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Chapter 1 — After Nicolas

Coming home after the hotel was strange.

It was not the same home anymore. Or maybe we were no longer the same couple. The key turned in the lock the way it always did, the latch made the same sound it had always made, the door creaked the way it had creaked for the last eleven years. But when I stepped inside, something had changed.

The sofa was the same. The dining table was the same. The refrigerator made the same tired motor noise. But the air was heavier, or lighter, I could not tell. It smelled like coffee grounds and memory.

I dropped my purse on the living room floor. Rafael closed the door, leaned his back against it, and stared at me. His black shirt was still stained with dried cum — his, Nicolas’s, there was no way to tell anymore. His hair was a mess. His eyes were red from sleep and tears.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

He took a while to answer.

“I think so. I think not.”

“That is not an answer.”

“It is the only one I have right now.”

I went to the bedroom. I took off the dirty clothes — the red dress stained with saliva and cum, the wrinkled bra, the heel that had scratched my foot. I threw everything into the hamper. I looked at myself in the wardrobe mirror.

The woman looking back at me was not the same woman who had left the house the night before. Her eyes were different — deeper, more tired, but with a new shine. Nicolas’s bite mark was still on my shoulder, a red and purple arc. The skin on my neck had dark marks from where he had squeezed. My hair was a rat’s nest.

And still, I smiled.

I took a long shower. The hot water ran down my body, carrying away Nicolas’s smell, the smell of sex, the smell of the night. I used our usual herbal soap and scrubbed hard. I did not want to erase the memory. I only wanted to make room for it in my head.

When I came out of the shower, Rafael was sitting on the bed, still in the same dirty clothes. His cap was turned backward. He had not showered yet. He had not moved.

“Go take a shower,” I said.

“Later.”

“You stink of sex and sweat.”

“I know.”

“Do you like it?”

He looked at me. His gaze was heavy, full of things he did not know how to say.

“I like it. But it also makes me sick.”

That was new. We had never talked about sickness before. We talked about love, money, my mother-in-law, the dog we wanted to have. Never about sickness.

I sat on the bed beside him. I wrapped the towel around my body. My wet hair dripped on the floor.

“We need to talk,” I said.

“I know.”

“About what happened.”

“I know.”

“Do you want to? Because if you do not, we can…”

“I want to,” he cut in. He turned his face to me. “Do I need to? No. Does it do me good? Also no. But I want to. I cannot stop thinking.”

“Thinking about what?”

He got up from the bed. Started pacing from one side of the room to the other like a caged animal. Hands on his hips. Face tense.

“Thinking about everything. The way he looked at you. The way you looked at him. The way you moaned. How different you sounded with him.”

“Was it different?”

He stopped walking. Stood in the middle of the room and stared at me.

“You do not know?”

“I want to hear you say it.”

He took a deep breath. Ran a hand over his face.

“It was louder. Freer. More… I do not know. You seemed like you were not holding back. With me, sometimes I feel like you hold back.”

That hurt. Because it was true.

“You think I hold back with you?”

“Not always. But yes. Sometimes. When we are fucking and you close your eyes, I know you are thinking about something else. I am not saying that is bad. I am saying that with him, you did not close your eyes. You looked at him the whole time.”

“I looked at you too.”

“I know. You looked at both of us. You split your gaze.”

“Do you want me to apologize?”

He came toward me. Sat on the floor between my legs. Rested his head in my lap.

“No. I just want you to tell me. Everything. From the beginning. The way you felt it.”

I ran my hand through his hair. The strands were oily, dirty from the night.

“Will you not get jealous?”

He laughed. A dry laugh.

“I already am. There is no way it can get worse.”

“There is.”

“Then tell me.”

And I told him.

Confession

I sat more comfortably on the bed. He kept his head in my lap, eyes closed, hands hanging loose.

“When we walked into the room,” I began, “I almost gave up. My heart was in my mouth. I thought, my God, what am I doing, this is insane, we are going to regret this. But then he said your name. ‘Good evening, Rafael.’ He said your name. And in that moment I saw you there, sitting in the armchair, and I thought, he is here, he allowed this, he wants this. And then the fear passed.”

“You were nervous?”

“Shaking.”

“Me too,” he confessed. “When he told me to sit in the armchair, my leg was trembling.”

“I saw it. I saw your leg shaking.”

“And even then you kept going.”

“Even then.”

I paused. Gathered the words.

“When he told me to take off the dress, I looked at you. To know if you were okay. You nodded. If you had shaken your head no, I would have stopped. But you nodded. So I took it off.”

“I regretted it the second you took it off,” he said, voice low. “When the dress fell, I thought, now there is no going back. But at the same time, my cock got hard instantly. Both things. The regret and the hardness.”

“I had both things too. When he saw I was not wearing panties, he said ‘good whore.’ I felt shame and arousal at the same time. Shame because I had never been called that before. Arousal because someone finally called me that.”

“You liked being called a whore?”

“I liked it,” I admitted without hesitating. “I liked it a lot. I felt… loose. Like I could be anything. Like there were no rules.”

Rafael shifted in my lap. His eyes stayed closed.

“When he ate you,” he said, “I almost came right there. Just from seeing his tongue go in.”

“I almost came too. But he stopped. He said his cock was what would make me come.”

“And it did.”

“It did.”

“How was it?” he asked, his voice even lower. “I want to know how it was.”

“From behind was the best part. I arched for him like a bitch. He slapped my ass. I asked him to hit harder, and he did. Burning. Stinging. I moaned without shame. It was not for you, it was not for him, it was for me. I just wanted to feel.”

“You never asked me to hit you like that.”

“You never called me a bitch.”

“You wanted that?”

“I did. But I did not know.”

Rafael opened his eyes. Looked up at me.

“And now you know?”

“Now I know.”

He stood from the floor. Stood in front of me. His dirty jeans still on, his shirt stained. He unbuttoned the shirt slowly, took it off, threw it on the floor.

“Show me how it was,” he asked. “Show me how you arched for him.”

I got on all fours on the bed. The towel fell. I was naked, my body still marked from the night before. I got on all fours like a bitch, lifted my ass toward the ceiling, arched my back.

“Like this,” I said. “He said ‘arch more.’ I arched more. He said ‘more.’ I arched until it hurt. Until my pussy was pointed back at him.”

Rafael came behind me. Knelt on the bed. He did not put his cock inside me — he only looked. Opened my pussy with his fingers.

“It is still red,” he observed.

“It is raw. He fucked me deep all night.”

“Does it hurt?”

“It hurts good.”

He pulled his fingers away. Lay down on the bed beside me. Pulled me close.

“And when he came?” he asked, his face near mine.

“When he came… I felt the first hot jet on my chin. Then on my mouth. Then in my eye. I swallowed. I showed him I swallowed.”

“Did you like the taste?”

“I did. It was different from yours. Saltier. Thicker.”

“And then?”

“Then he went to the bathroom. And you came.”

“I came.”

“You came watching him come on me.”

“Yes.”

“Why?” I asked, even though I knew the answer.

“Because I am a cuckold,” he answered, his voice breaking. “Because I like it. Because it turns me on to see you happy. Even if the happiness comes from someone else.”

We stayed silent for a minute. The sound of the street outside. A car passed. Someone honked.

“Do you hate me?” I asked for the thousandth time.

“No. Do you hate me?”

“No.”

“Then everything is okay.”

“Everything is okay?” I insisted.

He turned me onto my back. Got on top of me. His cock was already hard — how? When? We had just gotten home, he had not slept, had not eaten, and still his cock was hard.

“Everything is not okay,” he said. “But it will be.”

He kissed me. His tongue entered my mouth hard. He bit my lip. My body responded immediately — my pussy got wet again, my clit throbbed.

He pushed his cock in. No condom, no warning. Pushed in dry, deep, the way Nicolas had.

“Do you feel it?” he asked, breathless, fucking me slowly.

“I do.”

“Do you feel my cock?”

“I do.”

“Is it smaller than Nicolas’s?”

“It is.”

“Do you wish it were bigger?”

“No. I want it your size. Because it is yours.”

He fucked harder. His cock went in and out, the bed creaking. I closed my eyes.

“Open your eyes,” he ordered. “Do not close them. Look at me. Like you looked at him.”

I opened my eyes.

He fucked me with anger. With jealousy. With love. His face was wet with sweat and tears. His eyes red. His mouth open.

“You are going to come,” he said. “You are going to come with my cock inside you. My cock, not his.”

“I will.”

“And who are you going to think about?”

“You.”

“Only me?”

“Only you.”

He fucked faster. My body slid up the bed. My head hit the headboard.

“Come,” he ordered.

And I came. I squeezed him. My pussy gripped his cock, and I came moaning his name — Rafael, Rafael, Rafael. Not Nicolas’s name.

He came with me. Inside. Deep. Filled my pussy with hot cum, mixed with what was still left from the night, with what was his, with what was mine.

Then he collapsed on top of me. His body heavy. Sweat running down.

“I love you,” he whispered in my ear.

“I love you too, my little cuckold.”

We slept the rest of the day. We woke in the late afternoon, orange sun entering through the window. The room smelled of old sex and sleep.

“I am hungry,” I said.

“Me too.”

We ordered pizza. Ate in bed, naked, half under the blanket. The TV on with some random movie neither of us watched.

“Rafael,” I called.

“Mm?”

“I am different.”

“What do you mean?”

“I do not know. I feel more… light. More loose. Less afraid.”

He looked at me. Chewed a piece of pizza.

“I noticed too.”

“Since when?”

“Since you woke up today. Your eyes are different. The way you walk is different.”

“Different how?”

“More whore,” he said, and smiled. “But not in a bad way. You walk like someone who knows what she wants.”

“I know what I want.”

“What?”

“You. And more. I do not know what more yet. But I want to find out.”

He put down the pizza. Kissed me with his mouth full of cheese.

“Find out. I will go beside you.”

That night, we slept spooning. Me on my back to him, him pressed behind me, his soft cock against my ass, his hand on my breast.

Before sleeping, I took my phone from the nightstand. Opened Instagram. Scrolled without desire. Stopped on a friend’s profile — Fernanda. She had posted a photo with her husband, Dante, at a bar. Smiling. Drinking beer. Normal people.

I was not normal anymore. And suddenly the idea of finding someone who knew — someone who understood — felt urgent.

I commented on the photo: “You two look beautiful! Let’s plan a dinner?”

She answered immediately: “Finally! I miss you. Yes, let’s!”

I put the phone away.

Rafael snored behind me.

I stared at the dark ceiling.

The third person who would enter this story. And this time, it was not a man.

I closed my eyes.

Fernanda did not know, but the dinner was going to be different.


Chapter 2 — Fernanda Notices

Fernanda was the one who sent the first message.

On the Wednesday after the hotel, my phone vibrated in the middle of the afternoon. I was on the sofa, with Rafael sleeping in the bedroom — he had fallen asleep after lunch, something he never did, but the last nights had been short and full of sex and conversations until late.

“Claire, hey. That coffee? I miss you and I am off today.”

My first reaction was to invent an excuse. I am busy, I am tired, I have a headache, Rafael needs me. Any lie that would keep me on the sofa, in pajamas, watching a rerun soap opera.

But then I looked at myself in the reflection of the dark phone screen.

My eyes were different. Brighter. More alive. There was something there that had not been there in months — maybe years. It was not just sex. It was a kind of calm. As if I had stopped hiding from myself.

I typed: “Let’s. Where? Soon?”

“That café in Vila. 3 p.m. See you there.”

I looked at the clock. 1:30. There was time to shower, change clothes, put on light makeup. I got up from the sofa slowly, so I would not wake Rafael. He snored, turned to his side, his hand searching for my place in the bed.

I took a quick shower. Put on jeans — the ones that made my ass look good — and a tight black blouse, generous neckline, long sleeves. White sneakers. Hair loose, natural, no curling iron. Day makeup: concealer, powder, mascara, gloss.

When I came out of the bathroom, Rafael was sitting on the bed, hair messy, eyes still sleepy.

“Where are you going?” he asked, voice thick with sleep.

“To meet Fernanda. Coffee.”

“Ah.” He scratched his beard. “Everything okay?”

“Everything. Why would it not be?”

He looked at me from head to toe. His eyes lingered on the blouse.

“You look pretty.”

“Thank you.”

“For her?”

“For me.”

He smiled. It was a different smile from the ones he gave before the hotel. Looser, less worried.

“Come back soon.”

“I will.”

I kissed his forehead and left.

The café

Vila was a neighborhood of old houses, tall trees, stone sidewalks. The café was on the corner, with tables on the sidewalk and a smell of sweet bread you could smell from across the street.

Fernanda was already there.

Sitting at the table in the back, the one that got sun but had the shade of an umbrella. Dark hair tied into a messy bun, reading glasses sliding down her nose, a white linen shirt and cotton pants. She was scrolling on her phone with one hand and holding a cappuccino with the other.

She was beautiful. I had always known that. Fernanda had that calm kind of beauty that did not require effort. Light brown eyes, almost honey-colored. Full mouth, always with a nude lipstick. Freckles across her nose. A body that was not from the gym, but from a real woman — wide hips, medium breasts, a soft belly.

I sat in front of her. She raised her eyes from the phone and smiled.

“About time!” she exclaimed, closing the phone and leaning over the table to hug me. Her perfume was soft, a little citrus. “I missed you, girl.”

“I missed you too. Sorry I took so long. Rafael fell asleep and I lost track of time.”

“Is he okay?”

“He is. Working a lot.”

The waiter came. I ordered iced tea and a slice of lemon pie.

Fernanda looked at me while I ordered. Her head slightly tilted. Her honey eyes moved across my face, my hair, my blouse.

“What?” I asked, uncomfortable.

“Nothing,” she said, looking away. “You are different.”

“Different how?”

“Prettier. More… I do not know. There is a shine. Are you happy?”

“I have always been happy.”

“No. Not always. In the last months you were a little faded. I noticed, but I did not say anything. Now you came back.”

The iced tea arrived. I took a sip to gain time.

“Phases,” I answered. “Life has phases.”

“Phases of what?”

She was not going to let go. Fernanda had always been like that. When she wanted to know something, she dug like a dog after a bone. We had known each other for eight years. Since my first job after college. She saw me get married, saw me change jobs, saw me lose my father, saw me gain weight, lose weight. She knew how to read my face.

“Marriage phases,” I tried. “Marriage has highs and lows.”

“That is not an answer.” She tilted her head again, glasses sliding. “You are different. Your eyes are different. The way you sit is different.”

“What do you mean, the way I sit?”

“You are more… open. Before, you used to shrink a little, cross your legs, hide your body. Now you sat with your legs open, your blouse tight, your chest forward. As if you are not afraid to be seen.”

I looked at my legs. She was right. I was sitting with my legs open, the jeans stretched, showing the contour of my pussy. It was not vulgar. But it was not discreet either.

“I think I am more confident,” I said.

“Confident because of what?”

The waiter brought the pie. I cut a piece with the fork. Ate slowly.

“We did something different,” I blurted, without thinking. The words escaped.

Fernanda put down the cappuccino. Her eyes widened.

“Did what?”

“Nothing. Forget it.”

“Claire.” She held my wrist over the table. Her hand was warm, her fingers long. “What did you two do?”

I pulled my wrist away. Not harshly. Carefully.

“I cannot tell.”

“Why?”

“Because it is very personal.”

“We never had secrets. Remember when you told me you lost your virginity at seventeen in the college bathroom? Remember when I told you Dante cannot come with a condom? We have always told each other everything.”

I took the iced tea again. Drank half of it.

“This is different, Fernanda.”

“Different how? Did you kill someone?”

I laughed. Almost choked.

“No.”

“Then it is not that serious.”

She stared at me. Her honey eyes seemed to burn a hole in my forehead.

I thought about lying. I thought about inventing a story about a trip, about couples therapy, about anything that would get her off my back. But then I remembered the notebook. Remembered what I wrote. Remembered the promise I had made to myself not to lie anymore.

“We had an experience,” I said quietly. I looked around. The café was almost empty. Only an older couple far away and the waiter cleaning the machine. “A sexual experience.”

Fernanda stayed still. Blinked twice.

“Like… a threesome?”

“Kind of. But not exactly.”

“Explain.”

“I do not know if I can.”

“Try.”

I took a deep breath. My heart was beating fast, but in a good way. That cold feeling in the belly of someone about to jump from somewhere high.

“We called a man. A professional. To fuck me while Rafael watched.”

The sentence came out whole, no pause, like vomit.

The silence that came after was heavy. Dark. Fernanda did not move. Only her eyes — they became huge, pupils dilated. The nude lipstick stayed still.

Time passed.

A fly landed on the table. The waiter sneezed in the kitchen.

“Are you serious?” she asked, her voice thinner than usual.

“I am.”

“You paid? A professional lover?”

“Yes.”

“And Rafael watched?”

“Sitting in an armchair. With his hand on his cock.”

Fernanda brought a hand to her mouth. Not shock. Curiosity. I knew that gesture in her — it was the way she processed new information.

“Fuck,” she whispered.

“Exactly.”

“And how was it?”

“It was…” I searched for the right word. “Liberating.”

“Liberating?”

“I felt like a whore. I was called a whore. Treated like a whore. And in the end, Rafael fucked me again. And we have never been so together.”

Fernanda leaned back in the chair. Her white shirt opened a little, showing the beginning of her bra — a beige bra, normal, a married woman’s bra.

“I cannot believe you did that,” she said.

“You cannot believe I did it or that I am telling you?”

“Both.”

“Then believe it. It was real. And it was the best night of my life.”

She stayed quiet for a long time. Stirred the now-cold cappuccino with the little spoon. The porcelain sound was the only sound between us.

“Are you going to tell other people?” she asked.

“No. Only you.”

“Why only me?”

“Because I trust you,” I answered. “And because I am tired of pretending I am only Claire from the happy marriage. I am more than that.”

“What are you?”

I looked at her. The afternoon sun touched her face, lit her freckles, shone in her honey eyes.

“I do not know yet. But I want to find out.”

Fernanda turned her wedding ring. The gold flashed.

“And Dante?” I asked, changing the subject. “Does he know you are here?”

“Of course. I am not cheating on anyone.” She laughed. The laugh released the tension. “We do not do things that way. We are normal.”

“I used to be normal too.”

“And now you are not?”

“Now I am something else. I have not found the word yet.”

We asked for the check. Fernanda insisted on paying — “you told me something this intimate, let me pay for the coffee at least.”

Outside, we hugged on the sidewalk. She squeezed my shoulders hard. Her hair smelled like coconut and vanilla.

“We need to talk more about this,” she said near my ear. “Do not leave it for later.”

“I will not.”

“You really are different, Claire. More loose. More… I do not know. More you.”

“Thank you. I think.”

“It is a compliment.”

She got into her car — a gray SUV, leather seats, the smell of car cleaner. I walked to the corner, waited for her to turn, and breathed.

My heart was still racing.

On the way back home, on foot, the sun on the back of my neck, I thought about Fernanda. How she looked at me when I told her. There was no disgust. No judgment. It was… curiosity.

Pure curiosity.

At home

Rafael was in the kitchen when I arrived. Stirring rice in the pan, old shirt stained with sauce, flip-flops.

“Hey, my whore,” he said, smiling. “Everything okay?”

“Everything.”

“How is Fernanda?”

I sat on the kitchen chair. Took off my sneakers.

“I told her.”

He stopped stirring the rice. The wooden spoon hung in the air.

“Told her what?”

“About Nicolas. About the hotel. About you in the armchair.”

Rafael put down the spoon. Turned off the stove. Turned to me slowly.

“Why?”

“Because she asked. And because I did not want to lie.”

“Do you trust her?”

“Very much.”

He came to the chair. Knelt in front of me. The same gesture from that night after the café. His hands on my thighs.

“What did she say?”

“She said ‘fuck.’ And then she got quiet.”

“Only that?”

“She is going to want to know more. I saw it in her eyes.”

“Do you want to tell more?”

I looked at him. The man who let me be fucked by another and still made me pizza afterward.

“I do,” I answered. “I want her to know. I want someone besides you to know.”

“Why?”

“Because hiding is exhausting, Rafael. I kept so much inside me for so long. And now that I let it out, I do not want to lock it up again.”

He rested his forehead on my knee.

“Okay,” he said. “But she cannot tell anyone.”

“She will not.”

“How do you know?”

“Because she has a secret too. I just do not know what it is yet.”

Rafael lifted his head. Looked at me.

“Do you think she wants to do it too?”

“I do not know. Maybe. I only know her eyes shone when I told her. They shone the same way yours shone when I suggested Nicolas.”

He was silent.

“Are you scared?” I asked.

“Of what?”

“Of me. Of where I am going to end up.”

He thought. Took several seconds. The sound of the street outside.

“No. Only curious. Like you.”

We ate dinner in silence. Rice, beans, steak, salad. Then washed dishes together, Rafael in the hot water, me rinsing.

When we went to bed, he fucked me slowly. Calmly. Without anger, without jealousy. Just love. I came holding him, my face buried in his shoulder, crying a little.

“Why are you crying?” he asked.

“Because I am happy. And I did not know I could be this happy.”

He pressed my body against his.

“Sleep, my whore.”

I slept.

The next day

My phone vibrated at ten in the morning.

I was on the sofa, drinking coffee. Rafael had already left for work. The message was from Fernanda.

“Claire, I cannot stop thinking about what you told me. I need to see you again. Lunch at my place today? Dante is traveling for work. Just us.”

I read it three times.

Put the phone down.

Looked at the ceiling.

Fernanda wanted more details. And I wanted to give them. Not only tell — I wanted to see her reaction. I wanted to see those honey eyes shining again. I wanted to see her hand tremble the way mine had trembled when Nicolas arrived.

I answered: “I will. What time?”

“1 p.m. I will make that pasta you like.”

“I will bring wine.”

“Bring two. We are drinking.”

I laughed to myself.

Two bottles of wine. Lunch. Empty house. Fernanda wanting to know.

In the shower, while getting ready, I thought: how far am I going to tell today?

And the answer came by itself.

As far as she wants to hear.


Chapter 3 — The Confession to Fernanda

Fernanda’s house smelled like incense and good food.

It was a wide apartment on the third floor, with a gourmet balcony, hanging plants, and a bookshelf that occupied an entire living room wall. On the kitchen table, two glasses of wine were already poured. A board of cheese and prosciutto waited on the counter. The light was low, yellowish, coming from lamps scattered through the corners.

Dante opened the door.

He was elegant — beige linen pants, a short-sleeved white dress shirt, clean-shaven jaw, discreet watch. Brown hair slightly gray at the temples. His green eyes looked at me first, then at Rafael, and he smiled calmly.

“Claire, good to see you. Rafael, pleasure. Come in.”

He shook my hand firmly, his palm warm and dry. Then greeted Rafael the same way, but with one extra second of eye contact. It was not a challenge. It was recognition. As if saying: I know things you do not imagine I know.

Rafael returned it. His hand gripped Dante’s without hesitation.

“Thank you for inviting us,” Rafael said.

“Fernanda was very excited. She is in the kitchen finishing the sauce.”

We entered.

The living room was cozy, with a brown leather sofa, crochet cushions, and a large painting on the wall: a naked woman from behind, looking out a window. The lines were delicate, but the body was real — wide hips, loose hair, afternoon light coming through the glass.

“Beautiful, is it not?” Dante commented, seeing me look at the painting. “A local artist. We bought it on our honeymoon.”

“It is beautiful.”

“Fernanda chose it. She has good taste.”

He guided us to the balcony, where two glasses of white wine sat on the coffee table. He poured two more for us. The afternoon sun entered through the curtains, drawing golden stripes on the wooden floor.

“She will be here in a moment,” Dante said, drinking a sip of wine. “Relax. Make yourselves at home.”

Rafael sat on the sofa, a little stiff, hands resting on his knees. I sat beside him, looser, but with my heart racing.

Dante stayed standing near the balcony, looking at the street. His posture was sure, unrushed. He did not try to force conversation. He did not ask about work, children, the weather. He was simply there, present, comfortable.

Then Fernanda appeared.

She came from the kitchen with a bowl of pasta in her hands, a dish towel over her shoulder, and a smile that lit her whole face when she saw me.

“There you are!” she exclaimed, placing the bowl on the dining table and coming to hug me.

The hug lasted. Her perfume — coconut and vanilla — wrapped around me. Her hand squeezed my nape, fingers brushing my hair.

“I am happy you came,” she said near my ear.

“Me too.”

She let go, greeted Rafael with a kiss on the cheek, and Dante with a quick kiss on the mouth. The gesture was natural, automatic, but I noticed how her hand stayed one second longer at his waist.

“Shall we eat?” she asked, already moving to the table. “I am starving.”

We sat. Dante at the head, Fernanda to his right, me to his left, Rafael beside me. The table was round, dark wood, with linen napkins and silver cutlery. The pasta was homemade, with tomato and basil sauce, salad, and Italian bread.

Dante served the wine — red now, full-bodied. We toasted without a reason, only because there was wine.

“Cheers,” Rafael said.

“Cheers,” we answered.

The conversation began lightly. Dante asked about Rafael’s work — engineering, projects, deadlines. Rafael asked about their trip — Portugal, the previous year, they had loved it. Fernanda told a funny story about a neighbor who played harmonica at seven in the morning. I laughed, ate, drank.

But underneath the normal conversation, there was another conversation happening.

It happened in glances.

Fernanda looked at me when I was not looking. When I looked back, she looked away, but the corner of her mouth stayed lifted. Her hand, on the table, sometimes touched the wineglass with her fingers — long fingers, short nails, no polish.

Dante looked at Rafael like someone studying a map. It was not aggressive. It was curious. As if he were building an image in his head.

Rafael, in turn, was tenser than he had been at the hotel. There, at the hotel, he knew his role. He was the cuckold in the armchair. Here, he did not know what his role was. He swayed between “friend of the couple” and “something else.”

Dinner ended. Dante took the dishes to the kitchen.

“Want help?” Rafael asked, standing.

“If you want. There is an open bottle of red in there. We finish the dishes and come back.”

The two men went to the kitchen. Fernanda and I stayed in the living room, sitting on the sofa, glasses in hand, the light from the lamps making the room intimate.

The silence lasted a few seconds.

“Claire,” she called softly. “Are you going to tell me the rest?”

My heart fired.

“The rest of what?”

“The café. You told me a part. I know there is more. You have the face of someone who has been holding a secret for weeks and needs to let it out.”

I looked toward the kitchen. Rafael and Dante had their backs turned, the sound of running water and low conversation reaching us.

“I do not know if now is the moment.”

“It is. Dante will not be back soon. He loves washing dishes and talking to another man. And Rafael looks like he needs some time away from you.”

“Why?”

“Because he loves you too much. And too much love suffocates. Sometimes we need to breathe the air of the kitchen with another man just to remember there is a world outside.”

I laughed. She had a way of saying things that disarmed me.

“Okay. But you cannot tell anyone.”

“Word of a friend.”

I took a deep breath. Pulled my legs onto the sofa, sat sideways against the arm. Fernanda turned toward me, one leg tucked under the other, her skirt rising a little, showing her knee.

I began.

The notebook

“I have a notebook,” I said. “I started it about two years ago. At first it was just venting. Things from work, family, marriage. Then it became a sex diary.”

“Sex diary how?”

“I wrote what I wanted to do. What I imagined. Things I had never told Rafael.”

“What kind of things?”

I looked into her eyes. Those honey eyes were fixed on me, not blinking.

“Things like being fucked by two men at the same time. Being tied to the bed. Being called a whore.”

Fernanda did not look away.

“He knew?”

“No. He did not know about the notebook. He only found out because I forgot it open on the table one day.”

“And what did he do?”

“He read it. He read everything. Every fantasy. Every man I imagined. Every position. Everything.”

“He got angry?”

“No. He got hard.”

Fernanda laughed. A low, loose laugh.

“And then?”

“Then we talked. For the first time, really. He asked if I wanted to make it real. I said yes. He said he did too.”

“What did he say?”

“He said it turned him on to see me with another. That he had thought about it since the beginning of the marriage. That he never said anything because he thought I would think he was sick.”

“And did you?”

“I thought both of us were sick. And that it was okay.”

Fernanda drank a sip of wine. Her finger drummed on the glass.

“And then came Nicolas.”

“Then came Nicolas.”

Nicolas

I told her about the website. About Nicolas’s profile — professional lover, experienced, discreet. I told her about the café, the first kiss in front of Rafael, the bathroom.

“We went to the bathroom,” I said, my voice lower. “While Rafael waited at the table. Nicolas went down on me standing up, against the wall. And fingered me.”

“There? In the café we went to?”

“The same one.”

“My God,” she whispered. It was not shock. It was admiration.

“Then I sucked him. I got on my knees. He came in my mouth. I swallowed. Came back to the table, kissed Rafael. The taste was still in my mouth.”

“He kissed you back?”

“Yes.”

“Knowing?”

“Knowing.”

Fernanda touched her own neck. An involuntary gesture. Her fingertips touched her collarbone.

“And then?”

I told her about the hotel. The red dress. The armchair. Rafael sitting, watching. I told her about Nicolas ordering me to take off my panties. About him calling me a whore. About the slap on my ass.

I told her about his cock — bigger than Rafael’s, longer, a purple head. I told her about sucking him while looking at Rafael. About Rafael’s hand on his cock.

I told her about being on all fours. About arching like a bitch. About asking for slaps and being hit. About my neck being squeezed lightly.

I told her about Nicolas coming on my face.

“He came on your face?” she asked, her voice wavering slightly.

“He did. Hot. Thick. It ran down to my chin, to my breasts. I swallowed. Showed him I swallowed.”

“And Rafael?”

“Rafael came in the armchair. Came watching another man come on his wife’s face.”

Fernanda stayed silent. Her hand, the one that had been at her neck, went down. Landed on her own thigh. Her fingers squeezed the fabric of her skirt.

“You liked it?” she asked.

“I liked it a lot.”

“More than with Rafael?”

“Different. With Rafael it is love. With Nicolas it was surrender. I did not need to think about anything. Only feel.”

“And now? How is the marriage?”

“Better than ever. We fuck more. Talk more. He calls me a whore in bed and I call him a cuckold. And we laugh.”

“Will you repeat it?”

“We will. But with another person.”

She raised her head. Her honey eyes shone.

“Another person? A man?”

“I do not know yet. We are thinking.”

The kitchen was silent now. The water had stopped. The conversation between Dante and Rafael had lowered.

“Fernanda,” I called softly.

“Mm?”

“Why do you want to know so much?”

She looked at me. Her gaze was different now. More direct. Less friendly.

“Because I have a notebook too, Claire.”

The air went cold.

“What?”

“I write too. Since I got married. Things I wanted to do. Things I never did. Things Dante does not know.”

“Dante does not know?”

“No. What we have is… how can I say it… Dante is my husband. I love him. But we have different agreements.”

“What agreements?”

She moved a little closer. Her leg touched mine. The skin warm.

“Dante and I are open. Since the beginning of the relationship. We can look, kiss, touch other people. With communication. With honesty.”

“And have you done it?”

“Yes. With another couple. Only once. It was… intense.”

“With whom?”

“A friend from his work. And the wife. We went to their house, had dinner, made conversation. At the end of the night, we went to the bedroom.”

“What happened?”

She bit her lip.

“The wife kissed me. Then her husband went down on me. Dante watched. Then we switched.”

My pussy clenched. I felt wetness sliding slowly.

“Did you like it?”

“I did. But we never repeated it. She got jealous. Dante got afraid of ruining the marriage. We decided to stop.”

“And do you want to go back?”

She took a while to answer.

“I do not know if I want to go back with them. But I want to feel that again. That thing of being desired by more than one person at the same time.”

I looked toward the kitchen. Rafael and Dante had still not returned. The balcony curtain moved with the wind.

“Fernanda,” I called.

“Mm?”

“Do you think I am beautiful?”

She turned her face to me. Her honey eyes moved across my face, my neck, the neckline of my blouse.

“You are very beautiful, Claire. You always have been.”

“Are you attracted to women?”

“Yes. To you?”

“To me.”

“That is a dangerous question.”

“It is an honest question.”

She moved closer. Her knee touched mine. Her hand was now on my arm.

“I am attracted to you,” she said softly. “Since that New Year’s lunch two years ago. You were dressed in white, hair loose, laughing at something I said. I could not take my eyes off you.”

“And you did not say anything?”

“No. You were married. I was married. We had husbands. They were only thoughts. But now…”

“Now?”

“Now you tell me you fucked a professional lover while your husband watched. And that you want more. And I sit here, in my living room, with wine in my hand, and I think: why not me?”

My heart beat so hard I thought she would hear it.

“Why not you?” I repeated.

Her hand moved from my arm to my face. Her fingertips touched my cheek, went down to my chin, lifted it.

“Because I am afraid,” she whispered. “Afraid of ruining the friendship. Afraid you will not like it. Afraid of Rafael. Afraid of Dante.”

“Would Dante not like it?”

“Dante would love it. He gets turned on seeing me with a woman.”

“And Rafael?”

“Rafael watched you with another man. Do you think he would not like seeing you with a woman?”

I thought. Remembered Rafael at the hotel, hand on his cock, eyes fixed. Remembered him coming in the armchair.

“He would like it,” I answered.

Fernanda let go of my chin. Leaned back on the sofa. The distance between us returned to something like friendship.

“We need to talk to them,” she said. “Together. The four of us.”

“Do you think?”

“If we are going to do this, everyone needs to know. No secrets. No hidden jealousy.”

“And if they do not want it?”

She smiled. The most wicked smile I had ever seen on her face.

“Dante has wanted it before. Rafael has already done worse. They will want it.”

At that moment, the kitchen door opened. Dante and Rafael returned with a dessert dish — flan, with caramel sauce.

“Done!” Dante announced, placing the dish on the table. “I rescued your husband from the kitchen, Claire. He is a good conversationalist.”

Rafael sat beside me. His hand found mine under the table. Squeezed.

“Everything okay?” he asked softly.

“Everything,” I answered. “We talk at home.”

He looked at Fernanda. She looked back. The gaze between them lasted one second longer than normal.

Dante served the flan. The conversation became light again — trips, work, the harmonica neighbor. But the tension was there, under the table, in legs that touched, in glances that searched.

At the end of the night, at the door, Fernanda hugged me for a long time again.

“Let’s plan the next dinner,” she said in my ear. “The four of us.”

“Let’s.”

“And bring the notebook. Yours. I want to read it.”

“And you bring yours.”

She smiled. Dante shook Rafael’s hand, that firm, lingering handshake.

In the car, on the way home, Rafael asked:

“What did you two talk about?”

“A lot.”

“Good things?”

“Things that will change us again.”

He did not answer. But his hand squeezed my thigh.

At home, before sleeping, I took the notebook from the drawer. Opened to the page where I had written “Fernanda.” Read it out loud.

Rafael was lying beside me.

“She knows?” he asked.

“She knows.”

“And Dante?”

“Dante is open. They have switched with another couple.”

Rafael stayed silent. Then:

“Do you want to be with her?”

“I do.”

“And with him?”

“I do not know. I only know I want her.”

“And me?”

“You will watch. Like last time. But now it is different.”

“Different how?”

“Now you will not be jealous of a cock. You will be jealous of a pussy.”

Rafael pulled me on top of him.

“Show me how you are going to kiss her,” he asked.

I kissed his shoulder. His neck. His mouth.

“Like this,” I said.

“And how will she kiss you?”

“Slower. With more tongue.”

He groaned.

“I am hard.”

“I know.”

And we fucked. Thinking of Fernanda. Thinking of the four of us.


Chapter 4 — Fernanda’s Curiosity

The lunch at Fernanda and Dante’s house had been on Friday. On Saturday morning I was already with my phone in my hand, looking at the conversation with her. There had been only silly messages afterward — “the flan was wonderful,” “the wine was good,” “we got home safely.” Nothing about what we had said on the sofa. Nothing about notebooks, Nicolas, her hand on my face.

But on Saturday afternoon, she sent:

“Claire, can I call you? I need to talk to you alone.”

I answered immediately: “Sure. Rafael is going out later. Around four?”

“Perfect. I will call you.”

Rafael was in the living room, watching soccer, a beer in his hand. The TV on, sound low. He saw me messing with my phone and smiled.

“Fernanda?”

“Yes. She will call me later.”

“About what?”

“I do not know. She said she needs to talk to me alone.”

He raised an eyebrow. The game kept going, players running after the ball, but his eyes were on me.

“Are you going to tell me what you two talk about?”

“What we talk about?”

“About her. About you. About what you two are planning.”

“We are not planning anything yet.”

“Yet.”

He drank more beer. Adjusted his cap.

“It is all right, Claire. Just do not disappear from me.”

“I will not disappear. You are my cuckold.”

He laughed. The soccer game returned to being the center of attention.

The call

At exactly four, the phone vibrated. Video call.

I was in the bedroom, sitting on the bed, wearing a loose blouse and my hair tied up. I answered.

Fernanda’s face appeared on the screen. She was on the balcony of her apartment — I could see the hanging plants and the gray late-afternoon sky. Her hair was down, damp, as if she had just come out of the shower. She wore a white tank top, no bra — I noticed her nipples marking the fabric.

“Hi,” she said, smiling.

“Hi.”

“Thank you for answering. I know it is Saturday, you two must be resting.”

“Rafael is watching soccer. I am here.”

“He knows you are talking to me?”

“He knows. But he does not know about what.”

“Not yet.”

“Not yet.”

She adjusted herself in the wicker chair. The phone shook a little, supported somewhere. Her hand appeared on screen, adjusting the angle.

“Claire, I cannot stop thinking about our conversation.”

“Me neither.”

“Since Friday. Every hour. In the shower, when I go to sleep, when I wake up. I keep repeating the things you said in my head.”

“Which things?”

“Everything. The notebook. Nicolas. The hotel. The way you described Rafael in the armchair. The way you described Nicolas’s cock.”

That “cock” came out of her mouth with a naturalness that surprised me. Fernanda had a married woman’s mouth, used to talking about children and groceries, but in that moment she said cock as if it were the most ordinary thing in the world.

“What else do you want to know?” I asked directly.

She took a while. Looked to the side, as if checking if she was alone.

“Everything,” she answered. “I want to know everything you did not tell me on Friday. Because I know you held things back.”

“Why do you think I held back?”

“Because that is you, Claire. You tell eighty percent and keep twenty. Not out of malice. Out of protection. You want to see how the person reacts before you let the rest out.”

She knew me. She really knew me.

“Okay,” I said. “Ask.”

Question 1: The body

“How did he touch you?” she began. “Not Nicolas. Rafael. During. While he watched.”

“In what sense?”

“Touch. Did he touch himself?”

“Yes. He had his hand on his cock all night. Nicolas told him to take his hand away a few times, and he obeyed. But whenever he was not looking, he went back.”

“And you liked seeing that?”

“I loved it. Seeing him suffering with arousal turned me on even more.”

“Did you feel shame?”

“At first. When Nicolas told me to take off the dress. When he saw I was not wearing panties. In that moment, I thought, my God, what am I doing. But then Nicolas called me a whore, and the shame became something else.”

“What else?”

“Arousal. Freedom. I do not know how to explain it. It is as if the word ‘whore’ took away all the weight of being the good woman. I could moan loudly, could ask for a slap, could drool on his cock. There was no rule.”

“And did you drool?”

“A lot. Ruined all my lipstick.”

Fernanda bit her lip. It was a quick gesture, but I saw it. The camera caught the movement.

Question 2: The sensation

“What was the first time he entered like? Nicolas. The first penetration.”

I closed my eyes for a second. Remembered.

“It was deep. He did not go slowly. He did not ask permission. He just pushed in. I was on all fours. He held my waist with both hands and pushed in at once. I screamed.”

“Scream of pain or pleasure?”

“Both. It hurt a little. But the pleasure was stronger. I was so wet there was no way it could truly hurt. It was more the sensation of being filled. Of being taken.”

“And Rafael?”

“He moaned. When I screamed, he moaned too.”

“Did he come right away?”

“No. He held it. Nicolas told him to wait.”

“And he waited?”

“As long as he could. In the end, he could not.”

Fernanda turned her wedding ring. A nervous gesture. The gold turned on her finger.

“Had you ever done anything like that before?”

“Never. Not even close.”

“So that was the first time you were… like that?”

“Like that, yes. The first time I was completely a whore without guilt.”

She nodded. Her damp hair moved.

Question 3: The shame

“Was there any moment when you wanted to give up?”

“There was. When he told me to get on all fours. For one second, I thought: this is too animal, I am not that kind of woman.”

“And what made you continue?”

“Rafael’s gaze. I looked at him, and he had his cock in his hand, eyes glazed, mouth open. He did not want me to stop. He wanted to see. And I wanted him to see.”

“Did you feel shame afterward?”

“After Nicolas left, I did. We stayed naked on the bed, dirty with cum, and I thought, what did we do. But then Rafael hugged me. He did not say anything. He only hugged me. And the shame passed.”

“It did not come back?”

“Sometimes. When I wake in the morning and remember. When I am at the grocery store and see some woman with a saintly face. But then I remember I chose it. I did. Nobody forced me. And the shame becomes pride.”

Fernanda stayed silent. The phone image shook a little — her hand was trembling.

“You are brave, Claire.”

“I do not feel brave.”

“You are. Courage is not not being afraid. It is being afraid and doing it anyway.”

Question 4: Rafael

“Did Rafael change afterward?”

“Completely.”

“How?”

“He lost the stupid jealousy. Before, he got upset if I wore a short dress. Now he chooses the dresses himself. He saw me being fucked by another man, so a short skirt is nothing.”

“He became looser?”

“Very. He talks dirty in bed now. Calls me whore, bitch, my slut. And I like it. I never knew I would like it so much.”

“And outside bed?”

“Outside, he is more affectionate. More present. He lost the fear of losing me. Because he saw that I can have another man’s cock, but I am the one who chooses to come back to him.”

“You would come back to him?”

“Every time.”

She smiled. It was not the smile of a friend. It was the smile of someone getting to know someone again.

The revelation

“Claire, I am going to tell you something.”

“I am listening.”

“Dante and I are not just liberal. We are… how can I say it… open.”

“Open how?”

“We have done threesomes. With men and with women. We have gone to swing houses. Not many times, but we have. We have a profile on a site.”

My body warmed.

“You have a profile?”

“Yes. Since the second year of marriage. We do not use it much, but when the mood hits, we go in, talk, arrange something.”

“And have you been with another woman?”

“Yes. Twice.”

“How was it?”

“The first was with a friend of Dante’s. We were drinking, the conversation got hotter, and she kissed me. Dante watched. Then we went to the bedroom. She went down on me. I went down on her. It was… intense.”

“And the second?”

“At a swing house. An older woman, about forty-five. She came to us, made conversation, and in the middle of the night she pulled me into a corner. We kissed, she put her hand on my pussy over my panties. Then we went to one of the cabins. She ate me until I came.”

“And Dante?”

“Dante stayed beside us, watching. Hard. Then he fucked me in front of her.”

My pussy contracted. I crossed my legs on the bed, hiding it.

“Why did you never tell me this?”

“Because you never asked. And because I was ashamed. You were always the proper friend. The one who married as a virgin. The one who does not drink much. The one who does not talk about sex.”

“I married as a virgin, but I am not the same anymore.”

“I know. That is why I am telling you now.”

The silence between us lasted a few seconds. The sound of the soccer game in the living room. Rafael cheered for a goal.

“Fernanda,” I called.

“Mm?”

“Do you want to be with me?”

The question came out directly. No detours. Her face on the screen grew serious.

“I do,” she answered. Without hesitation.

“You really do?”

“I have wanted you since that New Year’s lunch two years ago, Claire. I just did not know how to say it. And now you opened the door.”

“And Dante?”

“Dante knows I am attracted to you. We talk about everything. He said that if you want, he is in.”

“In for what?”

“Whatever you want. It can be only the two of us, with the two men watching. Or the four of us together. Or only partner-swapping. There is no rule.”

“And Rafael?”

“Rafael has already watched you with another man. Do you think he would not like seeing you with a woman?”

“He would like it.”

“Then.”

I took a deep breath. My heart was beating so fast I could feel blood at my temples.

“We need to talk, the four of us,” I said.

“Agreed. Plan a dinner at your place. Or mine. Any day.”

“Monday? Is Dante working?”

“Monday he is home office. Evening works.”

“I will talk to Rafael. I will tell you.”

“Okay. And Claire?”

“What?”

“Thank you for trusting me.”

“Thank you for not judging me.”

She smiled. The most beautiful smile I had ever seen on her.

We hung up.

After the call

I sat on the bed for a few minutes, phone in my hand, screen dark. I looked at the ceiling. Breathed.

Then I got up and went to the living room.

Rafael was on the sofa, beer in hand, the match at halftime. He saw me come and knew. He always knew.

“What happened?” he asked.

I sat beside him. Took his hand.

“Fernanda wants to be with me.”

He did not move.

“She said that?”

“She did. She and Dante are open. They have switched with another couple. They have gone to swing houses. She has been attracted to me since that New Year’s lunch two years ago.”

“And you?”

“I feel it too. Now.”

He put the beer down on the coffee table. Turned his body toward me.

“Do you want to do it?”

“I do. If you want.”

“What would I do?”

“Whatever you want. You can watch. You can participate. You can just stay with Dante while she and I are together. There is no rule.”

“And you? What do you want?”

“I want to kiss her. I want to know what her mouth is like. What her tongue is like. What she tastes like.”

“Only that?”

“No. More. But we will go slowly.”

Rafael ran a hand over his face. Thought.

“Monday? At our place?”

“That is what I suggested.”

“Okay. Invite them.”

He kissed me. His tongue entered my mouth hard. His hand squeezed my nape.

“You are a whore, Claire.”

“Your whore.”

“Yes.”

We fucked on the sofa, with the soccer match playing in the background. Halftime had ended, but neither of us was watching the game.

I came thinking about Fernanda’s mouth.


Chapter 5 — Rafael Knows

The match had ended. Rafael turned off the TV and stayed silent for a moment, his hand still on my thigh. We had fucked on the sofa during halftime — fast, sweaty, in that way only people who have been together for years can do without needing words. Now I was curled into his shoulder, sweat drying on my skin, my pussy still pulsing lightly.

“Rafael, I need to tell you something.”

He kept looking at the black TV screen. The dark glass reflected us — two naked bodies on the sofa, the kitchen light on, cushions all over the place.

“I am listening.”

I sat up a little and pulled the knitted throw that was over the back of the sofa over my breasts. Not because of shame. Because I needed a physical barrier to say what came next.

“At coffee with Fernanda last week. I told her.”

“Told her what?”

“About the notebook. About Nicolas. About the hotel. About you in the armchair.”

His body went rigid.

His hand, which had been on my thigh, stopped moving. His fingers became still, as if they had forgotten their function.

“You told her everything?” His voice was calm, but I knew that tone. It was the tone before a storm.

“Not everything. But enough. She knows we called a professional lover. She knows you watched. She knows he came on my face.”

“Fuck, Claire.”

“I needed to tell someone.”

“Why?”

“Because keeping that secret was suffocating me. Because every time I met Fernanda, I pretended nothing had changed. And it had changed. I changed. Our marriage changed. I did not want to pretend anymore.”

Rafael stood up.

He stood in the living room, naked, his soft cock hanging between his legs. The kitchen light hit his back, drawing shadows. He ran a hand over his face, scratched his beard, took a deep breath.

“You should not have done that without telling me.”

“I know. I am sorry.”

“We agreed. Everything that involves us, we decide together. Even the notebook we read together.”

“I know.”

“And now some other person knows. Your friend. Who is going to tell her husband. And tomorrow everyone will know I am a cuckold.”

“She will not tell. I trust her.”

“You trusted yourself to keep a secret and you told. How am I supposed to trust her?”

That hurt.

Because he was right.

I had broken a rule we had established together. And we did not have many rules — precisely because the few we had were sacred.

I stood from the sofa. The throw fell. I stood naked too, in front of him, with no barrier now.

“Rafael, look at me.”

He looked.

“I was wrong. I was selfish. I thought only about myself, about my relief. I did not think about how you would feel. I am truly sorry.”

“Sorry does not erase what you told.”

“I know. But what is done is done. Fernanda knows. Dante knows or will know. And we need to decide what to do with that.”

He did not answer. Went to the kitchen, opened the fridge, took another beer. Opened it with his teeth — a nervous gesture he only used when he was really shaken. Drank half in one swallow, braced both hands on the counter, kept his back to me.

I stood in the living room, naked, waiting.

The silence lasted an eternity.

“Are you attracted to her?” he asked without turning.

The question caught me by surprise.

“What?”

“Fernanda. Are you attracted to her? I am not talking about friendship. I am talking about want. Desire. Thinking about her naked.”

I took a deep breath.

There was no point in lying. We had built the new marriage on truth. Even truth that hurt.

“Sometimes.”

He turned his face. His eyes were red from sleep and anger.

“Only sometimes?”

“More than sometimes. But I do not know if it is real or if it is because she knows the secret. There is an intimacy now that did not exist before.”

“Have you thought about her in bed?”

“Yes.”

“When?”

“When we were fucking. Sometimes I close my eyes and imagine her in the place. Or I imagine both of you.”

“Both who?”

“You and her.”

Rafael put the beer on the counter. Crossed the kitchen, came toward me. Stopped one step away. His cock was still soft, but his eyes were hard.

“Tell me.”

“Tell what?”

“How you imagine it.”

That was Rafael’s perverse part. His jealousy was not only pain — it was fuel. He wanted to suffer. He asked to suffer. And I, God help me, liked giving him the suffering he asked for.

“I imagine her kissing me,” I began, voice low. “Slowly. With tongue. Her hand on my face.”

“And me? Where am I?”

“Beside us. Watching. Like at the hotel.”

“And Dante?”

“Dante too. Or not. Sometimes I do not know.”

Rafael took one step. Now his body almost touched mine. I felt heat rising from his skin.

“You want to fuck her?”

“I want to know what it feels like.”

“That is not an answer.”

“Yes. I want to fuck her. I want her to touch me. I want to touch her. I want to know what a woman’s mouth feels like on me.”

He closed his eyes. His breath came out hard.

“And you want me to watch.”

“I want you to know. I do not know yet if I want you to watch everything. But I want you inside it.”

“Inside it how?”

“The way you were with Nicolas. Knowing. Seeing. Asking afterward. Getting hard because I tell you.”

His cock began to move. Slowly, against his thigh. His body betrayed him before his face did.

I looked down.

“It is happening again,” I said.

“Do not.”

“You are angry. And hard.”

“I said do not.”

“You want me to tell you more.”

He opened his eyes.

“Yes.”

The word came out broken.

I put my hand on his chest. Felt his heart beating fast.

“I imagine her mouth first. Then her hands. I imagine her looking at my body the way she looked at me at the café. Like she was seeing something I had not shown anyone. I imagine her touching my breasts and not pretending she is not hungry. I imagine her going down on me and knowing exactly where to put her tongue. Because she is a woman. Because she knows.”

His cock was fully hard now.

“You want her to eat you.”

“Yes.”

“You want to eat her.”

“Yes.”

“And you want to tell me afterward.”

“I want to tell you while I still taste her.”

He groaned. His hand went to his cock. This time he did not stop himself.

“Fuck, Claire.”

“Are you mad?”

“Yes.”

“Are you turned on?”

“Yes.”

“Which is stronger?”

He looked at me.

“Today? The arousal. Tomorrow, maybe the jealousy.”

“Then today we use the arousal. Tomorrow we talk about the jealousy.”

He gave a dry laugh.

“You are becoming dangerous.”

“You are the one who taught me I could be.”

He grabbed my face and kissed me. Hard. Not sweet. Not forgiving. It was a kiss full of anger, love, desire and the fear of losing me. His tongue pushed into my mouth as if trying to take back every secret I had given away.

Then he turned me around, bent me over the back of the sofa, and fucked me as if he needed to mark me again.

“You are mine,” he said into my ear.

“I am.”

“Even if she touches you.”

“Even then.”

“Even if you come for her.”

“Even then.”

“Even if you like her more.”

That one made me turn my head.

“No. Do not put that in your head. This is not about replacing you. It is about becoming more honest with you.”

His thrust faltered. Then deepened.

“Say it again.”

“I do not want to replace you.”

“Again.”

“I do not want to replace you, Rafael. I want to take you with me. Even into this.”

He came before I did. Fast, violent, his body shaking over mine. Afterward he stayed inside me, breathing against my back.

“Invite them,” he whispered.

“Fernanda and Dante?”

“Yes. Dinner. Here. Monday.”

“Are you sure?”

“No. But invite them before I lose courage.”

I smiled. My cheek pressed to the sofa fabric.

“That sounds familiar.”

“It should. It is becoming our way.”

I reached for my phone on the coffee table, still bent over, his cock softening inside me.

I sent Fernanda a message.

“Dinner Monday. Our place. The four of us. Rafael knows.”

The answer came almost instantly.

“Finally. I will bring wine. Dante will bring his calm face. I will bring trouble.”

I showed Rafael.

He read. His cock twitched inside me, even soft.

“She is trouble,” he said.

“Yes.”

“And you want trouble.”

“I do.”

He kissed my shoulder.

“Then we are having trouble for dinner.”

I laughed, but my body was still shaking.

Monday would come.

Fernanda would come.

And Rafael already knew.


Chapter 6 — Girls’ Day

Sunday dawned gray, but warm.

I woke with my body glued to Rafael, that memory of spooning from the night before still warm on my skin. He snored softly, his heavy arm around my waist. My phone was on the nightstand, screen black, but it seemed to pulse even without lighting up.

Fernanda was coming.

Not that day, not yet. But she was coming. Monday dinner. Our place. The four of us.

I slipped out of Rafael’s arm carefully. Went to the kitchen. Made coffee. The apartment looked ordinary in the morning light: dishes from last night in the sink, a towel thrown over a chair, the sofa cushion crooked from the way Rafael had bent me over it.

A normal house. With abnormal secrets.

My phone vibrated while the coffee was dripping.

Fernanda.

“Good morning. Did you sleep?”

I smiled.

“A little. You?”

“Not much. I kept thinking about Monday. Dante too. He asked three times if Rafael is really okay.”

“Rafael is never really okay. That is part of the charm.”

“And you?”

“I am scared. And wet.”

I sent it before thinking too much.

Her answer took longer.

“Me too. More scared than I expected. More wet than I should admit.”

The coffee finished. I poured a cup. Took it to the bedroom. Rafael was awake now, sitting against the headboard, hair disheveled, eyes suspicious.

“Fernanda?”

“Yes.”

“What did she say?”

I handed him the phone. He read, jaw tightening at the words wet than I should admit. I watched his reaction, the way his hand held the phone too tightly, the way his thumb hovered over the screen.

“She is scared too,” I said.

“Good.”

“Good?”

“I do not want her to come here like this is easy. I want her to know what she is doing.”

“She knows.”

“Dante knows?”

“I think Dante has known more than all of us from the beginning.”

Rafael snorted. “That man always looks like he is reading the last page before everyone else starts the book.”

That was accurate.

We spent Sunday preparing the house and pretending we were not preparing ourselves. We changed sheets. Washed towels. Bought wine. Rafael cleaned the living room with more attention than he had given to any visit from my mother.

“It is just dinner,” I teased.

He looked at me from the floor, where he was arranging the rug.

“Nothing has been ‘just’ anything since the notebook.”

He was right.

In the afternoon, Fernanda sent another message.

“Can we have a girls’ day before Monday? Just us. I need to see you before the four of us.”

I read it twice.

“She wants a girls’ day,” I told Rafael.

He looked up from the kitchen counter, where he was opening a bottle of sparkling water.

“When?”

“Today. I think.”

He was silent.

“Do you want me to say no?”

“No.”

“Are you sure?”

“No. But say yes.”

“Why?”

He put the bottle down. Came toward me. Stopped close enough for me to smell coffee on his breath.

“Because if she is going to touch you tomorrow, I want to know what you are like after being alone with her today. I want to see it on your face.”

My stomach flipped.

“You are learning.”

“You are teaching.”

I answered Fernanda.

“Come over. Rafael will go out. We can have wine here.”

Rafael raised his eyebrows.

“I am going out?”

“You are now.”

He smiled despite himself.

Fernanda arrived at four.

She wore jeans, sandals, and a soft white blouse that fell off one shoulder. No heavy makeup. Hair loose. She brought a bottle of rosé and a box of strawberries.

Rafael opened the door before I did. He looked at her, and for a second the three of us stood in the doorway, understanding more than we said.

“Fernanda,” he said.

“Rafael.” She smiled. “Thank you for trusting me.”

That sentence landed in the middle of the room.

He nodded.

“Do not make me regret it.”

“I will not.”

Then he took his keys.

“I will be downstairs. Maybe the bakery. Maybe walking. Text me if you need anything.”

“Rafael,” I said.

He looked at me.

“I love you.”

“I know.” His eyes softened. “I love you too.”

When the door closed, the apartment changed.

Fernanda and I stood in silence. The wine in her hand. The strawberries on the counter. The air thick.

“He is brave,” she said.

“Terrified. But brave.”

“Same thing sometimes.”

We opened the wine. Put the strawberries in a bowl. Sat on the floor in the living room with our backs against the sofa like girls at a sleepover, except we were women in our thirties and forties and our husbands knew exactly why the room felt electric.

“Tell me what you are afraid of,” she said.

“That I will like you too much.”

She smiled sadly.

“I am afraid of the same thing.”

“About me?”

“About what you will make me remember.”

“What do you mean?”

She took a strawberry, bit the end, thought.

“I have lived free, or at least I thought I did. Dante and I have our agreements, our games, our history. But freedom can become routine too. We can turn even transgression into habit. Then you came with your notebook, your trembling husband, your face when you said the word whore out loud. And I thought: I miss that. I miss the first time desire made me afraid.”

Her honesty made my throat tighten.

“I do not want to be your nostalgia.”

“You are not. You are a door.”

We drank. Talked. About Rafael. Dante. Nicolas. The first time she touched a woman. The first time Dante watched. The first time she felt jealous watching Dante with someone else. The way jealousy changes flavor depending on who is giving pleasure and who is receiving it.

Every topic brought us closer.

At some point, she brushed a crumb from my lip with her thumb. An innocent gesture. Except nothing was innocent anymore.

I did not move.

Her thumb stayed there.

“You are shaking,” she said.

“So are you.”

She laughed quietly.

“Good.”

Her hand moved to my cheek. Not rushing. Not taking. Asking, but without words.

I nodded.

She kissed me.

It was not like Nicolas. It was not like Rafael. Her mouth was softer, but not weaker. There was no hurry, no performance, no need to prove anything. She kissed as if she were listening with her lips.

I tasted wine. Strawberry. Fernanda.

When she pulled away, we were both breathing harder.

“Okay?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“More?”

“Yes.”

We kissed again. This time her hand went to my neck. Mine went to her waist. Her body was warm, curved, real. I touched the fabric of her blouse and felt skin underneath.

The phone vibrated on the coffee table.

Rafael.

“Everything okay?”

I showed her.

She smiled.

“Answer.”

I typed: “Yes. We kissed.”

The three dots appeared. Disappeared. Appeared again.

“How was it?”

I looked at Fernanda.

She took the phone from my hand and typed herself:

“She tastes like wine and fear. I am going to kiss her again now.”

She sent it.

My whole body went hot.

The answer from Rafael came fast.

“Do it. And tell me everything later.”

Fernanda’s eyes darkened.

“Your husband is learning fast.”

“I told you.”

She put the phone down. Climbed onto the sofa and pulled me with her.

“Then we give him something worth hearing.”

We did not go all the way that afternoon. Not yet. We kissed until my mouth was swollen. She touched my breasts over the shirt, then under it. I touched her stomach, her waist, the curve of her hip. We stopped before the line we both knew we would cross the next day.

But it was enough.

Enough for Rafael to see it on my face when he came back.

He opened the door at six. Fernanda was in the kitchen rinsing glasses. I was on the sofa, hair messed, lips red, blouse twisted.

He looked at me. Then at her.

“Well?” he asked.

Fernanda dried her hands slowly.

“Your wife kisses beautifully.”

Rafael closed his eyes.

“Fuck.”

She smiled.

“Tomorrow will be a long night.”

After she left, Rafael came to me. He did not ask permission before kissing me. He searched her taste in my mouth and found it.

“Did you like it?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“Will you like tomorrow?”

“I think I will love it.”

He swallowed.

“I will hate it.”

“And?”

“And I will love it too.”

He kissed me again.

That night, he made me describe the kiss ten different ways. How her mouth felt, where her hands went, whether she used tongue, whether I wanted more. I told him everything. He listened, hard, jealous, alive.

Before sleeping, he whispered:

“Tomorrow, when she touches you, look at me.”

“I will.”

“And if you like it more than you expect?”

“I will tell you.”

“Do not protect me.”

“I will not.”

He pulled me close.

“Good. I want the truth. Even when it kills me.”

“It will not kill you.”

“It might.”

“Then you will die hard.”

He laughed into my hair.

“And happy.”

We slept tangled together, the ghost of Fernanda’s mouth still between us.

The girls’ day did not begin like a seduction. That was what made it dangerous.

It began at the mall, under fluorescent lights and the smell of perfume samples, with Fernanda walking beside me as if we were simply two friends killing time on a warm Sunday. She wore sunglasses on top of her head, a white tank top without a bra, and gray sweatpants that should not have been sensual but were. Her nipples marked the fabric whenever the air-conditioning hit her.

We went into a lingerie store first. I told myself that was normal. Women buy lingerie together all the time. But the second we stepped into the fitting room, the word normal disappeared.

The booth was too small for two adult women. Our bodies had no choice but to stay close. Fernanda closed the curtain and looked at the red silk slip in my hands.

“Try it on,” she said.

“Here?”

“Here. I want to see.”

Her voice was not loud. It was not aggressive. But it had weight.

I took off my blouse. Then my bra. The cold air made my nipples hard immediately. Fernanda looked at my breasts without pretending not to. It was not the look of a man measuring what he wanted to take. It was slower. More curious. More intimate.

“Beautiful,” she murmured. “I always thought so.”

I should have laughed. I should have covered myself. Instead, I stood still.

She took the slip from me and helped me into it. Her hands brushed my arms, my shoulders, the sides of my breasts. The red silk slid over my body, opened low at the neckline, showed too much and not enough.

“It makes you look like trouble,” she said.

“Good trouble?”

“The kind a husband should be afraid of.”

I thought of Rafael at home, asking for updates that would keep him hard all day.

“He would like this,” I said.

“Rafael?”

“Yes.”

“Would he like me looking at you in it?”

My throat tightened.

“Yes. And he would hate that he liked it.”

Fernanda smiled. Her fingers moved to the strap at my shoulder, adjusted it slowly, as if the strap mattered.

“Then buy it.”

She tried a navy set after that. She removed her tank top in front of me, unashamed, breasts bare and round, nipples pale, her skin warm in the yellow fitting-room light. I looked because she wanted me to look.

“Do you like it?” she asked.

“I do.”

“The lingerie or me?”

I swallowed.

“Both.”

Her smile changed. Softened. Sharpened.

After lingerie, we bought bikinis. She chose emerald green for herself and red for me. In her bedroom later, we changed without turning away. For one full second, we stood naked in front of each other, and it felt more intimate than anything I had done with Nicolas. He had seen me naked with hunger. Fernanda saw me naked with recognition.

“You wax everything,” she said, looking down.

“Since the hotel.”

“It makes you look exposed.”

“That is the idea.”

She nodded like she understood too well.

We went to the pool. The garden around it gave privacy, the afternoon sun low enough to make everything gold. The water was warm. The green bikini on Fernanda barely held her breasts. The red one on me exposed more of my ass than any swimsuit I had ever worn in public.

“You are staring,” she said in the water.

“So are you.”

“I know.”

She came close enough that the water between us disappeared. Green against red. Her stomach touched mine. Her breasts almost touched mine.

“You have been provoking me since the mall,” I said.

“I have.”

“Why?”

“Because I want to see how far you let me go.”

“And if I let you go far?”

“Then we go far.”

But she did not kiss me there. Not yet. That was Fernanda’s control. She built hunger by refusing to spend it too early.

After the pool, we drank white wine in towels, then went inside when the air cooled. She put on a navy slip; I put on the red one. We sat on the sofa, music low, wine almost gone, thighs touching.

She talked about women. About how kissing a woman was different. About how with women the body had time to arrive before anything was demanded of it.

“With men, there is always a direction,” she said. “With women, there is a room. You can walk around inside it before choosing a door.”

I asked if she had ever gone all the way with a woman.

She said no. Not completely. Fear, shame, timing. But with me, she said, she wanted to.

“I want to kiss you,” she said.

My heart stopped. Then started too fast.

“I want that too.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes.”

“You will not regret it tomorrow?”

“No. I will want more.”

Her hand came to my face. Warm palm. Long fingers. She lifted my chin.

“Then kiss me.”

The first touch was almost innocent. Almost. A light press of lips. Then her mouth opened and the innocence ended. She tasted like wine, lipstick, and something purely hers. Her tongue moved slowly, as if she had all night and intended to use it.

By the time we stopped, both our lipsticks were ruined.

“See?” she whispered. “With women, it is slower.”

“I see.”

Her hand moved down, over the silk, to the heat between my legs.

“Are you wet?”

“Yes.”

“Me too.”

Then she removed her hand and stood.

“Today, we stop here.”

“Why?”

“Because tomorrow we have dinner with the husbands. And I want to arrive hungry.”

That night we ate pizza in her bed and watched an old romantic comedy without watching. She slept behind me, one hand on my breast, and before sleeping she whispered:

“Tomorrow, at dinner, I will look at you the way you looked at Rafael at the hotel. I want him to see.”

“He will see.”

“Will he like it?”

“He will die of jealousy. And he will love it.”

She squeezed my breast.

We slept.


Chapter 7 — The First Experience with a Woman

I woke with morning light slipping through the cracks in Fernanda’s bedroom curtains.

Her body was still pressed to mine — her hand on my breast, her leg tangled with mine, her breath warm against the back of my neck. Her blue nightgown had ridden up around her waist, showing the round, soft curve of her ass. My red one was twisted around me, one breast half out, my nipple hard from the cold and from memory. The kiss from the night before still burned on my lips — a good burn, not pain, only a reminder.

I moved slowly, trying not to wake her. But she was already awake. Her hand squeezed my breast with a slow, almost lazy motion.

“Good morning,” she whispered, her voice rough with sleep, that unfiltered morning voice people only have before they remember who they are supposed to be.

“Good morning.”

“Did you sleep well?”

“I did. I dreamed about you.”

“What did you dream?”

“That you kissed me again. But this time it was different. You kissed me in slow motion, like an old movie.”

She laughed. The sound vibrated against my back. She turned my face with her hand — that hand with long fingers, short nails, no polish. Her honey-colored eyes were open, sleepy, but with a different kind of shine. It was not the shine of a friend. It was the shine of a woman who had already decided what she wanted from the moment she stepped into that lingerie store with me.

“Do you want coffee?” she asked, brushing a strand of hair away from my face.

“I do. But I want you more.”

She smiled. Her hand slid from my breast to my stomach — warm palm, open fingers — stopped at my navel and made a slow, wet circle.

“Today, we are not going to rush,” she said, her voice low, grave. “Today we have no visitors. Dante only comes back tomorrow night. Rafael is only coming later. The day is ours. The house is ours. The bed is ours.”

My whole body trembled. It was not cold. It was anticipation.

Breakfast

We had breakfast naked.

We did not plan it. It simply happened. After the kiss in bed — a slow kiss, with tongue, lasting nearly five minutes and leaving my lips swollen — we got up, and neither of us put anything on. I carried my red nightgown to the kitchen, but instead of wearing it, I threw it over a chair, where it stayed wrinkled like a promise. Fernanda did the same with the blue one.

We stood naked side by side, making coffee. Morning light came through the kitchen window and touched every curve of our bodies. Her nipple brushed my arm when she reached for the paper filters in the high cabinet. Her ass brushed mine when we opened the refrigerator at the same time. Every touch was a chapter in a book we had not written yet.

The coffee was ready. The smell filled the kitchen — freshly ground beans, Sunday morning, chosen laziness.

We sat at the kitchen table. Naked. White ceramic cups in front of us. The sun was now falling on our legs, drawing golden stripes over our skin.

“I have never done this,” I said, looking at Fernanda naked across from me, her round breasts resting near the edge of the table, pale nipples pointing toward me. “I have never had coffee naked with another woman.”

“Neither have I. But it feels right. It feels… natural.”

“It does.”

She took my hand across the table. Our fingers intertwined. I felt her wedding ring against mine — two pieces of metal meeting, two marriage promises that, in that moment, meant something else.

“Are you nervous?” she asked.

“I am. But a good nervous. Like before the hotel.”

“Before the hotel you almost gave up.”

“Almost. But I didn’t. Rafael looked at me, and I saw on his face that he wanted it. Even suffering. Even jealous. He wanted to see.”

“And now? Are you going to give up now?”

I looked into her eyes. Honey eyes, freckles on her nose — freckles I had always thought were cute and now found erotic. Her mouth, the one I had kissed the night before, still a little swollen, a little blurred.

“Now, no.”

She squeezed my hand.

“Then finish your coffee. Because after this, we are going to the bedroom.”

We drank in silence, but it was not empty silence. It was full of things not yet said, questions that did not need to be asked because the answers were in our eyes, in our bodies, in the way we could not stop looking at each other.

She finished first. Got up. Her ass — round, with the soft cellulite every woman of forty has — was in front of me for a second. She knew I was looking. She took her time on purpose.

“Come,” she said, extending her hand.

I set down the cup. Got up. Took her hand.

We went to the bedroom.

The Bedroom

Fernanda closed the curtains. The light dimmed. She lit a candle — not a sex candle, not one of those artificial vanilla things, just a small white, unscented candle she placed on the nightstand. The flame moved, throwing shadows against the walls. Then she picked up the remote and turned on a playlist. Jazz now — slow piano, low saxophone, the kind of music people play in expensive restaurants but that was clearly made for this.

“Lie down,” she said, pointing to the bed.

I lay down. Naked. On my back. The sheets were Egyptian cotton — she had told me once, during some ordinary lunch. They were soft, fresh, a little cold. My breasts fell to the sides, nipples hard. My hair spread over the pillow. My pussy was already wet — not dripping yet, but enough that I could feel the slickness slowly slipping down, dampening the tops of my thighs.

Fernanda did not lie down with me. She sat on the edge of the bed near my feet and looked at me. Her hair, still loose, fell over her shoulders. Her breasts moved softly with her breath.

“May I?” she asked, extending her hand.

“You may.”

She touched my right foot first. My big toe — the tip of her finger slid over the nail painted red; I had painted it on Friday thinking of her, though I wasn’t going to admit that. Then the second toe, the third, the fourth, the smallest. She massaged each one with the patience of a woman with no clock.

“You have beautiful feet,” she said.

“Thank you. I think that’s the first time anyone has praised my feet.”

“That’s because no one looked properly.”

She moved upward. Her hand traveled from my ankle to my shin — the skin there thin, sensitive. She caressed me with the tips of her fingers, as if writing a letter in Braille.

“You are soft,” she said. “Softer than I imagined.”

“You imagined?”

“Many times. In detail.”

“What details?”

Her hand paused on my knee.

“I imagined your skin. How you would smell. The sound you would make when I touched you here.” Her hand moved to the inside of my thigh, very close to my groin, and my whole body twisted. “And it is exactly as I imagined. Maybe better.”

She kept moving up. Her hand was on my thigh now, the whole palm, heat passing through my skin. She opened my legs slowly — not with force, but with care. Like someone opening a curtain to watch the sun rise.

My pussy was exposed. I felt the room’s air — cold from the air conditioner — touch the most intimate part of me.

“You shaved completely,” she observed.

“I did.”

“For me?”

“For me. But if you liked it, good.”

“I liked it. Smooth. Looks young.”

“Not young. Woman. Young girls don’t shave their pussies thinking of another woman.”

She laughed. A low, warm laugh that vibrated against my skin.

“True.”

Then she finally touched me.

With her whole hand. Her warm palm covered my entire pussy like a glove. She did not push a finger inside — only pressed, palm against my mound, feeling the heat, the wetness beginning to escape.

“You are wet,” she said, her voice lower, darker.

“I am.”

“Since when?”

“Since yesterday. Since the mall. Since the fitting room. When you put on that blue bra and I saw your breasts.”

“My breasts are small.”

“Small and perfect. The size of my mouth.”

She removed her hand. Climbed onto the bed. Knelt between my legs. The mattress dipped under her weight. She leaned over me — her hair made a curtain around my face. The scent of coconut and vanilla wrapped around me.

She kissed my mouth first. Slowly, wetly, her tongue tracing the contour of my lips. Then she moved down. Kissed my chin. My neck. My collarbone. Between my breasts. She took the longest path possible.

When she reached my right breast, she stopped.

She looked at me. Her honey eyes were darker now, pupils wide.

“I always wanted to do this,” she whispered. “Since that New Year’s lunch. You were wearing a white dress. Your chest was showing. I could not stop looking.”

“You should have said something.”

“I didn’t know how. And now?”

“Now say it.”

She took my right nipple into her mouth.

It was not a kiss. It was a hard suck. She drew it into her mouth with hunger, as if there were milk in me — and in a way there was, only it was milk made of desire, not nourishment. Her tongue rolled around my nipple, pressed, released, pressed again. I arched my back.

“Ah… Fernanda…”

She stopped. Looked at me.

“Like this?”

“Like this.”

She moved to the other breast. Same devotion. Slow. Patient. She had no hurry. She seemed ready to spend the rest of her life there between my breasts, and that would not have been a problem for me.

While her mouth was on my left breast, her hand moved down. Slid over my stomach — the skin there rising into goose bumps — and reached my groin.

She touched me with two fingers. Opened my lips. Felt the slickness.

“You are dripping,” she said, her mouth still on my breast.

“I’ve been thinking about you since yesterday.”

“Thinking what?”

“Thinking how you would moan. How you would tremble. How you would look at me.”

She released my breast. Moved lower. Kissed my stomach — my navel, the dark line that led down to my pussy. I held my breath.

She stopped level with my pussy. Looked. My lips were swollen, the inner ones pink, my clit already showing — that shy little point asking for attention.

“You are so beautiful here,” she said. “Just like I knew you would be.”

She leaned in.

Her tongue touched my clit like a kiss.

Not slow in the way men are slow when they’re guessing. Not fast like someone trying to prove skill. It was exact. Wet. Soft. A brush of tongue that made me gasp and lift my hips.

“Easy,” she whispered. “Let me learn you.”

And she did.

She learned me like someone reading with her mouth. First the outside, the smooth skin, the lips, the crease where my thigh met my body. Then the center. Her tongue moved up and down, opened me, tasted the wetness, returned to the clit, circled it once, twice, then moved away before I could get too close.

I wanted to complain. I wanted to beg. Instead, I moaned.

“Tell me,” she said, looking up. “Tell me what is good.”

“That. What you just did. The circle.”

She did it again.

“Like this?”

“Yes. But slower.”

She slowed.

The pleasure became deeper when she slowed. Less like a spark, more like heat building under the skin. She slid one finger inside me. Just one. Her finger was smaller than Rafael’s, much smaller than Nicolas, but the angle was different. She did not push straight. She curved upward, as if she already knew where to look.

I made a sound I had never made before.

She smiled against me.

“There?”

“There. Please.”

“Please what?”

“Don’t stop.”

She didn’t. Her mouth returned to my clit while her finger found that spot and stayed there, pressing, stroking, calling something out of me that had never belonged to a man.

My hands went into her hair. I was afraid of pulling too hard. She must have felt it because she said:

“Pull. I like it.”

So I pulled.

She groaned into my pussy, and the vibration ran through me. My thighs closed around her head. She pushed them open again, firm, without looking up. That firmness from a woman — that calm authority — made me lose another layer of shame.

“Look at me,” she said.

I opened my eyes. She was between my legs, mouth wet, chin shining, eyes on mine.

“Do you want to come like this?”

“Yes.”

“Then come. And think about telling Rafael.”

That did it.

Because suddenly I saw him: Rafael at home, waiting, knowing I was with her. I imagined his face when I told him a woman had made me come with her tongue. I imagined the jealousy. The confusion. The way his hand would go to his cock before he admitted he wanted details.

The orgasm came hard.

It started low, deep, not at the surface like when I touched myself quickly. It climbed through me, tightening my thighs around Fernanda’s face, making my back bow, my breasts lift, my mouth open. I said her name. I think I said Rafael’s too. I don’t know. Everything became sound and heat.

Fernanda did not stop right away. She softened, followed me down, her tongue gentler now, her hand resting on my belly until the last contractions faded.

When she came back up, her mouth was wet from me.

She kissed me.

I tasted myself on her tongue.

No man had ever given me that taste like that. Not as a dare. Not as humiliation. As intimacy.

“You taste good,” she whispered.

I laughed, breathless. “You are impossible.”

“Not impossible. Experienced.”

“Then teach me.”

Her eyes changed.

“Are you sure?”

“I want to taste you. I want to learn.”

She lay on her back and opened her legs for me.

For a second, I froze.

It is one thing to fantasize about a woman. Another to see her open for you in daylight, on white sheets, her breath already uneven, her pussy wet because of you.

Fernanda was beautiful there too. Not perfect, not edited, not some impossible porn image. Real. Dark hair trimmed close, full lips already wet, clit swollen, thighs soft and strong. I could see the places where her body had lived. Stretch marks near her hip. A small scar low on her belly. A beauty mark on the inside of her thigh.

She was not an idea anymore.

She was a woman. And she was offering herself to me.

“Come here,” she said.

I moved between her legs.

“I don’t know if I know how.”

“Good. Then you will listen.”

I lowered my mouth.

The first taste startled me. Warm, clean, salt and something sweeter underneath. Not like a man. Not like me exactly either. Fernanda. Her own taste. I licked again, and she breathed in sharply.

“Softer at first,” she guided. “Not the clit yet. Around it. Make me want it.”

I did what she said. Around. Along the lips. Down. Up again. She watched me. One hand in my hair, not pushing, only reminding me she was there.

“Good,” she whispered. “Now the clit. Slow.”

I touched it with my tongue.

Her thighs trembled.

That tremble gave me power I had not expected. With men, pleasure often felt like something done to me. With Fernanda, I was giving it. Discovering it. Her body was responding to my mouth, my tongue, my hands. I could make her shake. I could make her ask.

I slid one finger inside her. Then stopped.

“Can I?”

“Yes. And curve it. Here.” She took my wrist, guided the angle. “Not fast. Like this.”

I moved exactly as she showed me. Her hips lifted.

“That’s it,” she said, voice breaking. “There. Stay there.”

I stayed.

My tongue on her clit, my finger inside her, my other hand on her thigh. I listened to everything: the way her breathing changed when I pressed harder, the way her hand tightened in my hair when I slowed, the way her body went still right before the wave.

“Don’t stop,” she said.

I didn’t.

I added a second finger when she asked. Her body opened for me, wet and hot. She cursed softly. Then louder. Her thighs clamped around my head, and I felt her orgasm before I understood it — the sudden grip around my fingers, the sharp lift of her hips, the sound that tore out of her throat.

She came hard.

I kept my mouth on her until she tugged my hair and said my name like a warning.

“Enough. Claire. Enough. Too sensitive.”

I stopped.

Climbed up beside her.

We lay face to face, both sweating, hair tangled, lips swollen, our makeup ruined though we had barely put any on.

“We did that,” she said, laughing.

“We did.”

“Was it real?”

“Very real.”

“Do you regret it?”

“No. Do you?”

“No.”

We kissed. Slow, wet, with the taste of pussy and something almost like love. Her tongue found mine, and in that meeting I tasted both of us — hers and mine — mixed into something no man could ever give me.

After

We stayed in bed the rest of the morning.

The sun rose higher. Light slipped through the closed curtains anyway, drawing lines across the floor. We talked naked, spooning, Fernanda behind me, her hand on my left breast, her fingers brushing my nipple without hurry.

“With Nicolas it was different,” I said.

“How?”

“With him it was force. Domination. I was an object. And it was good — it was, I won’t lie. It was very good to be treated like a whore, to be called a bitch, to be fucked as if I were nobody. But with you it was… being held. You understood me without me having to explain.”

“Because I have the same body. I know where it hurts, where it tightens, where it scrapes. I know the clit isn’t a switch — it needs to be caressed, not attacked. I know breasts are not targets. They are territory.”

“That’s it.”

“And now? What do you feel?”

I thought. Ran my hand along her leg, which was tangled with mine.

“I feel that I still want men. Nothing changed there. Rafael still makes me wet. Cock still turns me on. I still want to be fucked from behind, want my ass slapped, want to be called a whore. But now I know pussy is good too. Very good. Maybe just as good.”

“Welcome to the club.”

“What is the club like?”

She laughed. The sound vibrated against my back.

“Confusing. Liberating. You will look in the mirror and not recognize yourself anymore. And that is good. You will walk down the street and look at women differently. Not as rivals, but as possibility.”

“I am already looking.”

“I know. I saw you looking at the cashier the other day.”

“The cashier was pretty.”

“She was. I looked too.”

We laughed.

Fernanda ordered pizza from her phone without leaving the spooning position, stretching one arm over me. We ate pizza in bed, naked, crumbs falling onto the white sheets. Then we showered together. Hot water, small space, bodies rubbing. She washed my hair, massaging my scalp hard. I rubbed body wash over her back, down to her ass, slowly.

Under the shower, we kissed again. Water entering our mouths, hair wet and sticking to our faces.

“I need to tell Rafael,” I said suddenly.

“Tell him what?”

“Everything. That we did this. That you ate me. That I ate you. That it was good. That you moaned loud. That your pussy tastes sweet.”

“Will he like it?”

“He will get hard immediately. You have no idea what Rafael is like when he hears a sex story. His eyes shine. His hand goes to his cock. He asks for details. He wants to suffer. He wants to feel jealous. And I like giving that to him.”

“And Dante? How do you think he will react?”

“You tell Dante when he comes back. But I know Dante. He will want to see. He has a fetish for watching women together, doesn’t he?”

“He does. We have talked about that. He said one of his biggest fantasies is watching me with another woman while he watches.”

“Then we fulfilled his fantasy without him being present.”

“Halfway. Next time, with him.”

“With him watching?”

“With him watching. And with Rafael watching too.”

“The four of us?”

“The four of us. If you want.”

The shower began to cool. We turned it off.

We stepped out, wrapped ourselves in thick towels, and went back to bed. Afternoon had arrived. The light was different now — more orange, warmer.

We lay in bed a little longer, spooning, saying nothing. Only existing.

Late in the afternoon, I picked up my phone.

“I’m going to call him.”

“Call him.”

Rafael answered on the second ring.

“Hi, love,” I said.

“Hi. Everything okay?” His voice sounded normal, but I knew the curiosity underneath. He was anxious. He knew.

“Everything. We need to talk.”

“Now?”

“Not now. Later. When I get home.”

Silence. I heard him breathe.

“Are you going to tell me?”

“I’m going to tell you everything. But I want to see your face when I do.”

“Okay. Don’t take too long. I miss you.”

“I miss you too.”

I hung up.

Fernanda looked at me.

“He didn’t ask anything?”

“He knows. He always knows. He just doesn’t want to hear it on the phone. He wants to see my eyes. He wants to read my face while I speak. That is how he is. He needs the pain in real time.”

“He is a good husband.”

“He is. And you? Will Dante be angry?”

“Dante will be turned on. He will want pictures.”

“There are no pictures.”

“He will want a video next time.”

We laughed. But it was not a joke. It was a plan.

The Way Home

I got dressed. Jeans — the ones that made my ass look good — a fitted white blouse, sneakers. My hair in a messy bun. I looked at myself in Fernanda’s bedroom mirror.

The woman looking back at me had shining eyes. A mouth swollen from so much kissing. Cheeks flushed. She had just had sex — real sex, soul sex — and was satisfied.

Fernanda drove me home.

On the way, we were quiet. Not an angry silence. The silence of people who had shared something too intimate for words. My hand stayed on her thigh while she drove.

Before I got out, she held my hand.

“Claire.”

“Mm?”

“This isn’t going to change our friendship?”

“No. It will deepen it.”

“You think so?”

“I am sure. We showed each other naked, Fernanda. Not just the body. We showed ourselves inside. That doesn’t end a friendship — it transforms it.”

We kissed. The last kiss of the day. Quick, dry, but with tongue. Her mouth still tasted the same — coconut and vanilla, now with a trace of me underneath.

I got out of the car.

Went upstairs.

Rafael was on the sofa with a beer in his hand. The TV was off. The living room light was low — he had closed the curtains. He was waiting for me. Cap turned backward. Beard unshaven. Eyes fixed on the door.

“Sit,” he said.

I sat beside him.

He put the beer on the coffee table. Turned his body toward me. Took my hands.

“What happened?”

I looked into his eyes. The eyes of my husband. My cuckold. My best friend. The man who had let me be fucked by another man and loved me afterward.

“Fernanda and I did it.”

“Did it how?”

“We kissed. A lot. We touched. We ate each other.”

He did not blink. His hand squeezed mine.

“You ate her?”

“I did.”

“She ate you?”

“She did. From behind.”

Rafael’s hand went to his own thigh. His jeans were already tenting.

“From behind?”

“She asked. I arched for her the way I arched for Nicolas.”

“Why?”

“Because she wanted to see me whole. And I wanted her to see.”

“And did you like it?”

“I did.”

“More than with me?”

“No. Different. Just as good, but different.”

“Different how?”

“She understands my body in a way a man doesn’t. She doesn’t need to ask where it hurts, where to press, where it scratches. She knows. She has the same body. She knew exactly where to touch, where to suck, where to put her tongue.”

“And do you want to repeat it?”

“I do.”

“With me watching?”

“If you want.”

“I want.”

He held my face with both hands. His palms warm. His fingers thick.

“You are a different woman from the one who married me, Claire.”

“Better?”

“Better. More whole. More you.”

He kissed me. His tongue entered my mouth — and I tasted beer, my husband, and beneath all of that, a shadow of Fernanda’s taste. The night was going to be long.

“Tell me every detail,” he asked. “Start from the beginning. From naked breakfast.”

And I told him.

While I talked, his hand went to his cock. He touched himself listening to every word — how Fernanda licked my clit, how she slid her tongue into me, how she cried out when she came. And when I finished, he had come too.

We slept wrapped around each other.

In the dark, before I closed my eyes, I thought: there is more. There is Dante. There are the four of us. There is a future I still cannot see clearly, but it is already knocking at the door.


Chapter 8 — The Invitation

The apartment was dark when I came home. Rafael had closed all the curtains, as if he wanted to turn the living room into a private cave where only we existed. The TV was off. The kitchen light was on — only that, throwing a yellowish shadow across the floor.

He was sitting at the dining table.

Not on the sofa. Not in bed. At the table. With the black notebook open in front of him and a pen in his hand.

I stopped at the doorway.

“What are you doing?”

He looked up. His face was serious, but not angry. Tired. Focused.

“Writing.”

“You?”

“Yes.”

I put my purse on the chair. My body still carried Fernanda: the smell of her lotion on my skin, the slight ache between my legs, the taste that refused to leave my mouth completely.

“What did you write?”

He turned the notebook toward me.

I read:

I waited for my wife to come home from another woman’s bed.

I thought I would hate her.

I did not.

I wanted her.

My throat closed.

“Rafael…”

“Do not soften it,” he said. “Not now. Sit. Tell me everything again, but slower. And then I will write what it does to me.”

I sat.

We talked for hours.

He asked about the first kiss. About Fernanda’s body. About whether I compared her to him. About whether her mouth was better than his. About whether I missed his cock while she touched me. About whether I wished he had been watching.

Some answers hurt him. I saw that. But he kept asking.

“Why?” I asked after one especially hard answer.

“Because if I do not hear it, my head invents worse. And because when you tell me the truth, it becomes ours.”

That sentence stayed with me.

It becomes ours.

For so long, desire had been the thing I hid from him. Now it was the thing we shared, even when it wounded us.

By midnight, the notebook had both our handwriting in it. Mine, curved and rushed. His, angular and tight.

Fernanda.

Nicolas.

Dante.

Names that had opened doors.

“Dante knows,” I said, when the conversation slowed.

Rafael looked up.

“Knows what?”

“About Fernanda and me. About you. About Nicolas, probably. Fernanda said they tell each other everything.”

“Everything?”

“That is their rule.”

He leaned back. The chair creaked.

“And what does he think?”

“I do not know. But Fernanda said he is curious.”

“Curious about me?”

“About us.”

Rafael closed his eyes.

“Of course he is.”

“That bothers you?”

“Everything bothers me, Claire. That has not stopped us yet.”

I smiled.

My phone vibrated.

Fernanda.

“Can we call? Dante wants to say something before I lose courage.”

I showed Rafael.

He stared for a long time.

“Answer. Put it on speaker.”

I tapped call.

Fernanda’s face appeared first, hair loose, lips bare, eyes brighter than usual. Dante appeared behind her, standing near the kitchen counter, wineglass in hand.

“Good evening,” he said.

“Good evening,” Rafael answered. His voice was steady, but his hand gripped the edge of the table.

Fernanda looked at me through the screen.

“Did you two talk?”

“Yes.”

“And?”

“We are alive,” Rafael said.

Dante smiled.

“That is already a good beginning.”

No one laughed.

“Fernanda told me,” Dante continued, “that the two of you are not running from what happened. I respect that. Many couples are brave in fantasy and cowardly afterward. You are not.”

Rafael said nothing.

“She also told me,” Dante said, “that there is a question now.”

“What question?” Rafael asked.

“Whether the four of us should sit together and speak honestly. Not to decide anything in advance. Only to see if the desire that has appeared between you can survive the light.”

That was Dante. Elegant, precise, dangerous.

Fernanda rolled her eyes.

“He means dinner. He always makes everything sound like diplomacy.”

I laughed, grateful for the break.

Dante lifted his glass. “Dinner, then. At our place. Friday. No pressure. No expectation. Only conversation. Wine. Truth. If the night becomes only dinner, it will still be a good night.”

Rafael looked at me.

I looked back.

“Friday,” he said.

My heart jumped.

“Friday,” I repeated.

Fernanda smiled.

“Wear something that makes you feel dangerous.”

“You too,” I said.

“Always.”

Dante looked at Rafael.

“And you, Rafael. Come as you are. Jealousy included.”

Rafael gave a short laugh, despite himself.

“I do not know how to come any other way anymore.”

“Good,” Dante said. “Honesty suits you.”

We ended the call.

The apartment went quiet.

Rafael closed the notebook. Then opened it again. Wrote one line.

Friday. Dinner with Fernanda and Dante.

Then, beneath it:

I am afraid.

Then:

I want to go.

I read over his shoulder.

“Both things?”

“Always both things.”

I kissed his temple.

“We can still say no.”

“I know.”

“Do you want to?”

He turned to me.

“No.”

Friday arrived slowly.

The days before it were full of small negotiations. What to wear. What not to wear. Whether we would take wine. Whether we would use a signal if things became too much. Whether Rafael wanted to sit near me or across from me. Whether we would mention Nicolas. Whether I would talk about Fernanda touching me while Dante listened.

Each question created another layer.

Each answer brought the four of us closer before we were even in the same room.

On Friday afternoon, Fernanda sent a photo of her dining table set for four. Black plates. Red napkins. Candles. Wine glasses.

Caption:

“No pressure. Only trouble.”

I showed Rafael.

He said nothing. Only went to the closet and pulled out the black shirt I liked.

I chose a deep green dress. Not red. Red belonged to Nicolas, to the hotel, to that first doorway. Green felt different. Darker. More intimate. It clung to my waist and showed my breasts without begging for attention. I wore black lingerie under it, because Rafael asked.

“For me?” I asked.

“For them to imagine. For me to know.”

That was how we lived now: layers of seeing and knowing.

Before leaving, he stood behind me in the mirror.

“Are you mine?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“Even if she touches you.”

“Yes.”

“Even if he wants you.”

That made me pause.

Dante.

The thought was not a desire yet. It was a possibility. And possibilities had become dangerous things in our marriage.

“If he wants me,” I said carefully, “I will tell you before I do anything with that knowledge.”

Rafael nodded.

“That is enough.”

We drove in silence to Fernanda and Dante’s building.

At the elevator, Rafael took my hand.

“Last chance,” I said.

“Do not ask me that anymore,” he answered softly. “I will tell you if I want to stop. Until then, assume I am walking with you.”

The elevator opened.

Fernanda was waiting at the door.

She wore black.

Not a dress. A silk jumpsuit, low at the neckline, bare shoulders, hair loose. Her mouth was red. Her eyes went to me, then to Rafael, then back to me.

“You came,” she said.

“We came.”

She kissed my cheek. Then Rafael’s. Her lips lingered a little on his skin, just enough for him to feel it, just enough for me to see.

Dante appeared behind her.

White shirt. Dark pants. Barefoot. A glass of wine in his hand. As if we had interrupted nothing, as if he had expected us at exactly that second.

“Claire. Rafael.” His voice was low. “Welcome.”

The apartment smelled of wine, roasted garlic, and Fernanda’s perfume.

The table was set exactly as in the photo.

Four places.

Four glasses.

Four people pretending dinner was the only thing on the menu.

We sat.

The conversation began politely. Work. Travel. Food. Dante talked about a trip to Lisbon. Rafael talked about a project that had gone wrong. Fernanda made me laugh by imitating a neighbor. I watched them all, feeling the night slowly tighten around us like silk.

Then Dante placed his glass down.

“Before we drink too much,” he said, “I would like to say something.”

Rafael’s hand found mine under the table.

Dante looked at him first.

“You are not here to prove anything. Not to me. Not to Fernanda. Not to Claire. If all we do is eat dinner and talk honestly, that is enough.”

Rafael nodded.

“I appreciate that.”

“But,” Dante continued, “I also know when a room is full of unspoken want. And this room is full.”

Fernanda smiled into her wine.

I felt heat rise in my face.

Dante turned to me.

“Claire, Fernanda told me what happened between you. She also told me you told Rafael. That matters. Desire is easy. Honesty is rare.”

I swallowed.

“I am trying.”

“I know.”

Then he looked at Rafael again.

“And you. You are still here. That is not a small thing.”

Rafael gave a short, humorless laugh.

“Sometimes I do not know if that makes me brave or stupid.”

“Both, perhaps,” Dante said. “The best things usually require both.”

The dinner continued, but the surface had cracked. After that, every sentence meant more.

Fernanda touched my knee under the table once. I did not move. Rafael felt me tense beside him and knew. Dante saw Rafael know.

That was the game.

Not bodies yet.

Knowledge.

After dessert, Fernanda stood.

“Come help me with coffee,” she said to me.

I looked at Rafael.

He nodded.

In the kitchen, Fernanda turned on the espresso machine, then turned to me.

“Are you okay?”

“Yes.”

“Do you want to kiss me?”

“Yes.”

“Here?”

I looked toward the living room. Through the doorway I could see Rafael and Dante, both seated, both holding wine. Dante was talking. Rafael was listening.

“Here,” I said.

She kissed me in the kitchen while the machine hissed steam beside us. Her hand slid into my hair. Mine went to her waist. I tasted wine and coffee and the memory of her bed.

When we returned to the living room with coffee, Rafael looked at my mouth and knew.

His jaw tightened.

Fernanda sat beside Dante.

“I kissed her in the kitchen,” she said, as if announcing dessert.

Rafael closed his eyes.

“I know.”

Dante looked at him.

“How does it feel?”

Rafael opened his eyes.

“Like I want to pull her onto my lap and like I want to watch you all burn me alive.”

Dante smiled.

“Good. Then we are finally talking clearly.”

Fernanda leaned back into the sofa.

“There is another dinner,” she said. “If you want. Not tonight. Another night. A night when we do not pretend it is only dinner.”

Rafael looked at me.

I knew what she was offering. The next door. The fourth door.

Dante added, “Only if all four of us agree. Only with rules. Only with the right to stop.”

Rafael’s hand tightened around mine.

I thought of the notebook. Nicolas. Fernanda’s mouth. Dante’s calm. Rafael’s eyes.

“Yes,” I said.

Rafael inhaled.

“Yes,” he said too.

Fernanda smiled.

“Then next time,” she said, “we do not stop at talking.”

And that was the invitation.

Not a message. Not an email. Not a formal plan.

A sentence in a dark living room, with coffee cooling on the table and my husband’s hand trembling in mine.

At home, that night, I opened the notebook.

I wrote:

Fernanda invited us back.

Dante watched Rafael accept.

I do not know what happens next.

But I know this: the secret is no longer only mine.

It belongs to us now.

And Rafael is still holding my hand.

The hours before the call with Fernanda and Dante were not quiet.

Rafael tried to act normal. He made coffee. He checked the balcony door. He picked up a shirt from the chair and folded it, then unfolded it, then left it exactly where it had been. I watched him move through the apartment with the restless energy of a man who wanted to ask a question but was afraid that giving the question a shape would make it real.

“Say it,” I told him.

He stopped near the table.

“Say what?”

“Whatever is walking around inside your head.”

He laughed once, without humor.

“There is a lot.”

“Start anywhere.”

He came to the sofa but did not sit. He stayed in front of me, arms crossed, eyes on the floor.

“When you were with Fernanda,” he said, “did it feel like cheating?”

I thought before answering. I owed him that.

“No. Not because it was harmless. It was not harmless. But cheating, for me, would be hiding. Lying. Doing it in a place where you could not enter. This felt dangerous, but not hidden.”

“I was not there.”

“No. But you were in it.”

He looked up.

“Was I?”

“Yes. Every time I thought about coming home and telling you. Every time I wondered how your face would look when you heard. Every time I felt myself wanting to do more because I knew you would ask for details later.”

His jaw tightened.

“So I was part of it because I would suffer afterward?”

“No. Because I wanted you to know me. Even that part.”

He sat then. Slowly. As if his legs had finally given up pretending.

“I hate how much that matters to me,” he said.

“What?”

“Being the one who knows. Not being the one who does everything. Not being enough in every way. But knowing. Being the one you come back to with the truth.”

I moved closer to him.

“That is not small, Rafael.”

“It feels small sometimes.”

“It is not.”

He looked at the notebook on the table.

“Write that down later,” he said. “I need to remember it when I feel like an idiot.”

“You are not an idiot.”

“No. I am a husband whose wife came home from another woman’s bed and made him hard by telling the truth. There should be a shorter word for that.”

“Cuckold.”

He rolled his eyes, but a smile fought its way through.

“I walked right into that.”

“You did.”

We laughed. The laughter helped. It always did. It kept the shame from hardening into something ugly.

When Fernanda’s message came, Rafael was calmer. Not calm. Never calm now. But ready to keep moving.

During the video call, I watched him more than I watched the screen. Dante’s voice filled the room, deep and measured, and every time he spoke Rafael’s body reacted. He respected Dante and hated that he respected him. He wanted to dismiss him as dangerous, predatory, too smooth. But Dante never pushed. He only opened doors and let us decide whether to enter.

That made him more dangerous.

When Dante said that dinner could be only dinner, Rafael’s shoulders lowered slightly. When Fernanda said she was happy, my chest tightened. When she looked at me through the screen and asked if I was all right, Rafael heard the tenderness in her voice. I saw him hear it.

After the call ended, he did not speak for a while.

“You heard it too,” he said finally.

“What?”

“The way she talks to you.”

“Yes.”

“She cares about you.”

“I think so.”

“That scares me more than Nicolas.”

I knew.

Nicolas was body, force, service, fantasy with an exit door. Fernanda was a person in our life. A friend. A woman who knew what I looked like while pretending to be normal and what I sounded like after I stopped pretending. She could not be placed neatly outside the marriage because she had already walked inside through the safest door: trust.

“It scares me too,” I said.

“And still you want to go.”

“Yes.”

“So do I.”

That was the terrifying thing. Not that we were afraid. That fear did not stop the wanting.

Friday’s preparation was slower than I expected. I thought I would choose a dress quickly, put on makeup, leave. But every object became symbolic. The earrings. The perfume. The color of the lipstick. The bra. The panties. Whether I wore stockings. Whether Rafael watched me dress or waited outside the bedroom.

He chose to watch.

He sat on the bed while I stood in front of the mirror wearing only black underwear.

“Too much?” I asked.

“Not enough.”

“Rafael.”

“I mean…” He swallowed. “I mean I want them to see what I see. And I hate that.”

“The usual two things?”

“Always two things.”

He came behind me and placed both hands on my hips. In the mirror, we looked almost like a normal couple getting ready for dinner. Almost. Except my bra was chosen for another woman to imagine, and the man behind me was hard because he knew it.

“If Dante wants you,” he said, eyes on our reflection, “tell me.”

“I will.”

“If you want him back, tell me before anything happens.”

“I will.”

“And if I do not handle it well?”

“Then we stop. Or we talk. Or we go home.”

“And if you are disappointed?”

I turned in his arms.

“I would be more disappointed if you lied and pretended to be fine.”

He nodded. Kissed my forehead. Then my mouth.

“Wear the green dress,” he said. “The one that makes you look like you belong to yourself.”

So I did.

When we arrived at Fernanda and Dante’s building, I felt the same strange split I had felt at the hotel: the ordinary world continuing around us while our private world stood on the edge of another cliff. Someone entered the lobby with groceries. A delivery man waited by the elevators. A child laughed somewhere behind a door. Nobody knew that my husband and I were going to dinner with the woman who had made me come and the man who wanted to hear all the consequences.

Inside the elevator, Rafael held my hand.

“If I squeeze too hard, tell me,” he said.

“You are not.”

“I might.”

“Then I will tell you.”

The door opened. Fernanda was already waiting.

When she kissed my cheek, her lips were warm and slow. When she kissed Rafael’s cheek, she looked at me while doing it.

That was Fernanda: even greeting my husband became part of the language between us.

Dinner moved like a ritual pretending to be casual. The wine. The plates. The jokes. Dante asking Rafael about work. Fernanda asking me if the dress was new. Rafael saying no before I could, because he knew the dress, because he had chosen to remember everything I wore now.

At the table, Dante did not rush toward sex. He talked about honesty, about how desire becomes poisonous only when it has no air. Rafael argued with him. Not aggressively, but honestly. He said some desires hurt. Dante said yes, and that pain was not always a reason to hide. Fernanda listened, fingers on her wineglass, eyes on me.

I realized then that this dinner was not foreplay in the simple sense.

It was negotiation.

Not of acts. Of identities.

Who was I if Fernanda could touch me and Rafael could stay? Who was Rafael if Dante could look at me and he did not run? Who were Fernanda and Dante if they invited us into a room where none of us would leave unchanged?

By the time Fernanda asked me to help with coffee, I knew the night had already begun.

In the kitchen, she kissed me again. This time shorter. More dangerous because it was almost casual.

“He is watching your mouth,” she whispered.

“Rafael?”

“Both of them.”

I looked toward the living room. Rafael was staring at us. Dante was staring at Rafael.

The chain of desire was already complete.

When we sat back down, Rafael reached for my hand under the table. I could feel the pulse in his fingers. He was not asking me to stop. He was asking me to remember him.

I squeezed back twice.

Our signal from other nights was still there, even at a dinner table. Two people could look normal and still be speaking with their hands.

Fernanda saw. Of course she did.

She smiled and lifted her glass.

“To confessions,” she said.

Dante lifted his. “To the people brave enough to survive them.”

Rafael’s glass paused halfway to his mouth.

“Survive is a dramatic word,” he said.

“Accurate words often are,” Dante replied.

I drank because I needed something to do with my mouth. Fernanda’s kiss was still on it. Rafael knew. Dante probably knew. I wondered if this was what it felt like to live inside a truth too large to hide: every movement becoming part of the story.

Later, in the car going home, Rafael did not start the engine immediately. He sat with both hands on the wheel, looking through the windshield at nothing.

“I thought I would hate him,” he said.

“Dante?”

“Yes.”

“Do you?”

“No. That is the problem. He makes everything sound possible.”

“Possibility scares you?”

“More than impossibility. If something is impossible, I can relax. If it is possible, I have to choose.”

I turned toward him.

“Then choose slowly.”

He looked at me, and there was so much fear in him that I almost said we should cancel, that we should call Fernanda and say dinner was enough, that we should go back to being people who told each other stories but did not walk into them. But I did not say it, because it would have been a lie.

I wanted the next dinner.

He knew that.

And because he knew that, he started the car.

At home, before sleeping, we opened the notebook together. Rafael wrote the word “afraid” again. I wrote beside it: “me too.” Then he wrote: “still going.” I put my hand over his and wrote the last word myself: “together.”

That was how the third confession ended.

Not with certainty.

With two people afraid of the next door and still reaching for the handle.

And I understood something simple then: the notebook was no longer a place to hide what I wanted. It was the place where Rafael and I learned to look at the wanting together.

It was not safe. It was not easy. But it was ours, and that mattered more than comfort.

And we chose it anyway, together.
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