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No one ever talks about how difficult it is to walk away from a gangbang looking like nothing at all happened, so your husband won’t suspect anything, if he’s still awake. I have to admit, I was thinking of that while two men had me skewered between them, and four more watched from vantage points around the hotel room. I could see myself in the full-length closet mirror—hair matted with sweat to my brow and mascara racing down my cheeks. Samuel's hands pressed into my hips, pinning me to Marco's leaner frame. Every time they thrust, it drove air from my lungs, which was good, because otherwise I’d have said something unladylike

Marco grunted in Spanish, something I half-heard, half-felt. Samuel lay on his back beneath me; he liked to keep eye contact, which would have been romantic if his cock wasn’t currently plugged in my ass alongside Marco's. The others formed a perverted Greek chorus, providing real-time commentary and speculation. "Fifty says the short guy pops first," one said, already re-buckling his pants from his earlier turn. "He always pops first," said another, laughing. Their voices blurred with the sounds of skin on skin, the rhythmic slap of flesh against flesh, and the low, near-musical pants and moans of mutual effort.I braced my hands on the headboard, letting my body slacken. If you resisted, it hurt more. If you let go, it was almost meditative—at least until the burn peaked and then spread out, warm and numbing.

"Fuck, she’s tight," Marco said, switching back to English for the benefit of the room.

"Only because there’s another cock in there with yours," someone called out.

Samuel rolled his eyes with a grin and gave me the faintest shrug. His hand slipped under my belly and his fingertips made their way to the mound of my pussy, fingers flattening against my clit. His watch dug into my hip, the band cold but familiar. He always left it on, even when I reminded him to take it off beforehand.

The rhythm intensified. I heard Marco’s rhythmic breathing intensify in a herky-jerky, instinctive pattern that told me he slowly edging toward climax. Samuel, ever the gentleman, waited until he saw the signs in me—hips twitching, shoulders hunching—and then finished himself with a growl that was more for show than necessity. I felt them both pulsing, one after the other, the sensation strangely comforting. There was something honest about the way men came; they never faked it and couldn’t if they tried.

The next few seconds were a blur of animalistic fucking for me, as my body took me over. Bucking my hips and grinding my clit against Samuel’s groin, I pumped my ass hard onto those two thick members inside it and the three of us became a quivering mess of simultaneous orgasms.

When they finally withdrew, there was the customary moment of silence, as if everyone was waiting for a bell to ring. I slid off my knees and bellyflopped onto Samuel’s sweat-sheened torso, shuddering. I think I was repeating, “yes yes yes,” but don’t quote me on that. I was already lost in a marvelous afterglow, so my memory is hazy. I remember a spent Marco kissing my shoulder, a weirdly tender gesture that sparked some orgasmic aftershocks from somewhere deep inside me.

Samuel wiped himself with a pillowcase, then tossed it to the floor. "Best round yet," he said, a compliment or a challenge, depending on your point of view.

The applause was polite, almost golf-clap in intensity. I gave the group of men a mock bow, then collapsed onto the mattress, ass in the air. It was easier than trying to stand.

"Any requests for next time?" I asked, propping my chin on my palm.

The engineer—mid-forties, married, wore his conference badge like armor—raised a hand. "Ever thought about taking three at once?" His voice trembled at the end, the question rehearsed but still terrifying.

I grinned and hid my doubt. "If you’re here next week and buy the lube, I’ll try anything once, sweetie."

General laughter. A few started pulling on their shirts, pretending not to stare as I stretched and rolled onto my back. Marco took the time to clean me up with a warm washcloth, which was, frankly, above and beyond.

Most people assumed gangbangs were chaos, a free-for-all. In reality, there were rules. You needed trusted males present to lay down the rules and protect you. And there are rules. Every woman has her own. My rule—my only real rule—was that everything was anal only. No exceptions. It was a detail I’d lifted from the Catholic schoolgirls I’d envied in high school, the ones who claimed you could keep your soul if you lost your other virginity. I’d never bought into the theology, but I respected the loophole, and I didn’t want to get pregnant. Plus, well, I just fucking love how anal sex feels. The stretching. The fullness. The dirtiness of it. I was the project manager, facilitator, and product all at once. If you didn’t establish ground rules, things got out of hand in minutes.

The guys liked the rule. It made me a novelty, and anal was something that not all of their wives and girlfriends did. Though, as we know, most girlfriends stand a better chance of becoming a wife if they do it. My secret anal-only gangbangs made my Friday nights the hottest recurring event in the Sheraton’s week.

After everyone but me left, I sat on the edge of the bed, robe loosely cinched, hair still sticky. The room smelled like bleach, sweat, and cum. I wasn’t proud, exactly. I wasn’t ashamed, either. I compartmentalized.

By day, I was the night concierge at this hotel, a role that required efficiency, calm, and the ability to handle hysterical business travelers without judgment. By night—well, technically by very late night—I was the local legend, the urban myth among certain circles. I’d been doing this for a year, and nobody had outed me yet.

At home, I was a wife, a mother, a reliable administrator of the family budget. My husband Harold thought I stayed late to do weekly reports on Fridays. He was smart, but not suspicious. He worked the early shift at a logistics company, which meant he was asleep by the time I came home, and gone by the time I woke. It was a system that leant itself to secrets.

I stripped the bed, tossed the linens into a garbage bag, and spritzed the air with generic citrus. The echo of the night’s activities lingered in my body—a slow ache, a pleasant exhaustion. I checked my phone. Two missed calls from a number I recognized: Sarah Nguyen, my best friend and sometime co-conspirator. I ignored them for now. It was better to talk when I could sound casual.

Marco lingered in the doorway. "You want me to walk you out?" He looked young in the hallway light, almost bashful, as if what we’d just done was somehow less intimate than a midnight stroll.

I shook my head. "I’ll be fine. Tell the cleaning crew not to bother with this floor until morning."

He nodded, already composing the text in his head. "You need anything, you call me."

I smiled, a real one this time. "Go home, Marco. You earned it." I patted his denim-covered crotch lovingly.

He hesitated. "You ever worry—"

"About getting caught? Not anymore."

He laughed, but it was a nervous sound. "You’re something else, Nancy."

I watched him go, then closed the door behind me. Alone, I allowed myself a brief moment of reflection, just enough to register the emptiness and push past it. I liked the way my body felt: used, bruised, stretched, satisfied, owned in a way I could never allow in my “real” life. The contrast was addictive.

By the time I finished cleaning up, it was nearly three. I packed my heels into my bag, threw on a generic hotel sweatshirt, and slipped into the service elevator. No one ever looked twice at the night staff, especially not the woman with the clipboard.

Outside, the parking lot was deserted except for a single minivan with a faded soccer bumper sticker. I slid into the driver’s seat and checked my face in the mirror. I could see the remnants of a solid two hours of fucking, but would Harold see the same thing? Not likely. Not in the face of his quiet, unassuming, and diligent wife.

I started the engine, rolled down the window, and let the night air clear my head and dry the sweat on my forehead.

Friday was over. Tomorrow, I’d be someone else again.
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At three AM, the roads were empty. No one was awake to see the
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