a mysterious smile and pulled a small box from one of the shopping bags from that morning—the one whose contents she'd refused to show me.

“Here,” she said, placing it in my hands. “This is your surprise for tonight. Something for us to experiment with.”

I opened it with curiosity. Inside was a compact metal device. The box said it was a cock cage. The base was a rigid silver ring with a small lock, and the cage itself was a short, curved tube with small ventilation holes and a slot at the tip. It looked sturdy and definitely intimidating.

I stared at it, not really understanding what I was looking at. I turned it over in my hands, confused.

“What exactly is this?” I asked.

Adriana sat down beside me, her expression somewhere between amused and dominant.

“It's so you can't touch yourself,” she explained calmly. “I don't want you jerking off while he fucks me. I know it sucks, but you have to hold out. This is how I want it. Tonight you're going to wear it, and don't even think about touching yourself. You're forbidden to come. Afterward, if you've been good, I'll let you out and you can finish.”

I stayed silent, processing her words. I felt my cock twitch just from hearing that command.

“I don't even know how to put this thing on…” I murmured, still studying the strange device.

Adriana gently took it from my hands.

“Come here, I'll help you. First you need to relax a little,” she said, noticing I was already hard.

She walked me through it step by step. First, you place the base ring around the balls and the base of the cock, snug enough that it won't slip off. It shouldn't hurt, but there's no getting out of it. Then you slide the cock into the cage, lining up the slot with the tip. Finally, you lock it with the small padlock.

“Fuck, be careful—don't pinch me,” I protested, nervous.

As she carefully fitted it onto me, her fingers deliberately brushed my skin. I felt a mix of shame, excitement, and submission.

“Why do you want this?” I asked as she finished adjusting it.

Adriana looked me in the eyes, her gaze intense.

“For the same reason you want me to fuck Rubén. It turns me on. The idea of you desperate, horny, and unable to touch yourself while I'm enjoying myself—it excites me. I want you to feel that helplessness. To be focused only on me. Afterward, and only if you've been very good, I'll let you come. Sound okay?”

Once the cage clicked shut, I felt strange. My cock tried to stiffen, but it was trapped, pressed against the hard metal. It was an uncomfortable sensation.

“I don't want Rubén to know I'm wearing it,” I told her, somewhat embarrassed.

Adriana smiled and caressed my cheek.

“He doesn't need to know. It'll be our secret. And… there's something else. Tonight… I don't want you to sit with us for dinner.”

I looked at her, surprised.

“What?”

“You'll be the waiter,” she continued matter-of-factly. “You'll attend to us the whole time. Whatever I ask, you do it. I don't want you interacting with us. If I want a drink, you bring it. If I want you to massage my feet, you do it. If I want to be alone with him… you leave. Is that clear?”

I swallowed hard. The cage wasn't just on my cock.

“Are you serious?”

“Very serious,” she replied, tracing the cage with a finger. “You wanted honesty and to explore this together. Well, this is part of it. I want to feel free. I want to enjoy myself without worrying about whether you're comfortable at the table. Tonight, I'm the one in charge.”

I stayed quiet, breathing hard. The combination of the cage, her words, and the nervousness about what might happen had me completely thrown.

“Okay…” I finally accepted. “I'll do whatever you ask.”

Adriana smiled with satisfaction and gave me a long, deep kiss.

“Remember, if you're good, you'll get your reward…” she whispered against my lips. “You're going to be so horny tonight. And I'm going to be so turned on knowing you're that way because of me.”

I sat there, feeling the weight of the cage between my legs, wondering just how far we were really going to take this.

“Set everything up on the table. I'm going to finish shaving.”

I obeyed. She took out the clothes she'd chosen for the night, the heels, the makeup, and everything else she needed.

While I arranged the glasses on the living room table and put the drinks on ice, I heard water running in the bathroom.

I peeked in. Adriana was sitting on the toilet, legs spread, razor in hand. She was carefully running the blade over her mound, removing tiny, almost invisible hairs. She was naked and focused, the bathroom light highlighting every curve of her body.

“Want me to help?” I asked from the doorway.

She looked up and smiled.

“Come here.”

I knelt in front of her. The scent of her shaving gel filled the air. I carefully ran the razor over her outer lips, then her inner ones. She was completely exposed. With every breath I took, my cock tried to harden inside the cage, but it only made the metal press tighter.

“Now my ass,” she said matter-of-factly. “Don't leave a single hair. He'll probably fuck me there too.”

I felt strange. It was a new kind of intimacy, something I'd never witnessed before, but deeply erotic at the same time. She clearly didn't want to leave anything to chance. Adriana turned around, resting her knees on the edge of the toilet and sticking her ass out toward me. I spread her cheeks with one hand and carefully ran the razor over that sensitive area with the other. Her skin was soft, pink, and perfect. The more I touched her, the more aroused I became.

The cage was becoming seriously uncomfortable. My cock wanted to grow, but the device wouldn't let it. I felt a constant tug on my balls, a dull, persistent ache that reminded me of my situation every second. It was humiliating… and exciting at the same time.

When I finished, Adriana turned around and looked down at me.

“You're the one who started all this, Jose,” she said, her voice soft but firm. “Now we both make the rules. And tonight, I want it to be like this. I want to feel free. I want to enjoy myself without having to worry about you.”

I nodded, still kneeling.

“I want you to have ice ready in the fridge,” she continued. “I want a few drinks to get in the mood. I'm sure he'll want something too. Get us whatever we ask for.”

I blushed. The idea of having to serve the man who was going to fuck my wife was even more humiliating.

I felt exposed and completely dominated by a side of Adriana I'd never seen before. It was like she'd transformed from her usually sweet self into someone else entirely. Seeing her act with such confidence and that hint of cruelty had me incredibly turned on. The cage tugged at my balls with every heartbeat, reminding me of my new position. My cock was trapped, aching, desperate.

“I understand,” I murmured.

Adriana stood up, looked at herself in the mirror, and smiled, satisfied with the results.

“I want to be perfect tonight,” she said. “I want Rubén to see me looking flawless.”

She turned toward me and kissed my forehead.

“Now get dressed. But the cage stays on all night. And no touching yourself. Understood?”

“Understood.”

I got dressed while she started on her makeup. Every movement reminded me of what was locked around my cock. Walking was uncomfortable. Sitting was worse. The constant pressure was a permanent reminder of my submission.

She put on her bra, the tiny thong, then slipped on thigh-high stockings that stayed up with a lace-trimmed elastic band. She studied herself in the mirror, her eyes traveling over her figure, fully aware of the impact she'd have—especially on the lifeguard.

When she came out of the bathroom, I was waiting with my heart pounding. Watching her prepare like this really stung, especially with the commanding way she'd been speaking to me. There was a dominant edge to her tone, as if she wanted to humiliate me for what was about to happen. I couldn't take my eyes off her.

She slipped on the dress I'd insisted she buy—an ode to pure, wild sensuality. It was an intense red, vibrant and eye-catching, contrasting perfectly with her tanned skin. The dress was daring and elegant at once: an asymmetrical one-shoulder design that hung loose. The top showed off her breasts beautifully, with a plunging neckline. I'd bought it for her to wear without a bra, but she wanted to debut the lingerie set.

The dress had a daring cutout at the waist—a large opening on the side that revealed her abdomen down to the curve of her hip. The skirt was short but not tight, ending in an asymmetrical drape that fell on one side almost to the floor, creating a stunning effect.

Her hair was straight and shiny, falling over her shoulders. She had a direct, intense gaze, brimming with confidence, her lips painted a bold red that matched the dress.

She wore black high-heeled sandals that made her long, tanned legs look even more striking. As a final touch, she'd put on a gold anklet, giving her an even more erotic look, if that were even possible.

But what really had me hypnotized wasn't the dress or the makeup—it was that new attitude. She exuded confidence, and even when she spoke to me, there was something strange in her tone. Power. Domination. Like she was talking to a child, and that pissed me off and turned me on at the same time.

“Damn, Adri. You look incredible…” I murmured, unable to help myself in the face of all that raw sex appeal.

She looked at me with condescension, but also something else I couldn't quite read. Contempt? There was something in the way she spoke that stung. She'd done her eyes dramatically—heavy mascara and dark eyeshadow. The makeup gave her gaze an almost violent, aggressive edge.

“I think I nailed it with the dress, don't you?” I said, trying to sound casual while thinking about Rubén and how long that outfit would actually stay on Adriana.

She looked at me through the mirror, arching an eyebrow as she carefully tucked a strand of hair behind her ear.

“Do you think he'll like it?” she asked rhetorically, just to get a rise out of me.

“Absolutely. Though maybe he's too young to fully appreciate you. I hope it's worth the effort.”

“Of course it will be,” she replied, amused. “He's young, strong, handsome… and you've already seen what he's packing.”

She said it with a laugh dripping with superiority as I looked away. Adriana couldn't miss the flash of discomfort in my eyes. She knew this was hurting me, but this time, she didn't ask permission or tell me I could stop whenever I wanted.

She knew I'd surrendered to my darkest desires, and she'd decided it was easier to ignore my feelings—to pretend they didn't exist and push forward even knowing it might hurt me. “How do I look?” she asked, spinning around.

“You look incredible,” I said honestly.

“Good. Because tonight I want Rubén unable to take his eyes off me.”

She walked over and slipped her hand into my pants, feeling the cage through the fabric.

“Poor thing…” she whispered with a smile. “So horny and can't do a thing about it. This is going to drive you crazy, isn't it?”

I nodded, breathing hard.

Adriana gave me a soft kiss on the lips.

“Remember your role tonight. Waiter. Attentive to everything we need. And no interrupting.”

“Yes.”

She walked around the room, swaying her hips, making sure everything was just right. I stood there, feeling the weight of the cage, the pull on my balls, and an arousal that bordered on pain.

The night had just begun, and I already knew it was going to be long, intense, and full of new sensations.

A soft knock came at the door. Adriana, who'd been ready for a while, took one last look at herself in the mirror before answering. I sat waiting in a chair at the back, wearing a white long-sleeved shirt and dress pants, ready to play the role she'd assigned me.

When the door opened, Rubén froze. His eyes traveled over Adriana's body with obvious amazement—the outfit she'd chosen, the killer heels, that smile oozing confidence.

Rubén was wearing a t-shirt and jeans, normal attire for someone his age. He was tall and muscular, his hair still damp from the shower.

“Damn…” he blurted out. “You look… spectacular.”

Adriana smiled confidently, took his hand, and led him into the room.

“Come in, handsome. I'm glad you accepted the invitation.”

The kid stepped inside, but his gaze kept jumping between her and me. His surprise was obvious. Adriana closed the door and, without losing an ounce of composure, explained in a clear, calm voice:

“Tonight is going to be special. He's my husband, as you already know,” she said, gesturing toward me. “But our relationship is somewhat… special. His role tonight is to serve us, like an attentive waiter. He won't interfere. He's just going to watch and take care of whatever we need. If at any point his presence makes you uncomfortable, just tell me and he'll step out to the terrace. Understood?”

The young lifeguard blinked, clearly thrown. He opened his mouth, closed it again, processing.

“Seriously? He's going to… watch? And he doesn't mind?”

Adriana moved closer, running a hand over his chest.

“Not only does he not mind. He likes it. Right, honey?” She looked at me with a dominant smile.

I nodded silently from where I sat.

She continued, completely at ease:

“Now, love, pour us some cava and bring the canapés.”

I stood up without a word and headed to the minibar. As I uncorked the bottle and poured two glasses, Rubén kept staring at Adriana like he couldn't believe what was happening.

“Can I do whatever I want with her?” he asked, still unsure, but his voice already thick with desire.

Adriana let out a low, sexy laugh, pressed herself against him, and whispered close to his lips:

“You can do whatever I want. Don't ask him anything. He doesn't matter here—except to watch. And I assure you, I'm going to want a lot.”

She handed him a glass of cava, clinked hers against his, and drank without looking away. I approached with the tray of canapés, offering it to him first. The guy took one, still dazed, but his hand was already settling on Adriana's waist.

“This is the weirdest and hottest thing that's ever happened to me,” he murmured, unable to hide a nervous smile.

Adriana simply smiled with that overwhelming confidence of hers, took another sip of cava, and kissed him for the first time—slowly and deeply—while I set the tray on the coffee table and went back to the armchair she'd indicated.

Dinner unfolded amid laughter and stolen glances. The kid gradually relaxed. He soon figured out what Adriana wanted, and that gave him complete confidence—enough to take control of the situation. From my armchair, I watched my wife, captivated by his youthful presence yet assured by his confidence.

When the plates were empty, Rubén took the initiative.

“Want to move to the couch?”

Adriana nodded with a knot in her stomach as she stood. She walked slowly, aware of how he was watching her in that dress, listening to the click of her heels on the floor. She could feel Rubén's gaze following her, intense, practically undressing her with his eyes. When she turned for an instant, he smiled at her with confidence, and she glanced at me, signaling with her eyes for me to serve them at the coffee table.

I served them more cava, and the conversation grew more relaxed, almost intimate. Rubén sat close to her, and when their eyes met, something became clear.

It was only a matter of time.

Quite uncomfortable from the cage pressing against my cock and balls, I decided I needed a cigarette. With trembling hands and my heart racing, I told them I was stepping out to the terrace.

“Sounds perfect,” she said. “But don't leave us unattended too long. We'll probably want drinks later, and I want you paying attention.”

When I stepped out, I closed the sliding door. From outside, I could see perfectly what was happening inside. Adriana gestured for me to come in.

“Honey, don't forget your commitment,” she said, looking toward my crotch—which she knew was locked in the cage. “Don't even think about touching yourself.”

Rubén couldn't suppress a smile that conveyed a certain superiority over me, so I turned around and lit a cigarette, leaving my wife and the guy who was going to fuck her alone in the living room.

Rubén wasted no time taking the initiative. When she'd invited him to dinner, he must have been curious about what kind of couple he'd find here, and this arrangement of roles was surely surprising him. Hell, it even surprised me…

Clearly, this wasn't the first time some girl had sought him out for his looks, but this was different. It pissed me off to think he saw me as an insecure man offering up his wife to be fucked. His attitude had shifted, and now he carried himself with more arrogance. He had the chance to fuck a genuine goddess, and seeing how Adriana spoke to me, he didn't hesitate to copy her arrogant tone.

I suppose she was completely different from the girls he usually ran with. Adriana had a maturity that made her dazzling, with a sensuality she didn't seem fully aware of. It wouldn't be easy to find girls prettier than Adriana, but a twenty-year-old certainly couldn't touch her in experience or the art of seduction. I could see it clearly in his burning eyes, clouded with the desire to fuck a woman like mine. I knew his type. He was successful with girls, and what he was packing gave him an extra dose of confidence.

I lit a second cigarette. My mouth was dry, and I wanted a drink, but to fix myself one I'd have to go back inside, and I didn't want to invite any remarks from either of them.

Adriana was sitting in an unmistakably suggestive pose. There was nothing forced about her movements. She was leaning slightly to the side, resting against the arm of the couch. The strap of her dress had slipped off her shoulder, revealing the bra underneath, and she didn't bother pulling it back up—making the view of her cleavage all the more tempting. A mischievous smile played on her lips as he reached out, softly grazing one of her breasts. She said nothing, only closed her eyes when he leaned in to kiss her.

It had begun…

The kiss was wet, lascivious, hot. Despite the distance, I saw my wife's tongue slip from her mouth, eagerly seeking his.

Rubén's large, dark hands moved immediately to her breasts, squeezing them hard, without any gentleness. Adriana let out a moan, surprised by the intensity of his touch.

My hands went to my crotch without thinking, only to meet the cage constricting me. Frustration washed over me. That damn thing was all I needed to convince myself I was acting like a complete idiot.

Adriana called and asked me to fix them some drinks. I went inside, cleared the champagne glasses, and headed to the mini-fridge for what I needed.

Rubén's fingers squeezed her tits while his other hand moved boldly toward her thighs. There, his long, rough fingers slid without hurry, gliding over the skin beneath her stockings, then over the bare flesh—warm and soft. He shot me a half-smile, and Adriana grabbed his face to turn his attention back to her. Rubén's caresses didn't ask permission; they took what he believed was his.

Adriana surrendered completely to him. While they made out, she shot me an intense look, then slipped her hand under Rubén's shirt to caress his chest. The contrast was overwhelming and humiliating—me preparing their drinks while she gave herself over to unbridled passion with that cocky kid.

I made myself a stiff gin and tonic and served theirs. I went back to the terrace and sat down on one of the lounge chairs. My breath came fast and my heart was racing. From out there, the scene before me filled me with a sick excitement—but also something more painful.

I could see Adriana's face as she felt those firm hands roaming over her body. She let out a sigh when Rubén started kissing her neck. With one firm motion, he slid the dress strap completely off her shoulder, and the fabric fell away slowly. His eyes roamed over the bra that barely contained her breasts.

As I'd predicted, the bra lasted less than fifteen seconds. He unhooked it and let it fall to the floor, then took a moment to enjoy her tits, crowned by those dark nipples standing hard. I imagined Adriana's disappointment at not being admired in the complete lingerie set. I felt a tiny stab of joy at that.

Rubén's fingers closed eagerly around those splendid tits, kneading them boldly while his tongue traced down Adriana's neck, descending slowly. Rubén was in a hurry and could barely contain himself. He wanted to savor every curve, every reaction, because he knew that in that moment, he was the one with power over another man's wife—who was watching everything from the terrace.

Adriana was panting, her legs parting instinctively as she felt him settle between them. Her body trembled with a desire that consumed her completely. It was overwhelming, seeing her surrendered to another man.

I felt a painful tension in my cock and balls. The cage, pushed by my growing erection, tortured my scrotum. I reached down to my package, trying to reposition it as best I could, but that only made it worse.

He didn't waste time. His large hands gripped her hips, lifting her higher on the sofa while his lips traveled slowly down her abdomen. Adriana arched, closing her eyes and letting the sensations wash over her—the warmth of his breath, the touch of his tongue, the firm pressure of his fingers on her skin.

Rubén was enjoying every second. The way her body responded to his caresses, to his tongue, the moans escaping her lips—everything confirmed she was completely in his hands. But it wasn't just Adriana fueling his pleasure; when he glanced up for an instant, he saw me behind the glass terrace door. His eyes gleamed with malice as he caught my gaze fixed on them.

“Damn. And the guy just sits there,” he said with a mocking smile, his fingers sliding between Adriana's thighs and drawing a louder moan from her that echoed through the room.

“Leave him alone. Focus on what you've got here. Or isn't this enough? Forget about him,” she said between gasps.

Adriana, lost in pleasure, was barely aware of anything but Rubén. His movements were lascivious, exploring every inch of her body, pushing her senses to the limit. When he leaned in closer, licking her nipples, she threw her head back and closed her eyes. I wasn't just a spectator; I was a humiliated man—and at the same time, aroused by what was happening before my eyes.

Rubén's hands returned to her breasts, squeezing them as his body moved against hers. Adriana held him tight, her nails digging into the young man's back.

Rubén gripped her firmly by the hips, moving closer until he positioned himself between her legs. Adriana felt the tip of that immense cock brush against her pussy, drawing a gasp of pure desire from her, and when he finally entered her, he did so with a slow, deliberate thrust that made her spread her legs wider and let out a moan that seemed to last forever.

A deep, plaintive moan escaped her as her body received him, feeling completely filled—as she probably never had before. I saw the overwhelmed expression on her face, almost disbelief, and her hands instinctively gripped Rubén's arms. Her breathing was erratic, and the heat building in her belly seemed to consume her completely.

Rubén, aware of Adriana's every reaction, leaned over her. His lips found hers in a hungry kiss as he began to move, setting a rhythm that seemed perfect for pushing her to the edge. But he didn't stop there. After a few minutes, he grabbed her thighs and lifted her easily, positioning her with her back against the sofa, her hips at the edge and her legs wrapped tight around him.

“That's it, beautiful. Let me see all of you. You're pure lust…” he murmured, his deep voice low, his dark eyes gleaming with desire and dominance.

Adriana, completely given over to him, let Rubén guide every movement. Her body molded to his, and the deeper angle made her moan with each thrust. She felt him filling her in a way she'd never experienced before, her skin burning at his touch, and every time he leaned over her, her breasts brushed against his torso.

I returned to the bedroom, unable to resist the need to watch them more closely. I sat in an armchair on the other side of the room, my eyes fixed on Adriana's body writhing with pleasure beneath Rubén. There was something hypnotic about the scene, something that kept me motionless, torn between humiliation and an excitement I couldn't deny.

Rubén noticed my presence, and that only encouraged him to move harder, to claim Adriana's body with an intensity that seemed designed to humiliate me even more. I could see everything clearly—how Rubén's hands roamed over every curve of my wife, how she responded to each thrust, each movement, with unbridled passion.

Adriana was completely lost to any thought beyond the pleasure Rubén was giving her. Her moans filled the room, and her nails dug into the young man's back as he possessed her. It was as if all the sexual tension between us was pouring out in a torrent of sensations that made her forget everything else.

She looked at me intensely while he fucked her. Our eyes locked for a few seconds before a hard slap made her shift her attention to Rubén. Far from protesting, she seemed to like it, and that encouraged him to repeat the blow. Adriana cried out in pleasure.

Timidly, I began sliding a hand over my crotch, trying to relieve the throbbing excitement growing beneath the cage.

The scene had me transfixed. Rubén's sinewy body with its glistening skin, Adriana writhing beneath him, completely submissive—every movement was a painful reminder of how foreign all of this had become to me.

Each of Adriana's moans was like a slap and a caress at the same time, igniting something primitive inside me. My hand moved with more determination as I watched Rubén take her, watched her body mold perfectly to the couch, to his strength, to the intensity of each thrust. It was as if everything that had once been mine now belonged to the man who dominated us both in that moment.

I closed my eyes for an instant, frustrated by that fucking contraption that kept me from releasing my excitement. She saw what I was doing and, between moans and the creaking of the couch, fixed her gaze on me as if forbidding me to continue touching myself. It was a clear warning to stop. I couldn't tell whether humiliation or excitement consumed me more; perhaps it was both, mixed in a spiral that kept me glued to the armchair.

I noticed Rubén was trying to control the intensity of the fucking. He was probably too close to coming and wanted to hold out longer, so his thrusts became shallower. He leaned back, taking Adriana by the hips and lifting her easily. He turned her, positioning her straddling him as he settled on the couch. Now she would set the pace. She lowered herself onto that cock slowly, savoring its unusual thickness and length. The image of her body impaled on that shaft, moving in a slow back-and-forth, was incredible.

Adriana closed her eyes, letting out a moan, her breathing heavy as she adjusted to the new position. Her hands found support on Rubén's thighs, and again she fixed her gaze on me. She blew me a lascivious kiss that excited me even more. I had a perfect view of her in front of me, legs spread, breasts exposed, her lover's hands pinching her nipples. Her face glistened with sweat, several strands of hair stuck to her forehead.

“Look at him,” Rubén murmured with malice, his hands guiding Adriana's hips to match his rhythm. “He's just sitting there watching me fuck you. The nerve on this guy…”

Adriana looked up, and our eyes met again. The connection was electric, charged with contradictory emotions: shame, desire, and something like surrender. Her final smile disarmed me.

Each of Adriana's movements on Rubén made her more aware of her own pleasure, but also of the power she held in that instant. Her rhythm, slow but determined, filled her completely, forcing her to feel every inch of him. And as she did, she couldn't ignore how I watched her, completely absorbed, unable to tear my eyes away.

Rubén, emboldened by the dynamic he'd created, slid his hands beneath Adriana's ass, squeezing hard to lift and lower her more forcefully. She rocked her hips forward and back. His hands rose to her breasts, massaging them with reverence while his fingers tormented her hardened nipples with firm pinches.

Adriana's body shuddered with a first convulsion. I knew her perfectly, and I knew the moment was approaching. She let out a brutal gasp that sounded like provocation to me, fixing her eyes on mine again. I remained there, motionless, my eyes fixed on every movement she made on Rubén.

“Do you like what you see, honey?” she murmured with a crooked smile, her voice dripping with mockery and a touch of malice. She didn't wait for an answer; she didn't need one. Seeing her that way, surrendered like a bitch in heat, heels still on, pressing her hips harder and harder against him, was driving me crazy. She sensed it and wasn't about to let the moment pass, adding in a low tone full of intention:

“Thanks for letting him fuck me… I never thought he'd be this good.”

Trapped between pleasure and humiliation, I could only look away from her eyes.

Adriana smiled, a gesture of pure triumph. Her movements became slower but more intense, as if she wanted both men to understand that she was now in command. Rubén watched her through half-closed eyes, his hands following the sway of her hips, his fingers gripping her flesh tightly as he struggled to maintain control.

Adriana's rhythm began to spiral out of control, her movements growing more erratic as her body strained to release the tension building with each thrust. Her body was drenched in sweat, and I noticed a damp spot on the couch. The orgasm was going to be incredibly explosive. I braced myself for the geyser about to erupt.

I grabbed my phone and started recording a video. An orgasm like that deserved more than just a few photographs.

Adriana screamed in a way that surprised me, her voice full of raw pleasure, her nails raking her own breasts as a wave of spasms coursed through her like an electric shock, ripping an orgasm from her that left her trembling. Her body arched backward, her legs spread wide, and she looked like she might collapse at any moment. An indescribable jet shot from her pussy the moment Rubén's cock slipped out. It soaked the floor, the rug, and even the glass table.

“Holy shit, babe. Fuck, you got everything wet. You liked that, huh, slut?” Rubén said, stunned by how much had gushed out of Adriana.

Rubén didn't stop. He shoved back in and kept pounding her with brutal intensity, each thrust now an act of release carrying the pent-up fury of a man who knows he owns the moment—he'd already made her come and freed himself from that pressure that grips all men. His hands dropped to Adriana's ass, squeezing hard before delivering a slap that echoed through the room, drawing a muffled moan from her.

“Fuck, man. What a slut you've got at home,” Rubén growled in a deep voice, glancing sideways at me.

Adriana, still trembling, couldn't respond, her body completely surrendered to the storm he had unleashed. Each slap, each thrust carried her beyond what she thought possible, her mind split between the sensation of being taken with such ferocity and the sight of me completely humiliated.

I couldn't hold back any longer. A painful pressure gripped my pelvis, an ache radiating through my balls. My breathing was heavy, my eyes fixed on the scene, but I didn't touch myself.

“Don't come inside,” she warned him.

“Don't fuck with me, babe.”

“Do it in my mouth if you want, but not in my pussy.”

He protested but stood up, leaving Adriana on the floor. She knelt in front of him and opened her mouth. Three quick strokes of his cock and a jet of thick white cum filled my wife's mouth. Before she could swallow, two more shots streaked across her face, one hitting her eye and smearing her mascara.

The room fell silent, broken only by the ragged breathing of the two lovers. Adriana knelt there, her body covered in sweat, drops of cum dripping from her face down her breasts, her legs still trembling.

I was trying to process what had just happened. Rubén, with a triumphant smile, slowly stroked her hair, satisfied at having taken her to that point, while his eyes met mine for an instant, more defiant than ever.

Adriana remained lying on the floor, her breathing still labored. He had left her completely wrecked, but clearly satisfied.

She lifted her head, seeking his gaze. Rubén responded with an arrogant smile and eyes full of unshakeable confidence. Without a word, he leaned down and kissed her.

“What a fuck. Did you like it?”

Adriana didn't answer but nodded, still breathing hard. She moved closer and kissed him intensely again. Rubén excused himself, saying he had to use the bathroom and would wait for her in bed.

“Did you like the show?” Adriana asked me, grabbing a bottle of water from the fridge and smiling at me.

“It was brutal. I've never seen you like that.”

I gave her a light kiss on the lips. She smelled like sex.

“You like fucking him,” I said.

She nodded without any shame.

“You like it a lot…” I pressed.

“I admit it,” she continued. “I like fucking these young studs. They're pure power. I like it—a lot—and I'm not hiding it from you.”

“Well, don't hold back…”

“Did it seem like I was holding back before?” she asked mockingly, her expression more than just a simple smile.

She came closer and kissed me tenderly.

“I love you. Don't forget that.”

“And I love you. Don't you forget that either.”

“When I saw you like that with him… I had doubts.” I couldn't keep a shadow from passing over my face.

“Don't be silly, Jose. You're my husband, the only one I love.” She hugged me. “This is just…”

“Sex?”

“Sex.”

“But really good sex…”

“Without the slightest doubt.”

“And you asked him to come in your mouth…”

“Are you getting turned on…?” She ran her hand lightly over my crotch, smiling at me like a cat in heat, until she noticed I was wearing the cage. “I didn't want him to come inside. Remember, I'm not on anything.”

I made a face about having my cock caged. It was incredibly uncomfortable.

“Would you like me to fuck him again? I'm dying to. One round isn't nearly enough for me, you know that.”

“Of course…”

“I want to fuck him in bed, it's more comfortable. So if you want to come along…”

“Yes, yes… I'll come with you.”

She looked at me with a sensual smile. She took my hand and led me toward the bedroom. I followed, expectant and aroused, hand in hand with my wife.

When we entered the bedroom, I saw Rubén lying on the bed, his back against the headboard, completely naked. We reached the side of the bed, she let go of my hand and crawled over to Rubén. She grabbed his cock eagerly, caressing his balls too, and looked at me with that slutty expression she wore when she wanted to provoke me.

“Can I start now?” she asked mockingly. “This one's ready again… What a stud…”

I didn't answer. I just closed my eyes for a second. When I opened them, she was looking into Rubén's eyes. She lowered her head and swallowed his entire cock in one go. Rubén leaned back and closed his eyes too. His breathing deepened.

She spent a good while sucking him. Thick threads of saliva escaped from her mouth, and she moaned while shooting me lustful glances. She pulled that enormous cock out of her mouth and licked it a couple more times with a triumphant smile.

I felt aroused, though I couldn't stop the jealousy eating away at me as I watched that stud fuck my wife without restraint. And what was worse, seeing her enjoy herself like a slut.

Rubén suddenly flipped her over. He positioned her on all fours and spit in his hand. He started slicking up his cock with the saliva, more out of habit than necessity since it was already soaked with Adriana's spit. He thrust into her hard. Adri arched her back and let out a long moan of pleasure, taking his thrusts with ragged gasps. She was completely lost in the pleasure he must have been giving her, because she didn't even look at me—she only seemed interested in enjoying every inch of that cock.

She turned over, lay face down on the bed, and spread her legs, heels still on, showing off that perfect ass for her lover and me to see. The slut knew exactly what effect that had on men. She turned her head and gestured for me to come around in front of her, while Rubén slid back inside her to the hilt.

“Aren't you going to kiss me while he fucks me?”

I immediately brought my mouth to hers and our tongues intertwined, while she moaned against my lips and I felt her warm breath coming from somewhere deep inside her.

“Touch my clit. I want you to feel how he's drilling me with that cock of his.”

Adriana was completely unleashed, and her breathing signaled one hell of an orgasm building. She told him again that she didn't want him to come inside.

Just as she'd asked, I was touching her clit and feeling Rubén's cock drilling into her pussy. Suddenly I felt a growing wetness soaking my hand, and she let out a long scream. Her legs trembled, and she collapsed onto the bed.

Rubén gave a couple more thrusts and pulled out.

“Open your mouth, slut,” he demanded while stroking himself frantically.

Despite still being shaky and breathing hard, she got up and let him come in her mouth and on her face. The first jets of cum dripped down onto her tits. She composed herself and looked at me with a victorious smile.

Rubén's cum was dripping from her eye down to her lips. She caught that drop with her tongue and licked what was hanging from the tip of his cock.

She winked at me as if she'd just done the most normal thing in the world.

Rubén sat up slowly, still breathing heavily. He was soaked with sweat. He looked at Adriana, who lay relaxed on the rumpled sheets with a satisfied smile, and then at me, sitting in the chair. He ran a hand through his disheveled hair and let out a short, nervous laugh.

“Fuck…” he murmured while picking up his clothes from the floor. “Thanks for this. I've never experienced anything like this.”

Adriana stretched like a cat, not bothering to cover herself. The lifeguard's cum still glistened on her belly and thighs. I remained silent, watching.

The guy got dressed with clumsy movements, glancing back and forth between us.

“Fucking you was incredible, Adriana, especially in front of this guy… You're amazing. But…” he hesitated, buttoning his pants, “I can't wrap my head around what just happened here. You,” he pointed at me, “sitting there, watching me fuck her… and her enjoying it like crazy knowing you're seeing everything… You guys have the weirdest thing going on. I don't know what to think.”

Adriana let out a laugh and sat up a bit.

“Thanks to you, handsome. And maybe you're too young to understand it. But I have to admit you lived up to my expectations. Right, honey?”

The lifeguard shook his head, still smiling, but clearly confused.

“That was a memorable fuck. But whatever you two have going on… damn. I don't know whether to envy you or be worried. Anyway, take care. And thanks again.”

He walked over to Adriana, gave her one last kiss on the lips and a gentle slap on the ass. Then he looked at me, raised his hand in an awkward wave goodbye, and left the room, closing the door softly.

Silence settled for a few seconds. Adriana got up and walked toward me. The sight was striking. Naked, still wearing her stockings and heels, remnants of cum clinging to her body. She smelled like sex. She knelt in front of me, pulled down my pants, and grabbed the key to the cage. Carefully, she removed it. My cock sprang free, bearing the painful marks the cage had left.

“Those were two brutal fucks. And I could see how turned on you were.”

“It was intense,” I said simply.

“But you also suffered.”

“Yes. But my pleasure is in that suffering. I know you don't understand it, but that's just how I am.”

“I need you to fuck me now,” she said, pulling off my shirt and kissing my chest softly. “Do you want me to shower? I'm covered in his cum and sweat.”

“No need.”

She caressed my chest, ran her nails over my nipples, and kissed me, her eyes never leaving mine.

“Thank you, my love. I never imagined you'd want to watch me enjoy myself with others. I don't ever want you to think you're not man enough. You're a thousand times the man anyone else I know is.”

“Thank you, Adri.”

Her lips met mine with deliberate slowness and softness, as if she wanted to savor every second of this reunion. They were soft, still swollen from her earlier kisses with Rubén, with a faint salty taste—a mix of sweat and other things I preferred not to think about. Adriana kissed me tenderly at first, brushing my mouth, letting her warm breath mingle with mine. Her hands, still hot, traveled up my bare torso, exploring every curve of my muscles with her fingertips. Her nails, long and manicured, traced invisible lines that made my skin tingle, pausing at my nipples to pinch them gently, sending jolts of pleasure straight down to my groin, still sore from the night's torment.

“My love…” she whispered against my lips, her voice thick with emotion. “You're so strong for letting me do this. Most men couldn't handle seeing what just happened.”

She deepened the kiss then, tilting her head to capture my mouth more fully. Her tongue slid in slowly, seeking mine in an intimate, wet dance. It wasn't an aggressive kiss—it was deep, exploratory, full of gratitude and restrained desire. I moaned softly against her as her hands traveled down my sides, caressing my ribs, tracing the bones of my hips. Her heels clicked faintly on the floor when she moved. The smell of sex rising from her body enveloped me like a cloud.

I pulled back for a moment to look at her. Her eyes shone with a mix of lust and tenderness. I caressed her disheveled hair, pushing aside strands still stuck to her forehead with sweat. My fingers trailed down her cheek, brushing the flushed skin of her cheekbones, and she tilted her head into my hand like a kitten begging for more.

“I love you so much…” I whispered. “Seeing you like that, completely surrendered to him, but coming back to me…”

Adriana flashed that mischievous smile I loved so much and kissed the corner of my lips, then my jaw, leaving a trail of wet kisses down my neck. Her lips paused at the hollow of my collarbone, sucking the skin gently, nibbling with her teeth just enough to leave a faint mark. Her hands never stopped: one tangled in my hair, pulling gently to tilt my head back and give her mouth better access; the other traveled down my abdomen, caressing softly around my navel, deliberately avoiding going any lower.

“I can feel your heart pounding,” she murmured. “It's beating for me, isn't it?”

I nodded, unable to speak. My hands traveled over her body. I caressed her bare shoulders, feeling the dampness of her sweat. I moved down her arms, intertwining my fingers with hers for a moment before releasing them to explore her back. Her skin was slippery, marked by red scratches from someone else's nails. I ran my open palms over it, massaging each muscle with my fingertips. I slowly traced down to the curve of her waist, pressing her against me. Her body melded with mine; I felt the coolness of her breasts against my torso, and the sticky remnants of cum rubbing against my skin only excited me more. Most guys would be disgusted, but for me, it only fueled the fire that burned more intensely in my mind every day.

She whispered in my ear:

“No one makes me feel as desired as you do after all this. You have no idea how much it turns me on to be fucked in front of you.”

She kissed me again, this time with more urgency, but still gentle. Our tongues tangled in a slow rhythm, exploring, savoring. I bit her lower lip gently and she let out a moan. Her nails scratched down my chest again, trailing toward my groin. Her caresses crept closer to the base of my cock. She kissed my earlobe, sucking it, whispering broken words:

“I want you to make love to me… I need to feel your warmth… your hands all over my dirty body.”

“Adri, whenever you're near me, I'm thinking about everything I want to do with you,” I murmured against her lips. “And believe me, I'm going to make every single one of our fantasies come true. Think you can handle it?”

Her jaw dropped for a moment before she nibbled my upper lip, teasing me with her tongue.

“Uh-huh…” she panted. “Whatever you want, honey. I'd love for you to let me fuck whoever you want.”

“You like that? You’re such a slut,” I murmured, starting to lose control.

“Want me to do it again?”

“Yes, please.”

“Tell me what else you want me to do. Want me to talk dirty? I’m waiting,” she said with a teasing tone.

“I want to watch you do it,” I blurted out, my voice muffled by her lips.

“Do what?”

“It drives me crazy watching you swallow his cum.”

“That’s filthy…”

“Yeah, it really is…” she smiled at me calmly. “But I love watching them empty their balls in your mouth…”

“Want me to say it to turn you on?”

“What do you think?”

I started jerking off in front of her tits. Within seconds, a massive shot of cum burst from my cock and splattered her tits and face. She took my cock in her mouth and licked me clean.

She sat up, still covered in my cum, and leaned in to kiss me.

“Fuck. You’ve never come like that before. It’s like mayonnaise. So thick!”

“That’s what you do to me. You’re such a slut…”

“Very much, honey,” she said, kissing me again. “But you’re the one who asked for this. So enjoy it. I’m going to fuck everyone you want.”
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I woke up at five in the morning, wide awake. I walked out onto the terrace naked. I could still feel the cage tugging my balls downward, a dull, constant ache. It was humiliating. It was uncomfortable. And above all, it was real.

“Is this what you wanted?” a voice in my head asked.

Yes. And no.

I had started all this. I was the one who'd opened the door to brutal honesty, to the fantasy of seeing her with others, to breaking traditional norms. But now that the door was wide open, I felt overwhelmed. Seeing Adriana so confident, so decisive, so comfortable taking control… it turned me on like nothing else in the world. But it also put a knot in my stomach.

I loved her. I loved her madly. And yet, I'd agreed that she would dress up for another man, while I wore a cage on my cock and served them like a waiter. The idea turned me on and, at the same time, made me feel small.

“Am I losing control? Or is this exactly what I was looking for?”

It turned me on to remember her laughing with Rubén, letting herself be touched, kissing another man in front of me. It turned me on to know she was wet thinking about his big cock. But I also felt jealous. A jealousy that burned. It wasn't just arousal. It was fear. Fear that she might like it too much. Fear that tonight was the beginning of something we could no longer stop. Fear that she might discover she could have men like Rubén and that I might suddenly be left behind.

And then there was the humiliation. The cage was a crystal-clear symbol of my new position. Not only was I not going to fuck her… I couldn't even touch myself. I'd be desperate the whole time, in pain, focused on her desires. And the worst part was that this humiliation turned me on even more. It was a vicious circle I couldn't escape.

Adriana came out to the terrace naked. She looked radiant, confident, sexual. She walked over and ran her hand across my chest.

“Are you okay?” she asked, looking into my eyes.

I nodded, though inside I was a mess.

“I'm… processing it,” I admitted. “Part of me is incredibly turned on. Another part is afraid.”

She caressed my cheek tenderly.

“That fear is normal, honey. I have it too. But I trust you. And you have to trust me. If at any point you want to stop, just say so. I won't get angry.”

Her words calmed me a little, but they didn't completely erase the storm inside.

Because deep down I knew the truth: I wanted it to continue. I wanted to see how far this would go. I wanted to feel that painful, delicious mixture of jealousy, arousal, and submission. Even if it scared me. Even if it made me question who I really was.

“I want to keep going,” I finally said, my voice a little hoarse.

Adriana smiled and gave me a soft kiss on the lips.

“I know I've been very bad. But that's what makes it fun. Right? Come on, come to bed. Tomorrow we'll see things differently.”

She turned and lay down on the bed. I stayed there, feeling the weight of my own arousal and all the doubts churning inside me.

I loved that woman. And that night I had given her to another man… while I watched, caged and desperate. And the worst part… was that a huge part of me wanted it more than anything.

The day dawned bright and beautiful. A sun that promised another scorching day shone radiantly. Adriana ordered room service and we had breakfast in bed, caressing each other, smiling, joking, baring ourselves to each other like two people in love.

I closed my eyes as my heart raced. Images of Adriana with Guillermo and Rubén flashed through my mind again. It was incredible that the tender, affectionate girl laughing and having breakfast beside me could behave like such a slut when she gave herself to another man. They were like two completely different people. The tender, caring, affectionate wife—and the passionate woman who practically lost control with those guys I encouraged her to fuck.

The vacation was winding down, and after she'd fucked Rubén, we focused on relaxing without either of us bringing up the subject again, as if talking about it made us uncomfortable.

I'd promised myself I would start running again. If I wanted a body that could even begin to compete with guys like Rubén, I had no choice but to put in the work. Even though I'd always thought vacations were for resting, I got up early every morning and ran on the beach, pushing my body a little harder than I usually did back in Madrid. Adri slept in, and we'd meet at the pool terrace before heading to the hotel restaurant for lunch. Afterward, we'd go up to the room to fuck and take a little nap.

The day before we had to leave, when I arrived at the pool, I headed toward the spot where Adriana usually set up. I stopped short. Rubén was crouched beside her, rubbing suntan lotion on her body. Well, not just rubbing it on—he was slowly spreading it all over her, including between her thighs, while she lay there with her eyes closed, letting him do it, completely oblivious to everything around her.

When I got closer to the lounge chair and saw her there with the lifeguard, I felt a strange mix of jealousy and arousal that made me step back and keep watching. She looked gorgeous lying there in her tiny bikini, her skin tanned, her head thrown back, sighing as he continued his caresses. When he reached her legs, Adriana parted her thighs slightly, giving him access without a hint of shame. The lifeguard smiled with obvious satisfaction and took his time on her inner thighs, his fingers brushing dangerously close to the edge of her bikini. A couple of older couples watched the scene in astonishment, which made me genuinely uncomfortable. One of the women was murmuring something to her husband, scandalized, while he shook his head. They didn't understand any of it. I did. And that pissed me off even more. Rubén smiled openly as his hands moved up again, brushing the sides of Adriana's breasts, barely even trying to hide it. She did nothing to stop him. On the contrary, she arched her back slightly, seeking more contact.

Rage surged up my throat. That complete surrender, the way she let him touch her in front of everyone—it humiliated us both.

Right then, a man in a dark suit and tie—clearly a hotel manager—strode over quickly. He called out to Rubén in a sharp, authoritative voice. The lifeguard sprang to his feet, hastily wiping his hands on a towel. The man spoke to him with a stern expression, gesturing toward the pool area. Rubén nodded several times, visibly nervous, and practically ran toward the locker rooms.

The manager lingered a moment longer, speaking to Adriana. I couldn't hear the exact words, but I saw her lower her head in embarrassment and nod. The man walked away after giving her one last warning look.

I couldn't take it anymore. Heart pounding, I went straight up to the room. I felt humiliated and furious. For the first time, I didn't feel the slightest arousal at what I'd just seen. Minutes later, the door opened. Adriana came in, still in her bikini with the sarong in her hand. Her skin glistened from the lotion. She greeted me, but I could see the embarrassment on her face.

“Jesus Christ, what a scene you just made down there. What the hell were you thinking, letting him touch you like that in front of everyone?” I said, getting up from the edge of the bed, clearly pissed. “What a spectacle. What were you thinking? In front of everyone… The couples next to you were staring in disbelief. And then the hotel manager calling you out. Do you realize what we looked like? God, how embarrassing.”

Adriana set the sarong on a chair and met my eyes without flinching. The look in her eyes scared me.

“It was just suntan lotion, honey. My back was burning a little and he offered. It’s not that big a deal. Some people make a mountain out of a goddamn molehill.”

“Not that big a deal?” I raised my voice, pacing the room. “You were moaning like a bitch in front of half the hotel. What if someone recognizes us? What if they kick us out? Do you even realize what a scene you caused?”

She approached slowly, with that newfound confidence that was starting to piss me off.

“Nobody’s going to kick us out. It was just a little lotion. Does that bother you?”

“Of course it bothers me,” I told her. “It pisses me off seeing you so shameless, so… eager in a place full of people. You have no limits. We’re going to be the talk of the hotel.”

I stopped, breathing hard. She smiled softly and moved closer, brushing my chest with her fingers.

“It turns you on,” she whispered. “Admit it. Seeing me like that turns you on. That’s why you didn’t come over to stop it. You just stood there watching.”

“I didn’t come over because I was embarrassed. You went too far.”

Adriana kissed my neck softly.

“We’re leaving tomorrow. I just wanted to have a little fun before we go. If it bothered you that much, I’m sorry. But don’t pretend you didn’t get turned on.”

“Whether you believe me or not, this didn’t turn me on. I swear. What you did in front of everyone embarrassed me. I don’t know how I’m supposed to face the other guests now.”

“Nobody will remember tomorrow,” she said, shrugging. “And you… you were there, watching. Like always.”

Adriana stood in the middle of the room in her skimpy bikini, skin glistening from the lotion. The air was thick with tension. She lifted her chin defiantly. Her eyes shone with a mix of anger and lingering arousal.

“Oh, right. It’s great, isn’t it? I have to be willing to fuck whoever you say, whenever you say, and wherever you say. Without any say in the matter. You opened that door, honey. You threw me into other men’s arms to get yourself off. And I had to accept it, spread my legs and moan because it turned you on to see me like that. Well, today I was the one who wanted to feel something. Period. Does that bother you now?”

Her voice rose, heavy with accusation. She paced back and forth across the room, gesturing.

“You decide when the game starts and when it ends. When you feel like being a cuckold, you serve me up on a platter to whatever guy you want. But when I’m the one taking the initiative, even if it’s just a little suntan lotion and a harmless game, you get furious. Is that fair? You control my desire and I have to be your perfect little sex puppet?”

I ran my hands through my hair, frustrated. She had a point, and that made me even angrier.

“You have a point,” I admitted reluctantly. “Yes, I opened that door. But it wasn’t the right time or place, Adriana. You were at the pool, in broad daylight, surrounded by people. And no matter how much you try to turn this around on me, I saw the shame on your face when the manager called you out. You hung your head like a little girl caught red-handed. Don’t tell me you weren’t embarrassed, because that’s bullshit.”

Adriana stopped. She dropped her gaze to the floor and, for the first time, her expression softened. Her shoulders sagged slightly.

“Yes… I felt it,” she admitted quietly. “When the hotel manager came over and told me that kind of behavior wasn’t acceptable here, I felt embarrassed. It was… awkward.”

Silence settled between us for a few seconds. I moved a little closer, still angry, but feeling the rage start to ebb.

“Exactly. It’s not that you can’t enjoy yourself. It’s about control and context. In the bedroom, with you and whoever you want, I’m up for anything. But outside, where anyone can see…”

Adriana looked up. Her eyes were glistening—I couldn’t tell if it was from anger or regret.

“I’m sorry,” she said finally, her voice softer. “I got carried away. I didn’t think about the consequences. Forgive me.”

She came closer and touched my arm. I didn’t push her away, but I didn’t hug her either.

“It’s fine,” I murmured. “But this can’t happen like that again. Games have rules. And you just broke them.”

She shook her head, biting her lip.

“We’ve never talked about rules.”

“We’d always talked about it beforehand until now. The other afternoon, when you invited Rubén, you asked me first. We discussed it, and you definitely didn’t act the way you just did. You totally lost it, babe.”

“I understand. It won’t happen that way again.”

I took a deep breath and looked toward the open suitcases in the corner of the room.

“We should probably start packing,” I said, changing the subject to ease the tension. “We’re leaving early tomorrow and we haven’t packed a thing.”

Adriana stayed still for a moment, watching me. Then she nodded and headed to the closet. For the next half hour, the atmosphere stayed tense. We packed in silence, folding t-shirts and bikinis, but every now and then our eyes met. I kept replaying the image of Rubén crouched over her, his hands sliding up her spread thighs.

At one point, Adriana paused with a piece of lingerie in her hands.

“Are you still angry?” she asked quietly.

“More like… confused,” I replied.

She smiled sadly.

“We’re a mess, aren’t we?”

“A mess that works in its own way,” I answered, shrugging.

We kept packing. She folded her dresses carefully while I put the shoes in bags. The argument had opened a wound, but it had also clarified things. Adriana had voiced her frustration at not having the same control I had over the games. I had acknowledged that her limits mattered too.

When we finished closing the first suitcase, Adriana sat on the edge of the bed.

“I didn’t mean to embarrass you.”

I sat beside her and, for the first time since the argument, wrapped my arm around her shoulders.

“Let’s learn from this. At home we’ll do whatever we want, but outside… I want us to be more discreet.”

She rested her head on my shoulder.

“Deal. I’m sorry, honey.”

The next day, as we brought the suitcases down, my eyes went straight to the pool. From a distance, I could see Rubén wasn’t at his post. A girl had taken his place. Adriana noticed too. Our eyes met for a second. She pressed her lips together slightly but said nothing.

We paid for the outstanding minibar charges at reception. While I waited for the card receipt, I saw the man in the dark suit—the same one who had called out Adriana and Rubén the day before—approaching with purposeful strides from the office hallway. He carried a folder under his arm, his expression stern.

He stopped in front of us. His eyes fixed on Adriana with a hard, almost contemptuous look.

“I hope you enjoyed your stay,” he said in a cold, clipped voice. “Have a safe trip back.”

There was no smile, no handshake, not the slightest gesture of courtesy. Just that curt phrase and one last reproachful glance at Adriana. She lowered her head slightly, visibly uncomfortable. The man turned and walked away without waiting for a response.

We left the hotel in silence. The bellhop helped us load the suitcases into the car. When we finally got in and I closed the door, the air conditioning started cooling the interior, which had to be over a hundred degrees. I started the car and left the hotel behind.

“Our games have consequences,” I said, breaking the silence as I drove toward the highway.

She looked out the window, sunglasses on.

“I know,” she replied quietly.

“Rubén’s not at his post anymore. They must have fired him. And that man… he looked at you like you were some cheap tramp.”

Adriana sighed and shifted in her seat.

“It was just a game, damn it. And the worst part is Rubén might have lost his job because of me. I didn’t think it would have these consequences.”

“Well, it does,” I insisted. “And for us too. That ‘have a safe trip’ sounded more like ‘don’t come back.’ Our games are fun in the bedroom, but when they spill outside… this is what happens.”

We stayed quiet for a few miles, watching the landscape grow arid and parched.


	Home Sweet Home?


Coming back from vacation threw us right back into routine. The moment we landed, Madrid's dry heat hit us like a reminder that real life was still waiting. Adriana had a long audit scheduled in Andalusia that would keep her away for a couple of weeks.

“Behave yourself, okay?” I said, joking but with a real warning underneath. “No letting lifeguards rub sunscreen on you, no poolside shows.”

Adriana laughed and came over to give me a long kiss on the lips. Her eyes sparkled with that mischievous glint I loved and worried about in equal measure.

“I always behave, honey,” she said, her voice enigmatic as she winked at me. “It's just that my definition of 'behaving' might be a little… flexible. Don't worry, I'll tell you everything.”

She gave me another kiss, deeper this time, and whispered:

“I'm going to miss you. But not too much.”

“Don't start,” I said, laughing.

I watched her disappear through security, feeling a mix of excitement and jealousy about what might happen. The next morning, I went back to the Ministry. Routine swallowed me up immediately: stacks of files on zoning permits, company inspections for every kind of violation, sanction proposals, and endless meetings with technicians. I signed documents, reviewed reports, and fielded calls from angry managers. All very gray compared to the nights in Almería or Peñíscola.

Every night, without fail, we talked on the phone. Usually she was the one who called, after dinner at the chain hotel where she was staying in Cádiz.

That first night we talked, as usual, about our workdays. She'd been auditing accounts all day and was exhausted from staring at numbers. After work, she'd taken advantage of the good weather to spend a couple of hours at the beach. I joked about how tough her job was, sunbathing and all.

I missed her and thought about her often. We were a young couple, not yet thirty, who had built a stable relationship on love and trust. Or so I believed. My perversion—which I'd first considered innocent and private, just fantasies whispered in bed and harmless games—had grown dangerous and out of control. Without fully grasping the risk, I'd crossed a line without thinking about what it could do to our marriage. What was I doing? How far could this go before I broke something beyond repair?

At night, alone in our apartment, I'd lie in bed and go over everything. Despite my outward confidence and trust in Adriana, I felt deeply insecure. My fears had multiplied seeing how easily she'd given herself first to Guillermo and then to Rubén. What started as a controlled game had become something I suspected was slipping through my fingers.

Adriana had always been innocent. Playful, yes, but only open with me in private, with a natural modesty I adored. She'd never gone topless at the beach, not even on our wildest vacations. She was the girl who covered herself with a towel when changing, who blushed when someone stared at her too long at the pool. And now, suddenly, she was baring herself to anyone without the slightest shame. The image of her spreading her legs so Rubén could apply sunscreen, sighing with her eyes closed, haunted me.

Yes, we'd fantasized about others in bed. Many times. I'd whisper scenarios to her while I fucked her. She'd get excited, moan, and I'd ask for more details. But I never thought she'd actually go through with it. It was just a game, a spice for our sex life. Now that she'd done it, crossed that barrier so naturally, I was scared shitless.

A knot of anxiety had formed in my stomach. Who was this Adriana? Where was the modest girl I'd married?

I wondered if I'd underestimated her true nature. I'd always seen her as someone restrained, almost sexually naive outside our bed. Now she seemed liberated, hungry for these new experiences. And I, who had opened the door, didn't know how to close it—or if I even wanted to.

I spent my nights watching the photos and videos of Adriana fucking Guillermo and Rubén. I studied her gestures, her expressions. I listened to her moans. She was completely surrendered, with a passion that never stopped surprising me. I'd masturbate thinking about her showing off, but afterward I'd lie awake, staring at the ceiling. How far would she go? Was she sleeping with others in Cádiz? My fears fed on how easily she gave herself. With Guillermo and Rubén, the surrender had been absolute. I saw the desire in her eyes. The defiance in her gaze. With Rubén, at the pool, she'd exposed herself shamelessly to anyone who happened to glance over. And now in Cádiz? How far would she go without me there?

She was right about one thing: I wanted to be the one who controlled the who, the when, and the where. Without that control, I felt naked, exposed, vulnerable. The pleasure of my fantasy only worked when I set the limits, when I could orchestrate every detail. When Adriana took the initiative on her own, like at the pool with Rubén, the game stopped being exciting and became painful. It was my perversion, but only if I remained the director.

The daily phone calls, though, brought me back to the Adriana I'd always known. Sweet, affectionate, interested in my day at the Ministry. She asked if I'd eaten well, if I missed her. We talked about silly things, about plans for when she got back, about how much she missed me. None of her comments raised any alarms. Not a single provocative mention of beaches, glances, or sunscreen. It was as if the uninhibited Adriana had stayed behind in Almería, and the familiar one came back to me every night over the phone. That reassured me and confused me at the same time. Which of the two was really my wife?

When she got back from Cádiz, our reunion was emotional. We embraced at the airport, and I breathed in her familiar perfume, felt her body pressed against mine. That night, sex was the way it had always been: intense, connected, full of kisses and whispered words of love. I didn't bring up anything that might excite us in dangerous ways. I avoided mentioning Guillermo, Rubén, or their games on the yacht or at the pool. She didn't bring them up either. It was beautiful, familiar sex… and, little by little, monotonous. We fell back into our usual routine. No surprises. No risks, but no fantasy either.

After several months off the pill, her gynecologist said the hormonal imbalances seemed under control and prescribed it again. That brought some normalcy back to our sex life.

Over the following months, I tried to convince myself that phase had just been a blip. A vacation fling that was behind us now. Work at the Ministry kept eating up my time, and Adriana seemed happy with her routine. We went out to dinner, watched shows together, made weekend plans. Everything went back to normal—maybe too normal.

But my Telegram friends didn't see it that way. The group where I'd shared photos and videos from the vacation had grown more demanding. I'd given them too much too fast—images of Adriana at the pool, photos and clips from her encounters—and now they wanted their piece of the pie.

The party was over, they said. I'd given them a taste and left them hanging… I dodged their questions. Told them things had calmed down, that we needed time. But the pressure from the group kept building. They sent me screenshots of old conversations, reminded me what I'd promised to share. Each message stirred up a mix of excitement and guilt. I'd opened Pandora's box and now had no idea how to close it without burning bridges with them.

The horse dildo arrived a couple of months later at my P.O. box. Obviously they hadn't washed it—there was dried residue stuck to it. I cleaned it carefully and tried to get her to use it, but no luck. Just as I'd expected, it wouldn't fit. I had to settle for taking a few photos of her licking it, which was a huge disappointment to the group.

For a few months, I really believed the fantasy was over. I kept telling myself it had been a mistake, that we'd found our footing again, and that was for the best. Adriana seemed content. She stopped making provocative comments, didn't mention beaches or strangers. She was back to being the sweet, affectionate woman she'd always been. And though I missed the adrenaline, I breathed easier.

But deep down, I knew it was an illusion. The seed had already been planted. My fears were still there, latent, and so was the desire. Every time we made love the regular way, part of me remembered the lust in her eyes, her surrender. Memories flooded back of Adriana swallowing her lovers' cum, how completely natural it had been for her. And that part of me wondered how much longer I could keep the door shut.

The Telegram messages kept coming. More and more insistent. And I couldn't help opening them. I read their comments, their fantasies about my wife, and felt that old fire slowly rekindling.

Adriana, oblivious to all of this, went on with her life. We kissed in the mornings before work, asked each other how we'd slept, planned weekend getaways.

Inside, I was fighting a silent battle. I wanted control. I wanted the fantasy, but only on my terms. And I was afraid that if we crossed the line again, everything would come roaring back.

The months passed in that strange calm. Monotonous sex, comfortable routines, safe conversations.

Christmas was approaching, and like every year, we started organizing the gift shopping. On weekends we lost ourselves in crowded malls, debating the budget and how to split our time between our families on the big days. The usual conversations: lists on our phones, debates about whether a sweater was too impersonal or if an experience voucher was better than perfume. That mundane routine reassured me, even if it was deadly boring.

Walking with Adriana on my arm, chatting about nothing in particular, I thought the wild side she'd shown during vacation was now in the past. A couple of isolated episodes, moments when we'd lost our heads in the heat, the atmosphere, the fantasies. Now we were back to being the couple we'd always been: stable, affectionate, focused on life's little things. That thought comforted me. The door seemed closed.

Mid-December brought the company dinner. At the Ministry, it was practically mandatory, but neither of us was particularly eager to go. My boss, an old-school career bureaucrat, had decided to make it a midday lunch so as “not to disrupt family routines too much.” I could already picture the scene: a bland restaurant, conversations that would start with the weather and inevitably drift to case files, permits, and pending sanctions. Photos of my colleagues' kids, vacation stories, complaints about the new EU regulations. Pure boredom.

That same week, one night over dinner at home, Adriana mentioned her own company dinner.

“Honey, Friday I've got dinner with the whole accounting audit team,” she said, serving the salad. “It's at a restaurant downtown, and I'm guessing we'll grab drinks after.”

I looked up from my plate. She seemed excited.

“Oh yeah? I figured you'd do something more formal too.”

“No, they're all young. Recent grads, eager to celebrate the end of the year. You know how it is. Music, drinks afterward… the usual for these things.”

I nodded, trying to keep my voice neutral.

“And you’re going?”

“Of course. I’m senior staff, but I get along with everyone. Besides, I really want to go,” she confessed with a genuine smile. “You and I have been stuck in such a rut, don’t you think? Work, home, quiet weekends… I need to get out, see people, laugh a little. Just unwind.”

Her tone was light, cheerful. No hidden meanings, no suggestive looks. Just a woman tired of routine who was happy to have something different to look forward to.

“You’re right,” I said. “We’ve been on autopilot for months. A night out will do you good.”

Adriana shrugged casually.

“The junior staff always organize these things well. Last year was so much fun. We danced, swapped stories about disastrous audits… I’m looking forward to seeing everyone outside the office. Plus, I heard they reserved a place with a heated terrace this year. It’s going to be great.”

We talked about it a while longer. She told me the usual crowd would be there, plus the new hires and the team leader. All very innocent. I listened and watched her face light up. She seemed genuinely excited about a night of laughter and letting loose. There was nothing strange about her attitude. She was the same Adriana as always: sociable, responsible, but eager to enjoy an evening with colleagues.

That night, as we cleaned up the kitchen, I felt that tranquility again—the calm that had settled over me these past few weeks. Adriana was once again the focused professional, the loving wife who debated Christmas gifts with me and got excited about a company dinner just for the chance to break from routine.

When I got home after the company lunch, I was exhausted—from sheer boredom. It had been exactly what I’d imagined: a bland restaurant, the same tired conversations about cases and regulations, photos of kids and grandkids, and my boss telling the same stories from twenty years ago. I slipped out as soon as I could without looking like an asshole. I had the perfect excuse: I needed to take Adriana to her company dinner. No one seemed to care that I was leaving. Some even looked grateful—I’d given them an opening to escape too.

As soon as I walked in, I heard the hair dryer in the bathroom. Adriana was just stepping out of the shower, wrapped in a white towel, wet hair falling over her shoulders. When she saw me, her face lit up with a warm smile.

“You’re back so early!” she exclaimed, coming over to give me a quick kiss. “I’m so glad. Now you can help me choose. I’ve got two dresses on the bed and I can’t decide.”

“How was lunch?” she asked, gesturing toward the bedroom.

“A total bore,” I said. “Worse than expected…”

We went into the bedroom together. Two dresses lay on the bedspread. The first was black, with a modest but flattering neckline and a slightly open back. The second was patterned, with a wrap-style front. Honestly, they both looked beautiful to me, exactly the kind of thing Adriana would want for a night like this. The second showed a bit more cleavage—so much that wearing a bra would be nearly impossible. Quite daring, no doubt. Both were sexy without being provocative, perfect for a company dinner.

“Try them on,” I said, sitting on the edge of the bed. “I want to see them on you.”

Adriana smiled and let the towel drop. She picked up the black dress first and slipped it on effortlessly. She adjusted the straps, checked herself in the full-length mirror, and gave a little spin.

“What do you think?” she asked, tilting her head. “Isn’t it too serious?”

“It looks great on you,” I said honestly. “It shows off your waist, and black always flatters you. You look elegant but not stuffy. The neckline is pretty without going overboard.”

She looked at herself again, turning to check the back.

“Yeah, I like how it falls. But I don’t know… let me try the other one.”

She took off the black one and slipped into the other. This one hugged her body more closely, subtly highlighting her curves. The color contrasted beautifully with her skin.

“I love this one,” she said, running her hands over the fabric. “What do you think? Is it too tight for a dinner with colleagues?”

“No, not at all. You look spectacular in it. Seriously—the leg slit is elegant, not vulgar. You look like a stylish executive.”

Adriana laughed softly and studied herself from different angles.

“I just don’t want to look too serious or too casual. People always dress up for these parties. I think this one is more fun. Which do you prefer?”

I took a moment to look her over.

“They both look great on you, but this one makes you look more… radiant. It gives you something extra. Go with this one.”

“Okay, you’ve convinced me,” she said with a smile. “This one, then.”

She took off the dress and laid it carefully over a chair. Then she opened the underwear drawer and pulled out a simple set: beige cotton panties and a wireless bra. Nothing special, just practical. She put them on without fuss.

The thing about Adriana was that she looked gorgeous in anything. That night, though, she looked stunning. She did her makeup with a light touch: a bit of mascara, a hint of blush, and a bold pink lipstick that made a statement without overdoing it.

While she got dressed, I watched from the bed. She adjusted the dress carefully, and I helped her with the side zipper. The dress fastened by wrapping one side over the other, creating an asymmetrical hemline. On the shorter side, it hit mid-thigh, and though she tugged it down a bit, it wouldn’t go any lower.

“A bit daring, but it looks great on you.”

She studied herself in the mirror. It suited her, and she clearly felt beautiful. She turned to check the back and ran her hands over her hips.

“I don’t know… I think I need a pop of color.” She rummaged through her jewelry box for accessories, pulling out a necklace and some earrings and holding them up for me to see the effect.

“Good?”

“Very good. You look spectacular.”

“Now the shoes,” she said, pointing to the closet. “Help me choose, please.”

She pulled a pair from the shoe rack. Classic black stilettos, satin-covered, with laces that tied at the ankle. She’d always had great taste in footwear, and those were seriously sexy shoes.

“Which ones do you think?” she asked, trying them on.

“Those are my weakness, you know that. What about sandals?” I suggested. I’d always loved heeled sandals, and they looked killer on her since she had well-manicured, elegant feet.

“Honey, it’s December…”

She finished putting on the stilettos and took a few steps. They showed off her legs beautifully, and the black went perfectly with the dress.

“I like these,” I said. “They make your legs look amazing.” I nodded. “Definitely those. They give you height and look perfect with the dress.”

Adriana nodded, satisfied. She finished tying the laces around her ankles, looked at herself in the mirror, and smiled.

“Perfect. Thanks for helping me, sweetheart. Without you I would’ve taken another hour to decide.”

She came over and gave me a warm hug, careful not to wrinkle the dress.

“You look spectacular,” I told her sincerely. “You’re going to be the prettiest one at the dinner.”

“You’re exaggerating—there are tons of girls much younger than me, and gorgeous,” she replied with a laugh, though I could tell she liked the compliment. “I just want to have a good time and unwind a little. We’ve been in such a boring rut. Tonight it’ll be great to dance and have a few drinks with my coworkers.”

She picked up a small clutch and tucked in her phone, keys, and a lipstick. She gave herself one last twirl in front of the mirror.

“I’m going down to find a movie.”

“I’ll be right there. Let me finish my hair and I’ll come down.”

I noticed the difference in how she’d gotten ready tonight compared to the times she’d done it for her lovers in the summer. Today there had been no lust, no challenging looks at me, no phrases loaded with double meanings. She’d simply made herself pretty, which for her wasn’t complicated at all.

The sharp click of her heels announced her as she came down the stairs.

“Are you sure I look okay?”

“You’re perfect,” I assured her.

She gave me a soft kiss on the cheek, leaving a faint trace of her perfume.

“Don’t wait up for me if it gets late. I’ll tell you all about it tomorrow. I love you.”

“I love you. Have a great time.”

I watched her walk out with a light step, radiant and happy. I stayed in the living room, feeling a strange mix of calm and melancholy. Tonight Adriana was going to enjoy a normal dinner, with young people and laughter. Nothing more. And I was happy for her.

I made myself a gin and tonic. After scrolling through several platforms, I had to settle for a movie I’d already seen, but it was better than the garbage they were offering. I put on The Shawshank Redemption—I knew how it ended, but I remembered liking it the first time. It’s funny how quickly we forget most of the scenes from a movie. Even though I knew the ending, I didn’t remember a lot of the dialogue, so I found it entertaining.

When it finished, another one caught my attention in the similar movies section. I’d seen it too, but after enjoying the previous one so much, I decided to put it on. It must have been a Stephen King special, because they were showing The Green Mile, The Mist, and a couple more that I recognized as his. I chose The Green Mile.

I was making myself a second drink when my phone buzzed on the table. It was a WhatsApp message from Adriana. I opened the app with a distracted smile, expecting some funny anecdote from the dinner.

“Hi sweetheart… I met someone at the dinner. I want to go with him.”

I froze. I read the message three times, as if the words might change if I stared at them hard enough. My heart lurched. The glass stopped halfway to my lips.

The phone buzzed again.

“Honey?”

My fingers trembled as I typed.

“With someone from work? Are you crazy?”

The response came almost instantly.

“Relax, silly. He’s not from my company. He was at another dinner in the same restaurant.”

I couldn’t believe it. She was telling me clearly, without beating around the bush, that she wanted to sleep with another man. It wasn’t a question. It wasn’t an invitation to fantasize. It was simply information about a decision that had already been made.

“Jose? If you don’t want me to, we can go to a hotel.”

I felt a knot in my throat. That message was the final proof that she wasn’t asking permission. She was telling me what she was going to do. My opinion, deep down, didn’t count. It was just a courtesy. Worse. I almost would have preferred if she’d fucked him without saying a word.

“Are you really going to do this, Adri?”

“Jose. I don’t want to have this argument now. We’ll go to a hotel.”

I ran my hand over my face, breathing hard. The house was silent—only the ticking of the living room clock. Everything felt unreal.

“This house is as much yours as it is mine.”

Several seconds passed. I watched her typing and deleting.

“Is that a yes?”

I stared at the screen for what felt like an eternity. A suffocating mix of jealousy, rage, arousal, and deep sadness washed over me. Everything I thought I’d put behind me came rushing back.

“This is a ‘do what you think you should do.’ You know what you’re doing.”

Her response came quickly.

“Just one more thing… I’d rather you weren’t there. Sleep in the guest room. He’ll leave early.”

I put the phone down on the table like it was burning. My hands were shaking. I downed my drink in one gulp and sat on the couch, staring blankly at the wall.

Everything had come back. And this time, Adriana wasn’t just crossing the line—she was crossing it without consulting me first. No buildup, no shared fantasies. Just a direct message, cold and clear. She was telling me she’d bring a stranger to our house and that I should hide in the guest room like an unwelcome guest in my own life.

I got up and paced the living room. The empty glass was still in my hand. I thought about calling her, arguing, begging her not to do it. But something stopped me. A part of me, dark and twisted, wanted to know. Wanted to feel it. And another part, the more rational one, was pissed off.

I looked at the clock. A little past two in the morning. They were probably already on their way.

I headed to the guest room, turned on the light, and sat on the bed. The room smelled musty, like a space that rarely got used. I lay down fully clothed, staring at the ceiling.

The silence of the house was overwhelming. With every passing minute, the pressure in my chest grew. Jealousy, humiliation, and that treacherous arousal I hated feeling.

Adriana had made a decision. And I, despite everything, had allowed it.

Now all I could do was wait.

I opened the sliding door to the terrace. The night was cool, typical of December, and the icy air hit my face. From the second floor, the terrace stretched out, connecting the master bedroom, the guest room, and the living room. It was a space we’d always loved: views of the complex’s interior garden with its pool, potted plants, and a corner with armchairs where we used to spend our weekends when the weather allowed. That night, though, the place felt completely hostile.

I lit a cigarette. My heart was pounding so hard it felt like it wanted to burst out of my chest. Each drag burned my throat, but I didn’t care. I leaned against the railing, staring into the dark garden, trying to process what was happening. Adriana was about to bring a stranger home. To our house. And I had accepted. Or rather, I hadn’t been able to stop it.

I finished the cigarette and went back inside to the guest room. I lay down on the bed without taking off my clothes, eyes fixed on the white ceiling. The silence was absolute. Only the distant rumble of a car on the street and the racing beat of my own heart. The minutes stretched on unbearably.

Soon after, I heard the unmistakable sound of the front door opening downstairs. Voices. A muffled laugh from Adriana—muffled but hearty. She was trying to whisper, but her laughter kept escaping, clear and contagious, giving away that she’d had too much to drink. The man with her responded in a low voice too, but their laughter mingled. She was clearly trying to keep the volume down, probably aware I was home, but the alcohol was getting the better of her.

I heard their footsteps on the stairs. Adriana stumbled, her heel catching on a step, followed by a louder laugh she tried to stifle without success.

“Shhh…” she said between laughs, but without much conviction.

The man murmured something I couldn’t make out, and she laughed again. Then, suddenly, silence. A charged silence. He must have been kissing her, because for a few seconds all I heard were muffled laughs, labored breathing, and soft moans Adriana couldn’t quite contain.

I got up from the bed without making a sound and went back out to the terrace. My heart was pounding in my ears. From where I stood, hidden in the darkness, I saw the light in the master bedroom turn on. The window partially revealed the interior, and I clearly saw Adriana and the man she was going to sleep with—him moving toward her.

I stood there, frozen, leaning against the exterior wall, listening to the sounds that drifted muffled through the night. The laughter had died down but was still there. Whispers. Another soft moan from Adriana. The sound of the bedroom door closing.

The cold on the terrace chilled me to the bone, but I didn’t move. Part of me wanted to go back inside, cover my ears, and pretend none of this was happening. Another part, darker and more masochistic, needed to be there, to feel every second.

I thought about everything we’d been through: the vacations, the phone calls, the false normalcy of the last few months. And now this. Adriana, drunk and cheerful, bringing a stranger home without asking permission. Me, hiding in the guest room like an intruder in my own house.

I lit another cigarette. The smoke rose in spirals toward the dark sky. Inside, in our bedroom, the lights were still on. I could hear movement. Low voices. Another stifled laugh from Adriana.

I sat in one of the terrace chairs, arms wrapped around myself against the cold. My heart kept pounding hard—a painful mix of jealousy, arousal, and a deep sadness that tightened my chest.

I didn’t know how long this would last. I only knew that tonight, the door I thought was closed had swung wide open again. And this time, Adriana was the one in control.

Unable to help myself, I looked toward my bedroom again.

The room was dim, barely lit by the nightstand lamp, but it was enough for me to see them without being seen.

The guy was young, maybe thirty, with blond hair and an athletic build. He moved over Adriana with urgency, pinning her between the wall and his body. His mouth explored her neck with wet kisses, slowly descending along her collarbone, leaving a glistening trail on her skin in the dim light. His hands, firm and possessive, roamed her body hungrily, sliding along the curve of her waist, rising to her breasts, squeezing them with fierce desire. And she, eyes closed, surrendered completely to those lascivious caresses.

With expert hands, he unfastened her dress. Adriana was no longer wearing her bra—she’d taken it off at some point during the night.

Looking at him in that way only she could, she pulled down her stockings and panties. That look conveyed all the arousal burning inside her, and it foreshadowed a scene that would be painful for me.

The man whispered something to her, and she laughed. She sat on the bed and slipped her heels back on. Once she was standing again, they kissed while he finished removing her dress.

Adriana bit her lip hard, stifling a traitorous moan when the man’s fingers closed around her nipple, pinching with just enough force to make her shudder. Her legs instinctively wrapped around his waist, and she flung her arms around his neck. He groaned against her skin, as if that small gesture of surrender ignited him even more.

Despite the humiliation, I realized it was arousing me. It was torture, but my sick mind also found it terribly erotic.

The night’s silence was broken by their sighs, whispers, and soft moans, by the friction of skin against skin and labored breathing. There she was again—the Adriana I thought would never reappear, the lascivious woman who surrendered to her lovers knowing I was watching. Because she knew I was watching.

Her eyes were closed, her mouth half-open, her body completely given over to the rhythm of his pressing her against the wall.

She pulled off his shirt urgently. His back was broad and muscular. Her nails dug into it, scratching him lustfully, and a gasp hung in the air.

A shiver ran through me. My breathing grew heavier, and my own arousal became unbearable.

I felt my pulse pounding in the pit of my stomach, the tension burning in my groin. I knew I shouldn’t move, that any sudden gesture would alert them, and being discovered would be the worst humiliation of all. So I forced myself to stay back in absolute silence while my mind filled in every image, every detail of what was happening just feet away.

Suddenly, the man’s movements stopped. Adriana, breathing ragged, looked at him in confusion.

“Turn around,” I thought I heard him say, his voice firm and charged with desire.

She obeyed without hesitation, pivoting on her heels, her face pressed against the wall. Her arched back traced a perfect curve down to her ass, high and round. The man positioned himself behind her, letting his gaze travel over every inch of those firm cheeks, sculpted by hours at the gym—a temptation that tightened with the first slap. He slowly slid his palm over one of them, savoring the smoothness of her skin before striking again possessively, feeling her tremble and moan with pleasure. Then he lowered his fingers down the valley between her buttocks, tracing the path he was already burning to travel.

From where I stood, I could see the perfect arch of her body, the way her thighs parted in anticipation of what was to come.

Now completely naked except for the heels, she knelt before him. If his back was broad, his chest was a perfect display of muscle. He had defined pecs and sculpted abs. Adriana kissed his stomach, licking it slowly, savoring every inch of that enviable body.

She looked at him lustfully and began pulling down his boxers. She did it slowly, savoring what emerged. His cock sprang free—immense, enormous, making mine look inadequate. It was thick and long, springing from his underwear just inches from her mouth. She smiled lasciviously, stroking its full length with her palm.

“My God… I’ve never seen one so big,” she exclaimed, licking her lips, and he let out a laugh that pissed me off.

She brought her mouth to that shaft and took it down to her throat, eyes closing. She stayed still, that piece of flesh filling her mouth, savoring it, enjoying every inch.

Guillermo's words came back to me instantly: “It's one thing to see a guy eating out your wife, and quite another to see your wife giving another guy a blowjob.”

Adriana let out a breathless laugh, turning her head slightly toward the terrace. She knew I was there. And she wanted me to catch every detail.

From that angle, I could see his dark, enormous cock. Fully hard. She started pressing soft kisses against his groin while her hand stroked him slowly. But what she really wanted was to suck him off. She was clearly getting turned on taking that piece of meat in her mouth—especially knowing I was watching.

She bobbed her head back and forth while her hands worked his balls. She spent a good while licking him, strands of saliva trailing from the corners of her mouth.

The man started panting and lifted her off him to stop her—I figured she was pushing him to the edge too fast. He shoved her onto the bed, and she spread her legs shamelessly. She looked toward the terrace again, where I'd started unbuttoning my jeans.

He slid his fingers slowly along the inside of her thighs, grazing my wife's soft skin. He stopped just short of touching her, savoring her desperation, enjoying how her breath quickened. With a sly smile, he spread her legs even wider, settling his head between them in no hurry.

I couldn't see what he was doing to her, but Adriana's sighs made it perfectly clear she was loving it. She lifted her hips higher, giving him access to everything, which he licked with care. It was a full-on feast, and I could see Adriana's breasts rising and falling, her breathing quickening with every stroke of his tongue.

She whispered something I couldn't hear, and he pulled back. He gripped his cock and, without giving her time to react, thrust into her hard.

Adriana clapped a hand over her mouth to stifle the scream threatening to escape, her back arching off the bed. He dug his fingers into her hip, dominating her with deep strokes, each one driving her further into the mattress.

I was rock hard and had started touching myself. Adriana kept glancing toward the terrace as her moans grew louder. Each look was a provocation. She was daring me to stay hidden while that stranger fucked her in our bed.

Every stifled moan from Adriana, every gasp from the man, every thud of body against mattress was a lash across my senses.

I shouldn't be doing this. Shouldn't be watching with my hand on my cock. It was exactly what she wanted, and in that moment, I hated her with everything I had.

A thousand images flashed through my mind. Our clumsy beginnings in bed, the obsessive saving to buy our first apartment, the promotions, the vacations, a full life together. And now here she was, giving herself to another man, knowing her cuckold husband was watching, transfixed, cock in hand.

Because the dark thrill was stronger than the humiliation of her betrayal. The image of Adriana, naked and yielding, the trembling in her thighs each time he drove into her harder—all of it had me trapped in a web of arousal I couldn't shake.

I hated myself for wanting what I saw, for wondering how much she was enjoying each thrust. Her body was clearly responding to the wet sounds of their fucking. The perversion had me hypnotized, forcing me to keep listening, keep watching, keep sinking into that abyss where fidelity and respect blurred and only lust remained.

I squeezed my eyes shut tighter, trying to ignore the ache in my cock. I let go and cursed my fucking perversion for bringing me to this point, but then I heard Adriana's voice, broken, barely contained:

“Fuck... if you keep going like this... What a savage fuck. You're splitting me in two, you bastard.”

And in that instant, guilt and desire collided inside me with the same intensity as those two bodies still fucking savagely.

“You like big cocks, huh!” he murmured, sliding his hand between her thighs until he found her wet pussy and throbbing clit. He gripped her tighter, his fingers working her roughly while his mouth roamed over her tits, leaving bites that made her arch with pleasure.

Adriana's eyes squeezed shut, her whole body shuddering under his thrusts. Pleasure washed over her in increasingly intense waves, and the pressure of his fingers exploring her only fueled her arousal. She knew I was there, just steps away, transfixed and turned on, and the idea that I could hear every muffled moan, every stifled gasp, only made the desire flood through her more.

Adriana could feel my presence. She knew I was watching every gesture, listening to every sound that escaped her lips while that guy devoured her with his hands and tongue. That certainty—I was sure of it—was igniting her even more, making her move more urgently against him, offering herself shamelessly to her lover, but also to me.

Because even though I couldn't touch her, even though I was trapped in my own painful game as a silent voyeur, she was giving me every detail, every sound, every image etched in the dim light of the room.

He lifted her legs and hooked them over his forearms, spreading her wide open, giving himself complete access to her pussy.

Adriana's moans intensified, broken phrases tumbling out. All of it punctuated by the spasms of her legs.

The guy's stamina was impressive. I was about to come while he kept pounding away, thrust after thrust.

Finally, they came hard—a long, intense orgasm full of grunts and passionate movement. He pulled back and gave me another vision I'd never forget: her stretched out, face twisted in ecstasy, as he covered it with thick spurts of cum. Soon the drops were sliding down her chest to her belly while she panted, satisfied.

After catching her breath, she got on all fours on the bed and slapped her own ass, urging him to fuck her like that. The bastard was already hard again, and with one sharp thrust, he buried his cock in my wife and started fucking her in a second round she clearly needed.

Every fiber of my body burned with unbearable tension. I knew I shouldn't move, that any sudden gesture would alert them to my presence, but the pleasure consuming me was a beast writhing inside me, demanding more. My cock throbbed in my hand, almost painfully, as I shifted to stay hidden.

The sound of skin slapping against skin, Adriana's ragged gasps, his low grunts… It all plunged me into a feverish state where dark fascination and guilt intertwined like poison. This was wrong. My wife was fucking another man. How had I reached this point? When had desire become stronger than reason?

I tried to slow my breathing, to maintain control, but the pressure in my cock was becoming unbearable. Every image came to me with agonizing clarity. I watched Adriana arch her back in lust, watched her hands slap her perfect ass—the same ass I'd caressed and kissed so many times.

The thought hit me like a punch to the gut, leaving me breathless. She knew. Adriana knew. She was playing with me, mocking me with total shamelessness. And now, in that dimly lit room, she was showing me everything… without a thought for my pain.

It was punishment and reward at the same time.

“Fuck my ass,” she moaned between gasps. “I need you to wreck it.”

The words cut deep, because her face was the picture of raw pleasure—and she needed me to hear her. As she writhed beneath him, all she wanted was more.

For her lover, there was nothing but the present: his skin against hers, the sweat sliding down his back, the way her ass rose each time he thrust deeper. Subtleties had never interested him. This was a one-night fuck with no future. My wife was fucking a guy she'd just met, giving herself to him with a passion that suggested they'd known each other forever.

“It won't fit. Mine's too thick. It'll hurt,” he grunted arrogantly in her ear.

“Try it and see if it fits…” she said, her voice thick with lust and warning.

Adriana bit her lip, clenched her fists in the sheets, but her body betrayed her. Each thrust made her moan and shudder.

He straightened up slightly and stopped. He spit in his hand and rubbed it over his cock.

A wave of anguish washed over me. The real humiliation was this: her showing herself in that degrading position. As she put herself on display, wanting me to watch him fuck her, take her ass, her vanity was satisfied because I was suffering.

It hurt that she was willing to put her body on display, to offer it up for a stranger's pleasure, even to surrender to the pain of being fucked in the ass just to provoke me.

Her lover's cock—I didn't even know his name—had reached its full, intimidating size, looking obscene and terrifying. He grabbed her by the hips and pulled her toward him, spread her legs, parted her cheeks, and thrust into her without warning, without her seeming ready.

Adriana screamed, her face contorted in a grimace of real pain. The bastard had shoved it in without any consideration, and when he started pumping, my wife's expression twisted further. I thought she was shattered by the pain, but she turned toward the terrace and smiled in a way that left me frozen.

With that huge cock inside her ass, she spread her thighs wider, then straightened up slightly and got on all fours with her ass raised high, like a mare mounted by a stallion. She looked excited, and began matching his rhythm as he fucked her.

She loved that I was watching her like this, surrendered and desperate, but she wanted more. She wanted me to see her body in all its glory, to watch her writhe with pleasure.

“Get on top,” he said, pulling out suddenly. His order was firm, leaving no room for doubt.

Adriana opened her eyes and, for an instant, her gaze drifted toward me. She knew I couldn't stop watching her. She'd known from the beginning.

I could sense the tension in her body, the way she could barely control her breathing, the tiny movements that betrayed her inner struggle. The idea excited her more than the pain she knew was coming.

Slowly, provocatively, she lowered herself over that veiny shaft. She leaned back against his chest and spread her legs wide to take him again. It was the perfect position. Not only did it give him total control over her body, but it left her completely exposed to my eyes. Her skin glistened with sweat, her hair stuck to her face, and that look in her eyes was killing me.

“Ahhhhhhh Fuck…” she screamed as she sank down on that cock, feeling it slowly disappear inside her ass. “Like that, you bastard. See how it goes in?”

He guided her forcefully, setting the rhythm, making sure his cock sank deep with each thrust at just the right intensity to make her moan. Adriana couldn’t contain herself—her body shuddered with every stroke, and she began moaning louder and louder so I could hear her.

I was so absorbed in the sight that I was startled to find cum on my hand. I’d come watching her impale herself on that huge cock.

Pleasure mixed with pain, and without thinking, Adriana let her head fall back, leaning against her lover’s chest, spreading herself even wider, making sure I could see every detail.

“You like it like this?” he asked against her neck, his voice hoarse, unaware of the silent game unfolding between my wife and me.

Adriana smiled, lips parted, pleasure rippling down her spine. She loved it.

It was easy sex, no commitments, no labels or promises. Just two strangers, partners in desire, two bodies seeking each other and nothing more. They didn’t need a relationship for this wild fuck that was driving them both crazy.

And I was part of that madness, because my presence drove her wilder, made her act like a bitch in heat.

She trembled when he thrust harder, his hands gripping her waist, his mouth devouring her neck.

Her perfect breasts bounced to the rhythm of his thrusts. Pleasure made her arch, offering a spectacle she knew I wouldn’t miss. She bit her lip before sliding her hands to her chest, cupping them brazenly, feeling her skin prickle under her own fingers. She squeezed them, massaged them, ran her tongue over one nipple while looking directly toward me, as if her gaze could pierce the darkness.

“Look at me…” she seemed to say, full of perversion and defiance. “I know you’re doing it.”

Feeling like this, so exposed, so desired. It was like a new power coursing over her skin, a spark igniting her belly with each passing second.

The Adriana from before would never have done this. The Adriana from before would have felt modesty, shame. But now… now she only wanted more.

She spread her legs a little wider, arching her back in a slow, deliberate movement, and I watched her skin prickle as she exposed every inch of her body to pleasure and to my hidden gaze in the shadows. The man grunted with satisfaction, gripping her hips tighter, plunging into her with an increasingly savage rhythm. But Adriana wasn’t just surrendering to him—she was surrendering to the idea of being watched, to the certainty that I was both enjoying and suffering: her firm, round ass framing each thrust, her thighs trembling with pleasure, the wetness glistening between her legs each time he pulled his cock out only to plunge back in with more hunger.

She knew I wouldn’t move, that I wouldn’t make a sound. She knew I was trapped in my own torment, my cock throbbing furiously in my hand, wanting with every fiber of my being to be the one inside her at that moment, but condemned to only watch. And that… that seemed to be what excited her most.

I was hard again. Despite my hand still slick with cum from my recent orgasm, I started jerking off again. Each of Adriana’s moans was a lash against my cock, a reminder of how fucking turned on I was watching my wife, trapped between desire and madness.

“You’re… dripping,” the man murmured, his tone lascivious, pulling his soaked hand from Adriana’s pussy and running it up her belly, leaving a trail of wetness. Then he continued upward until his fingers closed around her breasts, kneading them eagerly, roughly pinching her nipples. “You like being pushed to the limit?”

“What would you know about my limits…?” she said, provoking him.

Adriana pressed her lips together in a long moan, her body shaking on top of him. The penetration was obscene, a savage ass-fucking I couldn’t tear my eyes from, my breath caught in my throat, my heart racing. I could see her opening for him, see her trembling, impaled on that stone shaft. And I was so close… too close.

Adriana’s body began to tremble. Her lover was showing signs he couldn’t hold on much longer. The uncontainable lust consuming them with each thrust made their breathing turn erratic.

My wife’s breasts heaved violently. It was a dirty, exposed fuck. I should look away. I should go back to the fucking guest room, flee from all this. But my hand kept moving frantically, jerking myself off.

It sounds ridiculous, but all three of us came at the same time. Adriana began moaning uncontrollably. An enormous amount of liquid began flowing from her pussy, leaving the man’s legs and cock soaked. I suppose seeing all that gushing out of her made him unable to hold back any longer, and he came screaming inside her ass, and I… I came again in my hand, feeling my legs give out.

After a few minutes recovering, they both smiled and murmured something in low voices. Obviously they were talking about what had just happened. That guy probably wanted to do this again with my wife. The darkest thoughts crowded my head. I imagined her asking to see him again, turning him into her regular lover, someone she’d sleep with whenever she felt like it.

I lay down on the bed and heard laughter and moans coming from my room again. I didn’t know if they were going for a third round, but that must not have been the case, because I heard the bedroom door open and Adriana’s heels clicking on the hardwood floor. They were heading down the stairs. I opened my door and carefully peered out into the entrance hall. Adriana was completely naked, wearing those heels I’d helped her choose myself. Her skin was glistening and her hair disheveled. They said goodbye in whispers and kissed on the lips. When the door closed, she leaned against it and sighed with satisfaction, closing her eyes. I glanced toward my room. The bed looked like a war zone. The sheets were rumpled, stained with both their cum, and there were even dark spots that were probably blood.

I heard the click of heels on the stairs. I turned and saw her making her way up slowly, a smile on her face. There was an odd spark in her eyes. She was obviously still half drunk.

“Did you see that…?” That was the first thing she asked. “What an animal. He almost split me in two…”

I clenched my fists and stared at her. I didn’t like what I saw. She looked calm, unconcerned, as if what had happened was the most normal thing in the world. I didn’t answer.

“What’s wrong…?”

“What do you mean, what’s wrong…? Are you seriously asking me that?”

A wave of jealousy washed over me, but I managed to hold back the tears and cling to the anger instead. I watched her. Her face showed absolutely nothing. She stared at me intently.

“Are you okay…?”

And suddenly, without any reasonable explanation, the tears came. I cried in front of her because she’d asked me that question after what I’d just seen: “Are you okay? Are you an idiot? Of course I’m not okay, damn it!”

“Yeah, I’m great—why wouldn’t I be? See anything wrong with my life, anything that isn’t working?”

“Come on, Jose. Nothing happened that hasn’t happened before. Did it really bother you that much?”

For a second, I saw her hesitate. The thing was, she’d never seen me cry, and it seemed to affect her deeply. Her eyes filled with tears as she desperately searched for some explanation that might calm me down.

As children, we learn that if we cry, we get affection; if we show we’re sad, we get comfort. If we can’t convince with our smile, we’ll surely convince with our tears. After a certain age, we start wearing a mask of confidence, a mask meant to show how tough we are and how sure of ourselves we feel. Over time, that mask becomes what we want to show the world.

But we don’t cry anymore (except in the bathroom when no one can hear us). We don’t show our feelings, because people might think we’re vulnerable and take advantage. But those tears had a devastating effect on Adriana—for the first time, she was aware of the pain she’d caused me.

She suddenly turned and ran to the bathroom. I heard the retching, the sound of her throwing up. I walked over and saw her kneeling, gripping the toilet, and for the first time all night, I saw a vulnerable woman—completely different from everything she’d shamelessly displayed just minutes before.

She pulled herself together as best she could and rinsed her mouth. She sat on the toilet and took off her shoes, still crying. I felt a pang of anguish in my stomach thinking that her ass was full of her lover’s cum. The thought disgusted me. I handed her a bathrobe to cover up, and she stood and walked toward the bed, seeing the state it was in. She made a gesture, as if wanting to erase what had happened, but that was impossible.

“I’m sorry, Jose, I really am sorry… Forgive me,” she said between sobs. “I don’t know what came over me.”

She wouldn’t stop crying, and I stood there waiting for some further explanation, but she just kept sobbing inconsolably—which, honestly, surprised me. Trying to calm herself, she took a breath and began to speak.

“Dinner was really fun. Maybe I drank a little more wine than I’m used to, but we were having a great time. No bad vibes, nothing weird.” She paused, as if trying to organize her memories, which were obviously blurred by the alcohol.

I stayed silent, arms crossed, maybe a little defensive.

“At some point, Fabián—a consultant who’d just joined the company—suggested we leave the restaurant and go to a club or a pub for drinks. We got to the club, and there were other company parties there. It was really lively, and some guys from a marketing company started chatting with us.” She went quiet again. She looked at the floor for a moment, then started crying once more.

Silence fell between us again. I wanted to seem impassive, cold, numb to the pain, but it hurt having to listen to the beginning of the mating ritual.

“I don’t know how… well, yes I do… Martín approached me…”

She fixed her gaze on the floor again. She was searching for the least hurtful way to say it, but I didn’t care anymore. The damage wasn’t in hearing it—it was in knowing it, and in having seen it.

“I was pretty drunk, and he… well, you saw him. He was really hot. We made out, and one thing led to another. He turned me on—I won’t deny it. He told me he was married and we couldn’t go to his place, but he suggested a hotel. That’s when I called you. I don’t know… for a moment I thought you’d like the idea. This summer you got so turned on watching me with Guillermo and Raúl, so I decided to tell you I was bringing him home.”

“And you didn’t notice I didn’t want you to? I think I was pretty clear. I didn’t want you bringing him home.”

“Jose… I was really drunk. I know that’s no excuse, but I was. While I was texting, he was touching me between my thighs, so between being drunk and being turned on, I didn’t stop to think it might hurt you. Then I saw you on the terrace, jerking off while you watched us fuck, and I thought everything was fine.”

Then I was the one who lowered my eyes in shame. I realized the chaos I’d plunged our relationship into. My feelings were a labyrinth that even I didn’t understand, so there was no way she could. Adriana sat on the edge of the bed, still wrapped in the bathrobe, her face swollen from crying, her makeup smeared. The silence between us was thick, heavy with pain and confusion.

“I acted like a slut,” she said suddenly, her voice breaking, “because I thought it would turn you on. I didn’t think you’d suffer this much, babe. I thought it would be like the other times… that it would excite you. But seeing you cry… it’s killing me. I can’t stand seeing you cry. Fuck, Jose. I think if we don’t end this, it’s going to destroy us.”

Her words hit me hard. I sat down in the chair facing the bed, my hands trembling on my knees.

“I don’t even know what I feel,” I admitted, my voice breaking. “Yeah. I jerked off watching you fuck. It turned me on like never before. But I also suffered like hell. I don’t know if I’m sick, or if I have some kind of obsession, but I can’t expect you to understand something I don’t even understand myself.”

Adriana wiped her tears with the back of her hand and looked at me with reddened eyes.

“Let’s stop this, babe. There’s still time.”

I shook my head slowly. The tears still threatened to come back.

“Adri, you said it yourself. The last few months have been boring as shit. The sex has gone from bad to worse. We’ve become a… normal couple. Too normal. And that destroys a marriage too, eventually.”

She jumped up, agitated, and started pacing back and forth across the room.

“So what do you want to do? Fuck!” she protested, raising her voice. “I’m going crazy. I don’t want to lose you. I love you, Jose. I really love you. But I know I’m hurting you. You start crying, but at the same time you seem to want me to do it again. How the fuck am I supposed to understand this? Don’t you realize I have no fucking clue what I’m supposed to do?”

“I know, Adri. I don’t even understand myself,” I said, burying my face in my hands.

“Fuck, man. Get your head straight,” she said with frustration, stopping in front of me. “Because I can’t take it anymore. Part of me felt powerful tonight. I thought you’d be incredibly turned on watching me with him, and then you start crying on me. Seeing you like that… it destroys me. I don’t want to be the one who hurts you. I don’t want my actions to end what we have.”

I stayed quiet for a long time. The weight of everything that had happened pressed down on us like a stone. I remembered the vacation, the phone conversations, the false normalcy of recent months. It had all been an illusion. The door we thought we’d closed had never really been shut.

“I don’t want to lose you either,” I finally said, my voice low. “I love you. But there’s something inside me that needs this. I don’t know if it’s healthy. I don’t know if it’s some kind of sickness. I just know that when I saw you with him… part of me broke and another part caught fire like never before.”

Adriana sat back down on the bed, defeated. She hugged her knees and spoke in almost a whisper:

“Then we’re fucked. Because I felt things tonight too. I liked it. I liked it too much. The attention, another man’s desire, the adrenaline… But seeing you suffer kills me. I don’t want to choose between making you happy and being happy myself. It’s not fair.”

Silence settled in again. Outside, dawn was breaking slowly. The gray morning light came through the window, illuminating the mess of the room.

“I don’t know what to do,” I admitted. “Part of me wants to shut this down forever and go back to normal. Another part… wants more. And I hate myself for it.”

Adriana looked up at me with a mixture of love and fear.

“Well, I do know one thing,” she said, her voice trembling. “I love you. And if we keep going down this path, we’re going to hurt each other badly. But if we stop… we’re going to suffer too. Because we’re not the same as before. This has changed us.”

I got up and sat beside her on the bed. I didn’t hug her. We just sat there, shoulder to shoulder, staring at nothing.

“You know… I don’t think the problem is you fucking other men,” I finally said, breaking the long silence. “I think the real problem is control.”

Adriana lifted her head and looked at me curiously, her eyes still red.

“What do you mean?” she asked, wiping her cheek with the sleeve of her bathrobe.

“Tonight I didn’t have control,” I explained, my voice calmer now. “I didn’t know anything until it was already happening. I felt completely blindsided.”

“But I asked for your permission…” she protested.

“No. You didn’t ask permission at all. You told me what you were going to do. The decision was already made. You just informed me. That makes me feel like I have no control.”

Adriana frowned, clearly confused.

“Fuck, man. That sounds like pure machismo.”

“And it is,” I admitted without hesitation. “But on the other hand, letting you sleep with other guys in our bed is a sign of being pretty open-minded. Right?”

She stayed quiet for a moment, processing my words. She adjusted her bathrobe and sighed.

“So what do you want?”

“I want you to check with me,” I said firmly. “I want to be the one who says yes or no. Obviously, you can suggest things, but there might be times when I say no. I think if I have control over your lovers, and over whatever situations come up, everything will be fine. Watching you fuck them is incredibly hot. What hurts me is not having any say in the decision. That makes me insecure—I start worrying you might fall in love with them. Do you understand?”

Adriana studied me for a while, as if trying to read between the lines.

“More or less. But it's not easy, honey. So you want me to keep fucking other guys?”

“Yes. But I need to be in control.”

“You choose?”

“We both choose. But I decide. What do you think?”

“Sounds sexist,” she said with a sad half-smile, “but also fair. At least it's honest.”

“Do you want to keep sleeping with other guys?” I asked point-blank.

“If it doesn't destroy us, yes. And as long as you're okay with it. Of course I like feeling desired by men, but protecting what we have comes first.”

The tension in the room eased slightly. For the first time all night, it felt like we were actually talking—no accusations, no tears. Adriana moved closer and rested her head on my shoulder. She smelled like alcohol, sex, and… a hint of vomit.

“One more thing…” I added.

“Surprise me,” she said with a weak smile, trying to lighten the moment.

“I don't want regular lovers. I don't want the sex to turn into something emotional. No hooking up with the same guy more than once, no emotional attachments. One-time encounters only.”

Adriana lifted her head and looked at me, one eyebrow raised.

“Not even if the guy's like tonight's? Trust me, he's worth a repeat… He was amazing in bed—attentive, incredible body, knew exactly how to drive me wild.”

I paused, taking a deep breath. The image of Martín fucking her in our bed came flooding back, but I tried to keep my composure.

“That's exactly why,” I said. “If he's that good, he's more dangerous. I don't want you thinking about him when we're together. I don't want you getting used to the way he fucks, his smell, his voice. I want these to be isolated experiences. Intense, sure, but no follow-ups.”

Adriana nodded slowly, though it was clear she wasn't entirely convinced.

“I get where you're coming from. But… don't you think that's pretty limiting? Sometimes there's chemistry, and a second time can be even better.”

“Maybe,” I admitted. “But that's my line. If we start repeating, sooner or later one of us is going to catch feelings. And that would definitely destroy us.”

She went quiet, biting her lower lip.

“Okay,” she finally said. “No regular lovers. Just occasional hookups. And you decide.”

“Exactly. You propose, I approve or reject. And always in advance. No more messages saying 'I'm already with him.'”

Adriana let out a short, bitter laugh.

“Feels like we're negotiating a fucking contract.”

“More or less,” I said with a tired smile. “Because this is a contract between us. If there aren't clear rules, this is going to get out of hand and we'll end up hating each other.”

She moved closer and hugged me tight. I could feel her body, still warm beneath the bathrobe.

“I love you, Jose. I don't want to lose you. If this is what you need to make it work, I'll try. But promise me that if you ever feel like you're falling apart, you'll tell me. Don't keep it bottled up.”

“I promise,” I whispered, hugging her back. “And promise me you'll respect the boundaries.”

“I promise.”

We held each other for a long time in silence as the dawn light grew stronger. The exhaustion of the night settled over us like a heavy blanket. We'd put words to something complicated: jealousy, desire, control, love, and fear. We didn't know if those rules would work, but for the first time, we felt like we were on the same side.

“I'm exhausted,” Adriana murmured against my chest.

“That's what you get for being a slut…” I said, teasing her. “Come on, let's go to bed. We'll keep talking tomorrow.”


	A note from the author.


I asked Selena to let me close this story myself, since it’s mine after all. I’ve tried to convey to her how we got started in this lifestyle, with all the inevitable early difficulties that come with such an intense and complex relationship. I know many of you won’t be able to wrap your heads around the type of relationship I have with my wife, but as I’ve been saying throughout this story, this is who I am.

I’d like to clarify that Adri is not a hotwife (I hate that word). She’s a wonderfully sweet, attentive, and affectionate woman who indulges my desires (and her own, let’s be honest). Our sex life has improved remarkably since we started bringing other people into it, and let me tell you, this story is only the beginning of everything that happened afterward, and what’s still happening between us.

The events I’ve recounted here took place between July 2025 and Christmas of that same year. From that point on, we’ve continued experimenting with kinky situations, and I’ll admit we’ve broken the rule about not repeating lovers. If you enjoyed the hookup between Adriana and Martín, I think you’ll understand…

Personally, I enjoy it more and more, and suffer less. I’ve gone back to using the cage, gone back to serving dinner to my wife and her lover, and I’ve joined in with them too. Adri has been with several women, and I’ve participated in those encounters as well. And yes, I’ve also suffered, and we’ve had problems. A relationship like ours isn’t easy.

As for the websites that appear in the story, they’re real. One is Morbocornudos (until it shut down) and the other is Flickr (until they started charging for adult photo uploads). After leaving that last one, we created a Telegram group, which is still active today. (And no, don’t ask me for access to the group or to show you my wife, because I won’t.)

Finally, I’d like to thank Selena Valente for giving me a voice to tell our story. I think few writers could capture the conflicting feelings and the storm that swept through our marriage during those days the way she has.

As I’ve told you, this is only the beginning of a sex life full of surprises that completely fulfills Adri and me. If you’d like to hear more stories, I’d be happy to tell them.

Best wishes to all.


📖 “Do you like stories that push the limits? Discover The Body in Flames, available on Kindle Unlimited.”

On the beaches of Menorca, Valeria strikes a spark that threatens to consume her marriage. Exhausted by endless hospital shifts and soul-crushing office meetings, she decides to shatter the invisible chains smothering her desire. What would happen if her husband, Alfredo, watched her give in to her deepest urges? With a red dress that demands attention and a defiant topless display on secluded coves, Valeria pulls Alfredo into a journey of boundless pleasure: fiery nights on terraces with strangers, power games on hidden balconies, and an unexpected encounter that unlocks secrets of body and soul.

But the fire that stokes passion also burns away the rules. When a surprise-filled encounter—with a blonde beauty boasting perfect curves and a desire that crosses every boundary—takes them to the edge of ecstasy, bold choices leave indelible marks. Scenes of total surrender, where bodies yield and taboos shatter: can love survive it all? Or will the price of curiosity be their marriage itself?

The Body in Flames is a bold erotic romance that explores desire as a double-edged sword. With raw dialogue and unfiltered scenes that scorch the page, Selena Valente reminds us that every choice we make in pursuit of pleasure can forge us—or destroy us. Do you dare to burn with them?
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📚 "Want more stories just as intense? Discover What We Never Told Each Other, available on Kindle Unlimited."

Would you dare to share the person you love? Where's the line between desire and the abyss?

What happens when the body says yes, but the heart says no?

Sonia and Luis have barely crossed thirty—a stable life, 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 impulses they can't control.

Can love survive when you open the door to passion? A provocative, intense, and emotional novel where eroticism isn't just about skin—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 atmosphere 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 love and sex.
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📚 "Want more stories just as intense? Discover Red Lines, available on Kindle Unlimited."

Susana and Mario have a life that seems perfect: a solid marriage, financial stability, and shared dreams. But everything starts to crack when Susana, drawn by the promise of a luxurious, adventurous trip, crosses boundaries she never imagined.

In Brazil, amid opulent yachts, wild parties, and the influence of a couple as seductive as they are dangerous, Susana awakens to a part of herself she never knew existed, while Mario struggles with the devastation of feeling betrayed. Desire, guilt, and the longing for a deeper connection pull them into a spiral of extreme decisions that will test the foundations of their love and their own values.

Red Lines is a story of passions pushed to the breaking point, of how love confronts its darkest limits and the scars left by the desperate search for redemption. Can Mario and Susana rebuild what they once were, or are they destined to lose themselves in the abyss of their own desires?

A drama charged with sensuality, pain, and hope.
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