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1. Lost from the Start.

We entered her house for the second time that afternoon and everything felt strangely different, even though nothing had changed. We’d already dropped our suitcases in the guest room hours before; we’d seen the spacious open-plan living room and kitchen, the long hallway leading to the bedrooms and bathrooms, the terrace still empty of furniture, plants, or whatever they were planning to put there. Even so, as I closed the door behind us, I felt like we were arriving somewhere else entirely. Maybe it was exhaustion—the nearly two hundred miles I’d driven weighed on my thirty-something body—or maybe it had more to do with that borrowed confidence alcohol gives you when it’s still more looseness than drunkenness.

The house smelled of paint, varnish, and something that might have been reheated food. My breath—kebab and afternoon drinks—was begging for an immediate teeth-brushing. The idea of taking a shower before getting dressed for the countdown was also looming.

Tuesday, December 31st, ten p.m.; Marta, our hostess and my girlfriend’s friend, was gathering our coats with an almost solemn sense of responsibility.

Irene, my girlfriend, then disappeared down the hallway without a word—a magician’s escape that always meant a bathroom break. I left Marta and David, who were getting ready to prepare some snacks before the grapes—I was never one to help hosts with those tasks, why bother when my help was always refused anyway—and headed to our guest room.

I lay down on the bed. My head was spinning way too much for how little I’d actually drunk—lack of practice. The whole afternoon drinking thing had its charm, but combining it with the evening—we had a party afterward at another house—felt like a mountain to climb, especially considering these weren’t my friends or my crowd: another city, Irene’s college roommate and her husband, whom we hadn’t seen in almost two years, not since their wedding… It definitely wasn’t a relaxed situation for me and, above all, I doubted I could fully be myself. I didn’t consider myself shy, but I wasn’t someone who showed who I really was until I’d built up some trust.

I heard footsteps in the hallway and, without fully turning my head, knew it was Irene. She walked into the room naturally—more herself, yes; she was the link in our quartet.

She closed the door and went straight to her suitcase. She’d also brought an enormous tote bag and another bag with three or four pairs of shoes. Absolutely crazy, to me, for just twenty-four hours.

“Squirrel, what? You a little drunk or what?” I heard her whisper, zippers unzipping and zipping in the background.

I didn’t respond, but I turned a bit to look at her: she was wearing black pants that hugged her ass—medium-sized but round as a perfect peach—and a dark gray short-sleeved turtleneck. Fashion stuff, her line of work; I also knew it wasn’t cashmere but merino wool, the kind of trivia you pick up. What mattered to me, more than the fabric composition, was that it was fitted enough to show off the outline of her breasts, already notable on their own, in sharp relief.

“Are you going to change now?” she asked, still rummaging. “Or are you going to shower?”

I was watching her ass as she leaned further toward her suitcase, which rested on a wicker chair. I even felt a stirring down below as I took in the silhouette of her cheeks perfectly outlined under the black fabric. We’d been together four years, three sharing a house and bed, and my desire for her hadn’t diminished in the slightest. She called it the “I want to devour you” phase, that thing that supposedly only lasts months. And she said she felt the same way about me.

I want to see you… I’m still in the devour-you phase… She’d text me sometimes from work, even if we’d seen each other, or even fucked, that very morning. In those moments, I didn’t know if what I felt was more desire or love.

More zippers. More rustling of clothes.

“What are you going to wear? Are you getting dressed for the party now or after the grapes? We’re leaving around twelve-thirty, right?” she asked again, without turning toward me.

Irene talked like that, chaining questions together, not so much as an interrogation, but as a way of being with me. She’d always done it. She could ask me ten questions in a row about nothing in particular. Or who knows how many in a day. I’d told myself I’d count them someday. She could ask me what time it was with her watch on her wrist or her phone in her hand.

Anyway, it didn’t bother me that she asked them, and it didn’t bother her that I barely answered one out of every five.

I rarely asked her questions. And she always answered.

“Did you bring the birthday thing…?” I whispered.

A brief silence fell.

The question carried weight.

“Yes… you know I did… But we’ll see…” she finally answered. “Well… I don’t know if I should change now and just be ready,” she continued, as she always did: when something embarrassed her, she’d follow it up with some unrelated comment.

More zippers. More bags.

I sat up.

“What are they doing?” I asked.

“They're putting out some snacks before the countdown,” I answered (statistically, it was my turn).

“More alcohol? At this rate we won't make it to the party… And I don't want to end up stuck here.”

Sitting on the bed, I put my hands to my face and did the math. A couple glasses of wine before midnight, plus a bottle of champagne I'd spotted in the fridge that afternoon—no escaping that one afterward. Nothing more.

“So are you showering or what?” I heard from behind me.

I stood up.

She was still bent over her suitcase.

I didn't understand how she could spend a full five minutes moving things around without actually moving anything.

I walked toward her.

I moved in behind her.

I pulled her upright.

My chest against her back.

My cock between her ass cheeks—the ones that had been driving me crazy.

My hands on her waist, then sliding up the wool of her sweater to her breasts.

Her purr.

The tilt of her head—she offered me her neck, as always, but it was covered. She made me work for it: one hand left her breast to pull aside the collar of her sweater. There, I planted a small kiss after brushing her dark hair out of the way.

“Mmm… stop… Diego.”

Irene only called me by my name in three situations: in public, when she was angry, and when we were like this.

“Not stopping…” I said in her ear, and bit her earlobe. She shuddered softly.

I buried myself in the perfume of her neck, the feel of her skin against my lips, the scent of her hair.

“When are we going to do it…?” I whispered.

“Do it…? Here…? Never,” she answered, letting herself be kissed.

And I knew it was crazy. That it was only twenty-four hours… but at the same time, there was her gift still waiting to be used—she'd turned thirty-one two days before. It was New Year's Eve, there would be alcohol involved, and I'd always felt a certain something in other people's houses, almost as strong as what hotel rooms did to my libido.

“What do you mean never…?” I pressed, now clearly grinding and thrusting against her, my cock straining under my underwear and pants, pushing into the cleft of her ass.

Just when I was expecting her to say no again, we heard a knock at the door.

I stopped, though I didn't let go of her, and immediately heard:

“Do you want wine or beer?”

It was Marta's voice from the other side of the door.

In unison, I shouted “wine” and Irene shouted “beer.”

We laughed like idiots.

“Well come on then, get out here, or there won't be time to play the game!” Marta called out, and then we heard her walking away.

“What game…?” I whispered, letting go of Irene.

“Ugh… I think I know… I'm scared,” my girlfriend answered, turning to face me: those big, beautiful brown eyes, slightly almond-shaped; eyelashes long enough to sweep the floor of an entire house; high cheekbones, straight nose. Her soft lips, her straight dark hair. We'd met at a pub in Sierra Nevada, bundled up in thick sweaters and ski pants, but I'd already spotted her curves despite her build and all those layers. I'd saved her in my phone as “Sioux Indian brunette” and let her read it right after, because she, with all her flirting, her yes-but-no routine, had given me her number but not her name.

She read it.

It was the first time I saw her laugh.

And seeing that smile, I knew I was lost.


2. The Rules of the Game.

I don’t think anyone likes showering at other people’s places. Every faucet is a mystery; the temperature, a nightmare. My towel wasn’t going to be within reach. The hair dryer—who knew what it would do to my hair. And to top it off, a shower curtain instead of a glass door: who has a shower curtain instead of a glass enclosure in a new house? A treacherous curtain that kept billowing at me like a wave at Nazaré, while the steam fogged everything up.

Nothing suited me, and I felt ungrateful for it.

My New Year’s resolution was maybe childish, maybe superficial, but I’d been thinking about it for weeks: stop criticizing.

I adored Irene and, as I said, I wanted her as much as the first day, but couples do sometimes reach that point where almost everything becomes what are we eating tomorrow and who are we talking shit about.

Everyone’s got their quirks.

I’ve got mine too.

That was the way forward.

But it wasn’t midnight yet…

…so…

…Marta was histrionic. Over-the-top. I didn’t really understand how she was friends with Irene. Though she really wasn’t, not that much. She was more of a holdover from their youth: she’d been part of a large group that had met at the dorm, and a couple of years later, by chance, she and Irene had moved in together for a few months. But you could tell there wasn’t that connection, that pure friendship Irene had with other friends from those years and, especially, with friends from her childhood.

It’s not that she was ugly. Her face was actually pleasant enough, with long brown hair, decent features, and light eyes; but there was something about her build that took away from it, or maybe it was the exaggerated size of her head, or that she was just, in general, too… big. She was proportionate, but she had something of a “big broad” about her, Irene dixit… or “horsey,” my own coinage, that created an overall effect that was somewhat crude, somewhat exaggerated, almost vulgar.

I’d decided that once I finished eating the grapes, she’d be an outgoing girl with a pretty face. A good-looking curvy woman.

I was drying off with a towel that was, for me—what can I say—too rough, when I heard two knocks on the door. I wrapped the towel around my waist and took a hair dryer from David, Marta’s boyfriend. Very attentive to my needs, he was. Just as attentive as he’d been to Irene’s crossed legs during happy hour; another thing to forgive after the twelfth chime.

David, a quiet guy, even timid. Silent. If it’s true that opposites attract, Marta and David’s bed must be a volcano. Though—and I’d told Irene this more than once, to her “shut up, don’t be such an animal” responses—it was easier to imagine Marta going at the small, almost scrawny David with a strap-on than him satisfying Marta’s robust body.

I was finishing drying my hair and wondering where that bespectacled IT guy—he called himself a data analyst, though he’d say it in that tight-lipped way of his—and that woman who worked in HR or something at some company had met. I wondered if they’d met at that company. I turned off the dryer and also wondered if I really cared.

I’d dried my feet with the towel, but I couldn’t help leaving wet footprints down the hallway—there was no bath mat. I wondered why the hell there was no bath mat.

Diego, you’re such a grouch. Good luck finding someone to put up with you when you’re old… That well-worn phrase of Irene’s echoed in my head.

I walked into our borrowed bedroom—which I was genuinely grateful for, despite it still being only ten-something—and found Irene still shuffling clothes around, but now dressed in pajamas, silky and boyish, with pants and a button-up top in a loud color. I hadn’t seen them in a while, if I even recognized them at all.

“You’re in pajamas? Aren’t we going to the party or what?” I asked, closing the door behind me.

“Yeeees…” she drew out the word in a neutral tone, “but Marta said she was going to turn on the heat so we’d be warm before heading out, and then we’ll get dressed. Though I think it’s going to make us drowsy…”

I watched her. The pajamas themselves didn’t reveal anything—well, the curve of her breasts and her ass, but she couldn’t hide those no matter what she wore. Still, it seemed a bit inappropriate in someone else’s house… Maybe my little objection really came from the fact that I couldn’t shake the memory of certain looks from David that afternoon.

Anyway, I didn’t say anything to her.

“So what do I wear?” I asked, since I couldn’t see myself in pajamas around other people, and the rest of my clothes were either what I’d planned for the party or set aside for the next day.

“Ah… that’s your problem,” Irene said with a hint of sarcasm, well aware of my meager suitcase, which I’d bragged about while criticizing her mountain of bags in the car.

I went to my suitcase as if a miracle might happen, as if an angel might have slipped in an extra change of clothes.

“Should’ve brought a tracksuit or something,” Irene said.

“Well, it’s not like you brought one either...”

“Then put on pajamas.”

“No fucking way,” I replied.

“Unbelievable...” she protested, and I could feel her eyes on the back of my neck as I stared at my nearly empty suitcase.

“Besides, my pajamas aren’t as elegant as that red one of yours... mine probably even has a hole or two.”

“It’s not red... It’s magenta,” I heard from behind me.

“Oh, pardon me...” I scoffed.

“You’re excused,” she replied, and I heard her walking behind me.

I glanced at her sideways, turning a bit. The little shit had even brought her bunny slippers.

“Come on. Put on whatever. I’m going to make an appearance—Marta already came by again, rushing us,” she said, and left the bedroom.

Jeans, t-shirt, and shoes; I had no choice but to put on the clothes I’d planned for the next day.

The blast of heat was already pouring from the split unit above the closet, washing over the room like scorching smoke.

I zipped up the suitcase and left the bedroom.

I walked down the hallway with the constant feeling of being out of place. Voices and laughter drifted from the living room-kitchen. Marta’s, especially. A big, expansive laugh that filled the space as if pushing against its walls.

Turning the corner, I found the nerve center of the house: the dining table with a board game already spread out on top, pieces and cards arranged with careful precision. On one side, a spacious sofa with a huge TV screen dominating the wall; on the other, the breakfast bar and kitchen area.

David was already seated, distracted, a glass of water in his hand, staring at the board without much interest.

Marta, on the other hand, in a tracksuit and tank top, was talking to Irene while gesturing animatedly, coaxing her to sit down, touching her arm, laughing.

There was a glass of white wine at what seemed to be my spot.

A bottle of beer across from it, at what seemed to be Irene’s spot.

I stood for a second too long at the entrance, watching the scene and realizing that being an adult is one thing, but being where you actually want to be is another.

I sat down halfheartedly and grabbed the wine glass. I took a long first sip, almost mechanical, more to occupy my hands than out of thirst.

I glanced off to one side, just to look somewhere, and found the TV on with the volume low. Some awful year-in-review rehash: images flashing by without order or soul, catastrophes, celebrations, shouted headlines that no longer meant anything.

Out of the corner of my eye, I watched David. He was wearing a plaid shirt buttoned almost to his throat. He had that distracted expression of someone only half present. I got the feeling—I didn’t quite know why—that he was always about to steal a glance at Irene, but always held back at the last instant.

Then Marta started talking.

She explained the rules of the game enthusiastically, pointing at the cards, the spaces, who won, what to do each turn. I nodded from time to time, understanding absolutely nothing.

I drank again. That’s the thing about being uncomfortable: you drink just to do something; then come the regrets and the what happened yesterday.

Beside me, Marta’s Russian tennis player arms moved to the rhythm of her explanation, firm, confident. Again the absurd image of the strap-on popped into my head—the epic ass-pounding she’d give David—and I pushed the thought away as best I could, looking straight ahead.

Irene took a cocky swig, decisive, then nodded her head, very serious, as if she were following every word.

Bitch, I thought. Don’t pretend. You’re not understanding anything either.

Her breasts pressed against the pajamas in two perky peaks, though with a bit of give; that looseness made me wonder if there was a bra under there. She wouldn’t dare. The sleeves were a bit wide on her, like the whole jacket, but she looked gorgeous in that... magenta. She crossed one leg over the other; I couldn’t see her slippers, though I knew they were there; I wondered if a woman could look stunning with those white fuzzy ears dangling from her insteps.

“Well, let’s just play and you’ll figure it out as we go, okay?” Marta said, wrapping up the explanation.

“Okay,” Irene and I said at the same time.

We grabbed the dice. We rolled them. Irene won.

She rolled again.

She moved forward four spaces.

She leaned toward the board.

And she was about to speak, but Marta beat her to it.

“Ah, this is the paddle version,” she said with a satisfied smile, as if she’d announced something important.

She turned toward an empty chair beside her and opened the game box. She pulled out four enormous, oversized objects made of rigid, shiny plastic. They looked like giant spatulas.

She set them on the table.

Two of them said ME.

The other two said HIM/HER.

“Wait, what is this?” I asked, unable to help myself.

“Paddles,” Marta answered. “For voting.”

She gave us one of each. They were heavier than they looked. I held them for a second, studying them, trying to figure out when exactly I’d agreed to this.

“I read the question and you hold up whichever one fits,” she continued. “Don’t overthink it, okay? Go with your gut. And you have to do it at the same time.”

Every so often, David glanced at the TV. Sometimes he adjusted his glasses. His expression was unreadable; you couldn’t tell if he was delighted with the double date plan or if he hated our intrusion into his quiet life so much he was planning to murder us.

Irene turned the paddle over, curious, receptive.

I, on the other hand, thought the whole thing felt childish and humiliating—a strange mix, like we’d been sent back to school without warning.

Marta picked up a card.

She held it in the air for a second.

She cleared her throat.

She was about to read it…

…and I didn’t know it yet, but that first question, from that stupid game, was going to be the start of a night I would never forget.


3. Your Fucking Mother… Irene.

I barely had time to react. Marta’s question hit like a thunderbolt while I stared at those ridiculous spatulas.

“Who’s more jealous?”

Boom.

She’d read it at lightning speed.

No, I didn’t consider myself jealous. Irene wasn’t either.

Nobody raised their spatula.

I looked at her. She looked at me.

Our response was almost a shared shrug.

“Come on, just pick something,” Marta urged us.

So then, by process of elimination, I pointed to myself and raised the ME spatula.

Irene, across from me, looking startled with wide eyes, ended up pointing at me too; bitch.

“Whoa!” Marta laughed, while David remained impassive.

“But I’m not,” I tried to defend myself.

“Yeah, yeah… Come on, you move forward four,” Marta said, and Irene moved that damn token another four spaces around the colorful circular board.

I registered the “you”—plural—and looked at the starting space; there was only one other token. I realized then that I hadn’t even caught on that we were playing as couples.

“Oh, if you get it right you keep going,” Irene murmured.

“Yeah, and, well, if you have anything to confess… gossip is always welcome,” Marta said, hoping, I suppose, that we’d share some jealousy story.

In my head I heard: yeah, right, that’s all I need.

“Nothing? Well okay… Let’s see…” Marta leaned forward to look at what space we’d landed on. I couldn’t deny she was showing off some nice tits under that black tank top.

I took another sip of my wine.

David watched and occasionally turned back toward the TV.

What a weird guy, I thought.

Irene blinked softly and touched her hair, one elbow propped on the table; her cheeks were a little flushed. Marta had cranked the heat up full blast.

“Ooh, triple question,” Marta said.

“What do you mean triple? And is it a spatula one?” I found myself saying, and felt ridiculous.

“Yes, it’s a spatula one,” Marta answered, grabbing another card and covering it like it held the combination to a safe. “It’s a spatula one and you have to do it right, okay: fast and at the same time; no hesitating, got it?”

“Okay.”

“Okay.”

Irene and I answered, our hands resting on the spatula handles; the spatulas lay flat on the table.

“Okay. Three, two, one. Here goes.”

“Who fell in love first?”

Your fucking mother, I thought.

I looked up. The brunette in the magenta pajamas looked like she wasn’t going to hesitate.

I had to give in.

I raised the ME spatula. Irene raised the HIM/HER one.

Marta smiled. Irene looked at me with amusement and shrugged.

“Good. Okay. Since you agreed, on to the next one.”

I cursed myself for being honest. Being honest was prolonging this absurd interrogation.

“Who’s more adventurous in bed?”

Boom. Your fucking mother times two.

Again I looked at the Sioux Indian. I even had time to think: no, the bitch isn’t wearing a bra; one of those mountains is showing nipple through the pajamas. And then I saw her raising that damn spatula again.

I gave in again.

I raised the ME one. Irene raised the HIM/HER one.

We looked at each other.

Irene smiled at me again. I wondered what the hell was up with her that night, how the hell she could look so incredibly gorgeous.

“Ooooh… Diego the horndog,” I heard beside me. Marta. Who did she think she was. What kind of familiarity was that.

I looked at David. He kept sneaking glances at Irene. He could see that rebellious nipple pressing through the satin of her magenta pajama top just as well as I could.

I couldn't blame him either… Sometimes my eyes would drift—unintentionally, I swear—to the Russian tennis player's big tits.

“Okay. Last one. Who's more in charge in the relationship?”

I didn't hesitate. Finally, something that made me look good.

I raised the ME paddle.

I looked up and Irene—wait, what?—was also raising the ME paddle.

“Ooooh… conflict here…” Marta almost laughed.

“What do you mean you?” Irene smiled.

“Of course it's me,” I replied.

“No way… I'm the one making all the important decisions,” said Irene, keeping her elbow on the table and the paddle raised.

“What decisions?”

“Well, the house, for example.”

“What's wrong with the house?”

“You wanted to keep renting.”

I kept quiet.

Then I said:

“Well, because I really liked that house. And by the way, you were the one who moved into my place, not the other way around.”

“Yeah, but that was because I wanted to… Give me a break…” Irene smiled.

“Okay, okay. Peace. Peace,” Marta interrupted us, looking for a die.

I shook my head while looking at Irene. She made a face, playfully, then looked at me with this smug, competitive glint… as if we weren't on the same team and she was winning.

“Anyway…” I said, and—maybe it was the wine—I nudged David's elbow. “Let them believe what they want, right?” I whispered to him.

He looked at me like a deer in headlights.

I drank while Marta rolled the die, moved across the board, and said:

“Ooh… Love Hotel.”

I glanced at the board while I kept drinking.

“And what's that?” Irene asked.

“You either answer a question or lose your turn,” David finally spoke up, his deep voice contrasting with his slight build.

“What do we do?” Marta asked him, staring at him intently, as if her life depended on it; as if they were deciding whether to land at Omaha or Juno.

“Mmm… It's just that the Love Hotel questions are… risqué.”

Risqué.

David had said risqué. Who says risqué?

“Yeah, those ones are really wild,” Marta agreed.

“Come on… Are you seriously going to chicken out?” Irene asked, leaning back in her chair, legs crossed, beer bottle in one hand.

I looked at her: her breasts moved freely under the pajamas. Definitely no bra underneath. She was killing David and she was killing me.

“It's just that they're really intense, you know,” Marta deliberated. “Yeah, okay, we'll pass. We lose the turn. Diego, you roll.”

“Damn, if you guys pass and we don't… this is just a free third degree,” I protested, picking up the die; but Irene didn't back me up, and neither David nor Marta objected.

A six.

Perfect.

I moved my piece across the board.

I didn't bother to read what the space said.

“Please don't be another paddle one…” I muttered, taking another sip of my wine.

Marta leaned forward again to read it.

“Ooooh…” she began to say.

Her “Ooooohs” were already starting to unsettle me. To put it mildly.

“What? What is it?” Irene asked, setting the bottle on the table.

“'Yes or no' until you fold,” Marta said.

I drank again. That didn't sound good at all.

“I'll explain,” the horse-faced one whispered, taking a drink from her glass—could've been soda or rum and soda, but I'd bet on the latter. “I'll ask you 'yes or no' questions until someone folds. Each time you answer, you add two—meaning two spaces you move at the end of the turn.”

The whole thing scared me.

Irene said “come on, let’s do it” in a way that made me think—between that and the gleam in her eyes—that the alcohol from earlier was finally catching up with her, or that the beer she was drinking was helping it along.

Marta picked up a card.

She skimmed it silently.

She glanced around.

“You rolled, right?”

I nodded.

“Okay then. Here we go. First one.”

She cleared her throat.

Her tits were practically spilling out of her bra and dark tank top.

I gripped my wine glass, already figuring I’d need to hit the fridge for a refill soon.

“Okay. Have you ever thought about being with someone else since you’ve been in a relationship?”

Holy shit...

I let out a breath.

I gripped the glass tighter.

I really tried to remember. To do it right. Four years is a long time.

I swallowed.

“No.”

“Mmm... Very good,” Marta said. “Two points then.”

“Can I move now?” I asked. I wanted my reward.

“Mmm... No. We keep track and add it up later. That’s two points. Okay, Irene. Your turn.”

“My turn for what?” she whispered, touching her hair.

I noticed her eleven-ounce beer. It had almost completely disappeared since we’d started playing.

“Same thing. Same question,” Marta told her.

“Oh... Well...”

She was hesitating. The bitch was hesitating.

My heart started pounding.

“Should I repeat it?” Marta asked.

“Yes, repeat it.”

“Have you ever thought...” the bitch made a dramatic pause, “about being with someone else since you’ve been in a relationship?”

“With my current partner, I assume,” Irene said.

I got the feeling she was hesitating, really hesitating, and that she was just trying to buy time.

“Yes. With your current partner,” Marta answered.

“Well... think... Think as in have doubts, no,” Irene said.

I frowned. What was this about thinking but not doubting?

“So that’s a no,” Marta said.

“I mean, think as in seriously consider, no.”

David sat up a bit then. Seemed like he was alive after all, the bastard. He cleared his throat and said:

“Think as in fantasize, yes?”

The bastard was stabbing me!

Irene shrugged.

Was that a confirmation that it was true?

And she smiled shyly, settling back against the chair; her breasts almost quivered under the silk from the slight impact.

“But come on...” I protested.

Marta laughed. David smiled—the son of a bitch. Irene looked at me, balanced somewhere between shyness and flirtation. And drunkenness.

“Four points,” my girlfriend finally said. And she drank again.

“Want me to get you another?” David asked her, resurrected like never before.

“Mm. Yes,” Irene answered, checking that there was nothing left in her bottle.

“Can you pour me more wine, please?” I asked, serious, and offered him my empty glass.

And I stared at Irene.

She stared at me.

She was almost sweating, yet sitting there gracefully.

She fanned the front of her pajama top, airing out her cleavage with three quick movements, and exhaled, almost overwhelmed by the heat, but she didn’t complain to Marta about how high the heat was cranked.

Marta cleared her throat again to announce the next question, while David refilled my wine glass and got another beer for Irene.

There was a pause. A dead calm.

Marta had already read the question to herself, but seemed to want to wait for David to return.

I looked at Irene.

Irene looked at me.

I couldn’t believe she’d just confessed, right there in front of my face and everyone else, that she’d fantasized about another man recently.

David came back.

Wine for me.

Beer for Irene.

One drink each.

Marta gave us time.

The tension was palpable. I wondered why we’d gotten ourselves into this mess and why anyone felt the need to tell the truth.

I checked the time. It was past eleven.

Marta cleared her throat again.

It was for me.

“Okay. Here goes. Have you been attracted to anyone close to you recently?”

“Mm. No,” I answered.

Sure. Definitely not. Totally calm.

Two more points. That made six.

I took a sip of my wine.

Marta turned slightly toward Irene.

“And you, have you been attracted to anyone close to you recently?”

I looked at Irene.

Irene looked at me.

And then she said:

“Well… what counts as close?”

For fuck's sake… Irene, I thought, and sighed.


4. Confession with explanation.

What counts as close. What counts as close.

I was losing it.

To my surprise, Marta took the words right out of my mouth:

“Come on, Irene… we all know what close means.”

She hesitated. She wouldn’t look at me.

Was she enjoying being the center of attention?

Was she drunk?

I watched her waver, but there was a calmness to it.

She didn’t look uncomfortable.

She took a swig from her beer bottle, knowing full well six eyes were on her. That craving for the spotlight—unusual for her.

That color and those pajamas looked so damn good on her.

Even sexier, considering that her hesitation was basically confessing to a forbidden attraction, much as that pissed me off.

“You don’t have to answer if you don’t want to,” Marta told her.

I immediately wondered if there was any difference between saying yes—leaving me in deep shit—or just passing.

“Then I’m not answering,” she said, setting the bottle down on the table.

I expected Marta’s “Ooooh.” Or some kind of mockery. Or a look my way—a look that said “your girlfriend’s been eyeing things you wouldn’t believe,” but nothing.

The silence was filled by TV commercials.

“You advance six spaces,” Marta said.

I moved our piece, glancing sideways at Irene, trying to catch her eye, but she wouldn’t meet mine.

We landed on another “Love Hotel” space. I said it out loud.

David corrected me:

“No, no. It doesn’t matter where you land now. It’s our turn.”

“Oh, okay,” I replied, settling back in my chair.

I took a drink, trying again to catch Irene’s eye. Again, nothing.

While Marta rolled the die, I replayed the question in my head—the one my girlfriend hadn’t answered (which was the same as answering it).

Question: Have you felt attracted to someone close recently?

Answer: Yes.

Well, there you go. Fucking great.

Who could it be?

There was no one I suspected. True, I didn’t know much about the people at her work. She hardly ever mentioned any men by name.

I drank, lost in thought, while Marta and David picked up our spatulas and Irene read questions from another card.

Spatulas. Cards. The game didn’t seem to have many variations…

“Who needs more sex?” I heard Irene ask.

I sensed hands rising on both sides of me—spatulas to the sky.

Marta said she did. David agreed.

I made a face. Irene smiled. Honestly, that answer didn’t surprise me much, though David seemed to be hiding something—some weird kink. The guy was probably a chronic jerk-off.

“Who forgives first?” Irene asked.

Again they agreed. Again, no surprise. David forgave first. Marta didn’t forgive until after the funeral.

Laughter. Swigs of alcohol. Bits of conversation.

I wondered if we were going to eat anything else. I wasn’t sure I could make it through the night on just a kebab.

“Last one,” Irene said. “Ooh, this is a good one. Ready? Oh, but this isn’t a spatula question.”

I watched her. It wasn’t that I didn’t recognize her. But again—too much spotlight. Too much milking the moment.

“Yeah, that’s why I told you it’s a mixed space,” Marta said.

“So?” Irene asked, surprised.

“It ends in a confession. If David and I don’t confess, we lose the points from the two previous questions.”

Irene gave her a puzzled look.

“Okay. Well. Here goes. Is there something you’ve never asked your partner because you were too embarrassed?”

I took a sip of wine and licked my lips.

Marta and David hesitated.

The game was a lot more fun when it wasn’t your turn.

I felt like letting out one of Marta’s annoying “Ooooohs.”

“It’s just yes or no, okay?” Marta said.

“Wait, you don’t even have to say what it is?” Irene asked.

“No.”

“That’s so lame.”

“You sure?” David asked.

“Yeah, yeah. That’s why the instructions distinguish between confession and confession with explanation.”

“That’s so lame,” Irene repeated.

Honestly, I thought so too.

“Okay. I’ll answer. I haven’t,” David said.

“Well, I have,” Marta said, and stuck her tongue out at him—charmlessly, gracelessly.

“And you’re seriously not going to say what?” Irene asked, with all the curiosity I lacked.

“Nope… I don’t have to. Come on, your turn.”

Irene picked up the die. I was hungry. The wine was tasting worse and worse. The game seemed more and more absurd. Irene seemed more and more beautiful… and I couldn’t wait to be alone with her to ask who this mysterious man was—someone close to her—that she felt attracted to.

But I had no say in the matter.

“You lose your turn,” Marta said.

I looked at the square.

“Damn it…” Irene protested.

I looked at my watch. I was tempted to crack the lame joke that we’d be ringing in the New Year at this rate.

Marta rolled the die again.

She bragged about getting ahead of us by landing on a trampoline square with two bodies drawn frolicking in the air. I hadn’t paid much attention to the various cartoonish sexual drawings scattered across the board; they were really something.

I drank.

Irene picked up a card.

I had the feeling we’d entered a loop.

“Double question. Confession with explanation or go back to start,” Irene read from the square before turning back to the card.

Do or die.

“Okay, so I ask you two questions and you both have to answer them with an explanation, right?” Irene said.

“No… one each, right?” Marta asked David.

“Well… I don’t know. We’d have to check the instructions,” David said, and made a move to get up.

“No… no… Don’t complicate things…” I smiled at him, wanting to avoid dragging this out any longer. “One each it is,” I said.

“Okay then. One question each. Marta first, since she was the one who rolled the die,” Irene said, as if she’d already mastered the game.

“Go ahead, tell me,” Marta urged her.

“Here I go. What turns you on that doesn’t fit with who you are?”

“Ooooh,” I teased, imitating her, and drank again.

Marta leaned back a bit. She hesitated. She looked at the ceiling.

Her tits were tremendous.

“Well… Look. The thing about fitting… I don’t know if it fits… But I’d say… I don’t know… Young guys.”

Young guys.

Irene laughed. I drank. David didn’t even flinch. Maybe he already knew.

“Young guys!” Irene exclaimed.

“Yeah.”

“Okay. Okay. What kind of young guys are we talking about? How… young…?” I asked, relishing it.

“Well… I don’t know. College guys, I guess.”

“Nah, high school… Don’t lie,” I teased, with the confidence and malice the alcohol gave me.

“You animal…” Irene scolded me.

Marta wasn’t fazed, and clarified:

“No, well… High school if he’s eighteen… that works for me… If I weren’t married… of course.”

So basically she’d bang an eighteen-year-old and a day, my mind calculated.

Irene and I lived next to a private school; I instantly imagined Marta riding one of those kids like a voluptuous amazon—shirt, tie, and… pimples… lots of pimples.

What a hellish spectacle.

The bastard David didn’t even flinch.

Irene turned slightly toward him and read:

“Is there something that turns you on, but you’re embarrassed to admit?”

Dead silence.

I drank again.

That “with explanation” part was pure gold. And yes, it confirmed what I’d been thinking: that game… not to play it, but to watch from the sidelines was fucking great.

The guy sat up a bit.

I didn’t know how he wasn’t roasting in that long-sleeved shirt, buttoned almost all the way up.

And then, suddenly, he blurted it out:

“BBW porn,” he said seriously.

I almost fell off my chair.

Marta didn’t flinch.

“Whaaaaat!!” Irene exclaimed. Irene exclaimed in English when something blew her mind.

I didn't know whether to burst out laughing or collapse on the floor.

“But… but…” Irene was saying, looking like she couldn't decide whether to die laughing or fire off a hundred and fifty questions.

“Yeah… well…” he stammered.

“But is there even porn with fat women?” Irene asked.

“Well. Yeah. There's probably porn of everything. How should I know,” Marta cut her off.

I knew it. A total perv, I thought.

“Your turn. Come on,” said Marta, who seemed to already know this and, at the same time, seemed like she didn't want to know it. I thought it was unfair that she wouldn't let us milk that moment.

Porn with fat women.

Holy shit.

I couldn't believe it.

He watched porn with fat women. What even was that? But why would he confess it? Was no one here going to lie?

…

Irene rolled the die. Our piece moved across the board.

It landed on a trampoline. That trampoline launched us into orbit. We shot across the board like in Chutes and Ladders.

She rolled again. A six. We went from the first third of the board to within sight of the finish line. I checked my watch. Either we won or nobody was winning tonight.

She read what the space said:

“Four-way confession with timer and roll again or go back three spaces.”

I had no idea what that meant. Irene got it a little more, but not much.

Marta, still recovering from the confession—unnecessary in my opinion—about her husband's filthy porn habit, turned toward the box, grabbed an hourglass, and launched into explaining that Irene had to ask a question that all four of us had to answer while the timer ran.

“What do we do? Should we risk it?” Irene asked me.

I looked at the board. We were four spaces from winning.

I checked my watch. Eleven thirty.

A voice echoed in my head: let's just get this over with.

“Full steam ahead… Irene,” I said, shrugging.

“You have to roll to see the order of confession,” David said.

We rolled the dice. We established the order.

All four of us sat up a bit in our seats. Marta took a drink. Irene did too.

Irene was about to read the question.

But Marta jumped in first.

“Okay. From other times we've played… the timer thing gets to be a bit much, you know… We usually just leave it at answering… well… the question… and that's it.”

Here we go with the whole 'at my house we play it this way' thing, I thought.

“Okay. So we'll do it that way, right?” Irene said, looking at me. I shrugged again.

“Okay. So I'll read,” Irene said, clearing her throat and taking a breath.

I sighed.

Marta drank again.

David was staring at Irene's cleavage.

I was about ready to say something to four-eyes…

“Here I go…” Irene said. “Okay: unfulfilled fantasy… and explanation… of the origin… of said fantasy.”

Dead silence, broken only by the TV in the background.

Four minds thinking.

Eyes darting around.

I was looking at the board too.

I grabbed the die.

“What are you doing?” Marta protested.

“We're four away, right? From winning.”

“Yeah, so what?”

“Well, if we're all going to answer anyway…” I said, and rolled the die.

The die barely rolled. A five landed like the thing weighed a ton.

“There you go. We won,” I said, “and now we confess whatever.”

“No, there's a bounce-back rule and you end up one space away,” Marta said.

“Well, yeah…” I protested.

“Nah… There's no bounce-back…” David whispered.

Marta glared at me.

I looked away.

“Come on. Your turn… to start confessing,” I told Marta.

I figured she was shooting daggers at me, but I didn't care.

“Yeah. Marta. Your turn,” my girlfriend whispered.

“Irene,” I said, and she looked at me, and I held up my hand for a high-five.

She smiled and high-fived me while whispering, playful and sweet:

“Yeeaah... we won.”

Marta cleared her throat.

“Well, isn't this fun. Having to confess when we've already lost, right?”

Maybe she expected David to back her up, but no one said anything. The silence worked against her.

“Fine. Let's just say them and get it over with. No comments in between... okay?”

We all nodded.

Marta steeled herself.

She began to confess:

“Okay. So me... Doing it with a black guy... I've never done it... I don't know what the origin is... Maybe there isn't even an origin... I don't know. I think these things just happen. It turns me on and that's it... David. Your turn.”

A black guy. A big black cock. She was such an idiot.

The IT guy's pathetic little dick isn't enough for her, apparently.

My head was racing, and I wanted to let it all out, laugh... but worrying about my own confession held me back.

I wanted to look at Irene, but I didn't even have time.

David, who was apparently fine with his wife's unfulfilled fantasy of a big black cock..., cleared his throat and said:

“Well... me... a threesome... A threesome... M-F-M. I mean, two men and one woman. The origin... I don't know either.”

M-F-M. What the hell was that? Porn lingo? And why did he want two cocks—his and another guy's—in his bed?

A thousand questions to ask. A thousand laughs dying to escape. But nothing came out.

It was my turn.

Mine.

Shit.

A huge black guy. A threesome with another dick involved. How could they just come out and say that?

I had to lie. Say any old bullshit.

A normal threesome.

I don't know.

Uniforms.

Lingerie.

Some stupid little thing.

“Don't think so much. You have to tell the truth,” I suddenly heard from Irene.

The bitch knew me well.

She seemed to read my mind.

I looked up.

I swallowed hard.

I also knew that the more honest I was, the more honest Irene would be afterward. I knew she had that sense of fairness.

“All right...” I began. “Well... I guess... and this comes from something that happened with a girlfriend in college... Well... I don't know how to say it,” I stammered. “Well... I guess seeing my partner with another man. I mean... not seeing. Or yes. I mean. Watching them do things.”

“Watching them fuck,” Marta said.

I looked at her. And I felt Irene's surprised gaze on me.

I held back.

And I heard David:

“Well, Irene, your turn.”

“No. Wait. Let him explain,” Marta said. “If there really is an origin... he has to say it.”

“Seriously?” I protested.

“Well yes... yes,” Irene said then, quietly.

I shifted in my chair again.

“Okay. So I had a girlfriend in college. That girlfriend was later with someone else... and then came back to me. She was with him for like two or three months... And I don't know. Since it had all been so... intense... and so... recent... we ended up fantasizing. Well, me fantasizing. Asking her...” I got tangled up, not understanding why no one else had given a fucking explanation and here I was spilling all this. “Anyway. That's it. I would ask her what she'd done with him and stuff... and we'd get turned on... Though I never saw it, of course.”

“But you'd want to see it,” Marta interrupted.

I glared at her again.

“You'd want to see it... huh...” Marta taunted, her tone dripping with smugness.

I couldn't hold back.

It had been building up.

“And you want to fuck a black guy, so give me a break,” I snapped at her, and a second later I knew I'd gone too far.

“Okay, okay...” Irene said.

“Excuse me!? What's your problem?” Marta protested.

“No. Not me. It’s just a fantasy. It might happen, it might not. It’s not like I wake up every fucking morning thinking about it,” I shot back defensively.

Another silence fell.

I knew I’d reacted like a lunatic.

Probably the alcohol.

Plus, Marta wouldn’t stop busting my balls.

“Okay. Me. My turn,” my girlfriend said.

The three of us looked at her.

She didn’t wait any longer.

Talking about her would shift the focus away from the conflict.

She rolled up the wide sleeves of her pajamas.

She pushed her hair back and let it fall down her back.

And she began:

“Well, me... Doing it with someone who’s... muscular... strong. I don’t know. And where it came from... one of the trainers at the gym. He’s hot... and... I don’t know... I mean... having sex with someone like that... who... who can really cover you... you know?” She smiled shyly.

I swallowed hard.

My heart jumped into my throat.

“And that’s it... So yeah. Done. We won. Should we clean up?” she said, words tumbling out in a rush, but acting like it was nothing, as if she hadn’t just confessed what she’d just confessed.

Son of a bitch.

How had I not seen this coming?

And there I was, obsessing over someone from work.

It was all right there.

That was the epicenter of all her cryptic answers... Of everything she’d confessed over the last hour...

...She fantasized about fucking Alberto... her damn spinning instructor.

...

And the worst part wasn’t even that—the worst part was having to sit there, after that gut-wrenching confession, and watch Marta lean toward her and whisper:

“Who? Who is it? Tell me. Come on...”


5. Midnight and Fear.

My mind left my body for a few minutes. My movements became automatic, detached. I helped clean up that stupid game, drank from my glass, even answered banal questions: “Does anyone want to eat something before the grapes?” “Want more wine?” “What channel do you want to watch the countdown on?” Of course, no one asked what we thought of the game. We’d all been burned, one way or another.

And that’s where my distraction came from—the damn game. Especially Irene’s answers.

Marta was pulling cheeses out of the fridge. Irene helped her. David arranged breadsticks on a plate.

Everyone had a purpose. Mine was to catch my girlfriend’s eye and demand an explanation without words.

David’s presence made me uncomfortable—just being near him. The fucking wanker. That H-M-H thing. Fortunately, he barely talked, so even though Marta and Irene were whispering together and I was standing near him, he probably wouldn’t say anything to me.

The living room table was now covered with cold cuts, cheeses, and bread. I ate like a madman—the hunger of a premature hangover—while the girls talked and David flipped through channels.

I mentally reviewed the unfulfilled fantasies: David’s; the black guy for Marta (put a big black cock in your life); my guilty excitement at the thought of witnessing a good cuckolding (I wasn’t at all sure I actually wanted it); and, above all, my mind kept circling back to Irene’s words: “muscular,” “strong,” “someone who can cover me.”

You kept that quiet, didn’t you.

David sat on the sofa. Marta, Irene, and I stood around the table.

I tried again to catch her eye.

Still nothing.

Her figure under the silky pajamas. Her breasts free beneath the fabric. That nipple pressing against the satin magenta. Why had that nipple—the one on her left breast—decided to rebel like that? Why did it have to flaunt itself in public?

Every time she leaned toward the table to grab a wedge of cheese, the pajama top fell open and her breasts swayed beneath a neckline that wasn’t exactly generous, but had that hint of suggestion—making you crave just one more millimeter, even though you’d already seen everything so many times before.

The one who hadn’t seen it all was David, who always seemed absent and restless at the same time. Irene’s presence clearly unsettled him—in a way that wasn’t entirely positive or negative, but was undoubtedly sexual. His wife’s hot friend, in pajamas, in his living room; curves that were well-proportioned, feminine, nothing like the angular, granite build of what he had at home. It wasn’t just novelty—it was femininity. Although, between the H-M-H thing and Marta’s own bulk... I wondered if he didn’t swing both ways, even if he kept one of them under lock and key.

Marta smiled and laughed, euphoric, buoyant, as she talked with Irene. It seemed our little clash hadn’t affected her in the slightest.

I checked the time: ten minutes until the countdown. I debated whether to go pee. Whether to pour myself more wine. Really, I was second-guessing everything. In the end, I went with the first option. I took a few steps, walking behind them, and then I heard Marta whisper near my girlfriend’s ear:

“And you... on the one about... Is there something you’ve never asked your partner out of embarrassment?... what would you have said?”

I felt it like a punch—sharp, direct—right in my stomach.

I was passing behind them. I wanted to stop... but I couldn’t. Or I instantly felt it would have been too obvious.

I kept walking, heart racing, as if that whisper had nothing to do with me.

It caught me off guard that they were still talking about the game. That they hadn’t closed it. That they hadn’t buried it. As if there were still cards left to turn over. As if Irene hadn’t already said enough...

I went into the bathroom and closed the door carefully, without a sound. I leaned on the sink for a second. Took a deep breath. I looked at myself in the mirror and didn’t like what I saw: a mixture of excitement, jealousy, and fear I hadn’t processed.

I unbuttoned my pants, but it took a while before I could pee. My head was somewhere else. On the answer I hadn’t heard. On Marta’s tone. On the silence that Irene was surely filling somehow.

Then it hit me. The idea appeared the way the worst ones always do: late and with too much clarity.

I pulled my phone out of my pocket and unlocked it. I shouldn’t have. Not there. Not at that moment. It could wait. I could do it later, calmly. But I didn’t want to.

I opened social media.

I searched for the gym. It was a chain with locations all over the country, so I had to find the specific profile for the one in our city. It didn’t take long. My fingers moved deftly across the screen.

I looked at who followed the gym. Quickly realized it was better to do it the other way around: who they followed. I scrolled through names. Photos. Impersonal accounts. Normal people. Sweaty people. Motivational quotes.

My heart was pounding.

I was standing there, next to the sink, dick still out, trembling like an idiot, aware that I was going to miss the grapes for an investigation I could do at any other time... and still, I couldn’t stop.

And then I saw him.

I recognized him from the photo.

Boom.

Alberto_imTheMan.

What the hell kind of name was that?

I clicked in.

A flood of photos hit me in the face. Shirts pulled up. Six-packs. Not the kind you drink. Abs chiseled to the point of absurdity. Flexed arms. Sweat. Mirrors. Stationary bikes. Dumbbells. Bars. More bars. More muscles.

I swiped quickly through the screen.

More abs. More weights. More carefully posed shots. More of everything.

And then I saw it.

Double boom.

Followers you know: Irene.pm.

Not Irene-your-fucking-mother, not Irene-prime-minister.

It was Irene Pérez Martín. As in, Irene… my girlfriend.

I felt a hollow ache in my chest. Suspicion confirmed.

I scrolled through the photos even faster, as if I could somehow erase them. As if I weren't already storing them somewhere in my head they'd never leave.

“Damn it, Irene…” I muttered under my breath. “Why are you following this guy?”

I checked the time.

11:57 PM.

Three minutes.

I locked my phone with a snap. Tucked myself back in, zipped up with clumsy hands. Washed my hands without looking in the mirror this time.

I opened the bathroom door and stepped out.

The living room was more chaotic than I'd left it. More noise. More movement. Marta was bustling around with over-the-top energy, almost theatrical. She was handing out glasses of grapes, one for each person. Glasses. Not plates.

Why glasses and not plates? I thought. I didn't say anything. I wasn't going to say anything. I suddenly remembered my New Year's resolution—it was almost midnight, I had to start practicing.

That's when I felt Irene's gaze.

A quick, direct look, with that expression of hers somewhere between reproach and affection, as if to say, where have you been?

Marta handed me one of those glasses without even looking at me. I took the grapes. Cold. Like her toward me, like me toward her.

“The fat chef and the tacky chick flashing her tits again?” Marta said, looking at the TV.

“Well, he's not that fat anymore…” Irene said, seeming unsure whether to sit on the couch next to them or stay standing like me.

“He's still fat in the head. I mean, even if he loses weight, he's got the head and face of a fat guy,” Marta declared, clutching her glass of grapes, sitting next to David.

Sitting down, she made him look even smaller; she seemed even more corpulent and he even more scrawny.

I had to smile at the irony—she of all people talking about big heads and having a fat person's face without actually being fat.

David turned up the volume.

Marta leaned forward.

Irene came closer to me, taking a couple of steps, gliding over in her bunny slippers.

“Monicreque…” she whispered affectionately.

“What…”

“What were you doing in the bathroom so long… jerking off or what?”

I glanced at her sideways. I was going to confront her, change the subject completely.

But she was too beautiful. She was, too beautiful.

I focused on one of her cheeks, the one with two dark moles exactly a centimeter apart. Two identical moles. All the times we'd told each other those moles were her and me.

All the times we'd said there was no tattoo in the world like that.

I sighed. Those six-pack abs were still burned into my eyes, but I loved her too much. Too much to ruin the moment.

“I only put eight grapes in for you… so you'd have time this year,” she whispered suddenly.

Yeah right…, I told myself, and lifted the glass to count them in my head.

I instantly heard a laugh and felt an elbow in my ribs.

“No, dummy… why would I put eight?”

“How should I know…” I whispered.

“Shhhhhhh!” Marta shushed us.

On TV, the chimes.

The ball dropping.

The presenter in her dress, showing off her tits. The chef, almost thin now, but with a fat guy's face.

Irene beside me. Irene, my girlfriend, the one who likes to be “covered.”

The quarter chimes.

On the couch, the jerk-off with the HMH threesome fantasy; his wife, the hefty one craving black cock.

Final stretch: Irene, affectionate, smelling of something sweet but not too much, glowing in her loud pajamas, adorable in her bunny slippers, sexy with her tits showing through the pajama top.

“Dong…”

First chime.

Wet sounds of saliva. Urgent chewing.

My jaw working overtime. Like my mind: spinning, Alberto, weights, dumbbells.

“Dong…”

…

“Dong…”

Irene laughing. She elbows me.

The bitch is always faster than me.

An accusatory, teasing “damn, you swallow fast, bitch” echoes in my mind, but I don’t even try to say it; I have three grapes in my mouth. I don’t think I’ve swallowed even the first one.

“Dong…”

Irene keeps laughing. Keeps elbowing me. Both of us standing at an angle to the TV.

Irene breathes through her nose and keeps laughing.

I’m dying of love. I want to kiss her.

I think I’ve “already” swallowed two grapes.

“Dong…”

…

“Dong…”

Irene holds back, but inside, I don’t know why, she’s laughing. Her friend is completely serious, focused. Her huge nipples still straining against her black tank top. Irene, less powerful and hefty but equally voluptuous, still showing nipple for no apparent reason.

“Dong…”

My jaw maxed out, like my mind, remembering that whisper from Marta: “And you… on the one about… Is there something you’ve never asked your partner out of embarrassment?… what would you have said?”

“Dong…”

What did Irene say to that?

I was sure she had answered.

“Dong…”

Why do you follow that beefcake Alberto…? Have you talked to him? Do you talk to him? Do you message each other?

Does he check out your ass?

“Dong…”

Your maroon leggings. Fuck, Irene, your amazing ass in your maroon leggings…

He checks out your ass.

You know it.

Do you encourage it?

“Dong…”

And the last one:

“DONG!!”

Shouts.

Applause.

Marta set her glass down hard on the coffee table. Her mouth looked empty.

David was setting his glass down too. He hadn’t done badly either.

I’d rallied in the last few and swallowed everything too.

Irene turned toward me.

We looked at each other.

Mouths clear.

We moved closer.

Clear intentions.

The kiss came fast. Clean. Mutual.

Her lips.

The moisture from the grapes.

A slight aftertaste of alcohol.

And then, as always and like the first time: the electricity.

The electricity of Irene’s kisses was unparalleled. They sent your heart into orbit. If she rewarded you with a caress on your face, you entered another dimension.

We wanted to touch each other, but could only do it with our free hand: my face, her hip, my chest, her neck, my hair, her long hair. Things were heating up, fueled by the commotion, the adrenaline, the alcohol… and, clearly, at least on my part, those confessions.

Saliva. Passion.

Her tongue.

A fleeting brush across her breasts. My hand feeling, over the magenta satin, that hard, huge nipple.

Her little twist, her tiny gasp.

Her hand pushing me away.

Our bodies separating.

Our eyes, looking at each other; the TV in the background; the most expensive commercials.

My Sioux princess, that girl… that preppy girl from Sierra Nevada.

Her lips.

The most immense love.

And, suddenly, her smile.

Her smile and, then, her laugh.

We looked, but not at each other; suddenly, out of the corner of our eyes.

At the couch.

Those two.

The two of them.

Fooling around.

Her almost on top of him.

Her big body.

Her huge tits.

The IT guy overwhelmed.

The little nerd crushed beneath her.

Fuck, she’s gonna screw him right here…

Irene’s smiles. My smiles.

We look at each other again.

My urge to kiss her again.

My urge to make love to her.

My urge to forget our fantasies.

…

…

The fear that someday they might come true.


6. I'm Telling You.

Irene wasn't one to show her love with words. Neither was I. No sweethearts or darlings. No I love you every time we hung up the phone, like those over-the-top people. Why talk when we have eyes, when we have gazes? That's how she showed her love.

She showed she was getting drunk by carrying the beer bottle everywhere.

And that's how we entered the bedroom: me with my hands free; her with another eleven ounces barely cracked open.

Fortunately, the making out, the grinding, had lasted only a few more seconds, after which Marta had decided that since they couldn't finish, better to leave it alone. David sat up and caught his breath after the onslaught. An agonized gasp that was audible even from where we stood.

“Twelve-thirty, at the door.” That had been Marta's instruction. Twenty-five minutes to change clothes and spruce up a bit. I had the feeling Irene was going to squeeze every second out of that time; for me, twenty-four of those twenty-five minutes were more than I needed.

The bedroom, for a guest room, was spacious. Still, no matter how big a bedroom is, I always feel like I'm in the way when Irene tries on clothes.

Black dress, short, no cleavage. Navy blue dress, satiny, with more cleavage and longer. Black skirt. White silk blouse. Silver sequined miniskirt. Burgundy dress pants. Asymmetrical white top that covered only one shoulder… I simply swapped my white t-shirt (which I'd also wear the next day) for a blue shirt, while she spread across the bed about six or seven possible outfits for a single night.

She reached for one of the buttons on her pajama top and I, seeing where this was going, said:

“You're not thinking of trying all that on again, are you?”

“What do you mean again?” she asked.

“Again, because you've already worn all those clothes before… and you already know how they look on you.”

“Yes, I know how they look, but I don't know how I'll look in them today…” she said, as if that made any sense.

“Irene. Seriously. Think about which one you feel like wearing… before putting anything on. That's it.”

Obviously, I wasn't going to convince her of anything. But there was something in me, my pragmatic self—that self we all have that suffers when witnessing or believing we're witnessing something absurd—that compelled me to at least try to make her see reason.

But even if I hadn't convinced her, at least I'd managed to make her pause for a moment in silence, looking at all those clothes on the wide bed; maybe I'd even gotten her to discard a couple of outfits.

And then, out of nowhere, we heard something: something foreign, strange; distant yet close at the same time.

“Ahhh…”

A moan. Shameless pleasure. As if the world were ending.

A woman's moan.

My gaze met Irene's, both of us standing, each on one side of the bed.

She widened her eyes exaggeratedly, comically.

A second of silence. Two.

A whisper from Irene:

“No way…”

I instantly understood what she meant.

I began circling the bed, moving slowly, stealthily, toward her, and whispered:

“I think it came from upstairs…”

We fell silent. There was always something nerve-wracking and mischievous about hearing someone have sex. In fact, not even two months ago we'd overheard a good session in a hotel; it had gotten us pretty worked up.

“You think?” said Irene, who hadn't moved since that moan, while I was already positioning myself next to her.

“Ahhh…” came again, but quieter this time. And yes, undoubtedly, it came from the floor above; so clearly that both of us, instinctively, looked up, as if we could see through the ceiling.

That wasn't the only thing that was instinctive: her confessions, that rebellious nipple, her damn magenta pajamas…

All together, it was too much.

My hands went to her curves.

“Hey, hey… what are you doing… are you an octopus or what?” Irene whispered, half combative, half playful.

Despite her squirming, I managed to position myself behind her. My crotch against her thin pajama pants. My arms wrapped around her waist. My chin resting on one of her shoulders.

Both of us still. Waiting for the next moan.

And then, though I knew I could hardly convince her, I whispered:

“Why don't we use these twenty minutes… for something else… instead of you trying all this on?”

“Ha. No way,” she answered playfully, but she didn't push me away.

And more silence. Maybe she was more curious and I was more aroused, but I felt we both wanted to hear at least one or two more moans.

From behind her, I breathed in her neck, her hair, and closed my eyes.

They were strange, intimate moments. I think both of us, after ten almost uninterrupted hours of socializing, needed that.

And maybe unconsciously, I'd planned to open Pandora's box at the party… but I couldn't hold back.

With my chin still resting on her shoulder, as we kept waiting for the third moan, I whispered:

“Alberto underscore i am the man…”

Her spinning instructor's social media handle.

Caught.

Totally caught.

She stayed still. She didn't seem to feel the blow. Maybe it showed on her face, but I couldn't see it.

“You-are-such-a-gos-sip…” she whispered, marking each syllable.

And more silence.

She still wasn't pulling away.

The neighbor upstairs still hadn't moaned again.

And then, a sound—but this time from the other side of the wall: a sliding closet door closing.

We both swallowed. False alarm.

And more silence.

“And what about you, huh? What's this about a college girlfriend… fantasizing about…?”

“Shh… We were on Alberto the man,” I interrupted her.

“Mmm, you're so annoying… What do you want to know? Why I follow him? He sent me a friend request and I felt obligated to accept… That's all there is to it.”

“Have you talked?” I whispered to her, and I moved my hands a little, slipping them under her pajama top, touching skin, touching her belly.

“Like private messages and stuff?”

“Yeah…”

“Well no… And you can look at my phone if you want.”

“You could have deleted them.”

“Oh, Diego, you know I'm not like that,” she protested, though still in a soft tone.

“And in person?” I asked, my hands climbing up her torso.

“In person what? If we talk in person? Well yeah. Yes and no. I mean, the normal stuff. What you talk about at a gym with anyone…”

“Yeah… yeah…” I whispered.

“Seriously… you're so silly…” she complained, but again with sweetness.

And then I couldn't hold back: one of my hands moved up with purpose, with a slowness that wasn't hesitation but savoring, seeking the exact shape, and I felt the warm weight of her breast settle into my palm—full, generous, alive, sensitive, reacting to my touch as if it had been waiting for it. Irene tensed for barely a second and then let herself go, leaning her back against me, breathing more deeply, surrendering that weight without resistance. The fabric of her pajamas flowed loose and brushed the back of my hand; it no longer protected anything, only accompanied. My thumb grazed the ridge of her areola, then the hardened nub of her nipple, pausing just long enough to savor that firmness, and she let out a short, involuntary sigh—a tiny sound that confirmed the contact had been direct and precise, as if her body had spoken before she did.

“Stop…” she protested, breathless.

“I'll stop… if you tell me… what's this about muscular guys… about… 'a big body to cover me…' and what's going on with Alberto specifically…” I whispered in her ear, while I caressed that breast with my fingertips.

“Nothing's… going on… with Alberto…” she whispered, feigning composure, but I felt her melting.

The neighbor upstairs seemed to have stopped. In the adjoining bedroom, the shuffling of closet doors continued. As for us, I was caressing that breast and nibbling her earlobe with slow, sucking bites, almost slipping my tongue in from time to time… and she responded with small whimpers, tilting her head, offering me more neck.

“Sure?” I insisted.

“Yes…”

“You wouldn't want something to happen with him…?”

“No… you're crazy…”

I whispered to her and felt her slipping away—I wasn't going to get a confession this way.

Then I raised my other hand. First I noticed the heat radiating from her body, heat that had been trapped under the fabric, and then the dense softness, a living weight that didn't resist but yielded, seeming to settle on its own. They were symmetrical without being identical, equal and different at once; they hung with a gentle gravity, shifting barely forward when she breathed more deeply. There was a minimal trace of sweat, almost imperceptible, that made the skin even smoother, more real, and my fingers understood before I did that mixture of exuberance and tenderness that had always disarmed me. I didn't hesitate to find her nipples, already erect and tense, enjoying their firm definition, how they stood out boldly, two distinct points that crowned her femininity. Each hand on a breast. But I wasn't squeezing them, wasn't gripping them: I was caressing them with my fingertips and, subtly, with my palm, my touch so light it almost hovered over her skin; her loose pajama top allowed me to move with complete freedom.

“Mm-nm… Stop,” she purred.

So I decided to try a different approach. Not with my hands, but with my words. Attack from an angle that might make it easier for her to open up.

And then I whispered:

“Is there something you've never asked your partner out of embarrassment…?”

The question Marta had asked her.

My masterstroke.

…

I felt her tremble.

But I felt her smile.

The feel of her breasts, heavy, large, soft, was driving me crazy.

“You're so… nosy… aren't you.”

I didn't respond.

More silence.

More gentle caresses on her breasts.

“Do you want me to say yes…?” she murmured, and finally moved her hands: she brought them forward, over mine, but hers stayed on top of the pajamas.

Her breast, my hand, the fabric of her pajamas, her hand.

Times two.

My silence was forcing her to confess. The alcohol helped too, and the game, and the unfamiliar house…

“Tell you what…?” she teased, and my heart began to pound.

“Well yeah… That would be nice.”

Irene gently pushed my hands away and began to turn around.

And she leaned in, then stood on tiptoes… and gave me a quick peck on the lips.

A perfect kiss that made a soft, intimate sound.

And then she stepped back a little. She pushed back the wide sleeve of her pajamas to check her wristwatch, glanced at the time, sighed softly, and after a second of silence, whispered:

“Okay, I'll tell you.”


7. In Three Moves.

Direct confession.

Shy, halting, but direct.

Whispered while she wrapped her arms around me, practically hanging off me.

Also a college ex, like the fantasy I’d confessed during the game; neither of us kept track. We didn’t know everything about each other. Who hasn’t had six or seven short but intense relationships during those years? Four years of a Fashion Design degree plus two more in a technical program for pattern-making and garment production gave plenty of opportunities to even the least adventurous. No, it’s not all women and gay men in that world.

“You really used to do that with that guy?” I asked, agitated, excited, while she turned away and retreated to her beer bottle on the nightstand.

She took a drink, standing three steps away, then answered, “Sometimes.”

She set down the bottle and turned back around.

It didn’t bother me, but I was surprised she “hadn’t asked me out of embarrassment”—especially since she’d already done it with someone else years before.

I moved a little closer. I stared at her openly. She looked gorgeous. That magenta pajama set, loose, almost masculine—I couldn’t understand how she made it look so feminine—fit her obscenely well: the fabric hung loose yet still betrayed her curves; her firm, full breasts—now both nipples visible under the silk, not just one—her black hair, straight, falling over her shoulders; her lips, perfect, full, with that cupid’s bow shape that seemed sculpted by a Renaissance master.

She pushed back the wide sleeve of the pajama jacket, baring her wrist to check the time, as if confirming something she already knew. She sighed.

Then she shifted her gaze toward the bed, toward the clothes laid out, waiting for a decision.

“Ugh… we don’t have time,” she said. “And damn, Marta’s in such a rush… right?”

I moved another step closer, already feeling the heat radiating from her body without even touching her.

“No, no… wait,” I said. “Tell me exactly how that thing about…”

I fell silent. I hesitated. I felt absurdly embarrassed to say it out loud, using the same words she had.

I brushed her hair aside carefully, exposing her neck.

“Come on, Diego…” she protested with a tired smile. “We don’t have time.”

But she didn’t move.

I felt compelled to say it then, to keep her there, to hold her attention.

“Wait… wait… tell me exactly how that worked… playing submissive.”

She looked me in the eyes, steadily, with a half smile, though her expression twisted slightly.

She saw it coming and let me know:

“We’re not doing that now… Diego.”

“Why not?” I whispered, facing her, placing my hands on her hips.

“Well, because… one: we don’t have time. Two: we don’t have the… tools. And three: they’re right next door.”

“What tools?”

“Ugh… Diego… don’t get me started.”

“No, tell me.”

“Nothing special. Something for the wrists… A blindfold,” she confessed, without blushing too much.

“Well, you can just close your eyes…”

“No, Diego, come on. Tomorrow, at home, we’ll try some things…” she said, trying to shut it down, and gave me a quick, skillful tap on my crotch—subtle but surprising.

“Ow,” I exaggerated.

“Silly,” she whispered, and turned her face toward the bed again, but didn’t push me away.

I stayed there. Too close for this to be just a conversation. My hands rose slowly, gently, settling on her chest through the pajamas, feeling the heat building under the fabric.

She let me… and then I slid my fingers just barely, just enough to tease, and unbuttoned one of the jacket buttons. Just one. Enough to slip a finger between her breasts and feel her warm skin.

“You’re a little sweaty…” I murmured.

“Diego… seriously,” she whispered. “Stop…”

But she didn’t pull away. She turned her face toward me, slowly, as if the gesture were a small, measured surrender.

And then I kissed her.

It wasn’t a brief or proper kiss. It was an open, wet kiss, with tongue—the kind that doesn’t ask permission and leaves no doubt. I felt her breathing quicken against my mouth, her body tense for a second before relaxing again, as if time—that time we didn’t have—had decided to grant us a brief reprieve.

Her breath, her wetness, her tongue, our faces tilting; me squeezing her breasts, her wrapping her arms around me. That tongue, that electricity—I felt it through my whole body. Something stirred between my legs, straining against my pants.

The kiss broke then, just enough to press our hot, damp cheeks together, just enough to kiss there and then lower, on a neck I knew was her weak spot; the fullness of her breasts filled my palms, her nipples straining defiantly through the magenta silk, almost digging into my palms.

“Stop…” she purred in a breathless gasp I knew very well.

I knew that if we were alone and had time, we would have already tumbled onto the occupied bed or the open floor.

“Mmm…! Stop…” she protested weakly as I bit her neck again and squeezed one of her breasts aggressively.

“Come on… let’s play that game… one minute… Just one minute…” I whispered between bites.

I really didn’t expect her to agree. I figured she’d refuse two or three more times until she managed to put a stop to it all, but then she whispered:

“One minute… Just one minute.”

I was surprised. I stopped biting. I stopped squeezing.

I released her.

And I looked at her.

She stood there flushed, one button of her pajama top undone, and swept her hair back before whispering:

“We can only do one thing from the submissive game.”

I gave her a puzzled look.

“Because, obviously, we’re not going to start fucking,” she continued, her voice barely above a whisper.

We stared at each other. Intently.

She moved closer and whispered in my ear:

“You have to order me…”

It was obvious. I had to give orders. And I was horny as hell, but at the same time her request had caught me off guard.

I was afraid of overacting.

Then we heard a door. Footsteps. Then another door.

Someone—either Marta or David—had left the adjacent bedroom and gone to the hallway bathroom.

We didn’t have time.

I grabbed Irene by the neck, leaned toward her, and ordered her to do the only thing that could be done. The one thing we had a minute for.

“Wow…” Irene sighed after hearing me, amused but aroused, and took half a step back.

Bringing my hands to my pants, I completed the rest of the order:

“Come on, get over there, get on your knees.”

I sounded strange to myself, exaggerated, but the arousal and the rush pushed past my doubts.

I was opening my belt, and the button, and pulling down my zipper.

She was kneeling… but we didn’t have a blindfold for her eyes; this was definitely far from perfect.

I felt an immense thrill seeing her like that, kneeling, effectively submissive; that face was impeccable, precise: her gaze warm, shy, overwhelmed. There was no acting, but there was memory; practice.

My cock sprang out swollen above my underwear.

And then she, after taking in the average size, the growing thickness, that moderate hardening and that tip half-exposed and half-wet…

Did it.

Serious.

Impeccable.

In three movements.

One: eyes lowered.

Two: arms behind her back.

Three: face raised.

A perfect submissive. A trembling expression. A pose of surrender.

The thrill made me tremble. Not because of the moment, but because there had been other moments.

With another.

With another before me.

Irene. My Sioux princess in her young, innocent version, receiving her lover like this. Obeying him like this…

…Humiliating herself like this.

And then I took half a step toward her, and a strangely furious thrill took hold of me, and I whispered:

“Fuck… open that pretty little mouth.”

Little mouth. Not mouth. Little mouth.

Me, suddenly possessed.

I didn’t understand what was happening to me.

And I didn’t understand how she agreed to this rush, this risk, this humiliation, however controlled it might be.

And she obeyed.

Her lips parted slowly, with that deliberate slowness that turns a simple gesture into something obscene. It wasn’t a wide, desperate opening; it was subtle, almost shy: the tip of her tongue barely visible, resting on the lower edge, as if waiting for further instructions.

I stayed still for a second, just looking at her.

Kneeling in front of me, arms crossed behind her back—without my asking—the magenta pajamas hanging loose from her shoulders, pulled back by an open button that revealed a glimpse of the inner curve of a breast rising and falling with short breaths. Her black hair fell in perfect strands on both sides of her face, framing an expression that was equal parts surrender and restrained defiance.

“Fuck…” I muttered. I’d seen her more surrendered before, more turned on, but never like this—something morbid about it, yes, but also deeply unsettling.

Her face lifted toward me for an instant, eyes closed, before lowering again. She said nothing. Just kept her mouth half-open, waiting.

I took another half step and forced the contact: the tip of my cock barely grazed the edge of her lower lip. She trembled in surprise, proving her closed eyes weren’t cheating, but she didn’t move. Didn’t pull back or lunge forward. She stayed exactly where she was, motionless, receiving the contact as if it were just another command.

My cock was growing, hardening, fast.

And then she acted: the heat of her breath reached me first, warm and quick. Then her tongue: flat, hot, slow. She pressed it against me from below, tracing the underside of the head in a long, almost reverent stroke. A small sound escaped through her nose, something between a sigh and a stifled moan.

Then she opened her mouth a little wider.

Her lips slid around the head, enveloping it with soft but firm pressure. She didn’t suck right away; first she sealed her lips around it, as if memorizing the shape, the thickness, the texture. Only then did she start to descend, millimeter by millimeter, letting saliva pool and ease the way. Her tongue never stopped: pressing from below, licking in small circles around the frenulum, flattening to make room.

I rested one hand on her head, just letting it sit there, feeling her hair slide between my fingers each time she moved. My other hand hung limp at my side; my knees trembled slightly.

She picked up speed, but only slightly. It wasn’t brutal back-and-forth, wasn’t excess or frenetic rhythm. It was precise. Controlled. Each descent a little deeper than the last, each rise accompanied by a gentle suction that made the skin tense and the head swell inside her mouth. She’d completely peeled back my foreskin without even trying—just through the mechanics of it, the friction alone.

When she got almost to the base—not all the way, but enough for me to feel the constriction of her throat—she paused for a second, breathed through her nose, and rose again, leaving a trail of saliva along the entire length of my shaft.

The friction, the wetness, the texture of her lips… it all built into immense pleasure.

And then, since there was no blindfold, she opened her eyes and looked up at me.

Just for an instant. Her eyes were large, slightly watery from the effort. No plea there, no shame. Something more dangerous: acceptance of a lesser role, acceptance of being aroused by submission.

She closed her eyes and went down again, more decisively this time. I felt her open her throat, relax her muscles, and for a few glorious seconds she took me whole. Nose against my pubis, lips pressed to the base, hot breath escaping in bursts through her nostrils. She stayed there three, four eternal seconds. I’d never wondered if she could do it. I’d never seen her try. I never would have imagined she’d give me this.

Then she pulled back slowly, letting the thick saliva slide along the entire length, shiny and obscene.

When she finally released me, she gasped once, mouth open, tongue out for an instant, before taking me again. This time with more rhythm. Forward and back, sucking at the tip, licking in circles, going down again. Her hands still behind her back. Her breasts swaying, threatening to spill from the neckline of her pajama top.

I swallowed my moans, my gasps. Kept myself silent, as best I could.

And I heard distant footsteps again. The bathroom water. Someone coming back.

One minute, she’d said.

We were pushing the limit.

I tightened my fingers in her hair.

“Irene…” I whispered, my voice breaking. “I’m going to come if you keep this up.”

But she didn’t stop. If anything, she sped up, sucking harder on the upstroke, letting her lips make a soft, wet sound each time they reached the tip. Her tongue grew more insistent on the frenulum, pressing right where she knew it drove me crazy.

I looked at her one last time: kneeling, hair disheveled, cheeks flushed, lips swollen and shiny, her pajama unbuttoned to reveal the upper curve of her breasts, rising and falling with each sway of her torso.

And then I felt it rising, inevitable.

“Fuck…” I moaned, low.

I was going to come.

My cock tensed.

It throbbed inside her mouth…

And right at that instant, she stopped. Stopped and withdrew her mouth slowly, so slowly, letting my cock slide out slick and shiny with saliva, the tip swollen to bursting. She didn’t release it completely—kept her lips barely grazing the head, as if she wanted to prolong the torment.

A thick strand of saliva mixed with precum formed instantly between the tip of my cock and her lower lip. She began to pull back and that watery mixture stretched, trembling, then broke. It fell in a heavy drop that landed squarely on the open neckline of her magenta pajamas. A foamy stain that spread quickly between her breasts, where her skin glistened with sweat and heat.

My cock hung free, alone, throbbing in the air. Harder than ever, red, shiny, veins standing out, the tip dripping.

She looked down at the stain she’d left on her neckline.

She didn’t wipe it off.

She stood up calmly, almost elegantly, the thick drop between her breasts, the pajama top pulled back slightly, her tousled hair falling over her shoulders down her back.

She looked me in the eyes from inches away.

And whispered, her voice tender and low, almost right against my ear:

“That’s what it would be like, more or less… playing submissive.”

“Like that?” I stammered, feeling like one or two strokes of my cock would make me come.

“Well… not exactly like that… You’d have to give more orders… Be rougher.”

Rougher.

Holy shit.

…

“Anyway. You tell me. So. What should I wear?”

“Fuck… Irene…” I protested, frustrated at being left like that.

“What? Tell me. Come on,” she said, looking toward the clothes spread out on the bed, as if she hadn’t just sucked me off in a way she’d never done before—not even close; as if she hadn’t left me a millisecond from coming, as if my hard cock wasn’t pointing at the ceiling a foot and a half away from her.

I looked at her clothes.

I pictured the party.

I imagined walking into the bathroom with her at that house I didn’t know yet.

And then I whispered:

“Wear whatever’s most… accessible.”

“Accessible for what?” she asked.

“Not for what… For whom…” I whispered, trying to tuck my swollen cock back into my underwear.

“You’re so clever…” she protested playfully.

And then she picked up the silver sequined miniskirt.

It was really short.

I imagined myself in some random bathroom… against some random sink… hiking up that miniskirt without hesitation or gentleness.

“That one… with the gift,” I told her.

She turned then, skirt in her hands.

“You’re crazy… No way,” she answered.

“Come on…” I insisted.

She set the skirt on the bed.

“Come on, Irene… It could be killer…” I provoked.

She sighed.

She smoothed her hair.

With my cock still showing, I could feel her hesitating.

“Let’s see…” she began, wavering. “Mmm… I can put it in my purse and we’ll see how the night goes.”

My heart raced.

I tucked my cock back into my pants.

I watched her out of the corner of my eye as I covered myself.

What she’d just said was exactly what I wanted to hear.


8. Watching Her Exist.

The bedroom was full of things: clothes, hurry, promises, suspicions, and small decisions that weren't so small.

Irene discarded, hung things in the closet, drank; her bottle made a hollow sound when she set it on the nightstand, then back to the beginning. Of the twenty-five minutes we had to change, only five remained. Only five remained for her.

My girlfriend took off her pajama top, discreetly turning her back to me, as always, as if I hadn't seen it all so many times, and put on a bra that was delicate along the edges but sturdy enough for what it had to hold. I debated between giving her privacy and enjoying that dance of movements, touches of hair, folding of clothes, and countless graceful motions that hypnotized me with their involuntary eroticism and, at the same time, made me feel at home.

Everything was familiar and, at the same time, it wasn't. I looked at that pajama top, satiny, magenta, lying on the bed, and felt a strangely fetishistic impulse and, for a moment, I felt—or wanted to feel—outside of us, outside of our relationship. For an instant I imagined being David and wanted to feel what it would be like to see, admire, even spy on Irene… Irene without knowing her. Irene without being her boyfriend. Irene without having made love to her so many times. Turning her into a myth through sexuality, not through love. Who could blame David, or any husband, for going crazy having that guest in his house? Who could blame him for seeing those pajamas and wanting to touch them, wanting to smell them, wanting to imagine not the madness of being inside her, but just getting close to her? And that's why I thought about the mere pajama top, not even the most forbidden and sexual things, like her lingerie or her panties. No. The mere adoration of breathing in her body scent from the pajamas—from her back, from her breasts. A sexual admiration, but a lesser one. As if aspiring to something more explicit might break something.

My girlfriend, so familiar to me, was getting dressed, and my mind drifted toward that dirty guilt of desiring the impossible—of rubbing yourself against the textures and scents of the stunning, gorgeous woman who had appeared in your home by pure chance.

Footsteps in the hallway. The clack of stiff winter shoes. Comings and goings. Mirrors. Trying things on.

Marta and David were practically announcing, with all that pacing around the entryway, that they were already waiting for us.

“Are you going to wear a coat?” Irene whispered to me.

“I guess so, right? It'll be like fifty degrees.”

“I don't know, though. I think we're going door to door. I might skip it. I don't know about them…” she said while hanging a dress in the closet.

I, who knew her like the back of my hand, knew what she meant by that “I don't know about them.” More than seeking confirmation, she was seeking privacy. Irene was very particular about her time, her space, especially in moments of stress, and for Irene, getting dressed for a party definitely qualified as a moment of stress.

“I'll ask them…” I whispered, and started walking toward the bedroom door.

As I stepped into the hallway, the murmur of the house reached me immediately: muffled voices, footsteps, the jingle of keys. The light felt colder, less domestic, as if the apartment had anticipated the evening and switched to night mode, event mode.

Marta had her back to me at first, facing the entrance mirror, adjusting her dress with a focused gesture. In heels she seemed even more imposing, bigger. The dark green dress, dripping with shimmer, hugged her torso like a piece of fine metalwork: an elaborate dress; the bodice almost evoked a corset, with sparkles that caught the light. The hem was short, showing off her ass, showing off her thighs, showing off power. It was a New Year's Eve dress “done right.” The kind that shows off not only curves and authority but expectations.

She looked at herself in profile, tilted her head, checked the neckline with almost clinical precision.

She didn't care that I was watching her. Or pretended not to. Maybe she thought I was gawking or licking my lips at the sight of those hundred-and-sixty-some pounds of woman squeezed into rhinestones. If so, she was dead wrong.

David was off to one side, leaning near the entrance closet. He was wearing a gray sweater. Gray like him. The first thing I thought was that he didn't clash; the second, that something was off. It took me a second to realize: he'd put in contacts. They didn't make him look more graceful or more approachable. On the contrary. They made his gaze stranger, as if his eyes weren't comfortable without that minimal barrier, as if all of him missed having some protection.

“Everything okay here?” I asked, feeling a bit idiotic.

The question had been absurd, and it came out that way. Irene really was not just the connection here—she was my anchor.

They didn't even flinch.

I tried to recover:

“Are you guys wearing coats?”

Marta, who by rank and personality should have been the one to answer, didn't.

The cold war was on. I remembered that answer from the game: this woman neither forgives nor forgets.

“No… We're not wearing them,” David whispered. “It's in an office building area… days like today you park like a dream.”

Like a dream…

That like a dream sounded really weird to me.

Enough already, Diego. New Year's resolution, and you can't stop tearing them apart.

Marta, finally pulling her gaze from her reflection, said:

“Well. Ready to go. Irene?”

“She’s coming out now,” I answered.

She’s coming out now, please…

I needed my anchor.

Besides, the whole black cock and two-guys-one-girl threesome thing wasn’t the kind of confession that brings people closer—it pushes them apart. Maybe it was unfair, but my fantasy seemed more typical to me, more normal.

I couldn’t help it—they seemed like a couple of freaks.

Fifteen seconds of silence was all it took to send me fleeing to Irene. If everything was going as planned, she’d be dressed by now—final touches: hair, perfume, standing in front of the full-length mirror near the window. That’s what I imagined.

I opened the bedroom door carefully, almost stealthily, as if barging in might break the spell I already sensed before seeing her.

And there she was.

Just as I’d imagined. Exactly as I’d imagined during those fifteen seconds of silence in the hallway.

Irene in profile before the full-length mirror near the window. Not quite turned away, but not facing forward either—angled just enough that the reflection offered me her left profile while her actual body was exposed diagonally, vulnerable and dominant at once.

Utterly focused. Radiant. She didn’t turn when I entered; didn’t even acknowledge my presence with the slightest movement. She was in her own world—genuinely, not like Marta, who’d been putting on a bit of an act. She was truly there, in that sacred, selfish space where a woman becomes her own work of art.

And she’d gotten it right. Nailed it.

The silk blouse wasn’t exactly white—it leaned toward gold, more of a champagne shade, a pearlescent ivory. More evening, more festive than stark white, it looked almost translucent under the soft lamplight. The long sleeves fell with deliberate languor. She was debating whether to roll them up or leave them loose; her fingers moved slowly, folding the cuff once, releasing it, folding it again, the gesture reflected in the mirror like a hypnotic ritual.

The fabric clung to her torso with that damp caress only silk can give when the body is already warm, heightened by another’s touch that makes everything more intense. It was sheer just enough: the side curve of a breast pushing the blouse outward, the outline of her bra barely hinted at.

Silver sequined miniskirt. Impossibly short. Brutal. Every small movement made the sequins catch the light and throw it back in cold flashes, as if she were wearing a night sky made of ice. The skirt hugged her hips with obscene precision, then flared just slightly, leaving the outer curves of her thighs exposed. Golden thighs, with that eternal tan—a genetic gift—that seemed to absorb light rather than reflect it. Long, shapely legs ending in strappy heeled sandals, thin straps crossing over the instep and climbing to the ankle like subtle bindings.

Ass and tits. There was no other way to say it. That round, high, firm ass pushing the skirt upward from my angle; the left cheek perfectly outlined, the right one suggested by the curve that vanished into the mirror. Her tits, full and high, marking the silk with a roundness that made the blouse seem too thin, too honest.

Then the scent hit me. Not perfume yet—or maybe it was, but mixed with her real smell, that aroma of a woman in her prime, of warm skin, of sexuality. Shiny black hair falling down her back, caressing the blouse—or being caressed by it—in a contest of softness. Perfect lips painted a dark, matte red that looked even fuller from the reflection, more dangerous; Cupid’s bow tense as she barely bit the lower one, focused.

I stood frozen in the doorway. I couldn’t move.

It was absolute beauty. Devastating. An overwhelming delicacy that somehow also crushed you. I wanted to save that image forever, engrave it somewhere in my brain where it would never fade: Irene at three-quarters, focused, exuberant. A gift from some unjust god who had stolen beauty from twenty women—or fifty—to give it all to her. Everything. Without remorse. Without sharing.

I felt a lump in my throat. It wasn’t just desire. It was something deeper, dirtier and cleaner at once: admiration, envy, pride, rage, tenderness. I wanted to kneel before her and kiss her ankles. I wanted to rip the skirt off in one yank and fuck her against the mirror until the glass fogged up and then shattered. I wanted to stay there, motionless, breathing in her scent and watching her exist.

Then she raised an arm, slowly, to tuck a strand behind her ear. The sleeve slipped a bit, exposing the skin of her forearm—soft, golden. She hesitated again with the cuff. Folded it. Released it. And finally decided: she let it fall loose, as if the blouse itself had won the battle. Then she closed the cuff, adjusting it at her wrist and fastening the delicate button.

Only then did she turn her head a little more. Not completely. Just enough for her profile to be outlined against the mirror, for her eyes to find me in the reflection.

A tiny smile, barely a twitch at the corner of those perfect lips.

“What…?” she whispered, suddenly self-conscious that I was watching her.

I didn’t answer right away.

I just took a step toward her.

She wasn’t my girlfriend.

She was a fire in heels.

But a fire born of subtlety, of femininity, of something completely unintentional.

“So… coat or no coat?” she whispered.

“Looks like no,” I answered quickly.

And then my mind—lucid or sick—muttered:

“Nothing to cover you.”

To cover you.

A muscular body. To cover me.

Alberto.

Irene, who hadn't heard my muttered insult, turned toward the bed and rummaged through her toiletry bag.

Then she sprayed perfume on her neck in front of the mirror while I wondered why that fantasy had surfaced.

And then, with my heart in my throat, I whispered:

“About earlier… About the fantasies from the game… About the… muscular man thing… If you weren't with me…”

“What,” she said—or urged—in a low voice.

“Would you do it…? I mean. If you weren't with me… would you have sex with someone like that? With Alberto?”

Irene returned the perfume to the toiletry bag.

The subtle, elegant fragrance reached me.

Her silence after my question stabbed me.

…

…

And then, like someone who knows how to apply pressure without killing—nothing reveals more power than mercy—she passed by me, gave my waist an affectionate pat, circled the bed, grabbed her purse, and said:

“Come on. Let's go. I'm ready. I put your gift in my purse, but don't get me into trouble… or bug me every fifteen minutes… I'm not planning to risk it.”


9. Let’s Not Rush Things.

We left the apartment and I sensed that each of us had our own expectations for that night and that party: Marta, to get noticed; Irene, to have fun; David, to count the seconds until he could return to his refuge; and me, to try to get to know my own girlfriend better.

The dry cold enveloped us as soon as we stepped onto the landing; Marta had turned her apartment into a sauna, and now we were slapped with the reality that it was January first. I knew then that even though the transitions would be minimal—garage, a bit of street, elevators, and so on—we were going to suffer through them; perhaps Irene more than anyone: that miniskirt barely covered any flesh, and her delicate blouse, though it didn’t show much skin, looked so thin and light that for protection, it was practically nothing.

The elevator descended with a soft hum to the garage. Irene was asking Marta about the party, where it was, whose apartment it was. I could have sworn several of those questions had already been answered that afternoon.

Fortunately, the underground parking wasn’t exactly a shopping mall’s, and after walking about fifty feet, we were already getting into their car. A fairly new car, mid-range; bland and boring as hell.

David at the wheel, Marta beside him, immediately turning on the heat (those powerful thighs peeking out from under her green party dress needed protecting). Irene and me in back, like big kids.

Irene, Irene beside me; it felt strange, the two of us back there. One of her legs crossed over the other; the sequins on her miniskirt sparkled with the reflections of the garage lights as the car moved forward. Her breasts pressed against the blouse, creating a sensual silhouette; almost as if she were wearing nothing. Irene, Irene who gets turned on by muscular men, and maybe one muscular man in particular. Irene who had just sucked my cock until she’d nearly drained me, playing her submissive game; a game she’d played with another man, with another guy…

Something rose up through my body as I imagined her in a messy student apartment doing that. Doing that, but doing it right: blindfold over her eyes, arms behind her back, wrists tied, on her knees. And with a guy who, though young, wasn’t inexperienced; who, though beardless, knew how to play his cards. A boyfriend, or lover, rough around the edges; one of those who, beneath his naïve appearance, commanded her with authority.

Then a need began growing in me to know just how rough that guy was: what orders, what filthy things… what he called her… how he used that submissive who got off on being one.

Within seconds, as the car climbed the garage ramp, I was imagining, wanting to know… what his cock was like, how they fucked, how he tore orgasms from her.

Without warning, my cock swelled under my pants.

Her fantasy, the one about the muscular guy, yes. But mine was there too; or rather, it had been—or was being—unearthed. The thing is, I was starting to want to know, to know about her past. I wanted her to tell me.

I realized that we hadn’t just each confessed one fantasy, but two. Her wanting to be submissive and wanting to be covered by an enormous body (could they be combined?), me wanting to know and getting turned on by the information as my first fantasy, and witnessing a physical encounter between my partner and another man as the second. The difference between my two fantasies, though, was that the first had already been fulfilled several times and was undeniable, while the other, much more extreme, I often wrote off as just a mental jerk-off; something that really turned me on behind closed doors, but that I wouldn’t actually want to happen.

I wondered if Irene’s second fantasy was also one of those that stays inside.

No one was talking. We were giving ourselves a break from the laughter and chatter. The engine purred low and I felt the weight of fatigue in my eyelids, in my shoulders. The alcohol had left me with that soft, flat drunkenness; the kind that, if not topped up soon, would turn into drowsiness.

I turned my head, looked at Irene, who was gazing out the window. Marta had said the party was at a coworker’s place. It didn’t seem like they had much contact or were very close. I wondered if Marta could really be close friends with anyone; I’m not saying she didn’t have someone to call on any given day at four in the afternoon—what I wondered was whether she had anyone she could call, and who would actually pick up, at four in the morning.

Speaking of phones, Marta herself had been fiddling with hers for several minutes now. From my diagonal view in the back seat, I watched her typing and hesitating. Reading, typing, and hesitating.

At first I hadn’t thought much of it, but by the third time she touched her hair, I started to suspect something was going on.

Besides, David, who always seemed to be in his own world but, at the same time, completely aware of everything, kept glancing to his right.

Maybe I wanted to believe it, because seeing them tense, in some way, amused me; but it seemed like something was brewing there. That there was a secret, Marta’s alone or shared with David. And if that secret existed, it wasn’t the only one inside that car, because between my body and Irene’s sat my girlfriend’s dark purse, and inside—if she hadn’t lied to me just to make me happy, though I was convinced she hadn’t—was my gift; something that had originally been bought as a game for behind closed doors… but when the idea of “presenting it” in public came up, even discreetly, the thrill and transgression had skyrocketed.

I really only saw one scenario where Irene would dare, and that would be one where, for whatever reason, Marta and David were out of commission. She would never risk that kind of scandal in front of them; especially not with what she was wearing that night.

And then, breaking the silence, David murmured, turning toward Marta:

“Is he coming or not?”

“Shh,” she hushed him quickly. “Looks like it,” she answered in the faintest whisper, but the silence was so deathly that even that could be heard.

I felt Irene’s gaze immediately. I turned and saw her frowning, confused.

And it wasn’t so much what they said as how they said it—that attempt to hide something.

I raised my eyebrows in a no idea, their thing kind of way, downplaying it, though I wanted it to matter. The car kept up its quiet hum, like its driver, until a few seconds later—before I could register where we were—it stopped. Sure enough, parking was a breeze. We were in a neighborhood of apartment blocks, tall buildings with almost all the lights off. In fact, since we’d left the house, I hadn’t felt much New Year’s Eve energy on the road; same here. Maybe all the excitement would be waiting for us at the party. Who knows.

We got out of the car and a cold breeze picked up. Irene stood with her purse on her shoulder, arms tense and crossed: that shirt was a joke for a January night; that miniskirt, laughable for forty-something degrees. Marta, seeing her slighter friend already looking cold, tried to reassure her with a quick:

“It’s here. This entrance.”

Irene must have been relieved to hear that, but she didn’t uncross her arms. I glanced at her and thought there was something perversely attractive about her discomfort: something fragile, something innocent. She hadn’t meant to look that way, hadn’t dressed to please or excite; but someone who didn’t know her, seeing that miniskirt and that delicate shirt, might see a woman willing to sacrifice comfort for aesthetics, ease for image, and might think she was trying to draw attention, who knows, maybe even to excite, to tease, to provoke. I found myself hoping someone at the party would see it that way. That the night’s accidental cocktease would be my own girlfriend—that definitely had its appeal.

While Marta deciphered the intercom panel—modern buildings: why does everything have to be so complicated—Irene came to me. Warmth or contact, spark or play. All she needed was to purr like a wounded bird. I wrapped an arm around her, sheltering her, and planted a kiss on a cheek that had already cooled in the half minute we’d been out of the car.

“You smell good…” she whispered.

Hearing her made me realize I hadn’t put on any cologne.

“Eau de soap, water… and shower action,” I murmured back.

I felt her smile even though I couldn’t see it; her smile and her unspoken oh, you’re such a pig.

The door buzzed open.

We filed in almost single file, eager to leave the cold behind. The lobby was dim, clean, impersonal, with that neutral smell new buildings have—a mix of detergent and metal.

Marta headed straight for the elevator, confident, as if she’d been there a thousand times, though she hadn’t; I got the feeling she just liked to lead.

The doors closed with a muffled thud, and as soon as the elevator started up, Marta, checking herself in the mirror, huffed:

“We didn’t bring a single measly bottle of wine, David.”

David shrugged.

“Well… they didn’t ask us to bring anything,” he finally said.

Marta turned to face him.

“David, that’s not something you ask for. That’s something you do.”

The silence that followed was thick. Irene and I exchanged a knowing look—we were starting to realize these little clashes were normal. Marta grinding against a wall, really, because all her complaints seemed to go in one of David’s ears and out the other.

With every passing minute, I understood their relationship less.

That’s when, while I was still looking at Irene, I saw it.

It wasn’t a gesture, or any obvious movement. It was just there, simply present: the taut peak of a nipple, pushing through bra and silk, outlined with almost obscene precision beneath her shirt. The left one. The left one again.

What’s with that nipple? I thought, with a mix of absurd curiosity and instant arousal. And without meaning to, I found myself wishing it wouldn’t soften, that it would stay firm, betraying her. That later, under different lights, different eyes, someone else would see it.

That they would see it. The men at the party.

Maybe the women too.

I wondered if this accidental-cocktease-girlfriend thing was turning into another fantasy, the third one—going downhill with no brakes. Who knows. Or maybe it was the unfinished blowjob. You don’t do that to someone.

The elevator stopped with a slight sway. The doors opened onto a wide landing with a couple of closed doors. Strangely, the unmistakable sound of a party—muffled music, overlapping laughter, voices rising and falling like a tide—seemed to come from everywhere.

Marta, as if reading my mind, explained:

“Mommy and Daddy bought him both apartments and he knocked down the wall between them. I don’t think it matters which door we ring.”

“Rich kid with a huge place. Must be nice,” I thought.

We trailed after Marta (like a mama duck and her ducklings), and she rang the doorbell on the left. The sound was immediately swallowed by the music, which had grown fuller as we approached, as if the house were breathing outward.

We waited only a few seconds. Irene shifted her purse on her shoulder and I noticed her arms tense again—not from the cold this time, but from that pre-party anxiety of walking into a room full of strangers. Not that Irene was shy or insecure, but like me, she felt a certain discomfort and wariness of the unknown.

The door swung open and a blast of hot air—thick with perfume, alcohol, and something else I couldn't place—hit us in the face.

Whoever opened it seemed more like a random passerby than the actual host.

We crossed the threshold as if the noise were pulling us in. The door closed behind us and, with it, the last remnant of silence.

Inside, the cold was gone. The change was drastic. I thought about Irene's nipple.

I couldn't tell if it was the dim lighting, the music, the first faces and outfits I glimpsed, or something else intangible, but I immediately sensed this wasn't what I'd expected—though I hadn't bothered to imagine it.

The place was spacious but half-empty: barely fifteen people in scattered groups. The music was decent background noise, nothing more. It had seemed wilder out on the landing than it did inside.

Irene shifted beside me, her silver skirt catching flashes of light.

I didn't have to look at her to feel her disappointment.

A few more seconds of scanning the room. Marta had disappeared, maybe to find the host. David… with David, you never knew if he'd left or was still around.

Maybe because red was my favorite color, or because of all the literary associations with red dresses, my gaze landed on one across the wide living room—which looked like furniture had been cleared out—and on the blonde wearing it.

Next to her, someone.

Next to her, two hundred, maybe two-twenty pounds.

Next to her, a man in a blue shirt—not a medium like mine, but an XXL.

I glanced at Irene. She wasn't looking at that enormous back.

She would.

Or I'd make sure she did.

“Kind of a letdown… right?” she said beside me.

“Well… let's not jump to conclusions…” I replied.


10. Just Happy New Year.

Crappy wasn’t quite the word—maybe this party just needed time, and there was nothing to do but give it some. When you show up at a half-empty club, you can try the one next door; when you’re invited to a party, you just have to wait it out.

After all, it was New Year’s Eve, the night when everything runs two or three hours late.

What I could get a head start on was managing my own body: that stalled buzz needed a boost. And I couldn’t be a hypocrite either: a “cheerful” Irene worked in my favor. It would help her loosen up and confess. If she also happened to dip into whatever she had in her purse, that would be the cherry on top. Working in my favor was the fact that Irene had never needed outside help to get going.

The living room was large, way too big for the handful of us there at that moment. A double space connected by a wide archway with no door. The sofas had been pushed against the walls, the coffee tables shoved into corners, leaving an improvised dance floor in the center with polished, brand-new parquet that made you cringe watching it suffer under stiletto heels and dress shoes. You could see the effort that had gone into turning a house into something it wasn’t: cables snaking across the floor, a speaker too big for the restrained volume, plastic cups lined up on an antique dark wood sideboard.

There, on that piece of furniture, rested the promise of the night.

Bottles of gin and rum, a vodka already almost half empty, a cava sweating at the neck. Coke and lemon-lime sodas, boxed juices, an ice bucket where the cubes were starting to unstick from each other. The smell was a sweet and sharp mix: strong alcohol, sugar, artificial citrus, and that slightly bitter undertone of freshly uncorked sparkling wine.

Irene and I drifted over without a word. She started reading the cava label like she was some kind of expert; I uncapped a rum and breathed it in for a moment before pouring.

“What are you making?” she whispered, lowering her voice for no reason.

There was something intimate about browsing together. Sharing that little improvised laboratory on the sideboard, deciding proportions, taking the first sip too strong and laughing under our breath. The ice clinking against plastic, the fizz escaping in a brief hiss, the first swallow going down hot, spreading through the chest with an almost tactile slowness.

The lighting helped.

No lamps were on, just the natural dimness of the apartment and two attempts at ambiance: a white light, fixed, perched on top of a bookshelf, pointing toward the center as if trying to pass for a club spotlight; and in two corners, small color projectors that spun and threw green, red, yellow, and violet circles across the walls. That part was a bit tacky, yes, like a teenage party with the parents out of town, but in that semi-darkness it passed. The flashes traveled across bodies, slid between legs, climbed up torsos, turned any movement into something more suggestive than it really was.

On Irene, the light worked miracles. Or rather, wreaked havoc.

Her thin-heeled sandals lifted her calves, tensing them with each step; the straps hugged her instep with a delicacy that almost hurt to look at. The sequined miniskirt caught every flash of color and threw it back multiplied, as if she wore the party sewn to her hips. And the silky blouse… that soft, slightly shiny fabric clung just right to her torso, suggesting more by how it caught the light than by what it revealed. Every time she leaned over the sideboard to pour herself a drink, the fabric slid over her skin in a slow cascade, and I had the sensation that the fabric was drinking too, soaking up that humid heat and that smell of alcohol and cologne.

She took a short sip and closed her eyes for barely a second, as if gauging the effect.

“Oof. Agh. I overdid it. I’m terrible at measuring,” she said, throwing her head back dramatically, hamming it up, and smiled.

We scanned our surroundings. Everything still just as stalled. Then Marta appeared out of nowhere with the host on one side and David on the other.

Pink shirt, too tight at the belly, buttons fighting for their lives. Sleeves rolled up with geometric precision, big watch. Preppy. A bit chubby. Hair perfectly styled with the shine of expensive product. Smiling. Way too much. He didn’t seem at all worried about how empty the place was; on the contrary, he radiated a nervous joy, a constant spark, almost childlike. He laughed before anyone finished their sentence. He nodded with an enthusiasm that bordered on caricature.

It didn’t take him long to notice that Irene wasn’t just any girl. Nobody ever did—it was more a question of how well they hid it. And whatever that guy had taken that night kept him from hiding anything.

If David’s gaze was dirty, this guy’s was less creepy but more shameless, more direct, like he didn’t know how—or didn’t care—to pretend he wasn’t sizing up every inch.

I wondered if there might be a nipple or two standing at attention under that almost ethereal fabric.

With her beside me, at that moment, I couldn’t tell.

Marta, delighted to play emcee, had introduced us to this Álvaro guy, and we started exchanging the usual pleasantries: how’s it going, thanks for having us, what a great space. Banal comments floating in a living room that still didn’t know if it wanted to become a party or stay a dress rehearsal.

Álvaro talked to everyone, but his eyes kept drifting back to Irene. He asked her what was in her cup, if she liked gin, if she’d prefer something lighter.

Too attentive. Too excited. Too bubbly.

And Marta saw it.

She saw it and didn’t like it.

Maybe she remembered what it was like to share a night out with Irene.

And she stepped half a pace ahead, touched the chubby guy’s elbow, and all but forced him to turn back to her. In a matter of seconds she’d claimed him for herself, pivoting his body toward the center of the living room. The move had been flawless, the kind that only comes with practice.

David started pouring himself a drink, and Irene, beside him—perhaps out of pity—started chatting him up.

I looked toward the other end of the room. The target was clear and easy to reach: the red dress and the big body. I wondered if they were a couple. Sometimes it seemed like they were; sometimes it seemed like they weren't that close, and it was more flirtation than real intimacy.

Irene had a bit of the good Samaritan in her—empathetic, looking out for the underdog—but entertaining David was exhausting. After two minutes of trying to engage him, she handed me her purse and said she was going to pee.

The purse. She wasn't letting go of her drink.

The purse.

With her phone inside.

With Alberto inside.

I looked back. I watched her walk away: those flashes again, those reflections playing over her body and clothes. The multicolored spotlight briefly lit up her back in green, and her bra showed through her shirt—clasp and straps. Then the light shifted to red and dropped to her ass, to the sequins that caught and scattered it. You'd think that spotlight was being moved by hand, not automatically.

I looked up toward the other side. The giant in the blue shirt—now that I could see him closer, I could tell the shirt wasn't solid but had fine stripes—was still focused on the blonde, though they were both part of a small group.

I had another giant available in my girlfriend's purse.

Her purse under my arm. My little plastic cup, reeking of rum, on the sideboard. Her phone in my hands.

I went straight to that Alberto I am the man.

I quickly realized it was absurd—I had social media open on my own phone, so I could've looked there. Must be the alcohol kicking in. But I didn't switch devices. Spying on The Man from her phone had a certain morbid appeal.

Again that repertoire of muscles and mirror selfies.

And the comparison came naturally.

Alberto: gym-built, her spinning instructor, more brutish, more thuggish even in the way he posed. Darker-skinned. Hair cropped short, almost shaved, but thick and dense. Blue eyes that seemed too light for the body they belonged to. The smile of someone who knows he makes an impact and enjoys it.

I swiped.

Videos.

I opened one. Gym. Tank top. Biceps pumped and swollen. He brought the phone close to his chest to frame himself better, breathing hard, aware of his size.

I closed it.

I opened another.

Beach. Palm tree. Flat blue sky. He walked toward the camera shirtless, abs defined, pecs tight… and his swimsuit leaving nothing to the imagination.

No imagination needed. Just eyes.

I swallowed.

I looked up.

The other giant, the one in the striped shirt, was closer now, pouring himself a drink at a table not far away. Solid forearms. Big hands as he grabbed the bottle. Just as big, maybe. Or almost bigger. More preppy. More trust-fund. Probably less muscular, but with that height that commanded the same respect: six-five, easy. Broad shoulders, long back. Black hair, perfectly combed. At the crown, a hint of thinning—premature for someone who didn't look older than thirty-three. Green eyes, softer, less aggressive than Alberto's.

The white light caught his neck. The colored spotlight swept across his torso in green, then violet.

I kept watching him. He rarely smiled, but when he did… he almost dazzled me.

I went back to the phone.

No photos or videos. Next test:

The comments.

Dozens.

Different girls. Fire emojis. Tongue-out faces. “Oh my God.” “This isn't fair.” “I wish.” “That swimsuit can't handle it.”

One after another.

Repeated hearts. His brief, confident replies. “Hahaha.” “Don't exaggerate.” “You're one to talk.”

I kept scrolling.

More.

More.

More.

I wondered which one would attract Irene more.

The gym brute, ripped, on display, desired by dozens of women.

Or the big guy across the room, well-dressed, proper, who didn't need to show off to get attention.

Or if, simply, size was enough. If being big was all it took, regardless of face or anything else.

I swiped once more.

And then I felt something.

Movement.

Presence.

“You're such a…” her voice came from too close. “I swear, I was peeing and I already knew you were going to do this.”

My heart skipped a beat.

I barely turned my head. Irene was beside me, plastic cup in hand. There was no anger in her expression. More like amusement. And a hint of curiosity.

“See? We've never even texted each other… Unbelievable…” she whispered.

I actually hadn't looked at the messages, which would have been the logical thing to do.

I swallowed hard and held out her phone.

She didn't take it.

She took a sip first. Then looked at the screen. Then at me.

“No, no… go ahead, knock yourself out,” she said, leaning a bit closer to the phone. “How many photos does he have? Look at all of them.”

“No…” I murmured. “No, I get it…”

I was about to slip her phone back into her purse when I heard:

“Hold on. Tell me. What did you see? What do you want to know?”

Nothing made me happier than her making it so easy to interrogate her, but at the same time, her direct question left my mind suddenly blank.

“Come on. Tell me,” she pressed, and I still didn't know whether to put her phone away or not.

My mind went from blank to coming up with the wildest things. Questions that weren't just too direct, but too… crude.

I looked at her. Her eyes were shining from the alcohol. She was adjusting her hair, a little more flustered now. Her lips looked so enticing I was almost ready to shut up and kiss her.

“Well… Let's see,” I started to venture. “Do you guys look at each other…? I mean… does he look at you in class?” I asked absurdly, erratically. I didn't even know what I was saying.

She, however, didn't look confused.

“In spinning class, you mean?”

“Yeah…”

“Well, yeah… I look at him because he's on the bike up front, facing us. And he looks at all of us because, well, he's facing our direction, obviously.”

“So he doesn't check out your ass.”

“What?” she asked, leaning closer to my ear.

“He doesn't check out your ass…”

“Well, my ass… not really, considering how we're positioned.”

“But your tits, then.”

“My tits… if he wants to… he can see them, yeah,” she said, and took a sip like it was nothing.

“Because on the bike… you guys stand up sometimes, right?” I didn't know if I was getting turned on or just asking stupid questions. Or both.

“Yeah. Sometimes not. A lot of times we stand up. Yeah. That's basically the whole point. If you're going to ask me if my tits bounce in his face… I'd say no… because I wear a sports bra… and a loose shirt over it… I'm not putting on a show,” she said seriously, and took another sip.

I felt a tingle at the revelation that she, fully aware of what she had, made an effort to hide it.

“Anything else?” she asked, her tone weighted but playful. The truth was, she seemed to be playing a role.

“And do you see him in the weight room?”

“Mmm. Sometimes. Sometimes he's around. But you know I don't do much weight training…”

“There he could check out your ass,” I said in her ear, and I imagined her going from one side of the room to the other, catching her reflection in the mirrors, moving between the machines in her brown leggings—the ones that made her ass look firmer and perkier.

“There, yeah, Diego. There, if he wants to, he can see it, yeah,” she answered with composure.

I looked into her eyes. There was a lot of playfulness to this, but it was also our way of getting out what we had inside. We disguised it, but we both felt there was substance there, that there was a thrill to it, that we were heading somewhere.

“How many questions are you going to ask before it's my turn?” she asked.

It was clear where this was headed.

My fantasy of seeing her with another man.

I tensed up. I placed a hand on her waist—half sequined skirt, half silk blouse.

With her purse still tucked under my arm and her phone in my hand, it wasn't the most masculine picture; but even so, I didn't back down.

I leaned toward her; my free hand moved from her waist to her neck.

I kissed her cheek, hidden in the semi-darkness.

I kissed her again, illuminated by the multicolored spotlight.

Her heavy perfume, her warm cheek, her hair swept back from her neck.

I whispered in her ear:

“I’ve thought of something…”

“What…” she asked, caught in the trap I was setting for her.

Another kiss. This one further back, lower. Almost on her neck.

And another whisper:

“What if… you let me do something with your phone… and I’ll answer everything. Properly.”

“Do what with my phone?”

“Mmm…” I hesitated and pulled back a little.

We looked at each other. We both knew we wanted to move forward. She wanted to know. I wanted to push.

“Well…” I took the plunge. “Text Alberto. A message. A DM. ‘Happy New Year.’ Just happy new year. Nothing else. See what happens.”

Her eyes narrowed. But she didn’t grimace.

My heart was racing.

“You’re crazy. He’s going to think I’m insane.”

“He’s going to think something else” popped into my head.

A silence.

Long.

The music enveloped us. Strange chillout, distant, muted.

The rest of the party had disappeared for both of us.

“Just ‘Happy New Year,’” I insisted.

“And what does telling me about your thing properly mean? What’s properly?” she asked, talking over me.

“Properly is…” I started improvising. “Properly. Not like you were answering me just now. Properly… like in Marta’s game… like if we’d used that hourglass thing. Properly is… like a minute or so… telling you properly.”

Irene was staring at me. Few things are more intense than feeling you have the absolute attention of a beautiful woman, even if she’s your girlfriend…

“So…” she started, “you’d tell me for at least a minute what this is about… that it would turn you on… seeing me with another guy…”

I swallowed.

Hearing her say it made it sound so much stronger.

I stammered:

“Yeah… That’s it.”

Irene drank. Finished off her gin and tonic.

She was looking at me.

“Happy New Year. No exclamation marks,” she said.

“No marks,” I agreed.

“Well, maybe it’s more serious without marks, right?” she murmured in my ear. “Without an exclamation it sounds like secret love. Like some crazy woman losing her mind. Better with one exclamation mark. Just one.”

“With one mark,” I agreed again.


11. Belonging.

A tingle of mischief. A perverse thrill. An exciting throb.

But my hand didn’t shake. Nor my fingers.

Meanwhile, beside me, Irene poured herself a second gin and tonic.

Those glasses went down in a few gulps; we’d need bigger ones if the party didn’t pick up. Then again, we’d made our own party.

Happy New Year with an exclamation point. Impeccable. Surgical. Like a ransom note.

Right away I heard Irene’s grumbling murmur:

“I don’t know what you get out of sending him that… seriously… or what’s so funny about it.”

The truth was I didn’t know how to answer that. I had no clear response. Maybe there was something appealing, in a twisted way, about this muscle guy thinking he could add my own girlfriend to his string of women mesmerized by his Belvedere torso. Maybe it was a medium-term investment: the next day Irene went to spinning, that look—bike to bike—of I know what you want and I know what I’d give you. That look from my girlfriend in response, half why is he looking at me like that?, half no, seriously, oh my God… why is he looking at me like that?

Irene herself ruled out the short-term investment:

“He’s not even going to bother responding. Thousands of people must have written him. And I’m going to look like an idiot.”

My girlfriend asked for her phone back, made sure I’d written exactly what we’d agreed on, and put it in her purse, which she set on a small armchair next to the sideboard.

I went back to my rum, drinking and thinking about how sure I was that Alberto would respond. He might leave dozens unanswered, but not Irene—Irene specifically, no.

And I knew that was one of the things that made her so special. How was it possible she wasn’t so full of herself it made you sick? How was it possible she thought he wouldn’t respond? And yet it was true. That’s what she really believed. It didn’t matter how many times she came face to face with the impact of her own beauty; it was always a coincidence, or the guy in question was just horny, or they’d hit it off for whatever reason.

And then, her gaze.

Anxious, mischievous.

She didn’t need to say anything. She held my eyes as if she were about to flip the hourglass. The silver miniskirt caught a green flash and threw it back in tiny flickers. The silk blouse, almost white, almost champagne, tucked into the skirt, outlined her bust with an involuntary, subtle eroticism—the most piercing kind. The long sleeves slimmed her arms; the soft fabric gathered the light and made her seem more golden and luminous.

Her straight black hair, perfect center part, fell to just above her chest. Her nipples gave me a reprieve. Her large eyes looked at me without blinking, bright from the alcohol and something more. It wasn’t just curiosity. It was demand.

We’d agreed on one minute.

I didn’t know where to start.

I felt the tension rise from my stomach to my throat. The noise in the room faded a bit. The colored spotlight brushed her again in red, and for a second she seemed more dangerous than beautiful. Or more beautiful than ever.

I swallowed.

I tried to speak, but nothing came out.

She tilted her head slightly, as if to say: go ahead.

And I, coward that I was, took another drink and looked away.

I looked for something to anchor myself to: the giant in the striped shirt. He was in profile now, laughing with someone, thick neck, broad back under the thin fabric. Six foot five of possibilities. I tried to imagine him closer. His hand on Irene’s waist. His mouth approaching hers. His height forcing her to lift her chin. I tried to force the image, to find logic in that fantasy.

I tried to see her kissing him.

I tried to see her letting him kiss her.

I tried to find an explanation in that vision for my own racing pulse.

And then I understood I didn’t need logic.

Just courage.

Courage and words.

But put into words… Put into words… that kind of thing. Put into words that you jerked off thinking about your teacher. Put into words that you got turned on that day you passed that girl in her schoolgirl uniform. Put into words your fantasies without seeming like a lunatic, a pervert, a pig. Fantasies have no language. At least no external language. Fantasies are meant to stay inside; guilty impulses never verbalized.

How was I going to put into words that it turned me on imagining her being fucked savagely by Alberto… or by that guy in the shirt who wouldn’t leave the woman in red alone.

“I’m waiting… boy…” she whispered playfully.

Check.

Last warning.

“Say something, you’re live.”

I swallowed.

Another sip from my glass.

Her big eyes.

Come on, it's Irene. Your Sioux Indian.

I cleared my throat.

I began:

“Damn, Irene… I don't know how to say this without sounding like a fucking lunatic.”

She didn't move. Just slowly raised her glass, took a long sip, let the ice clink against the plastic. She looked at me over the rim, impassive, like she was watching a movie where I was the lead—a cornered lead.

“Okay…” I continued, voice low, leaning toward her, my mouth at her ear. “Imagining you with another guy turns me on because… because then I really see you. Not as my girlfriend, not as the woman who loves me… I see you as… as pure desire. Just body. Just woman”—as I spoke, I felt myself getting too poetic, and something in me wanted to shift; the swerve was delirious, dramatic—“just… that. Just body… Just a… pussy. A wet pussy… And tits… Tits bouncing. And an ass… An ass raised up, waiting for someone else, anyone but me, to fuck you deep.”

I pulled back.

I swallowed.

I exhaled.

I didn't understand how I'd gotten so explicit.

She didn't even blink.

My heart was pounding.

The living room kept buzzing in the distance, but here it was just us and the invisible clock.

I leaned toward her again. I didn't know whether to dial it back or double down. My voice finding its own way in her ear:

“And… for example… since you mentioned Alberto. Or since the topic came up tonight… If I think about Alberto touching you… it's not jealousy. Or it is, but not just that. It's… liberation. Seeing you surrender, seeing you moan for another guy, seeing you lose control… Seeing you get dirty, Irene. Seeing you with your legs spread, his cock inside you… You gasping his name while I watch like a fucking cuckold with a hard-on…”

I swallowed again.

I surprised myself again. That precision. Those filthy details.

She tilted her head a millimeter. Took another sip. Didn't blink.

“And the worst part…” I continued, “…the worst part is it turns me on—or would turn me on—to watch you… choose him. Your decision. To watch you come on his cock instead of mine. To watch you come back to me afterward, hair a mess, pussy swollen and red, smelling like sex, like another man's cum, drops sliding down your thighs… and you'd look at me like nothing happened. Like you were still only mine. Like you were saying, 'That was so good, he fucked me so well, I'm tired, now I just want to sleep.'”

Noise in the distance.

Silence between us.

I looked at her. I expected something: laughter, disgust, rejection. But Irene just held my gaze, lips parted, breathing a little faster. The red spotlight swept across her face again and for a second she seemed to burn.

“I'd say you have… about ten seconds left,” she whispered, voice neutral, almost amused. “Keep going.”

I didn't know if I could anymore. My pulse was hammering in my throat.

“…And it turns me on because if I saw you with another guy…” I murmured, “…then I'd know you're still mine but not out of habit. That you could leave. And that… that kind of destroys me and rebuilds me at the same time…”

…If I saw you with another guy but you came back to me, that return would mean true choice, true belonging.

The silence fell like a curtain.

I didn't know where all that had come from. What I'd been carrying inside.

Irene said nothing.

She just leaned in slowly, brushed my cheek with her lips—a kiss that wasn't a kiss, just hot breath—and whispered against my ear:

“Minute's up.”

She stepped back. Took another slow sip.

And she looked at me like she'd just seen something new in me.

And then, looking at me with glassy eyes, intent, her free hand went to her own body… and undid a button.

The gesture was slow, deliberate. One hand, two fingers. A pinch at the middle of her torso. The button gave way with a soft, inaudible click, and the silk opened just enough: a vertical line of golden skin running from the hollow of her collarbone down to the valley between her breasts. The fabric tensed for an instant, then relaxed, letting the upper curve of one breast peek out, paler and softer, the discreet lace of her bra almost visible—a contained promise.

The silk, already damp with sweat from the party, clung tighter to the exposed skin, outlining the round, high shape of her breast with obscene precision: each breath made the fabric shift almost imperceptibly, as if it were breathing with her, as if the shirt itself were aroused. The valley between her breasts gleamed for a second under a spotlight that turned violet.

Irene didn't move to cover herself. On the contrary: she tilted her torso forward, barely, just enough for the opening to widen another millimeter, just enough for me to see—and feel—how her breasts rose and fell, how her skin prickled under my stare, how the heat coming off her went straight to my crotch.

Her flush. Our heat.

That undone button didn’t create an exaggerated neckline, but it was definitely suggestive.

I knew she’d done it for more than just the heat. Though I didn’t know exactly why.

Maybe a promise. Maybe a warning. But a warning for whom.

The air between us thickened. The spotlight shifted to yellow, making her glow as if lit from within.

“Oh my God…” she whispered, moving closer…

And she wrapped one arm around me, the other still holding her glass. I did the same: my free left hand settling on her waist, my right clutching the rum like a lifeline.

The embrace was clumsy but intense. Her breasts pressed against my chest, the silk of her shirt warm and damp with sweat. She smelled of fresh gin, crushed lime, her perfume grown denser now. Her lips found mine unhurried but with contained hunger: first a brush, then her tongue emerging timidly, exploring the edge of my mouth as if tasting my confession.

I opened my mouth. She entered. We kissed with that slowness that hurts: heavy tongues, saliva mixing and sliding down the corner of our mouths, short breaths escaping in nasal gasps. Her free hand rose to my nape, fingers tangling in my hair, pulling just enough to tilt me toward her. My hand on her waist crept higher, feeling the silk stuck to her sweaty skin, the curve of her hip, the tension of her side; then it dropped: to the swell of her ass sheathed in sequined skirt. I pulled her against me with restraint. I felt her pelvis graze my growing hardness, a deliberate, slow friction that made me moan into her mouth.

How the hell had I managed to confess my fantasy so explicitly? The words still burned in my throat, but now they were becoming something physical: her tongue tangled with mine, the taste of gin filling my mouth, the wet heat building between us. She bit my lower lip, soft but firm, and after releasing it, exhaled a low gasp that vibrated against my neck. My hand slid up her front: the silk of her shirt wrinkled under my palm; I wanted to grab her, squeeze her tit and even lift it, but I held back and only caressed: I felt her hardened nipples pressing through the fabric, responding to each touch.

She pulled back barely an inch, lips shining with shared saliva, the glass still steady in her hand.

“The things that come out… of that little mouth…” she whispered; soft voice, glassy eyes, tense smile.

I turned back toward her. Cheek against cheek. My free hand on her waist.

Me, with my back to the party. She could see everything.

Everyone.

My whisper:

“Do you see the big guy? The one with the woman in red.”

I swallowed.

“Yeah…” she answered, caressing my nape, my hair.

“What do you think?” I asked.

Silence.

More silence.

Absolutely pressed together.

I could only hear my heart pounding. Pounding so hard she might have felt it against her chest.

The feel of her shirt, her waist, under my hand.

The feel of her damp cheek against mine.

I felt it.

I felt it a tenth of a second before she spoke:

“I’d already noticed him,” she whispered.

Silence.

More silence.

“And…?” I asked.

My tension.

The chillout in the background.

“Well… he’s…”

…

“…hot,” she answered.


12. Too Many Pieces.

If kissing usually makes you lose track of time, kissing and touching Irene makes you lose track of time, space, and it sends your self-awareness into overdrive. Every touch becomes an event. Every drop of saliva sliding between you is a detail to catalog; every whiff of her perfume makes you tremble and crave the next.

The smell of gin on her breath mixed with mine, with the rum still burning in my throat, and something new formed, something that entered through my nose and mouth and shot straight to my groin. I felt the sweat beading on her nape under my fingers, the damp silk clinging to her torso and back like a second skin, the pulse in her neck that matched mine in a fierce rhythm. Every time her tongue brushed mine, every time her teeth caught my lower lip, every time her pelvis pressed against my cock with calculated slowness, I wondered how I was still standing there without fainting or coming in my pants like a teenager.

“Mm… Stop… We're making a scene…” she panted against my mouth, half-smothered by the kisses, blaming me… but we were both equally guilty.

I wanted to stop her, but she pulled back enough for the party air to brush our faces. We looked at each other. Her eyes glassy, dilated from the alcohol and from what she'd just heard from me. Her lips shining with shared saliva. Her chest rose and fell in deep breaths under the open silk; the golden line of her cleavage gleamed for an instant under a precise violet beam from the spotlight. The flush rose from her neck to her cheeks and, for a second, she seemed vulnerable, maybe scared of what we'd just unleashed.

Her hand went to the loose button, her trembling fingers brushing the fabric to close it.

I stopped her, catching her wrist with my free hand.

She looked at me. Hesitated for a second. Then exhaled, as if surrendering.

She lowered her hand. The button stayed open. The silk moved with her breathing, revealing more skin each time she inhaled; a delicate bra peeked through the opening, very subtle, something anyone else would find unremarkable: barely an inch or two, and only if you looked from above.

“I'm going to check your phone now. Let me see,” I said in a low voice.

She frowned slightly.

“Now?”

“Yes.”

“I already told you he's not even going to reply.”

“Well… Let's check…” I answered.

Irene pretended not to care and turned toward the sideboard. She grabbed the gin bottle. She poured herself another glass—those plastic cups went down in four sips, and this would be her third in less than half an hour—giving me free rein to raid the armchair and the purse where her phone was.

The party was still slow; no one was paying us any real attention.

Or so I thought.

I unlocked her phone.

My pulse quickened.

She had her back to me.

I couldn't believe she didn't see what was obvious.

I turned slightly, as if I were doing something forbidden; as if I had something to hide.

I took a breath.

There it was.

Alberto underscore I am the man.

Why play games when a girl like Irene texts you.

She turned around. Drank. Looking at me. Small sips.

Her shirt slightly open. The valley between her breasts gleaming.

My smile must have been a mix of "I told you so" and arousal.

“Should I read it to you?” I whispered as I moved closer, and she drank without taking her eyes off me.

My question revealed that he had replied, but she didn't even blink.

She lowered her glass and I read.

“Happy New Year, gorgeous. Devil emoji.”

Gorgeous. Devil. Fucking hell.

Irene stayed still. But her eyes opened a bit wider.

“No way…” she whispered afterward.

She seemed genuinely surprised.

I felt a jolt in my stomach. A mix of victory and jealousy.

“Should I keep reading?” I asked.

“There's more?” She sounded surprised.

I nodded.

She took a long drink then, almost aggressive, as if trying to drown something.

She looked at me over the rim of the glass. Bright eyes. Wet lips.

God, she couldn't be more beautiful.

I read:

“Don't overdo it tonight, because next week I'm going to work you.”

I didn't look up.

I savored it.

She'd heard me, but I moved closer.

My mouth at her ear.

“Want me to repeat it?” I whispered.

She didn't answer.

I said it again, this time right up close, enunciating every word:

“Don’t go overboard tonight… because next week… I’m going to work you hard.”

I stepped back.

“Really hard…” I said.

Irene, looking at me a little flushed, whispered:

“Hard… or really hard?”

“Hard. Just hard. But it’ll be enough for him,” I answered, trying to read her reaction… but she barely made a face, as if thinking to herself: “what a piece of work this Alberto is.”

I put her phone back in her purse myself.

Then I leaned in and whispered in her ear:

“I think you should stop wearing a baggy t-shirt over your top when you’re at spinning with him.”

She didn’t seem to hear me. The music had gotten louder. It had also shifted to some kind of commercial pop from a few years back. She asked me to repeat myself and I did. When she still didn’t respond, I pressed:

“Maybe I’ll get you a new top and leggings for Three Kings Day.”

“Get me whatever you want…” she answered playfully.

So close. So honeyed. So… playful. I couldn’t help myself:

I kissed her again. My lips pressed against hers with restrained urgency, my tongue plunging deep, tasting gin and heat. She let herself be kissed, opening her mouth softly, passive, gasping almost tenderly, shyly. My hand on her waist pulled her against me, feeling the damp silk clinging to her skin. Her hips yielded to the press of mine, a slow friction that made me throb and nearly made her pull away. Her free hand rose to my neck but didn’t pull—just held on, trembling slightly. Saliva mixed in short, messy kisses; she purred faintly, letting me set the rhythm, letting me lose myself in her mouth while the living room buzzed in the distance.

Then I remembered her easy-access skirt. There was a reason I’d asked her to wear it.

I remembered because what we were doing wasn’t enough.

Because anything more would be a spectacle, and I wanted to put on a show—but somewhere safe.

Between kisses, between gasps, between tongue thrusts and earlobe bites, my mind started working out loud, dropping questions into her ear:

“Why don’t you put on my gift?”

“No way… You’re crazy.”

“Why didn’t you tell me about the submissive game before?”

“I swear it just came to me… when Marta asked.”

“That you had it… locked away in a drawer?”

“Yeah. Something like that.”

“What we did at Marta’s place really turned me on…” I whispered as we kissed, as I touched her breast over her shirt and she discreetly pushed my hand away; as she held my neck to rein me in and keep my horniness from getting out of control.

“Ugh… Stop. Seriously. Diego,” she protested, but she was gasping and responding to my kisses.

“What really turned me on was… you on your knees… eyes closed,” I gasped in her ear between kisses. “We need a blindfold… and something for your wrists.”

“A lot of shopping…” she gasped, playful again.

And I felt like I was juggling too many things at once: her submissive game, what was in her purse, Alberto’s messages, and that giant in the striped shirt who might be watching us right then.

I couldn’t take it anymore.

And I let her know, gasping:

“Fuck, Irene… I can’t hold back… There are two things I can’t handle anymore.”

“Mhm… What two things?”

“Pissing… and fucking you…”

“Ugh… you’re so dirty…” she answered, half indignant, half feeding off the excitement herself.

“I’m going to the bathroom—you coming?” I asked, pulling back a little.

“You’re crazy.”

“Come on. Come… give me two minutes head start.”

“No. You’re crazy.”

I set my glass on the sideboard.

We held hands.

Her cleavage was more visible now, from all the groping.

We looked at each other.

She tilted her face slightly.

A sudden wave of love washed over me.

And I was hard. She’d felt it. And maybe she could even see it if she looked.

She cleared her throat then. Moved a little closer.

Half a step. Firm. Her breasts straining against the shirt, her nipples showing through the champagne-colored silk and delicate bra.

Her gaze burning.

Behind her, a mediocre party we didn’t care about.

“Okay. I'm coming, but don't ask me to put on that thing from the bag again,” she whispered against my cheek and pulled back.

Overwhelming excitement made my whole body shake.

I gave her hand a squeeze, then let go.

I glanced at her sequined skirt before turning and heading down the hallway in search of a bathroom.

I figured that silver skirt would be hiked up around her waist in less than four minutes.

…

…

The hallway was unfamiliar to me, like everything in that house, like everything that wasn't Irene, our newly shared fantasies, and Marta and David, who I hadn't seen in about twenty minutes.

The music grew more and more muffled as I walked, just a constant bass making the walls vibrate. To the right, a closed door. To the left, another. Voices and light at the far end. To the right, another hallway. The place felt like a maze. I kept walking, caught between the absurd mix of needing to piss and the promise of sex.

Getting desperate, I tried the knob of a third door and cracked it open just enough to see it wasn't a bathroom.

I kept walking, and a guy emerged from another door, flicking off a bright, clean light from a room that gleamed with tile. Unmistakable. My salvation.

I went in and closed the door.

The silence was immediate, almost unreal. I stopped for a second on the other side of the door, breathing. I unzipped and found my hard-on had subsided, but the traces of my arousal hadn't disappeared: a slick, sticky film coating my half-exposed cock; the fantasies, the kisses, feeling Irene turned on, the touch of her breasts under her clothes… even the echoes of an unfinished blowjob.

I pissed with a long sigh of relief, head tilted slightly back, eyes closed. The relief was physical, sure, but it didn't extinguish anything else.

On the contrary. With the stream hitting the porcelain, my mind started building what was going to happen the moment she walked through that door. I imagined her coming in, locking the latch with that quick, nervous gesture of hers, looking at me like she could still back out. And me not letting her. Hiking up her skirt calmly, unhurried, as if time were on my side: fingers first grazing the edge of the sequins, then the hot skin of her thighs, rising slowly until I found her panties, the fabric clinging to her swollen, hot pussy. Making her hold my gaze while I pushed the fabric aside, while I slid two fingers inside her, feeling her clench around them, feeling her wetness coat my fingers as she let out a choked gasp. Setting the rhythm with slow movements at first, then deeper, faster, proving to her that this—the message thing, the game—wasn't just talk. It wasn't Alberto promising to fuck her hard from behind a screen. It was me, right there, tangible, hot, with my fingers inside her pussy, my other hand squeezing her breast over her shirt so she couldn't pull away from those tiles, so she wouldn't look away, so she'd see in my eyes that I was the one who was really going to fuck her senseless, until she trembled against the wall, until her knees gave out and she had to grab onto me to keep from falling.

And then the phrase came back. “Don't go overboard tonight…” It was about alcohol or excesses in general; excesses like sex. I repeated it silently, almost mockingly, wondering if she'd been genuinely surprised by his quick response or if, deep down, she'd liked that I read it. If that calm in her eyes when she looked at me was innocence… or calculation. If what turned her on wasn't this Alberto guy, but the idea that I knew he existed and that there, inside her, thinking about another man, something forbidden was awakening.

I felt an uncomfortable jolt in my stomach, a mix of possessiveness and threat. Because in a few minutes I planned to have her against that bathroom wall, skirt hiked up, panties pushed aside and my cock inside her, fucking her slow at first so she'd feel every inch, then hard, deep, until she screamed my name instead of his, until the next time she read that message she'd remember who really fucked her right.

I came back to myself. Swallowed hard. Tried to calm down.

I flushed. Walked to the sink and turned on the faucet. Cold water. Washed my hands. Splashed my face. Looked up.

The mirror showed me a version of myself with bright eyes, slightly flushed skin, messy hair. I barely smiled, like an idiot who thinks he's in control of something that's actually overwhelming him.

I waited in silence.

I heard footsteps in the hallway.

Nothing.

I looked at the door.

Nothing.

I pulled out my phone.

Wrote:

“You coming?”

Sent.

Enough time had passed. The head start I'd given her.

I leaned against the sink, staring at the screen as if I could will the notification into existence. The blue checkmark never came. She hadn't even read it.

I looked at the mirror again. Adjusted my shirt. Ran my hand through my hair again.

I'd already been in there four or five minutes, plus however long I'd spent wandering the hallway.

Wrote:

“I'm at the third door on the left.”

Sent.

I waited another minute.

Nothing.

Not even read.

I felt a small, almost ridiculous pang of frustration. It wasn't anger. It was something more childish: the sting of not getting what I wanted.

I figured maybe she'd run into Marta and that pest was keeping her occupied.

I waited a few more seconds.

Locked the screen. Lit it up again.

Nothing.

I sighed. And walked out.

I looked toward the living room—the direction Irene would be coming from—but no one was there. I looked the other way and heard voices, the sound of a fridge opening, cabinets banging. I didn't realize how dry my mouth was until I heard all that.

I thought about getting a glass of water.

I walked the few steps to the doorway.

There were more people in the kitchen than I expected.

And that's all I had time to register before I saw what actually mattered.

It took me a second to process what I was seeing.

First, the back. Broad. Almost disproportionately so. Dark pants stretched tight over massive thighs and an ass like a Greek statue. A gray shirt clinging to shoulders and forearms that seemed to take up half the kitchen. His shaved head gleamed under the white light.

Then I saw Marta.

And then David.

The three of them stood by the stovetop, forming a tight little triangle—too compact to be casual. This wasn't scattered party chatter. It was a closed huddle. Intense. Private.

Something surged through me. I couldn't say what it was.

I remembered the car. Marta's words, delivered with that mix of joking and trembling. I remembered her fantasy. I remembered David's seemingly innocent question about whether “the guy was coming.”

The guy.

That guy.

Because then I understood.

The dark skin. Dark. But very, very dark. The sheer mass. The physical presence that commanded the room without even moving.

Marta's fantasy made flesh. Not some verbal exaggeration. Not a concept. A real body taking up space in that kitchen.

Was it possible?

Was the color of that skin a coincidence, or had this been planned?

David seemed slightly off to the side, half a step back, as if the conversation was really between Marta and this guy. I couldn't see her face well from where I stood, but I could sense something in her posture: an electric tension, an invisible pull drawing her toward him.

I stood frozen, maybe too long.

“Doing it with a Black guy.” Marta's exact words echoed in my head.

My heart pounded. I asked myself again: was this wishful thinking or pure coincidence?

David's body language gave nothing away either.

How would he fit into his own wife's fantasy?

I realized that if I took one more step, they'd see me. That if Marta turned her head and found me standing there, my face would give away too much.

Before either of them could spot me, I backed away—awkwardly but quietly—and ducked into the hallway.

My heart was pounding strangely hard, as if I'd done something wrong.

I had a sudden, desperate need to tell Irene.

And then another uncomfortable idea hit me: if Marta was there… who was my girlfriend with?

I looked at my phone instinctively.

No response.

Not even read.

I headed back. The hallway was dark—a tunnel between the steady light of the kitchen and the flashing lights of the living room.

As I got closer, the music grew louder, and I kept turning Marta's fantasy over in my head.

I entered the living room.

It took me less than two seconds to spot Irene: those long legs, the shimmer of her skirt that looked almost metallic from a distance, and above all, the gleam of her pale silk blouse among all the darker clothes and bodies.

She wasn't alone.

I understood why she hadn't “visited” me.

I felt a stab in my stomach.

The fucking pest.

Alvarito, the preppy little shit.

He was leaning in as he talked to her, with a confidence I didn't like.

I moved a bit closer, but I wasn't planning to interrupt.

I passed behind them, between the armchair where her purse sat and that slimy come-on from the guy in pink.

I headed to the drinks table and poured myself another one. My throat was dry and my stomach was churning at the same time.

I watched them as I drank. They were just a few feet away: she couldn't see me because her back was turned, and he couldn't see me because his entire world was focused on my girlfriend.

That guy rubbed me the wrong way. I didn't get why he was talking so close to her when he knew we were together. And the music wasn't so loud that he needed to breathe his preppy breath all over my girlfriend's cheek.

Still, I made no move to interrupt. Irene was a big girl—she could get rid of him herself. In fact, it annoyed me a little that she hadn’t come to the bathroom; shaking off that pest didn’t seem that hard.

I walked away.

I blended into the crowd.

What passed for a dance floor looked decent enough now. People weren’t dancing, but at least they were filling the space.

And then, one surprise after another, I stumbled onto the third: after Marta and the Black guy, and Irene and the preppy boy… I ran into the giant and the girl in red. They were with other people, but at the same time, there was always that extra foot or so of space around them. Up close, the guy looked handsome, and even bigger now that I was near him. He was drinking from a glass… and then I saw it: a wedding ring.

I felt something strange.

A suspicion.

Like an idiot, as I moved around trying to look casual… I found myself searching for the fingers of the blonde in red.

I’d rarely felt so absurd in my life.

Finally, I saw that her fingers were bare. No jewelry, no adornment whatsoever.

That man was married and was all over that girl… who wasn’t his wife.

Marta, in the kitchen, was married… and her attitude toward that very dark guest, the ultimate embodiment of her fantasy… was more than strange.

And then I turned around.

I turned toward my girlfriend, and my heart leapt from my chest to my throat.

I didn’t squeeze my glass because that would have sent rum and ice splashing all over the living room…

…but God knows I wanted to when I saw what I saw:

The hand of that idiot in the pink shirt, gripping Irene’s waist.

Not resting lightly.

Gripping.

Fingers spread wide, cupping the curve of her hip as if that silk belonged to him.

And then, he leaned in closer. Too close. His mouth grazed the edge of her ear. He left something there. Said something there. Something that didn’t seem trivial.

Irene’s reaction was sudden: a slight turn of her head, as if that closeness and those words had thrown her off.

And then it happened.

Without transition.

Without warning.

Without space.

He closed the last few centimeters and pressed his lips to hers.

My chest exploded.

It wasn’t a clumsy brush.

It was an attack.

Direct. Deliberate.

I saw the movement clearly, even through the crowd of heads and shoulders.

Irene’s eyes flew open. I saw them from where I stood. Wide. Shocked.

She stepped half a pace back, breaking the contact—if there had been any.

Because from where I stood, I couldn’t tell.

My chest pounding.

A brutal rage.

I needed to know if there had been contact…

And despite Irene’s rejection… his hand was still on her waist.

Planted.

Anchoring her.

Her expression was pure bewilderment, disbelief.

And yet, she wasn’t pushing that hand away.

Not yet.

He wasn’t pulling it back either.

He stayed there, inches from her face, staring at her.

I felt the blood rush to my head.

I didn’t know if what was coursing through me was rage, jealousy, or some humiliation I couldn’t quite place.

What I did know was that I understood none of it.

That I didn’t understand that attack when her boyfriend was right there.

Just like I didn’t understand that Black guy being there with Marta and David.

Just like I didn’t understand the married giant letting himself be pursued by the single girl.

Or maybe…

Maybe I was starting to understand all of it…

…And I found myself wondering…

…What the hell kind of party had that moron Marta brought us to?


13. Four Lines.

Irene turned her head then, searching for something—or someone—among the people scattered around the living room. Her eyes swept across the makeshift dance floor, the small clusters of guests, the drinks table farther off, until they found me.

There I was—at a slight diagonal from her, about four or five meters away—in the middle of that wide space, surrounded but alone, glass of rum in hand, staring her down. I didn’t move. I didn’t take a step. I just held her gaze, cold, almost defiant. I looked at that paw she wasn’t pushing away and felt my pulse in my throat, slow but dense, as if each beat was loaded with something I couldn’t tell was rage or humiliation.

She frowned for an instant, a tiny gesture I knew well: a silent reproach, a mix of “where the hell were you?” and “come here and get him off me.” Álvaro’s hand was still planted on her waist, fingers spread wide, possessive, cupping the curve of her hip as if he already had the right. And she wasn’t pushing it away.

I watched her chest rise and fall faster under the champagne silk—the button still open, an opening that had been for me and was now the visual feast of that chubby preppy kid who’d never have seen anything like it—sweat beading along the golden line of her cleavage, making the fabric cling tighter to her skin and outline every curve with obscene precision. The erratic light made her damp skin gleam right in the center, between her tender breasts, right where I knew exactly what her scent tasted like when I kissed her. The flush rose from her neck to her cheeks in hot waves. If her nipples were showing again, hard against the lace and fine silk, I couldn’t see it—but that bastard could. And that simple possibility shot through me like an electric whip, straight to my stomach… and lower.

He said something to her. She didn’t respond, but she stopped looking at me. Only for an instant, though—her eyes quickly found me again, this time more urgent, more pleading: a silent plea, an almost conspiratorial “help me.”

But I didn’t move.

Not sure if I was justified or just throwing a childish tantrum, I felt annoyed, pissed off—about my messages she hadn’t read, about the bathroom she’d never shown up to.

What I’d seen in the kitchen didn’t help either, nor the giant and the girl in red, nor other things—like the strange looks.

It all built into an uncomfortable crescendo of irritation. An anger that didn’t extinguish the desire but thickened it, made it darker, harder to swallow.

You’re a big girl, Irene. Get him off you yourself. If you’re so uncomfortable, do it. And if not, deal with it.

And then Álvaro made his move.

He tested the waters again: tilted his head a bit more, his mouth grazing her earlobe, whispering something that seemed to make her tense. The hand on her waist squeezed tighter, his fingers dropping barely a centimeter toward the curve of her ass, brushing the edge of the sequined skirt. Irene gave a slight start; a shiver seemed to run through her entire body, but she didn’t pull away completely. Maybe her thighs tensed under the skirt; I saw the sequins shimmer with the slightest movement. Her eyes found me again, wide, bright, almost pleading, with a wet gleam of confusion.

And he attacked again.

Without warning.

His mouth sought hers, direct, determined, as if the first attempt had only been a rehearsal. This time it wasn’t a brush: he closed the last centimeters, lips parted, seeking full contact. I watched the distance shrink millimeter by millimeter, watched the air between them seem to thicken, become almost solid. Time seemed to stretch cruelly, as if no one else in the room was breathing, as if the music had stopped playing…

I thought she wasn’t going to turn away.

I thought that this time, she wouldn’t make it.

I felt a sudden emptiness in my stomach, as if something was about to shatter.

And then Irene turned her face in time—or so I wanted to believe from where I stood. Her cheek seemed to brush his instead of their lips—why the hell was she letting him get so close?—a quick, subtle turn, but enough to break the attempt. The kiss hung in the air, a failed kiss that lasted an eternal half-second. Even so, for an absurd fraction of a second, I could have sworn there was contact. That their lips barely touched. That something happened and I didn’t quite catch it. That doubt clawed at me from the inside. I saw her eyes fly open again, surprised, saw her body tense under the hand holding her.

And I wondered why she didn’t just push him away, once and for all.

And I couldn’t understand how that guy in the pink shirt, with his slicked-back hair, had the nerve to pull that knowing she was way out of his league and that I was right there.

And I didn’t understand why, but it made me tense, hypnotized me, forced me to watch… and to feel a kind of suffering… a desired, voluntary suffering. A pain I didn’t want to end yet.

My hands were trembling, making my little plastic cup shake. The ice clinked against the rim as if keeping time with my own barely contained arousal.

I felt the heat building under my pants—uncomfortable, obvious to me even if no one else could see it. And I hated that it was there. Hated needing this to go on just a little longer.

All this even though I knew it was impossible—that Irene wasn't going to give him anything at all.

I watched Álvaro pull back slightly then, smiling as if nothing had happened, as if the rejection were just another game. I watched Irene stay frozen for a moment, breath ragged, chest heaving. Her eyes found me again, this time with something more complicated: reproach, confusion, and beneath all that, a gleam I couldn't tell was shame, arousal, or both.

That's what I really wondered: whether there was arousal. And if there was… why exactly? The vertigo of feeling another man after being only with me for so long? The thrill of me watching? The adrenaline of walking the tightrope, knowing one small slip would mean letting herself be kissed by that petulant optimist?

Or was it the suspicion that I was enjoying—or suffering—watching her on the edge?

He spoke to her again.

She still didn't stop him.

And then I imagined a third attempt.

And as she leaned in to let him whisper…

…I imagined her falling.

I imagined her lips yielding to the chubby show-off's kiss, parting soft and passive, letting his tongue push in clumsy but insistent, while the hand on her waist rose to cup a breast over her shirt, profaning the champagne silk with thick fingers that squeezed as if they had the right. I imagined her nipples going hard against the delicate lace of her skimpy bra, betraying her, responding to the obscene touch of a stranger who wasn't handsome, wasn't anything—just the host of that mediocre party with his tight shirt and nervous smile.

I lost myself in my thoughts and grew aroused, feeling the humiliation in front of the whole party—people who had to know she was my girlfriend, since they'd seen me with her before, maybe whispering behind my back—while my erection throbbed against the fabric, hard and treacherous, reminding me that I hated this… and that I couldn't stop watching.

I imagined what he must have said to her before, what had made her tremble and catch her breath: maybe a polished compliment like “you're the most beautiful girl I've seen in ages” or maybe something obscene like “I'd give anything to fuck you tonight.”

But that hadn't happened. And it wasn't happening now.

If Álvaro was going to make a third move, he was drawing it out.

And then, aroused and a little overwhelmed, I looked around.

And I spotted it in barely two seconds:

The giant in the striped shirt was watching them.

Standing there, just a few feet from me, with the girl in red pressed against his side. Drinking, his gaze fixed on that unequal pursuit—chubby preppy versus slender woman, slicked-back hair versus natural beauty, tight pink shirt versus loose white blouse. He was watching Irene, the failed kiss attempts, Álvaro's hand on her waist and the way she didn't pull away completely.

His expression was neutral, but his gaze was fixed, intense, as if he were sizing something up.

Then something almost magical happened: the multicolored spotlight swept over them, over Álvaro and Irene—red, yellow, violet, green. Lights that made them the center of everything, even though they stood at one end of the room. Flashes that caught Irene's skirt first, the pink fabric of his back next, and my girlfriend's face last.

For a second they seemed to be on a stage. And there I was, watching something that was mine begin to slip away.

I felt the party closing around me like a trap.

Irene stepped sideways then, finally breaking contact with Álvaro's hand. Her eyes found me again.

And this time it wasn't reproach.

It was something more dangerous: a silent question, a kind of “what's happening?”

She seemed to be asking herself that, and she hadn't even seen what I'd just seen:

Marta was striding into the room, and behind her, holding hands, came that Black man.

Holding hands.

A few feet behind came David too.

And then Irene's gaze left me, and I knew she'd spotted the muscular giant—who was watching her.

Their eyes met while Álvaro tried again to get her attention.

Their eyes met and I saw it.

I saw everything.

One second. Two. Three. Four. And she kept Álvaro at bay, pulling back a bit, but didn't look away from the giant.

I watched her chest rise faster, the silk stretching over her breasts, a new flush climbing her neck.

And I knew he saw it too.

And my heart pounded along with theirs:

Physical recognition.

Thump.

Raw curiosity.

Thump.

Silent evaluation.

Thump.

That exchange of glances hurt me and drew me in.

An exchange that wasn't casual—it was a shared decision.

Between the two of them.

Unlike with Álvaro, I had no part in that recognition.

My heart was pounding.

My throat was burning.

It was too much for me: Irene, while letting herself be harassed again, while letting that preppy kid whisper his lines so close again, was exchanging blushing glances with the muscular guy.

And that double tension—one touching her, the other watching her—made her pulse race. I could see it. I knew it. I could feel it.

I didn't understand how things had escalated like this, so fast.

I couldn't take it.

And yet, as I looked away, I felt something harder to admit: a strange power. The power to allow it.

And I felt complicit with her. Complicit in something that hadn't even happened.

I turned back to Marta, who was making her way into what was now almost a crowd.

Marta. Holding hands. With that man. With her fantasy.

David, behind them, reaching for his.

Me, watching and getting turned on by the harassment of my girlfriend: my fantasy.

Irene… exchanging glances with a muscular man, “someone who can cover me well”: her fantasy.

And suddenly I understood it wasn't a party.

It was an alignment.

Four desires, four bodies…

…four lines that were already starting to cross.


14. Neither Innocent Nor Guilty.

I couldn't stand it, and yet I did. It hurt to watch Irene exchange glances with the muscular guy while Álvaro stayed glued to her, whispering in her ear, his hand always fixed on her waist, right at the edge of her ass…

It hurt that she didn't push him away. It hurt to see her tension, her flushed face, how she seemed overwhelmed and caught off guard: by one man's harassment, by another's attraction, and by a third man's consent.

A third man who was me.

All of it hurt and, at the same time, excited me almost to the point of nausea: my cock throbbed against my pants, responding to a humiliation I'd never felt before—but one I had to admit I'd fantasized about.

It was all an impossible knot: I wanted to stop it and I wanted it to continue. I wanted to protect her and I wanted to watch her break a little more. I wanted to be the only one and I wanted everyone to desire her. And in the middle of all that, Irene was still there, at the far end of the room, transformed into the most important point of the triangle.

And then she proved to me—and to herself—that getting rid of Álvaro wasn't so hard: a couple of short phrases in his ear, half a step back with feline elegance, a firm but polite pat on his elbow, and she headed toward the crowd…

…toward me, toward the one who'd consented to that flirtation and those advances.

She walked with purpose, her sequined skirt throwing off flashes with each step, her blouse with that one loose button that transformed it from modest to suggestive.

When she reached me, she didn't say anything. She just looked at me—eyes bright, lips parted, breath still quick—and reached out to take my plastic cup.

She drank, watching me.

When Irene doesn't care whether it's gin or rum, she's already flying.

Hope you don't end up like the Challenger. Though you're already going up in flames, I thought.

And then, handing the cup back, she moved closer and whispered:

“Can you tell me… what's going on here?”

I looked at her. Her sharp features, the symmetrical beauty marks on her cheek, the sparkling spotlight finding her and leaving her, one side of her collar clinging closer to her skin than the other; it wasn't a mess, there was no real disarray, but there was looseness; her bra wanted to peek out at the center, but didn't quite manage it.

And I felt like she was reaching out to me, figuratively, looking for complicity. For us to wonder together, to conspire.

But peace isn't what came out.

Confrontation did.

“You tell me.”

“What?” she breathed into my ear.

“You tell me!” I said, louder this time.

She pulled back a little. She took the hit. After all, she'd played and provoked, with tacit consent, yes, but she'd ventured into terrain as unfamiliar as it was treacherous.

Still a little pissed, remembering what I'd just witnessed, and not knowing how to put it, I asked:

“Did he almost kiss you or what?”

She stared at me, frowning, exaggeratedly puzzled, as if to say, “What are you talking about, are you crazy?” and instantly looked away, past me.

It bothered me that she was playing dumb like that. I was almost a hundred percent sure their lips hadn't touched, but my question certainly wasn't out of line or absurd.

As for the other point of the triangle: I sensed the muscular guy wasn't as close anymore, but I didn't know where he'd gone.

I did have a rough idea where Marta, David, and that ebony fantasy of theirs were… and I had the feeling that's where Irene was looking.

I hadn't noticed, but the pop had given way to some uptempo R&B, which didn't exactly give the party a porn vibe… or an intimate one, but something strangely murky.

Looking into Irene's eyes, I got the sense she wasn't surprised by what she saw. That she wasn't surprised by that trio.

I slid a hand to her waist and whispered in her ear:

“Did they plan to meet up with that guy?”

Irene, without missing a beat, said:

“The Black guy, you mean?”

“Yeah, him.”

And then she left me hanging, not answering, while she turned her face slightly and looked toward another part of the party.

“And who are you looking at now?” I asked, touching her waist, her side, her blouse—higher than where that shameless Álvaro had been touching her.

I felt an overwhelming urge to kiss her.

She asked me to repeat it. I did. And she answered:

“Carlos.”

Something shot through me.

It was obvious who she meant.

Carlos. Bitch. How do you know his name? And why just throw it at me like that? I thought.

“Oh, that’s his name? How do you know?” I asked.

“They introduced us while you were off taking a piss.”

A lot sure happened in the five minutes I was pissing, I thought—though it was true that if I counted my detour to the kitchen, it had been longer.

Then she raised her arms and rested her hands on my shoulders, almost theatrically.

We weren’t dancing. But we weren’t standing still either. Our bodies found each other with that subtle sway the music forces on you when no one wants to admit something’s making them move to the beat. Her sequined skirt brushed my thigh. Her belly drifted toward me and away again, just inches at a time. Her slightly open shirt let the heat of her skin escape; her breasts shifted, subtle yet powerful, beneath her clothes.

She looked beautiful to me. More than beautiful. On fire. With that gleam in her eyes that wasn’t entirely innocent or entirely guilty.

And then I couldn’t hold back.

And I went for her.

It wasn’t rough. It was decisive. I slid a hand down her back to the firm curve where her shirt ended and pulled her gently toward me. My mouth found hers with restrained hunger, with the urgency I’d been building since I watched her endure another man’s breath in her ear and hovering over her lips.

She gave in for a second.

One exact second.

I felt the warm brush of her lips against mine—barely pressure, barely moisture. Her breath mingled with mine. She smelled of gin mixed with something sweeter, maybe my rum or maybe something that was hers. Her hand squeezed my shoulder lightly, as if to steady herself... or to protest.

And then she pulled back.

Not abruptly. Not with rejection.

She slid back just enough that the kiss didn’t take. Her lips hovered a breath away from mine.

“Not here, out in the open... Diego.”

She said it barely above a whisper, almost breathless, and the way she said my name cut through me more than any refusal could have.

“Then where?” I asked, almost desperate, aroused, my mouth still too close to hers.

She didn’t answer.

She turned her head.

I followed her gaze.

Marta, David, and the black guy weren’t exactly where I’d seen them before. They were moving. Not toward the crowd around us. Not toward any of the drink tables. Toward the foyer. All three of them. Like it wasn’t just aimless wandering—like they had a destination.

Were they leaving?

Seriously?

The idea hit me with a mix of disbelief and vertigo. Were they actually leaving the house? Everything pointed to yes. This wasn’t an aimless stroll. This was an exit.

It seemed absolutely insane.

And at the same time, it seemed shady—covertly arranged.

They didn’t even look like they were going to say goodbye to us.

I looked back at Irene.

I expected the same disbelief I felt, or maybe a knowing half-smile.

But she was serious.

Too serious.

And then I was the one who wanted to ask what the hell was going on.

She looked back at me.

And I, losing it, whispered:

“Marta’s going to fuck the black guy... Or they’re having a threesome...”

Rather than looking surprised, she made a face of disapproval.

“Black guy for Marta. MFM threesome... for David...” I pressed.

But she said nothing.

Somewhat drunk. Or very. She listened.

“Double dose of fantasies,” I said, and thought:

Ours are still missing.

But I didn’t say it.

I didn’t know what to want. Or what to feel.

“Did you know about this?” I asked.

“About what?” she shot back, playing dumb again, and I suspected she knew more than she was letting on.

And then, bewildered, turned on, and still hard, I changed the subject:

“So Carlos introduced himself to you,” I said, watching my tone.

“They introduced him to me,” she corrected.

And she put her hands on my shoulders again.

That gesture, repeated, threw me again. I imagined her talking to the muscled giant, even if it had only been a brief exchange, a fleeting “nice to meet you.” I wondered if they'd done the customary two-cheek kiss. I imagined the closeness, the size, the difference in their bodies. And the image aroused me with a dirty quickness I still struggled to admit.

My hand, cupping her side, her lower back, tugged her shirt back a bit, as if trying to air out her sweat; it wasn't a caress, or care, or possession: it was arousal seeping out with nowhere to go.

I tried to kiss her again.

This time with less restraint.

And she pulled away again.

More firmly.

More decisively.

Scattered, aroused, with all those loose threads, with an unbearable tangle of fantasies and sensations, I whispered to her:

“Put on the gift.”

“That wasn't the deal…” she whispered in my ear, beneath the thrum of the bass.

“The deal was you'd come to the bathroom,” I accused.

“Diego… It's crazy to put that on… And look at this crowd.”

“You tell me about this crowd…” I pressed again.

She said nothing. She looked at me.

Her hands on my shoulders.

One of my hands holding my plastic cup. The other roaming from her side to her hips.

Questions kept cycling through my mind, things I wanted to whisper in her ear:

You tell me about this crowd.

What's going on?

What do you know about what's happening with Marta and that guy?

Why did you let that creep get that far?

Why did that creep come at you like that knowing you're with me?

Why were you staring at Carlos so much? Does that idiot turn you on or what?

But I didn't say any of it.

I just looked at her.

I looked at her and she met my eyes with an enigmatic gaze.

And then, even knowing she was close to telling me to go to hell, but encouraged by the strong chance that Marta and David had left, I insisted:

“Come on. You must have brought it for a reason. Besides… nobody here knows us now…”

She'd heard me perfectly…

…but she didn't respond.

She was driving me crazy.

Playing with me.

And not content with that, one of her hands left my shoulder for a moment to fix her hair, sweeping it to one side of her neck and down her back. Her femininity was a knife to the gut, the scent of her perfume a cruel lure, the shimmer of her clothes a siren call, her exposed collarbones forcing me…

…and then I went at her again, this time with less restraint. My mouth sought hers and she accepted after a moment's hesitation. She allowed more. Let herself go more. She parted her lips, timid at first, but then responded with a brush of her tongue that made my heart pound and my mind form a fuck, Irene—and I couldn't tell if it was more excitement, more gratitude, or more suffering.

Our saliva mixed hot, almost sliding from the corner of my mouth; her breath filled my lungs, alcoholic and sweet, while my hand traveled down her back: fingers caressing the damp silk stuck to her sweat and skin, then descending to the curve of her ass over the sequined miniskirt. From softness to roughness, from sweetness to power. I pushed then: pelvis against pelvis, my hard cock pressing against her belly with deliberate force. She felt it and gasped an “Ah…”—complaining or ignited—into my mouth. My fingers climbed up her side, following the edge of her bra under the fabric… then veered toward the center, kneading her breast over the shirt, feeling the hard nipple pressing through the silk and lace. The kiss turned dirty: eager tongues, wet suction sounds, saliva exchanged, tiny gasps when we separated a millimeter to breathe.

But then she pulled away.

Not abruptly. She slid back just enough to leave the kiss hanging, incomplete. Her lips remained a breath away from mine. Her breasts touching my torso, the silk wrinkled and clinging, the heat of her body seeping through the fabric. And lower: our bodies together, motionless, pelvis against pelvis, and my cock—which she had to feel—throbbing against her belly.

“Come on… go to the bathroom… or any room… and put that on,” I begged, demanded, on fire, my heart racing.

I looked at her.

She looked at me.

She pulled back a little.

My heart was a thump-thump, thump-thump that I couldn't tame, couldn't contain.

She gave me a serious look.

“Come on, put it on…” I insisted.

“You're so annoying… jeez…” she replied, pulling away.

And she began walking away.

And I trembled a little more…

…because I knew her… and I knew that sour dismissal was her way of accepting.
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It wasn’t a flight. It was a measured retreat, elegant, almost choreographed by the music that now pulsed with denser, dirtier bass. I stood rooted to the spot, nearly empty glass in hand and my heart racing, watching her make her way through the crowd that had gradually filled the living room without my even noticing.

One of the multicolored spotlights whirled wildly from an upper corner, like a capricious eye. Red. Green. Yellow. Violet.

Each flash landed on her like a different accusation.

Red on the silk clinging to her back, tracing the line of her spine beneath the thin blouse. Green on the firm curve of her hips, where the sequined skirt threw the light back in small intermittent bursts. Yellow on her dark hair. Violet cutting through the sheer fabric of the blouse and outlining, for one electric second, the back of her bra.

I saw her and didn’t see her.

Sometimes a cluster of bodies blocked her from view, oblivious to me standing there motionless, watching my girlfriend become a visual spectacle without even trying.

I felt something rough twist in my stomach.

I didn’t know if it was jealousy, pride, or that new kind of arousal that had been devouring me for the past hour.

She pushed forward with purpose, dodging shoulders, strangers’ smiles, hands that didn’t quite touch her but seemed to want to. Her dark hair shifted over the silk like a denser shadow. The skirt threw off flashes with each step, as if announcing her path.

And then she broke free of the crowd and I watched her lean over.

The armchair sat next to the sideboard, which was covered with glasses and bottles. Irene bent just enough to reach her purse. The red light bathed her back. The green traced the curve of her ass. The yellow caught for a second on the seam of the skirt. The violet outlined, once again, the line of her bra beneath the fabric.

I swallowed hard. Inside that purse was the gift. Any moment now. She’d put it on in some room or in the bathroom.

Something surged through my body.

I knew—I’d known since she agreed to put it in her purse—that my eagerness and arousal didn’t come so much from seeing her wear it myself, but from… others seeing her like that.

The crowd moved around her without paying attention, but I had the feeling the whole room was only pretending, because really, everyone was watching her.

And then, out of nowhere, a pink blur appeared.

A shirt that was way too flashy, clumsy and tense body language, an unpleasant bearing.

Fucking Álvaro.

He invaded her space like he had every right to. He leaned toward her when she’d barely straightened up after grabbing her purse.

And he said something in her ear. Too close. Always too close.

I watched the red light paint his face and the green paint hers. Yellow pooled on their shoulders. Violet mixed their shadows.

And I was still there.

Planted in the middle of the crowd, like I was just a passive prop for his advances.

She reacted instantly.

She didn’t even look at him.

It was a curt gesture, minimal but definitive: Álvaro tried to place a hand on her hip and she, without changing her expression, brushed it away with disdain, like someone flicking off a speck of dust. No drama. No scene. No words.

A resounding no without saying no.

My heart, which had been clenched tight, gave a strange lurch.

I felt a nervous joy. Her anger, which was because of me—because I’d pressured her, because I was pushing her to put that thing on, because I was dragging her into territory she wasn’t sure she wanted to enter—was being taken out on that slob Álvaro.

Take the hit, idiot.

Irene didn’t give him time to react. She didn’t allow him a reply or a second attempt. She left him standing there like a fool, frozen under the violet light that now illuminated his greasy pomade, and turned on her heel.

She headed down the hallway.

I watched her final steps as she walked away: the skirt throwing smaller flashes as she receded; the blouse shifting over her back like a liquid surface; the purse hanging securely from her right shoulder. Her hair swayed gently, marking the rhythm of her hips.

She didn’t look back.

Álvaro watched her go.

He watched her with the expression of a stunned idiot. And I, from where I stood, had to hold back a bitter smile.

And then, by instinct or habit, I raised the glass to my lips.

The ice, nearly melted, slid down and bumped against my mouth. A clumsy, watery cold that made me grimace. Nothing left.

I stared at the bottom of the plastic cup. Transparent.

I needed more.

More ice. More rum. More of something to drown out the knot in my chest.

I finally moved.

I pushed through the crowd with that feeling of running late for something I couldn’t yet name. I headed toward another table at the back, where half-empty bottles sat beside a metal bucket full of ice cubes floating in their own meltwater.

And I’d barely taken the first sip of my fresh rum and coke, my back to the world, to the party, to the fantasies I wasn’t sure I wanted to fulfill… when I felt a tap on my elbow.

A tap and a phrase.

A man's voice coming at me hard, polite in words but not in delivery:

“Hey, sorry to ambush you. Are you with the brunette in the shirt?”

Just like that. No warning. From behind.

Heavy breath, a mix of death and alcohol.

I turned around, nervous.

I raised my eyes.

The muscled giant. The hulking guy in the blue striped shirt.

Green eyes, yes, and pretty ones, bastard. And hair not so dark up close.

Blood rushed through my whole body. My neck tensed. My fingers, frozen.

“Sorry, what?” I answered, pretending I hadn't heard him; a lie to buy time, to figure out what was happening.

He hunched over to talk to me, his hulking frame making the size difference ridiculous.

“I said, are you with the brunette in the shirt,” he repeated.

I tried to understand. Understand why he was asking me.

He had to have seen us kissing.

It was obvious. So obvious that it short-circuited my brain.

And then he tried to jump-start me:

“I mean, you're together, that's clear… I'm asking if you're, like… exclusive. You know what I mean?”

Like exclusive.

Exclusive.

Again: what the fuck kind of shady party was this.

I nearly went from frozen to full shutdown.

I didn't know what to answer.

My mind wanted to tell him absolute exclusivity. My cock wanted him to confess his intentions.

“If you're hesitating… then… it's not exclusive…” he said, just like that, with a nasty smirk and perfect teeth, and gave me a tap on the shoulder.

By the time I could react, he'd already moved away and joined a group of other people. I looked for his appendage—the blonde in red—but couldn't find her.

While his voice still echoed in my ear, his breath still lingering inside me, the image of his superhero jaw burned into my retina, I scanned for more—maybe to get my bearings, maybe to find clues about what was happening—and I didn't see the HMH trio, which made me wonder again if they'd really left.

My hand went to my pocket. I checked my phone. Nothing from Irene. I didn't know if she'd text me or if I'd have to go find her.

I felt anxious.

I didn't know whether to go to the bathroom.

Another sip. A longer one.

And another.

And another.

And I made myself another drink.

Stronger.

I checked my phone again.

Desperation set in.

I told myself I'd go look for her.

My body was a mix of alcohol, insecurity, arousal, and need.

I turned around, started pushing through the crowd.

Right in front of me, the obelisk in the striped shirt.

I couldn't help it. Emboldened, maybe, by rum taking control…

…I tapped him on the back.

Made him turn around.

He looked me over for a moment before leaning down to hear me.

I cleared my throat.

Found my voice under the spotlights and the pounding bass:

“Why do you ask? You want something with her?”

Just like that.

Bluntly.

My heart pounding again, thump-thump, thump-thump, unbearably uncomfortable.

“Well, look…” he began, “…she's not really my type… but before little Alvaro fucks her…”

Nausea.

Shock.

Before little Alvaro fucks her.

Not really my type.

Your type, bastard… You'd be lucky if Irene so much as brushed past you.

Phony.

Braggart.

I swallowed hard. I steeled myself.

“You guys have some kind of rivalry or what?” I asked, and felt disgusted with myself, a traitor to Irene, buddying up with this idiot.

“Something like that, yeah,” he answered.

And silence fell.

A silence between us beneath music that was almost deafening.

A silence that he broke:

“If you want, I can introduce you to Anita. A little blonde who’s here looking to… party. You know what I’m saying?”

I kept quiet.

I didn’t know if he was proposing a swap or what the hell game he was playing.

He continued, unhinged:

“You can bang her if you want… She’s a total bombshell. You can even do her in the ass, no problem, you know what I’m saying?”

Even in the ass.

Bang.

You know what I’m saying?

Third time he’d said that shitty expression.

His sweat gleamed on his forehead. His damp shirt practically stuck to his chest.

His bulk cast a shadow over me. His voice was masculine, threatening.

His shave, immaculate. His preppy face… and that look of always getting what he wanted… disgusted me… and intimidated me.

Something vibrated in my pocket then, just as someone caught the repulsive giant’s attention.

I stepped away.

He turned.

Macho negotiation interrupted.

I grabbed my phone.

And, in the middle of the commotion, I read a message from Irene:

“I’m in a bedroom, the last door before the kitchen.”
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The message burned on the screen. Finally, something going the way I wanted. Finally, something with only upside and no downside.

I felt my pulse pounding in my chest, the rum I’d just swallowed rising back up my throat mixed with thick anxiety. I looked up: the living room still vibrated under multicolored spotlights, bodies moving but not really dancing. The obelisk in the striped shirt was out of reach. Álvaro wasn’t anywhere I could see either. No trace—and it was getting more suspicious—of Marta, David, and that Black man.

I pushed through.

It was a restrained advance, dodging sweaty shoulders, mingled perfumes, laughter exploding nearby. The air was thick with alcohol and cologne. A hand brushed my forearm unintentionally; another back collided with mine. I didn’t hear words, only the dull thud of the music and my own heartbeat, in sync, as if someone had matched the bass to my heart.

I stopped by the sideboard—the one where Irene and I had poured ourselves the first drinks of the night—and took a huge, punishing gulp of my rum. I finished it off and set down the glass, then immediately headed down a hallway that appeared out of nowhere, darker, quieter, like a crack in the party.

Crossing it, I felt the physical change: the temperature a degree cooler; the sound muffled; the light stripped of harsh colors, just a yellowish white at the end—the kitchen—that made everything feel more intimate.

I took a deep breath.

I walked, counting the doors, even though it was pointless—I only had to go to the last one.

First door.

Second.

Third.

There it was.

I stopped in front of it.

No light shone from underneath.

The knob trembled under my gaze as if it might turn on its own.

Despite the huge gulp I’d just taken, my tongue was dry.

I felt my shirt stuck to my back, a thin layer of cold sweat that suddenly had nothing to do with the heat of the living room.

The rum burned again when I swallowed. I felt my pulse in my fingertips, in my neck, even in my groin—an electric tension that was pure anxiety.

Even though asking permission was absurd, I gave two soft knocks with my knuckles.

Dry. Measured.

The sound was minimal, almost ridiculous against the muffled roar of the party at my back. I stood motionless. And then I noticed it: a faint light filtering through the side crack, not from below but through the frame, as if she’d turned on only a small lamp inside—something discreet, clandestine.

My heart raced.

In that instant, with my hand still hovering in front of the wood, a stark realization hit me: it wasn’t normal, and was probably tacitly forbidden, for couples at this party to sneak off to bedrooms.

Though, at this point, it was pretty clear this party wasn’t normal.

The knob turned.

The door opened.

I slipped through the gap.

The light was dim, indirect, like from a bedside lamp—bounced off walls and distant.

I heard the unmistakable sound of her footsteps, heels clicking in agitation.

She was turning, coming toward me.

She turned around, and then I saw her.

Irene.

Flustered, stressed.

Standing in front of me, the luminous glow at her back.

Barely giving me time to react, and as I closed the door behind me, she said in a halting voice:

“Diego, seriously… this is crazy…”

She held my gaze.

“This” was her.

My heart raced not just because of what I saw, but because of what I couldn’t see—yet knew exactly how it looked, how she looked.

“It’s crazy, Diego…” she repeated, even quieter. “Enjoy it if you want… here… two minutes… and then I’ll change again and we’ll go back to the party.”

I swallowed again.

Enjoy it.

It sounded strange.

I knew she wasn’t convinced she’d chosen the right word either.

Her hair slightly disheveled, her eyes bright, almost watery.

Two minutes.

Those two words lodged in me like a countdown.

“Two minutes,” I said, and looked at her.

And then I really saw her.

She was still wearing the white silk shirt—or nearly champagne—the sequined miniskirt, and the heeled sandals. Nothing had changed… and yet everything was different.

The gift.

The gift was there.

Under the silk.

A set that didn’t cover but framed. A hollow bra: just grayish straps, almost bluish, thin, taut, tracing geometries across her skin. They didn’t hide. They enclosed. They outlined. They made her body even more visible.

The shirt was no longer a garment: it was a translucent screen where her body was on shameless display.

Her breasts…

The fabric—though it fell softly—also stretched. Arched. Pushed outward as if two internal forces were demanding room. Firm. Large. Powerful. The straps of the fake bra gathered and compressed them just enough to thrust them forward with brutal, sexual defiance.

The silk quivered slightly with her breathing.

But it wasn't just the visual impact that excited me—everything intensified even more because of Irene's blush, the way she seemed embarrassed to be flaunting her feminine power so blatantly beneath the fabric, as if she knew—and it mortified her—that she had those breasts, that sexuality. That blush of hers set everything on fire.

And there was no respite in her blush, nor in my gaze:

Her nipples pressed against the fabric in a way that was no longer suggestion, but… sex. Pure sex. The fabric rose at two precise, unmistakable points. The side light underlined them with a faint shadow that made them even more obvious.

I could make out the circular outline beneath the delicate transparency that the complicit lamp allowed. It didn't show. It hinted with cruel precision. Two symmetrical, wide areolas. Two pink circles that dominated almost the entire front of her tits.

Tits that weren't just shape.

They were volume. They were thrust. They were presence.

They dropped barely a few centimeters under their own weight… and perked up, firm, proud, pushing the fabric itself upward and toward me.

They were two spotlights in the bedroom. Two enormous swells that also spread slightly toward the sides of her torso, full and flowing. And I couldn't stop staring at them.

I felt a physical need, urgent, almost painful, to touch them. First over the silk, feeling the cold contrast of the fabric against the heat trapped underneath. Then sliding my fingers beneath, seeking her taut skin, surrounded by those obscene straps that protected nothing.

My breathing had become irregular, uncomfortable.

The air in the bedroom was cooler than in the living room, but around me it seemed to thicken.

My cock throbbed inside my pants, hard, immediate, non-negotiable.

But it wasn't just what I saw above.

It was what I knew was happening below.

The miniskirt, already short to begin with, now seemed even more dangerous. It barely covered. It barely held. The slight movement of her legs as she shifted weight from one heel to the other made the hem vibrate with constant threat.

Below that line of sequins, the void was almost absolute.

I knew—I'd bought that obscenity myself—that straps the same color as above traced a minimal outline around her sex. They didn't conceal; they framed. They enclosed without closing. The center remained free. Open to the air.

Free to the bedroom's faint chill.

Free to any hand that dared.

I imagined the contrast: the cool air against her damp skin; the silk above straining with fullness; below, shameless vulnerability.

Her sex surrounded… but exposed.

Her pubic hair sprouting free, her lips peeking out between thin lines that hid nothing. The skirt was one clumsy gesture away from shifting. Twenty centimeters—maybe less—from everything being laid bare if she took a longer step, if she leaned over, if she simply breathed differently.

One gesture away from showing her pussy.

One shift away from displaying those swollen lips I knew so well.

I felt vertigo.

A vertigo that wasn't just desire.

I swallowed.

My throat was dry, scorched by the rum and by seeing her like this.

“Fuck…” slipped out, broken.

She didn't look away.

I took a step toward her.

“Two minutes, Diego. Then I'm changing again and we're going back to the party,” she repeated, blushing, overwhelmed by herself, by her own sexuality—and she said it to hold me back or to convince herself.

I didn't let her cling to that idea.

I lunged to kiss her.

It was clumsy. Urgent. Overflowing. As if I didn't have enough mouths: her lips, her neck, her cheek; as if I didn't have enough hands: her waist, her back, the silk over her breasts.

I didn't know what I had conquered, what I had been allowed to conquer, when she, in one smooth motion, welcomed me.

It wasn't rejection—it was welcome.

She enveloped me.

Her arms closed around my neck and our bodies fit together suddenly, completely, without space. I felt her against me, full, hot. Her breasts pressed against my chest; even through my clothes I felt the sharp points pressing through the fabric.

I ran out of air.

I buried my face in her hair.

I breathed her in.

The scent of perfume, of heat, of a nervous woman. Of something electric. Her hair brushed my cheek, my nose, my mouth. I inhaled as if I needed to anchor myself there.

My erection throbbed with an almost painful insistence, pressed against her belly. There was no need to say anything. My body spoke for me.

I knew what I intended.

She responded calmly.

Her fingers began to slide along the back of my neck, slow, almost maternal. She stroked my hair, the base of my skull, as if trying to soothe a restless animal. As if whispering without words: easy now.

She wasn’t pushing away my desire for sex—she was rejecting my animal urge.

I rested my jaw on her shoulder.

My hands, which had started out desperate, slowed. I stroked the silk of her shirt, the curve of her back, the firm contour beneath the fabric. I let myself be tamed. I accepted feeling her like this.

Feeling that she was there.

Letting my body vibrate against hers.

My heart was pounding hard.

Too hard.

And even though I knew time was short, I let myself close my eyes for a moment.

And then names crossed my mind.

And faces.

Alberto.

Álvaro.

Carlos.

The party. The looks. The insinuations.

The fake negotiation with the giant in the striped shirt.

My heart raced even faster.

Irene kept soothing me, her fingers slipping through my hair, along the back of my neck, with a mix of tenderness and control.

I pulled my head back a little.

And still breathing unevenly, I whispered:

“I’ve been talking to Carlos.”
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Maybe I was imagining it, but I could have sworn that for a couple of seconds—the seconds of impact—Irene stopped caressing me.

Then she did continue caressing me.

And I went on:

“He asked me about you.”

I thought I felt her body inhale. Take in a little more air than usual.

She said nothing.

So I pulled back a little; I didn’t break the embrace completely, but I brought my face in front of hers.

“You know what he told me?” I asked, while she kept her hands on the back of my neck and I caressed her back.

“What.” She tried to sound neutral, but her eyes were shining even brighter now.

“That you’re not his type.”

Silence fell.

My heart was pounding relentlessly.

“Did he bring me up to tell you that... or did you bring me up and he told you that?” she asked slowly.

“He brought you up to tell me that...” I answered, knowing that incomplete information, put that way, wouldn’t make much sense to her.

But Irene didn’t ask anything more.

And then, moving her hands to my abdomen and down to my belt, she whispered:

“Well, what a shame.”

“What a shame, why?”

She leaned in a little closer.

Her breath brushed my ear with a calm that contrasted with my racing pulse.

“Because I’ll have to settle for you then...” she whispered, deftly opening my belt.

There was no resignation in those words. There was provocation.

There was an implicit, loaded question: who was really settling?

And as her fingers kept working with newfound confidence, I understood something:

Carlos’s rejection—or false rejection—hadn’t hurt her.

It had turned her on.

Music played in the distance.

The walls rumbled, creating an echo in the dim light of the bedroom we’d invaded.

Beneath that rumble and an unfamiliar melody came the sound of my zipper.

Irene, with skillful fingers, found a bulge that hadn’t stopped growing and shrinking since we’d entered that house.

“Oh my God...” she whispered when she found it.

And our bodies pressed a little closer, and my hands went to her face at the precise moment I felt myself come free.

She’d pulled down my underwear in one smooth, deliberate motion.

I kissed her the moment I felt her cold hands touch me there. A torrid, hot, burning kiss. Her mouth opened and our tongues merged; I wanted to be tender, gentle, to contain myself, but everything went sideways when one of my hands decided to travel down...

It traveled down her neck, grazing her collarbone damp with sweat, and slipped through the loose neckline of her shirt. My fingers kept moving, descending, and found the hot silk clinging to her skin, and underneath... nothing. Just tit. Pure tit, heavy, firm, with almost no barrier. The hollow bra was nothing more than a frame: the grayish straps barely grazed the sides, leaving her breasts completely exposed under the fine silk of her shirt. My palm tried to cover that breast instantly, feeling the raw heat, the soft flesh overflowing between my fingers and the nipple—sharp, rock-hard—piercing through her shirt and digging into the center of my palm like cutting glass. I squeezed that breast between my fingers and against her torso, feeling how its fullness resisted my grip and how that nipple hardened even more; and that urgency drew an incredibly sexy gasp from Irene that vibrated inside my mouth.

Her “Ahh...” made me shudder.

My cock surged.

And I was really only touching the surface, touching that champagne-colored silk, but I felt her tit, felt it distinctly, encased, her heat, her power, her weight... her nipple, underneath that softness, as if nothing covered it.

And I was kissing her hungrily. With my tongue deep, sucking hers, biting her lower lip until she moaned against my teeth. Our saliva mixed, hot; her breath filled my lungs: sweet and alcoholic. My other hand went to her other breast, squeezing harder, feeling the silk flatten, feeling the nipple dig into my palm as if trying to pierce through.

And then, between kisses, I whispered against her lips:

“Who turns you on more...?”

My voice came out ragged, and she didn’t answer, but then those cold hands that had only been touching me, measuring me, began to move...

She was jerking me off in a messy, frantic rhythm, working her hands over me, pulling back and stretching my skin, leaning away so my exposed cock wouldn’t stain her silk shirt or silver skirt.

“Who turns you on more... Alberto... or Carlos?”

I was panting, proposing the two giants to her, the two muscular men, giving her no break from kisses or words or touches, my hands still squeezing those breasts, savoring that obscene gift, touching over her clothes as if there were none.

“Nei… ther…” she answered, her voice halting and breathless, and I took it as a provocation.

I fumbled open another button, and the delicate shirt parted a bit more. I’d created a neckline that must have been a brutal chasm by now, but I didn’t pull back to look; instead I squeezed her tits over the shirt, pressing them together, feeling their weight, their heat, the way they overflowed between my hands.

“Come on… tell me…” I almost begged, abandoning that kneading to tug at the sides of her shirt from below, working it loose from her skirt.

Meanwhile, her hands never stopped. One stroked my cock from base to tip, slow, firm, her thumb circling the wet head in a way that made me gasp into her mouth. The other massaged my balls with a softness that contrasted with the pressure above, cool fingers against hot skin, rising and falling with a rhythm that drove me crazy. It wasn’t really a handjob—there was no clear rhythm. It was torture. A shifting, capricious groping.

“Fuck, Irene… Tell me…” I grunted against her mouth, thrusting my tongue into her as my trembling hands finished with the rest of her buttons.

“Mmm… well… This one. This one turns me on more…” she answered, and my heart pounded.

This one.

This one was Carlos.

“So… a shame,” she continued, never stopping her touch.

“A shame… what?” I asked.

“Well… that I’m not his type,” she replied, and our cheeks pressed together; I felt her sweat, her heat against my face, cheek to cheek, while below, she kept up her erratic stroking.

“Yeah… I don’t know. Maybe… I can convince him,” I whispered.

“Convince him of what?” she asked, and one of her hands—the one on my balls—lifted them… almost pressing them against my body.

I gasped at the feel of her hands on my balls like that, and whispered against her lips:

“To… fuck you…”

And then I felt the impact.

Her trembling.

Almost a spasm.

And I pulled back a little.

To look at her.

To feel her.

To admire her.

Her face was flushed.

It wasn’t just a blush. It was something deeper, more internal, as if blood had risen from her chest to her cheeks in a slow, steady wave.

Her hair, dark and straight at the start of the night, no longer fell perfectly. Some strands had stuck to her temple with sweat; others had slipped forward, brushing her cheekbones, framing an expression that was no longer doubt or innocent play. It was pure intensity. Pure electricity.

Her eyes… shone brighter than usual, as if slightly moist. It was arousal pushed to the limit, a dangerous mix of defiance and vulnerability. Her dilated pupils, almost black, made the brown seem darker, deeper. She looked at me without quite blinking, but without total steadiness either; there was a wavering in them, a question that couldn’t quite form.

The champagne silk shirt hung open, covering her breasts in an almost ethereal way.

And then, hands trembling with urgency, I yanked the sides of her shirt apart. It wasn’t a gentle gesture. It was deliberate, almost violent, like drawing back a curtain to reveal something forbidden. The silk fell open, exposing her breasts, framed by those grayish straps—almost bluish in the dim light—that covered nothing; they only cinched, compressed, and lifted.

My pulse raced.

Her breasts emerged into the light—enormous, heavy, defiant—straining the straps as if trying to break them. Firm and high, they jutted forward with brutal insolence, their natural weight making them dip barely an inch before rising proudly, trembling with each quickened breath. The areolas, large and sexual, surrounded nipples hard as pebbles, exposed to the cool bedroom air, gleaming with a light sheen of sweat that made them even more pronounced. I’d never seen them so large, so aggressive, so raw: as if the frame of the straps compressed her tits while, at the same time, her tits strained against them, turning everything savage.

I felt a jolt in my groin. My cock throbbed in her hand, painfully hard; maybe even dripping onto her fingers.

And then, as she stroked me, breathless and aroused, and as I thought about caressing one of her enormous tits, she whispered to me, face to face:

“Is that what you’d want… you bastard?”

What I’d want.

My heart exploded.

The thump-thump, thump-thump made me dizzy.

She stopped stroking and just caressed me now.

I swallowed. My throat dry, scorched.

I looked into her eyes, which seemed to have grown even more moist. Not from fragility, but from intensity. As if her own provocation had hit a nerve. Her lips pressed together for a second, then parted again. Her chin tensed. Her jaw set in a firm line.

She feared my “yes.”

But I feared it even more.

I didn’t close my eyes, but I imagined it—imagined it while looking at her:

Legs slightly spread, skirt hiked up, crotchless lingerie framing her wet pussy, Carlos thrusting into her hard, filling her, while I watched, cock in hand, coming without ever touching her.

“You’re crazy…” she whispered then, pulling me from my reverie, showing me she knew I was wavering.

You’re crazy.

You’re crazy.

She’d said it… shocked, but without accusing me.

There was no contempt in her tone or her gaze, no rage, no anger.

And then, my hands acted on their own.

My fingers to her skirt. The feel of the sequins. The tension of her hips. The firmness of her thighs.

She stopped touching me. My cock sprang free, the head exposed, glistening, standing at attention.

I pulled upward. Slowly.

She almost gasped as she felt, little by little, her exposure; and she moaned an “ahh…” that was cumulative—the sum of all her arousal, all her sexuality, everything she’d been holding back.

Her breasts, framed by those straps, held the shirt open with defiant fullness.

More platinum rising, sequins glittering and bunching at her waist.

And then, as my heart raced even faster, as she offered a feeble protest—a faint “Diego…”—I saw it.

Her pussy.

Bare.

Framed by grayish straps that weren’t panties—just a cruel, minimal border that outlined without hiding. The trimmed pubic hair, dark, almost black, gleamed under the dim light like damp velvet. And at the center of that gorgeous mess were her lips, protruding, enormous, hanging, slightly parted. Pink and glistening, swollen to the point of seeming engorged with pure desire, shining with wetness that looked ready to drip down the inside of her thighs. Her clit peeked out between them, small but swollen, exposed to the cool bedroom air, visibly throbbing. The straps framed everything like an obscene painting, leaving it all exposed: outer lips parted, inner ones hanging heavy and wet, the inside pink and glistening.

I felt a brutal, animal impulse to touch those lips. To slide my fingers between them, to spread those enormous hanging lips apart, to feel how they’d open wider, how her hot wetness would coat me to the knuckles instantly, how her pussy would clench around my fingers as if trying to trap me.

“Fuck…” escaped me, my voice broken and ragged.

“Diego…” she protested, fragile, but didn’t move to cover herself. She just stayed there, exposed, breathing heavily, her breasts rising and falling, her hard nipples pushing the open silk aside, her pussy bare and wet on display…

And I couldn’t look away. Couldn’t stop looking. Couldn’t stop wanting.

And maybe because seeing that was unbearable… I pressed against her. I moved closer and our torsos made contact, chest to chest. She quickly tugged her shirt aside with one hand, instinctive, so my cock wouldn’t stain it, and that made my hard cock brush against her bare belly. I could feel the contact, feel how my wet head left a glistening trail on her skin, and that made her step back—just barely, a tiny retreat.

Our faces didn’t know whether to come together, our mouths didn’t know whether to devour each other: they were a breath apart, breathing the same hot air, lips brushing without quite kissing, just contained gasps.

And then, without knowing why—maybe to feel her from behind, maybe because my instinct told me I couldn’t take much more—I turned her, slowly but firmly, positioning her with her back to me.

Both standing, pressed together. Her ass, lifted by her high-heeled sandals, now brushed against my straining cock. I inhaled at her nape, catching the scent of sweat mixed with her perfume. I pushed her hair aside with one hand: black strands falling over her shoulders and back, exposing the hot, damp skin of her neck. And then I pulled aside the collar of her shirt and kissed there, slowly, gently biting the base of her neck, feeling her body tense against mine, her breathing quicken.

And then she reached a hand back.

Her fingers found my cock, grabbed it hard, almost possessively, and squeezed while her body arched forward, pushing her ass against me.

“Diego… Mmm,” she gasped, her voice hoarse and ragged. “Are you going to fuck me like this…?”

“Yes…” I answered instantly.

And I felt like I was no longer myself. Like some unknown desire had possessed me.

And then I pushed her hand away… and took hold of my cock, and then, realizing that yes, I had become someone else, I whispered to her:

“Yes… and I want you to think about him.”

And then, wild, I pressed my chest closer to her back and breathed in her ear:

“I want you to imagine what he’s got… how he’d fuck you… how you’d come with him.”

She trembled—I felt it in her back, in her whole body—and then, leaning forward, she gasped, completely aroused:

“Ufff… Diego…”

“What?” I asked.

“God… put it in me…”

“Put it in me…!”

She whimpered… and spread her legs a little.

And then, suddenly, two knocks—two thunderous bangs—on the door…

The door was opening. I could hear it opening.

And light, light from outside, at my back.

My heart leapt into my throat.

Irene froze completely.

And then, behind us, a voice.

A man’s voice, rough, authoritative:

“Come on, out. You can’t be in here.”


18. Looking Back.

It wasn't a shout. It was worse. Dry. Short. Indisputable.

Time split in two.

I felt the heat along my spine turn to ice. My erection, hard against Irene's ass, seemed to throb one last time before fear started draining it of all firmness.

I didn't turn around right away.

I couldn't.

Neither did Irene.

She still had her legs barely parted, skirt hiked up, shirt open, hair falling over her shoulders. Her breathing, which just a second ago had been a wildfire, now hung by a thin, trembling thread.

The hallway light spilled in from behind, casting our silhouettes across the bedroom floor and bed. He'd seen us. No doubt about it.

“Fuck…” I muttered.

Irene reacted first.

She pulled away from me, yanked her skirt down in clumsy tugs, the sequins scraping against her ass and thighs with a harsh rasp. Her hands fumbled with her shirt, trying to close buttons that wouldn't find their holes. Her fingers, which moments before had trembled with arousal, now shook with nerves and shame.

I was still facing away.

I didn't know whose voice that had been.

I didn't know if that man was still there.

I didn't know if he was watching us.

I didn't know if he'd left.

That was the worst part: not knowing.

I yanked up my boxers in one rough, almost violent movement, my skin still burning. The zipper went up with a click that was too loud, shattering the tense silence that had settled after the command, cutting through even the music that now filtered in more clearly through the open door.

Silence.

No footsteps.

No comments.

Just the muffled music in the background and the rush of blood in my ears.

“Fuck…” I whispered again, barely audible.

Meanwhile, Irene tried to make herself presentable: adjusting her skirt, closing the buttons, tucking her shirt in. All her frantic movements and flushed face screamed an unspoken “God… we got so busted.”

I was fastening my pants, not daring to turn around, when she finally did: her cheeks were still flushed, but now it wasn't desire—it was mortification.

“Is he gone?” she murmured, barely moving her lips.

I didn't answer.

I didn't know.

And then I turned around.

Slowly.

Too slowly.

The open door let in the hallway light—now on—which bit into a corner of the bedroom. No one seemed to be there.

But the hallway stretched in both directions beyond the doorframe, outside my line of sight.

He could be there.

He could be listening.

He could be waiting for us to come out.

“You go first,” I told Irene in a low voice once I saw she'd gotten her skirt and shirt straightened out.

“You go, are you kidding me…” she whispered.

And then I reached for her hand. I took it.

“Wait, damn it, Diego. I'm not going out like this,” she protested in hurried whispers, and let go of my hand.

And then, suddenly, from the side, the stocky body appeared—the slicked-back hair, the tight pink shirt, the twisted sneer.

Álvaro.

A wave of revulsion surged through me.

“Come on, damn it. Out.”

He said it dryly. Seriously. Abruptly. Shaming us.

The voice I hadn't recognized at first.

Yes, it had been him.

And he stepped aside so we could leave.

I said nothing.

Neither did Irene.

Me in front.

Her behind.

My footsteps.

The click of her heels.

I turned toward the living room.

Someone turned off the hallway light. Maybe Álvaro himself, though I didn't know if he was following behind Irene. I didn't even know if there was a switch there, within his reach.

And I didn't know whether to be embarrassed because he'd probably seen my ass, or pissed off that the idiot had spoken to us like that.

I was completely convinced he hadn't seen anything of Irene—that my body had shielded her.

We walked down the hallway, which was once again a black tunnel between the bright kitchen light and the flickering glow from the living room.

Or so I thought.

Because I realized I wasn't hearing any footsteps behind us.

I didn’t hear Irene’s heels behind me.

But I kept going, kept going a little further.

I kept going until I was almost at the living room.

And then, when the dim light, the noise, and the loud music hit me, I turned around.

I looked back and saw them.

There, in the distance, in front of the door we’d come out of.

In the dimness of the hallway.

Álvaro and Irene.

Talking close.

Irene.

And I knew my girlfriend’s state: her drunkenness, her arousal.

On top of that, she suspected—or outright knew—that I wanted her to give herself to another man.

Irene, facing him, as I knew she was: with those straps under her skirt and blouse, with that open lingerie framing her breasts and her pussy.

They were talking… and from where I stood, I could see she wasn’t covering herself, wasn’t crossing her arms…

And I imagined what that preppy kid—now suddenly authoritative—would be seeing as they talked:

Irene… with her breasts straining against the silk, with her tits covered but exposed. Irene with her breasts encircled by those invisible straps that lifted and shaped. Irene with her nipples under the silk like two distinct, sexual, utterly inappropriate protrusions. My girlfriend’s symmetrical, pink, enormous areolas showing through.

I trembled.

I shuddered.

I wondered what the hell they were talking about.

I wondered why she wasn’t getting rid of him.

And then… her in front, him behind, they walked into the bedroom.


19. The Possible Temptation.

I didn’t understand what was happening. Any second now, I expected them to come out. Irene would appear looking uncomfortable but walking with dignity. Álvaro would return to the living room with his wounded-host act.

But nothing.

No one came out.

No one came out of that door that hadn’t fully closed.

It was left ajar.

A sliver of light slicing through the dark hallway.

I stood frozen in the middle of the chaos, as if someone had unplugged me from the world. The music—electronic now, pounding—hit me, the bass rising through the floor, but everything reached me muffled, distant, like I was underwater.

My heart didn’t.

It was racing.

I felt it in my throat. In my temples. In the pit of my stomach.

I didn’t know what I wanted.

That was the naked truth.

Did I want her to come out now?

Did I want her to take her time?

Did I want nothing to happen?

Or did I want exactly the opposite?

My hand went to my pants almost without thinking, discreetly readjusting myself. The bulge still strained against the fabric, tense, alive, reminding me that barely two minutes ago I’d been burning against Irene, about to enter her. The sticky wetness in my underwear snapped me back to what had almost happened.

And now she, just as aroused as I was, was in there.

With him.

Him. But he was Álvaro.

Impossible.

Nothing could be further from Irene’s fantasy than that short, stocky body, that pale face, that slicked-back hair. Irene wouldn’t look twice at someone like that. I knew it.

I knew it, and still, they weren’t coming out.

That’s what was eating at me.

Why aren’t they coming out?

Fuck, why aren’t they coming out?

I looked toward the hallway again. The sliver of light was still there.

I could go.

I could retrace my steps and push the door open.

I imagined my hand pressing against the wood.

I imagined what I might see.

My heart lurched so hard I had to swallow to keep from getting dizzy.

What if I don’t want to see it?

That question was worse than all the others.

What if my fantasy is as much about suspecting, imagining, supposing—as it is about watching?

I stood frozen one more second. Two. Three.

No one came out.

The world kept spinning as if this weren’t the center of the universe.

Then I looked away.

The sideboard.

The bottles, once lined up like soldiers, now scattered in disarray.

An absurd tower of plastic cups, stacked and tilting, about to fall.

I found myself walking toward it before I’d decided to.

One step.

Another.

The music flooded back in.

Someone bumped my shoulder by accident and I didn’t even flinch.

I grabbed a cup.

It came away with a dry snap from the rest of the tower.

My heart kept pounding like it was about to explode.

I poured myself another rum. Took a drink.

I hadn’t even bothered with ice. Didn’t know if there was any left.

My throat and chest didn’t burn. My body had already accepted everything.

I couldn’t decide—peek into the hallway again, or lose myself in the crowd.

And I realized I wanted the second option. I wanted it because it gave me time, shelter. Time to imagine.

I pushed through the crowd knowing Irene was in that bedroom with that sleazy creep. I knew he’d try something, using the reprimand as cover.

Of course he would.

Go ahead, you bastard.

Surrounded by elbows and shoulders, by laughter, sweat, and breath, I imagined him approaching her, invading her space, speaking to her with desire disguised as authority, his voice brushing her lips and neck. I imagined Irene not pulling away but backing up, her back finding the wall until the cold of it helped contain the heat rising inside her. I imagined his lascivious gaze cutting through that champagne-colored silk, drawn to where her breasts and nipples pressed against it. I imagined the sequins sparkling, beckoning him. I thought about how Irene must smell: her expensive perfume mixed with that hot, wet scent that escapes her when she’s soaked. I imagined her hands hesitating in the air for a second before settling—not on his chest to push him away, but on her own thighs, not knowing why. I imagined her eyes darting toward the half-open door. I didn’t know if she was looking for my shadow or if she wanted me to see her like that: aroused, exposed, legs trembling slightly, breathing ragged with doubt, because all those fantasies we’d been confessing to each other all night were no longer just words—they were permission to let go.

And imagining her like that made me rock hard. Not furious, not broken. Hard. My cock throbbing against my pants while I hated myself for wanting him to slide a hand under that shiny skirt, find nothing but hot skin and wetness, for her to let out that short little moan she makes when something overwhelms her. For her to look toward the door again, hating me for not stopping it all, yet getting turned on because I was letting it happen.

Álvaro’s hand slipping in there, feeling the straps of those crotchless panties before his fingertips grazed Irene’s pubic hair. That bastard looking into her eyes and smiling the moment a finger touched her pussy lips…

That dirty, dark image left me breathless.

I wanted to keep watching her lose control, even if only in my head.

Until I turned around in that endless sea of bodies.

And I saw her.

White shirt. Sequined skirt. Purse hanging from her shoulder. She touched her hair automatically, brushing it from her face as she entered the living room. No trace of Álvaro.

I searched her clothes for some sign. Something out of place. A button done up wrong. Something.

Nothing.

Everything was exactly where it should be.

I hated myself because, in scanning her like that, I’d wanted to find a clue that would destroy me.

But there was something on her face: a high flush across her cheekbones, a sheen on her skin, that heat that wasn’t just alcohol.

But that something had been there for hours.

She didn’t look at the crowd.

She didn’t search for me.

She walked with an ease that disarmed me, set her purse on the couch, and turned toward the sideboard to pour herself another little glass of gin—the umpteenth one. And from a distance, I watched the free sway of her breasts under the champagne-colored silk, a heart-stopping, sexual movement. I knew then that her regular bra and panties were inside her black purse, and that what was still marking her skin were those obscene straps. I knew she was still wrapped in that scandalous provocation… and that doubled my arousal.

I swallowed hard.

My heart pounded relentlessly in my chest.

The silk covering her back caught the light from across the room, almost blinding. The sparkle of the sequins forced me to look at her, as if she were a spotlight of her own at that end of the room.

And then I looked away.

Too much intensity.

Too much Irene.

I looked around, searching for air.

I saw crowds, people, movement—almost a tide. The place had filled up while I’d lost track of time. And then I found what I was unconsciously looking for: Carlos, leaning in, letting the girl in red whisper insistently in his ear. He was hunched over, listening, but his eyes weren’t entirely there; they seemed to drift past her… toward Irene.

How could he not look at her. How could he not wonder how his competition with Álvaro was going.

I scanned the room then, looking for Marta, David, and the Black guy. Through dancing bodies, laughter, raised glasses. A mosaic of faces that meant nothing to me.

And when my gaze returned to the front, I saw her.

Irene.

Coming toward me.

Glass in hand.

I waited for her, drinking that rum that no longer burned even though I wanted it to, as if I needed to cling to some fire to keep from collapsing before she reached me.

Her tits, covered only by that thin silk, brushed against elbows, backs, and sides—shirts and dresses—and those men and women had no idea of the softness and power touching them.

I watched her. And drank. Knowing her pussy throbbed bare beneath, that those lips hung exposed… covered only by the sequined miniskirt.

I watched her, wondering what could have happened.

What she might have tolerated from that creep Álvaro.

She was in front of me now, close enough to almost touch me—not by choice, but almost pushed there.

She drank and looked at me.

The outline of her breasts under her clothes was sharp, unmistakable. Her nipples were scandalous.

If they embarrassed her… it didn’t show.

She seemed even more flushed… and that alarmed me.

I caved, and spoke first.

I didn’t want to demand explanations, but I did.

My mouth at her ear. Shouting over the music. One hand on her waist, on the hot silk.

“What happened with what? I went in to get my purse,” she answered, turning her face to mine.

Her beautiful, symmetrical moles on her cheek. Her straight nose. Her full lips.

My Sioux Indian… liar.

Beneath that flush, that sweat… it was her.

My heart pounded harder.

I leaned close to her ear and nearly shouted so she could hear me:

“It takes you five minutes to grab a purse?”

“It wasn’t five minutes!” she shot back instantly, placing a hand on my shoulder.

We stared at each other.

We drank.

I knew her. She knew me. She knew I didn't believe her.

I had no fucking clue what game she was playing.

The tension from her evasiveness turned me on… in every possible way.

And then she leaned in closer, her expression shifting.

“Okay… fine… don't get jealous… We took a shot in the kitchen.”

Don't get jealous.

A shot.

That didn't make any fucking sense.

“A shot? Of what?” I asked.

“Tequila,” she said instantly.

“Let me smell your breath,” I said.

We were speaking into each other's ears, practically shouting.

Her perfume enveloped me, and her hair. If I looked down, I could see her breasts straining against the fabric.

Further down, that skirt made me imagine what would happen if I hiked it up a little.

“Smell my breath…? Are you my dad now or what?” she asked, amused.

“Come on, let me smell it,” I insisted.

Facing me, she breathed onto my lips—exaggerated, playful, heated, almost lascivious.

That scent hit me deep.

“Liar…” I told her, because I could recognize the smell of tequila among a million scents, and all I got from her mouth was gin and lime.

She smiled vaguely.

I didn't know what game she was playing.

And then, leaning into my ear again, she said:

“Okay, I'll tell you, I was just messing with you. I went in to get my purse and he followed me… and he got all… cocky, like he was scolding me, and he said he was going to kick us out of the party, that he didn't know us at all, that we had no business being there. Basically, an asshole… And then… I don't know why, or how… he tried to kiss me.”

My body shuddered. My hand on her waist squeezed hard, involuntarily. My heart couldn't beat any harder. I imagined her cornered against the wall by that idiot—a mix of what I'd already pictured and what she was telling me.

“And obviously I pulled away, and asked him if he was kidding, or something like that,” she continued. “And the asshole got all pissed off.”

Irene pulled back. She drank, with a surprisingly steady hand, while looking at me.

“And what else? What else happened?” I asked, urgent, shouting into her ear again, not letting go of her waist.

“Well, that's it, he got pissed and asked if we were twenty years old, fucking around in other people's houses. And I told him we weren't going to fuck, though that asshole didn't deserve that much explanation. And then he… got even more pissed.”

“He got more pissed and what?” I asked, heart racing, and instinctively looked past her, but I couldn't see that creep Álvaro anywhere.

“He got pissed and asked me why I wasn't wearing a bra. Asked me what the fuck we were playing at.”

I froze… My fingers squeezed her waist again.

I felt my pulse in my ears.

I imagined him accusing her like that. Staring at her tits…

The arousal made me shake.

“He seriously said that to you?”

“Yes.”

“And what did you say?”

“I don't know, I told him to fuck off, I think.”

“And what did he do?”

“He tried to kiss me again, and he touched me.”

“He touched you? What do you mean he touched you?”

“Yes. He touched my tit. Like this,” she said, killing me, and gave me a little tap on my chest, demonstrating.

“Seriously?” I exclaimed, completely overwhelmed.

And I didn't know whether to kill him… or get turned on.

“Yes. A fucking asshole… But it didn't bother me.”

“What do you mean it didn't bother you?”

“No… let him stay wanting.”

“Wanting what?” I asked, and she pulled back a little again and took a drink, watching me.

She looked at me with a mischievous glint.

I knew she wasn't going to answer that. Wasn't going to put it into words.

I pictured that attack. The two attempted kisses. The desperate grab at her breast. A show of desperation… And each time I replayed it, I felt less anger and more arousal.

“And you left…” I murmured in her ear, leaning toward her again.

“Yes.”

“That was the five minutes.”

“Yes, that was the five minutes,” she said, closing the subject.

And then I looked at her and felt so much desire I needed my hands free. I downed my drink in one gulp and did what drunkenness and the crowd allow when the night has caught fire: I let the empty glass drop to the floor, barely bothering to hide it.

I freed my hands to reach for her.

And she knew it, lowering her arms to leave herself completely exposed, accessible.

And then I unleashed all my pent-up desire on her. I gripped her waist with both hands and closed the few centimeters between us until her tits pressed against my chest. I felt her hard nipples pressing through the fabric of my clothes and hers, as if they wanted to brand me. And I couldn't wait any longer. I couldn't hold back anymore. I kissed her hungrily, without preamble, our lips opening, my tongue seeking hers as the alcohol and saliva mixed in our mouths. She responded instantly, soft but deep, that electric tongue that always drove me crazy—calm yet voracious.

I pushed her slowly against nothing, against the air, against the people. No one seemed to notice; the party was already a chaos of bodies. My hands slid up her sides, straight to her breasts. Both palms open over the champagne silk, trying to cover them—that futile attempt, that realization that their size was almost too much to handle, aroused me even more. I squeezed them hard, feeling them overflow between my fingers, feeling the nipples harden even more under the fabric. And I reached for one more button, just one, the one peeking temptingly right between them, and my fingers brushed the edge of that neckline…

“Stop…” she whispered, trying to sound sharp but coming out honeyed, almost a purr against my lips.

I obeyed, didn't force that button, and went back to kneading her tits over the silk while she panted with half-closed eyes. I lowered my mouth to her neck, almost licking the skin above her collarbone, then moved up to her chin, her cheek, and kissed her again, this time slower, dirtier: saliva, tangled tongues, sweat, and ragged breathing.

With one hand I brushed aside the hair stuck to her nape, damp from the heat, and gripped her there possessively, tilting her head for better access. My other hand slid slowly down her neckline, slipping under the open silk, touching hot skin, the swell of her bare breasts… and then I felt ribbon, felt strap, the taut strap circling her breast from above… and my cock throbbed at the thrill of touching what encircled her, what framed her tits with indecent obscenity.

I snorted. Huffed with desire. My cock throbbed again and I had to stop touching that strap, that skin at her neckline, or my heart would explode.

I wanted to calm down. Pamper her. Adore her. I pulled back a little, looked at her: her glassy eyes, her half-open mouth. I straightened the collar of her shirt with calculated tenderness, as if I were dressing her for me alone, marking her, dominating her with that small gesture… I did it while looking at her, until I couldn't take it anymore and brought my lips back to hers, holding her by the collar of her shirt as my cock strained forward against my pants.

She didn't touch me. Just let me. Arms at her sides, body surrendered, trembling slightly.

And then one of my hands moved again: it dropped and squeezed one of her tits over that champagne silk with cruel, rough force.

I felt the texture, the power. The carnal brutality of her swollen breast, and I gasped against her lips:

“Did he touch you like this…? Huh? Did he touch your tit like this?”

Between kisses, she whimpered:

“No… he touched me less.”

“Less?” I exclaimed, my voice hoarse.

“Yes… I don't let him… touch me like that.”

I released her collar and kissed her again, deeper, more desperate. She tilted her face and let herself be taken, but her tongue was active—vehemently so. With one hand I gripped her nape, holding her against me; with the other I went straight for the sequined skirt. I tried to lift it, my fingers sliding over her hot, sweaty thighs. She gasped between kisses:

“Stop… you're crazy…”

“I'm crazy, yes,” I sighed in her ear, biting her earlobe. “And you, going around like that… with your pussy bare… aren't you crazy?”

“Stop… Diego… if he sees us… like this… he'll kick us out,” she whimpered, playing coy, provocative, while my fingers already touched the inside of her thighs.

“Then let him come kick us out,” I breathed against her lips.

And my fingers climbed higher. Inner thigh, burning skin, damp. I slipped my hand between her legs… and kept going up… and up… and I knew it was just a few centimeters… but the journey over the sweaty skin felt eternal… until suddenly I hit one of those thin straps, that triangle that covered nothing, only framed. She gasped another “stop…!” just as my fingertips brushed her trimmed pubic hair, soft… and then, without patience, without mercy, I touched one of her outer lips: protruding, swollen, tender… She was soaked. I felt the heat radiating, the sticky wetness on my fingers. And then she wrapped an arm around me to hold herself up, aroused, horny, touched. She trembled standing there, still, her legs barely spread enough to give me access. I caressed the tender lip, separated it a little with my fingertip, brushing the swollen clit. I was touching her pussy, in the middle of the crowd… I was dying to slip a finger inside her… I imagined, almost felt, how it would go in. When she whimpered another weak “stop…” almost pleading, but her hips moved forward… as if part of her wanted more.

And then something jostled us. A hard shove, a large body passing behind us and then alongside. I yanked my hand back. We embraced instinctively, chest to chest, breathing hard. I looked over her shoulder and saw the enormous back of a gray t-shirt; beneath the fabric, a large, dark body—Marta's black guy pushing his way through the crowd.

I swallowed hard. I thought he'd left. Or maybe only Marta and David had gone.

We both took in the sheer size of that body as we separated slightly and Irene discreetly tugged down her skirt. She followed him with her eyes, lips parted, chest rising and falling fast. I asked her:

“What about Marta's fantasy? What do you think?”

I expected her to say he wasn't her type, that she didn't care. But she whispered:

“He's hot.”

“He's hot, yeah?” I repeated, almost laughing from disbelief and excitement.

I turned back to her. Another kiss. Hard, possessive. She surrendered again, her tongue responding slowly, hotly. The kiss broke off and, looking over her shoulder, I locked eyes with Carlos.

Carlos, on the other side of the room, near our beloved sideboard. He stood motionless among the crowd, eyes fixed on us, on Irene. He wasn't smiling. Just watching.

I gripped her tighter around the waist. I felt her pussy throbbing beneath her skirt, against my thigh… The silk of her blouse stayed insolently smooth; only the outline of her nipples broke the sleek harmony. The sequins glittered under the strobe lights like sparks.

And I wanted to keep going, make her mine, hike her skirt all the way up, plunge my fingers inside her until she came gasping while Carlos watched…

That, much as I wanted it, was impossible.

But there was another temptation that wasn't.

I whispered to her then, telling her Carlos was watching us.

I kissed her and moaned that the giant was watching us.

I bit her neck and she trembled… and reminded me that he'd said she wasn't his type.

“Go… go talk to him,” I almost begged into her ear, while she writhed.

“Go talk to him, Irene… It would get me so fucking hard…” I gasped, caressing one of her breasts over the silk again.

“Go talk to him, fuck, Irene… I want him to devour you… with his eyes… I want you to see it in his gaze… that he wants to fuck you…”

I wasn't myself. I was possessed. I groped her. I kissed her. And she let me, arching her torso back… and listening.

“Go talk to him… please…” I implored, and she touched my hair, calming me, and when I thought she'd say no, she whispered:

“Okay… Mmm… Okay… But not like this.”

“Not like this, how?” I asked, no longer knowing what to touch, what to kiss.

“I'm going to the bathroom first… and I'll change… I'll put on… you know… I'm not going to talk to him like this.”

It was obvious what she meant: to put on her bra and panties, which were in the purse resting on the couch next to the sideboard.

“Okay. Fine,” I agreed.

And we looked at each other. We looked at each other with desire, but also with love.

I didn't look up at Carlos, but I was sure he was watching us.

“Now?” she asked playfully.

“Yes. Now,” I answered, a bundle of nerves.

And then she touched my waist lightly, a subtle gesture, but tender, and then, with poise and grace, offered me her glass, which I took. I drank the gin while she turned and slipped through the crowd.

I filled my lungs. Love. Arousal. Tension.

I knew she felt the same.

I drank from her glass.

She glided through the crowd.

I had to look away again. Watching her meant feeling such intensity that I needed to stop so my heart could catch a break.

I looked around. I saw the girl in red, now far from Carlos. And in the distance, through the crowd, I spotted the black guy next to Marta and David.

And then I turned back, searching for Irene, and saw she was already reaching the couch where her purse held her bra and panties, her protection, her fine but sufficient lingerie, real coverage, the support that would end the madness of showing herself in those straps that made her breasts and pussy stand out…

…but she never reached the purse.

Because someone caught her attention.

A voice and a touch, and she turned.

Beside her, a large body…

…an imposing obelisk…

…in a blue striped shirt.

…

Carlos.


20. Power Play.

I couldn’t see them clearly.

I sensed them.

And that was worse.

The living room pulsed like a sick organism: lights exploding, shadows swallowing bodies, music pounding against ribs from the inside. And in that flickering chaos, a shape—too large—leaning over a champagne shimmer.

I blinked.

Another flash of light.

The blue striped shirt.

The enormous back.

Too close.

Too far over her.

I couldn’t make out his expression. Couldn’t see his mouth or his face. Only Irene’s profile, barely outlined against the white flash. Her head tilted. Her neck exposed. Her hair falling back, as if nothing compelled her to pull it up or cover herself.

And she wasn’t covering herself.

Or at least that’s how it looked.

Her graceful vulnerability against that rectangular rigidity. Subtle fluidity against an iron frame.

My breathing turned clumsy. The gin in her glass weighed in my hand like I was holding some absurd relic. The black purse sat on the couch, right in front of her. Closed. Motionless. Three feet away. She wasn’t snatching it and running. She was letting herself be cornered, forgetting her original plan.

She still had the silk clinging to her chest. Still had the straps underneath. I knew it even though I couldn’t see them. I knew it because minutes ago my fingers had felt that taut band wrapped around her breast. I knew that under that shirt there was no protection. Only framing.

And he was invading that frame.

The light dropped again.

I caught the sparkle of yellow light, then green, crossing over them, illuminating them as if they were already a single substance.

I saw Carlos’s shoulder advance another inch.

I saw his torso lean in.

I saw him close off her exit without touching her—trapping her between himself and the sideboard and the couch, in a triangle of suffocation.

The space between them was no longer space. It was compressed electricity.

I couldn’t see her face.

And that was killing me.

I didn’t know if she was smiling.

I didn’t know if she was uncomfortable.

I only saw her throat move when she swallowed. Only saw the slight arch of her back when he said something close to her ear.

My heart pounded so hard I thought someone could hear it over the music.

She wasn’t pulling away.

She didn’t take a step back, even though the narrow space allowed it.

She wasn’t reaching for the purse, even though her escape—her chance to flee and cover up—was right there.

The silk shimmered again under a violet flash, and I could swear the outline of her chest tensed further, as if her breathing had swelled inside her.

I wanted to see her mouth.

I wanted to see if it was trembling.

I wanted to see if her gaze accepted, acknowledged, or rejected him.

But from where I stood, I could only make out the outline of her head and Carlos’s enormous shadow leaning closer and closer.

And then I felt it.

It wasn’t him moving closer.

It was her holding him there.

A second of absolute stillness. Two bodies impossibly motionless in the middle of chaos. The stillness that precedes something irreversible.

The living room kept exploding around them, but between them there was restraint.

I forced myself to look away. I couldn’t. I couldn’t keep seeing only fragments.

And that’s when I saw it.

I caught it mid-sweep of my gaze.

A sweep through the crowd that carried me to another corner of the wide living room.

Álvaro.

And he wasn’t alone.

The girl in red—the one who’d spent half the night hanging on the giant, brushing against him, wanting him, trying—was now pinned against the wall, Álvaro’s pink shirt crushing her dress.

It wasn’t a discreet kiss.

It was a discharge.

Álvaro had her by the waist with excessive force, his other hand buried in the back of her neck, and he was kissing her with open, wet violence, as if he wanted to prove something. As if he were celebrating his defeat by turning it into possession.

She clung to him.

The one who’d wanted the giant was now letting herself be devoured by the sweaty host.

The war was obvious.

The slicked-back fat guy reclaiming his pride through the girl Carlos had discarded.

The blonde in red accepting a grim fate.

The giant in stripes advancing on the only one who really mattered.

And me.

With Irene’s glass in my hand.

Watching the living room turn into a game board of power and desire where everyone claimed their piece of flesh.

The brunette in the shirt. Not my type.

To Carlos, Irene was perhaps just a victory over Álvaro.

That humiliated me as much as it excited me.

I swallowed hard.

And I turned back to look at my girlfriend.

Carlos was saying something to her. I watched his mouth move close to her ear—too close. Irene tilted her head slightly to hear better. The gesture was minimal. But enough.

Her shirt stretched over her breasts as she arched her back.

My heart answered with a dull thud.

She wasn't pulling away.

She wasn't pulling away.

She knew she had my blessing. The whole night had revolved around that: my permission, my provocation, my fantasy whispered in her ear. She had to know I was watching her. She had to know I wanted to see her there.

But what she didn't know—or maybe she did—was whether I could bear to watch.

Then Irene touched her hair.

That gesture of hers that sometimes meant nerves… and other times, pure flirtation. She swept it away from her neck, leaving skin exposed under the strobing light. The silk caught a flash, and for a second, I imagined the grayish strap outlining the curve of her breast, taut beneath the fabric.

Then Carlos lowered his gaze as she spoke to him.

Maybe the strap had shown through right then.

Like her areolas.

Like her nipples.

And I saw it.

And she saw him lower his gaze.

And she didn't cross her arms. Didn't close herself off. Didn't step back.

She exhaled.

It was the smallest gesture, almost invisible. But I felt it like a whip crack.

I looked around again, trying to breathe. But my gaze didn't really sweep—it went straight back to Álvaro and the girl, a masochistic loop where I witnessed the party cutting loose.

Álvaro's hands were now on the blonde's ass, gripping the smooth fabric of the red dress with roughness and desperation. He kissed her with obscene hunger, as if marking his territory in front of everyone.

And she let him.

The little blonde who had tried to conquer the handsome giant was now settling for the chubby guy with the slicked-back hair, the spurned host. Her hands clung to Álvaro's shoulders, fingers digging into the pink fabric while he devoured her mouth shamelessly.

Álvaro was claiming Carlos's leftovers.

Carlos was going after what Álvaro hadn't managed to get.

A silent war of alpha males playing out across the vast living room.

The fat guy in the pink shirt celebrating his prize—abandoned, dirty, vengeful.

The giant in blue stripes advancing on the brunette in silk with humiliating confidence.

And me.

Me in the middle.

Consenting.

Everyone knew she was my girlfriend.

Everyone knew that, still, the decision now rested with Irene alone.

I looked back at her.

The distance between Irene's and Carlos's mouths was no longer social.

It was that distance that exists just before someone chooses to cross it.

And then he moved his mouth toward her neck. And he didn't touch her. He just left his breath there, hot, suspended, like a threat that didn't need to materialize to exist.

And I saw it.

I saw Irene's skin prickle under the strobing light. I saw her back tense, just barely, as if an invisible thread were pulling her.

And she spoke to him while he held his lips there, and then she did something that killed me: she wrapped an arm around his neck. Almost hanging from the tower, supposedly to speak into his ear… but the gesture felt unnecessary… devastating.

My heart was exploding.

I could still stop this.

I could still cross the living room.

I could still break that electric triangle with my body.

But I didn't move.

I didn't move because that man, with her, was my fantasy.

I didn't move because that giant, for her, was her fantasy.

The big man.

The body that envelops.

The muscles and strength that dominate.

Extreme masculinity as fetish.

Raw virility.

What I wasn't.

What I couldn't give her.

And now she had it in front of her.

In another city.

At a party where no one knew us.

With my explicit blessing still floating in the air between us.

What could stop her from accepting it now?

I was the one offering it to her.

And him? What could stop him?

His imminent victory over Álvaro pinned beneath him. The cuckold's consent seven meters away. The straps of a bra that didn't exist telling him this girl had come here to play.

Irene pulled her arm back then, and he said something to her.

Something that made her look away for an instant.

And then she did it.

Irene turned.

And looked at me.

It wasn't a long look.

It was a spark.

But that spark held a question.

It wasn't guilt.

It wasn't fear.

It was something worse.

It was confirmation.

As if she were reminding me that all of this had started with me.

That I had asked for this.

That I had said: go.

That I had begged her: I want to see it.

I didn't know what my gaze was telling her, other than that I was terrified. Maybe it was telling her that whatever happened wouldn't be a betrayal.

And then it happened:

Carlos lowered his mouth.

Grazed her neck.

This time, for real.

Minimal contact.

An invisible line crossed.

Irene closed her eyes for a second.

And didn't pull away.

I felt the blow to my gut.

And then Carlos raised his enormous hands to my girlfriend's perfect face.

It wasn't a rough gesture.

It was something worse.

He held her face, her jaw, her neck, with delicacy—not like someone staking a claim, but like someone asking permission without words. Palms open, fingers spread on either side of her jaw; the backs of his enormous hands brushing the inside of her shirt collar, nudging the light silk away from her sweaty skin. His hands were large, rough, but not clumsy: they knew how much pressure to apply. His thumb traced the line of her cheekbone. There was no violence. No urgency.

There was restraint, study.

As if he were reading her.

As if he knew exactly how close he could get without breaking her.

As if he understood where the limit was… and how to cross it.

I felt my legs going weak.

Carlos leaned toward her. Their noses almost touched. Irene didn't turn away. Her eyes shone under the strobing lights; sometimes in shadow, sometimes lit by a violet or red flash like a broken photograph.

The room disappeared.

Only the two of them.

And me, watching through the gaps between heads, between shifting shoulders.

I knew it was the end.

I'd already accepted it.

Carlos lowered his head a little more.

His lips moved toward hers.

My chest exploded.

It wasn't a metaphor. It was physical. A sharp blow from within. As if something had snapped with a crack only I could hear.

The lights bathed them in fragments. A white flash. Darkness. Green. Yellow.

I caught it in flashes.

That giant leaning over my Indian Sioux.

His hand still cradling her face with a delicacy that tested us both.

Carlos lowered himself.

Very slowly.

And when it seemed he was going to kiss her…

When the entire world seemed to compress into that final centimeter…

He pressed his lips.

To her cheek.

Gently.

As if letting her choose.

As if forcing her to do it, to take the step.

Irene closed her eyes.

One second.

I closed mine too.

It was involuntary.

Shared.

A reflex.

A jolt of synchronicity that cut right through me.

And I felt like I was losing her, or that I'd already lost her.

In barely five minutes since Carlos had caught her.

But I couldn't blame her.

I opened my eyes when the white light swept across the room again.

Carlos was still leaning over her.

His hands still on her face.

I wondered what she was feeling.

I wondered if he was imagining that if there were only straps up top, there might be only straps down below.

I wondered if heat was radiating from between my girlfriend's thighs.

I wondered if her lips had parted from sheer arousal.

I wondered if her naked pussy had throbbed between the straps, feeling him so close, catching his scent, feeling his hands, feeling his lips on her skin.

And I knew then that I didn’t want to see any more.

That I couldn’t bear the next gesture, whatever it might be.

I didn’t move toward them.

I moved toward the exit.

One step.

Another.

Through moving bodies, Irene’s glass still in my hand.

I walked without looking back.

I headed toward the hallway without knowing what I was really running from.

I plunged into the darkness without knowing if Irene was watching me or already surrendering.

My heart was pounding so hard I almost stumbled.

My steps carrying me away.

I locked myself in the bathroom.

Slammed the door shut.

I pissed with my eyes closed: burned into my vision, Carlos’s hands on Irene’s face, her letting it happen, her allowing that kiss on her cheek, that cheek I had kissed a thousand times.

I flushed the toilet and feared, or assumed, that they were already kissing. That their mouths were melting together.

I wondered how much she would tolerate.

Or how much she would want it.

I wondered if she could stop him if he discovered her pussy was bare and throbbing.

I wondered if she could stop herself knowing that everything fit: that I wanted it, that she did too, that those straps were telling Carlos yes, that she had come to this party to play, where no one knew us.

I swallowed.

I pulled my phone from my pocket.

And then, even knowing she wouldn’t read it—knowing her phone was in the purse she’d refused to bring—typing with rage, I tapped out and sent:

“Fuck him if you want.”


21. A Resounding Yes.

I slipped my phone into my pocket, not knowing when—or even if—Irene would read what I’d sent.

I turned and noticed I’d left that little glass of gin on the sink. I wanted one last sip, as if it might calm my nerves even slightly.

I stepped out of the bathroom with no clear purpose when three figures passed in front of me through the dim hallway—three silhouettes, arranged from largest to smallest:

That Black guy in front; Marta—adjusting her purse on her shoulder—in the middle; and David bringing up the rear, the one who spotted me coming out.

They were leaving. This time for real. It wasn’t just Marta’s purse that gave it away—it was everything: a decision had been made, and I could see a strange, murky nervousness in David’s face and eyes.

David, flushed and looking overwhelmed, murmured a halfhearted “hey” when he saw me emerge from the bathroom. Something between a greeting, surprise, and an attempt to play it cool.

For some reason, I wanted to hold him back, as if this timid guy could anchor me to something familiar.

“You guys leaving?” I asked, reaching out to stop him.

He stopped, watching his wife stride purposefully behind that enormous man.

“Yeah…” he stammered, watching them go.

His fantasy. His MFM threesome.

His wife’s fantasy: that dark tower of a man.

By that point, I’d already assumed this was part of some arrangement they’d been discussing for a while.

What surprised me now wasn’t the act itself, but that they’d chosen this particular night—the night they had guests.

“If you guys leave… I don’t have keys,” I said. My subconscious was already plotting an escape on my own, without Irene. I pictured myself ringing the doorbell and no one answering—the two of them too occupied to come to the door.

“Ah,” he said, then went quiet. He kept watching them head toward the end of the hallway—toward the exit.

I was afraid they’d scan the living room before leaving, take in the party, and discover my humiliation.

“Well, Irene has some. We gave her a set,” David said.

“Yeah, but I don’t,” I said immediately.

For the first time, David looked at me directly, bewilderment plain on his face.

But he didn’t ask. He had only one thing on his mind: getting rid of me and chasing his sexual fantasy.

Even so, his eyes held the look of a man who didn’t know if he was about to have the best night of his life or the worst.

His nervousness was palpable.

I wasn’t much better off, but he couldn’t tell.

Suddenly in a hurry, he reached into his pocket and pulled out a keyring. At first he seemed to hesitate, as if considering whether to take one key off, but in the end he just handed me the whole thing—no more than four or five keys.

I asked him to remind me of the street, the building number, and the apartment, and he rattled them off while already walking away, as if afraid his wife and her chosen partner might forget about him.

Standing in the dim hallway, music thundering, David disappearing into the crowd, I realized the gravity of the situation—my situation.

I felt my pulse pounding in my temple again. My throat dry. My heart racing.

I didn’t know if I could bring myself to go back to the living room.

I decided to buy myself some time: a glass of water in the kitchen, on the opposite side of the apartment from where my girlfriend was perhaps giving herself over…

I walked toward the light.

The kitchen was empty.

Too empty.

The white ceiling light fell on the counter like an improvised operating room. The contrast with the dim hallway and the reddish pulse of the living room—lights, bodies, music—made this space feel like another apartment, another world.

I turned on the faucet. The stream sounded exaggerated, almost violent. I filled a glass to the brim and drank it down in one gulp, as if the water could extinguish not my thirst, but the images my mind wouldn’t stop conjuring.

I braced my hands on the counter.

I breathed.

I couldn’t stay there forever.

I turned off the faucet.

And left.

The hallway felt longer than before. Narrower.

Each step was a negotiation with myself. I could veer off just before the living room, turn around.

Leave.

I could disappear before seeing anything.

But I kept going.

When I reached the threshold, the light hit me first. Then the sound. Then the smell: alcohol, perfume, sweat.

I stepped in.

I didn’t look to the left. I didn’t look toward the corner with the sideboard, the armchair, the space where they were supposed to be.

I didn’t dare.

I kept my eyes forward, pushing through the sweaty, swaying crowd, heading toward the far end of the room until my gaze landed on a low piece of furniture.

I walked over there trying to look casual, but my heart was hammering and I felt almost dizzy: from the relentless music, from the alcohol, from the excitement, from the fear, from the nerves… From that decision—to look for Irene—that I knew, sooner or later, I would make.

I grabbed a bottle of rum.

I tilted it over a fresh glass, trying to keep my hand from shaking. I poured more than I should have.

One last drink, I told myself. The last one before… whatever I was about to see.

Or one last drink before leaving.

I looked up.

And again, my eyes swept the room.

And then, my trap. A trap I’d set for myself. I swept the room, but avoided the critical corner. I swept over shoulders, heads, and movement, avoiding what would destroy me, until, without meaning to, I found the other hot spot:

Álvaro.

And the girl in red.

Close, quite close to me. They hadn’t moved; I was the one who had drifted toward them without meaning to.

A feast.

A banquet.

Him giving everything.

Her letting herself be taken with a look of anticipated regret, as if already talking to her future self, already ashamed, already making excuses.

The chubby preppy’s shirt stretched taut across his back as he tilted his head and worked his way shamelessly down his victim’s collarbone and neckline. Her chest was half-exposed where a strap had fallen. The fabric gave just enough. Enough for him to kiss lower, for his mouth to linger on that border between neckline and the swell of her breast.

The flickering light fell on them, making her skin glisten, slightly damp. The accumulated heat, the pounding music, the bodies around them colliding blindly.

Álvaro seemed to have forgotten this was a defeat. Like someone savoring an off-menu dish, offered at the last minute, satisfying his hunger with revenge. His lips grazed the edge of her breast; one hand lifted a tit over the dress, bringing it to his mouth as much as his mouth went to it; his other hand squeezed the overwhelmed blonde’s ass with lascivious ferocity.

She barely responded, arching into him, holding him back but giving him space and skin.

And then I saw it.

I saw it in her.

Not her closed eyes.

Not a gesture of abandon.

Her eyes were open.

And looking far away.

Looking toward a fixed point in the room.

At first I didn’t know where.

I only saw that sustained gaze while he kept kissing her, while he attacked her from every angle, while the strap hung loose and her hands barely contained his excitement.

It was a conscious gaze.

Deliberate.

My breathing turned ragged. The air came in hot and left even hotter. The music seemed to reverberate inside my ribs.

I didn’t have to follow the direction of that gaze to understand.

She was looking toward where Carlos and Irene must be.

I knew it before I even turned.

I knew it from the tension in her neck, from the slight tilt of her head, from that gesture that didn’t match the surrender her body was faking.

She was looking at what she could have had.

And what Irene was surely having.

Jealousy or curiosity. The girl in red was giving her body to Álvaro, but her longing and desire were fixed on Carlos and my girlfriend.

On her defeat.

And she didn’t know it, but on my humiliation too.

I couldn’t take it anymore.

I turned.

The movement was abrupt, almost violent, like ripping off a bandage.

I looked for the sideboard. The armchair. The space I’d been avoiding since I walked in.

A gap between bodies let me see everything more clearly than before.

And what I found wasn’t one mouth on another.

It wasn’t a tight embrace.

Carlos was in profile, focused on pouring a drink. The bottle tilted. The amber stream falling clean into the glass.

Irene, a couple steps away, was picking up her purse from the armchair.

They weren’t touching.

They weren’t pressed together.

They weren’t even looking at each other.

She was opening her purse while Carlos set the bottle on the sideboard.

I didn’t know if nothing had happened or if this was just a pause.

There were no clues in her clothes. Nothing beyond the obscenity of those straps under her shirt and around her sex. Straps I could make out from where I stood, as clearly as the braless freedom of her breasts and nipples.

I didn’t know if everything had already exploded between them…

…but I sensed it hadn’t.

I felt they hadn’t kissed.

That, for whatever reason, everything had been held back or delayed.

But then Irene took her phone out of her purse.

Carefully, trying not to let it get tangled in something.

Something I knew exactly what it was.

That something was her underwear, swimming around in her medium-sized purse.

She brushed her hair away from her face, almost turning her back to me. She swept it aside with one hand, a feminine gesture, then blew at her bangs with a powerful yet flirtatious puff. Her cheeks were burning.

And then I trembled.

I trembled as I realized she was unlocking her phone and knew what she would find.

I knew it the precise instant she knew it…

I could feel it even from that distance.

Even though she didn’t furrow her brow or twist her expression.

Because I knew her, I felt my words land inside her.

The impact.

The rawness of my cruelty.

My final request.

Or my absolute blessing.

Direct. Written. Carved in stone.

Proof of what I wanted. Or at least, what I was telling her I wanted.

Her free pass. Her absolution from guilt.

“Fuck him if you want.”

…

Irene looked up from her phone and searched for me. I knew that the movement of her face, that back and forth of her eyes between shoulders and heads, was looking for me, looking for me.

I didn’t hide.

But she didn’t find me.

My heart was exploding when Carlos caught her attention from behind and she slipped her phone into her purse before turning around.

She leaned forward as she turned toward him and set her purse on the armchair.

Before giving him her attention, she swept the room one last time with her eyes.

Again, she didn’t find me.

And then he spoke to her and her eyes went to him.

The blue-striped obelisk. This time, from my position, I could also see his legs, his big ass.

Irene, facing him, looked like porcelain, fragile and breakable.

But underneath, that sexuality was unmistakable.

I wondered if he was pretending not to know about those straps…

And then I could feel in Irene’s gaze a mixture that tore me apart: tension, arousal… and… above all… doubt.

Doubt about whether to accept.

Doubt about whether to take advantage of my consent.

He was speaking in her ear, bending toward her, the music pounding; she offered him her half-profile so he could breathe his words there, but I saw in Irene’s gaze a certain absence, even though she nodded, even though she responded with short phrases.

A few moments of uncertainty that destroyed me, because I could feel what she felt.

She no longer doubted for my sake; she doubted for her own.

And then… everything came crashing down.

I swallowed.

I sighed.

Watching as one of his hands went to her waist and watching as she, at that close distance…

Made a movement.

The movement.

Facing him, inches away, Irene brought her hands behind her head, lacing her fingers through her hair. She lifted it slowly, leaving her nape completely exposed, her neck elongated, vulnerable.

Both arms behind her, gathering her hair as if she needed air. The movement made her breasts rise beneath the silk, stretching the fabric, outlining her nipples even more clearly.

She stared at him intently; she was silencing him and, at the same time, inviting him, while she held her hair up with both hands, while she aired out her nape, never taking her eyes off him. It wasn’t a casual gesture. Or a nervous one. She was hot, but this was excessive. A deliberate movement. A wordless invitation.

Carlos stayed silent, witness to that gesture that was a dedication, that was consent, that was a “shut up, it’s done, the conquest is over, everything is a resounding yes”:

My girlfriend’s yes.

My pain.

Her neck completely exposed under the flickering light. The silk of her shirt taut over her tits; her areolas, nipples, and the straps showing through.

And she didn’t take her eyes off Carlos.

And Carlos understood.

How could he not understand when anyone who cared to look would understand?

How could a predator in that context not understand?

Everything is a resounding yes.

My girlfriend was destroying me and giving him the choice of whatever weapon he wanted.

His hands or his lips.

The sexuality on display as Irene kept her arms raised behind her, airing out her nape, cooling her neck… made that opportunist choose the former.

I thought I would die when his hand moved forward.

I shuddered, a spasm running through me in the middle of the crowd.

My glass nearly slipped from my hand when a flash of red and green light illuminated that enormous hand as it approached.

A hand and something more.

Because it was everything at once.

It was everything because, with his other hand, he seemed to grip her waist more firmly.

And his free hand moved in slowly: his fingers brushed the fabric first, barely. His fingertips measured the surface, feeling the gap where her shirt hung half-open, the neckline slightly parted. And then my horror and his pleasure, my dread and his delight: he pressed his whole palm against her breast.

That bastard was touching her tit, over her clothes, over her shirt, in front of everyone, in front of me.

My heart rose to my throat.

My eyes watered as I witnessed the stark contrast: the light shirt, almost ethereal, against the firmness of those thick fingers. The softness of her body beneath a pressure that wasn't brutal but undeniable.

Irene trembled, accepted the touch, the firm caress… and didn't lower her arms.

She kept holding her hair up.

The movement of her shoulders lifted her chest even higher beneath the fabric. Her breathing changed. She didn't take a step back. She didn't cross her arms. She didn't push the hand away.

On the contrary.

Slowly, while he groped that tit over the silk and stared at her with intense seriousness, she released her hair.

Her hair fell over her back as one of her hands descended.

Not to remove his.

To cover it.

Her fingers settled over Carlos's knuckles, on top of the fabric, with no force to push him away, no gesture of rejection.

Just contact.

Their gazes remained locked.

And then he squeezed. Not violently, but with that calm possession of those who know they've already won. Irene arched her back a little more and shook her loose hair. He held her firmly by the waist.

And I, without wanting to, almost instantly, felt my erection. Hard to the point of pain. I hated myself for it. I hated myself with every fiber as I watched my girlfriend surrender like that…

And then Carlos tilted his head and brought his face closer.

It was written.

It was done.

I wanted to look away.

My heart begged me not to look.

But I didn't obey…

I couldn't…

I wanted to devour that pain…

Irene, slender, in that miniskirt, in those heeled sandals with straps climbing her ankles, her pussy bare underneath, her breasts barely contained, letting him hold her body…

…looked at him and said yes with her eyes.

Again.

A resounding yes.

He then left her waist and that hand flew to Irene's neck, to hold her, to caress her nape; that sweaty nape beneath her hair that I had kissed so many times.

And he moved toward her.

And Irene's hands went to that giant's hips.

And I knew it hadn't happened yet, but that it was going to happen at that precise moment.

My heart exploded as she closed her eyes…

And then it happened.

It wasn't voracious.

It wasn't dirty.

It was slow.

Carlos first brushed his mouth against hers, barely a touch that could have been hesitation. But it wasn't. They stayed there for a suspended second, breathing each other in. Their noses barely grazed, an almost childlike touch that contrasted with the obscenity of how he squeezed her tit over her shirt. She tilted her face a millimeter, offering him the perfect angle; he tilted his head in response…

And then… her lips, Irene's lips—because perhaps she had traveled that last millimeter and that destroyed me—settled against his… settled with a softness that pierced me like a knife.

It wasn't a collision. It was an encounter. A yearning. A hidden desire… who knows if from long ago. Who knows if with others, if with Alberto…

A desire she was settling or indulging with Carlos… once she knew she had not only my consent but almost my explicit request.

And he didn't invade; he waited. He let her be the one to advance first, to slide the tip of her tongue to brush his. And when Irene did, I first felt disappointment, then unbearable humiliation, then a punch to my stomach, and I witnessed the movement of that bastard's tongue in my girlfriend's mouth; that liquid rigidity, that thick, hot tongue that moved calmly, exploring Irene's without hurry, tangling with hers with a slowness that seemed calculated to torture me. I could imagine the taste he was giving her: salty, alcoholic, masculine in a brutal yet calm way. Irene responded with hers, thinner, softer, but equally determined; the tip of her tongue drew small circles around his, as if she were tasting, memorizing, accepting each new texture.

They were kissing.

I wanted to die.

His hands weren’t violent. Irene’s stayed planted on Carlos’s hips, fingers spread over the fabric of his blue striped shirt, feeling the heat radiating from his skin beneath, the muscles tense but still. She wasn’t pushing him away. She wasn’t clawing at him. She was just holding on, as if she needed that anchor to keep from trembling—or to keep from trembling even more. Carlos had one hand on the back of her neck—his large fingers tangled in her damp hair, holding her without squeezing too hard—and the other still on her breast, over her shirt, kneading that fullness, that sexuality. That’s how he kept her pressed against him. He wasn’t grinding her against his arousal—which had to be obvious—he was holding her.

The kiss deepened. Tongues seeking each other, brushing, separating for an instant only to meet again, breaths mixing in short, hot gasps escaping from the corners of their lips. I could see how Irene’s cheekbones moved slightly with each soft suction, how she swallowed, how her eyelids trembled closed—not from abandon, but from a conscious, deliberate surrender.

My Sioux Indian.

My girlfriend.

Kissed like that.

Her mouth, her tongue, her lips… open for him.

It was real.

It was a heartfelt kiss.

Almost tender.

And that’s what destroyed me most.

Not the hand on her breast.

Not the display.

But that tenderness.

The way Irene closed her eyes.

To enjoy it.

To savor every slow stroke of that other tongue—one that knew her better than mine did… in that precise moment.

I felt something inside me break.

I looked away.

I couldn’t take it anymore.

The noise came back all at once. The music. The laughter. The heat.

I took a step back.

Then another.

The cup was still in my hand, but I no longer knew if I was holding it or if it was holding me.

I turned around.

And pushed past a body.

And then another.

And another.

And I moved forward.

I moved forward to leave… with that image burned into my retina and the certainty that it wouldn’t end there.

I moved forward knowing nothing would stop them. Not even their love for me.

I moved forward and reached the door of that apartment.

A door I opened with one hand while my heart dropped to the floor.

I opened the door, stepped out, and closed it… leaving behind the passion and tenderness of those two bodies whose instant connection… seemed to mock me.

And I found myself on the landing, listening to the pounding music, plastic cup in my hand, clothes soaked in sweat, my whole body a single spasm…

… and knowing that bastard was going to fuck my girlfriend.


22. No Refuge.

I had never faced such an unbearable mix of sensations. I didn't understand how I could feel arousal through the pain. I couldn't comprehend how I could fantasize about my girlfriend's most brutal, sexual surrender to that imbecile and, at the same time, hate myself for it and, at the same time, want it and, at the same time, feel like I'd die if it actually happened.

That bombardment nearly turned me into a zombie. The countless drinks I'd had didn't help matters either.

I knew I was really drunk when I left my glass in the elevator and didn't care.

I left the building with no direction, barely aware that I needed to call a taxi.

Early morning on New Year's Eve, alone, without a sweater or coat, at about forty-six degrees… the sweat was cooling rapidly on my skin while I still couldn't make sense of myself.

I still couldn't comprehend how I'd left Irene there, kissing him.

Her fantasy, handed to her on a silver platter.

And mine, which in theory was to witness it… sabotaged by my own hand, because I hadn't been able to keep watching.

I called countless phone numbers—taxis from this stand and that, the dispatch center again and again.

Sitting on the steps of that damn entryway, cold sweat dripping down my spine, I made one last call just as I heard the door open behind me. I turned, pulling the phone from my ear, and saw a girl and two guys coming out—they looked vaguely familiar from the party.

They came down the steps, and I had to shift aside to let them pass. Their coats made me envious. And I, who've never been one to ask for help, was considering announcing my predicament, but it wasn't even necessary—the girl, brown hair, pretty eyes, average height, turned toward me and looked at me with friendly curiosity.

She said something then—I didn't catch every word but got the gist: an ironic quip about how my face gave away that my night was going either very well or very badly. I barely mumbled in response, thinking that yes, that was exactly it—something so extreme I still didn't know if it was the most horrible thing that had ever happened to me or the most intense experience I'd ever live through.

My mumbling must have sounded pretty drunk, because she immediately changed her expression and tone, asking things like: “Are you okay?” “Where do you live?” “Did you come alone?” “Do you want us to give you a ride?”

I tried to show some composure, but I didn't get to my feet very gracefully.

The guys behind her glanced at me absently, without much interest.

An anonymous fallen soldier.

I gave the girl Marta and David's address, and she turned to one of the guys with a look that said she wasn't sure about this.

She ended up walking over to him, and I could hear their whispered exchange—he, a tall, thin guy about three or four years younger than me, was saying I must have come with someone. She told him it wasn't that far, that Jaime's house wasn't exactly convenient for them either and they were going to give him a ride, so “how can we leave him there.”

I shuffled over to them then—with all the discretion of a drunk—to eavesdrop or apply some pressure, and I could see on the face of the guy who wasn't Jaime that he was giving in.

We walked toward a gray car. I was too embarrassed to thank them. I told myself I'd thank them at the end. I sat in back; next to me was the one who must be Jaime, a blond guy who seemed drunker than the dark-haired one and, without a doubt, drunker than her—she sat at the wheel and struck me as completely sober.

You could tell the night, at least ours, was dying—there wasn't much desire to talk; we hadn't even introduced ourselves. The car started up and drove through unfamiliar streets. The night was pitch black. She turned on the heat, and I would have felt drowsy if not for the fact that my head and body were trapped in a state of permanent arousal… so much so that I tried not to remember or imagine anything, so my heart wouldn't give out on me again.

The passenger said something to her then. I figured they were a couple. I wondered if Jaime was their friend. Given the direction the party had taken, I even wondered if this might be another one of those M-F-M threesomes, like the one David might be orchestrating at that very moment. Though to be fair, this suspicion, from what I could see in the car, had no real basis.

After a few minutes of silence, they started talking more steadily. Gossip about people from the party.

Jaime, when he spoke, was a disaster: an ugly, slurred voice; extreme drunkenness. I really wanted to believe my state was much more presentable.

Gossip I listened to without retaining any of it or caring, until the girl said:

“Well look, in the end, Álvaro ended up with Silvia. And Silvia really tried with Carlos, but nothing came of it.”

I swallowed.

I pressed my hands against my thighs.

I peeled my shirt off my back and sat up straighter.

And I still hadn't absorbed the shock that they were talking about the preppy harasser, the girl in red, and the muscular guy I'd left kissing my girlfriend… when the passenger added:

“And Carlos ended up with the brunette…”

Again, the pulse in my ears.

Again, my heart racing.

Not even there—putting distance between us, surrounded by strangers—was I safe from what I'd left behind at the party.

“Yeah, I saw,” the brown-haired girl said instantly, as if it were nothing, while she shifted into third.

And then, with cruel unfairness, Jaime had to chime in:

“But wasn't that girl with some random guy?”

A

Random

Guy

As in

Me

“I don't know,” she said.

“Yeah, I think she was with a guy…” said the passenger, and in my paranoia, I couldn't tell anymore if they were messing with me, trying to humiliate me.

And then, while I squirmed in my seat, their voices overlapped: the dark-haired guy up front said something about how “she was really hot,” and my seatmate in back, Jaime, decided to bring up “the little miniskirt.”

The driver let them get worked up, and they briefly shifted from commenting on her body to wondering “where did she come from?” and “whose friend is she?”

I tried to glance at Jaime out of the corner of my eye to gauge if the mockery was real, but I was increasingly convinced they had no idea she was my girlfriend.

The car exited a roundabout and turned onto an avenue when the black-haired guy asked:

“Do you think he's fucking her?”

My legs trembled in a spasm; one knee knocked against the other.

“Carlos? He's definitely fucking her,” said Jaime.

“Well, unless Paloma shows up with her drama,” she chimed in again.

“I don't think so,” the blond guy said.

And then she raised her voice a bit and said:

“Hey, don't pay attention to us, okay… We just love the gossip.”

Gossip my ass.

And I was about to respond with some half-hearted, barely disguised comment when I saw, out of the corner of my eye, Jaime lean forward, put his hand on the dark-haired guy's shoulder and say: “But did you see the skirt on that brunette? Damn, dude, what a babe—I'd fuck her senseless.”

And then my “yeah… yeah…” overlapped with a “what I noticed were those huge tits” from the guy up front.

And I didn't want to see it. I didn't want to remember the silk stretching under that hand, his entire palm covering her breast while she held her hair back, offering up her cleavage and all of herself with a look that said “there.” I wanted to erase the image of her lips parting, her tongue reaching out first, that almost tender slowness with which she'd let herself be kissed. But the more I tried to think about anything else, the more vividly the movement of her neck under his fingers returned, the weight of that hand on her breast, the way Irene had closed her eyes to enjoy it. And my body, traitor that it was, responded again.

After a few minutes of silence during which my heart pounded with a mixture of rage, arousal, and uncertainty, the driver started talking about someone named María and I finally let out a breath.

Three or four more traffic lights and the car stopped. I was so disoriented that I didn't reach for the door handle because Jaime beat me to it. They said goodbye with a terseness that made me think the threesome was definitely not happening, and the car pulled away.

I looked at my watch. The night was slipping away.

I looked at my phone—nothing from Irene.

And then the driver turned to me again, explaining that my place really wasn't far from Álvaro's, but it wasn't on their way and that, with having to drop off Jaime too, it was all “a bit of a hassle.” I waved it off with a couple of “no, no, not at all, don't worry about it, jeez,” which sounded weird and drunk even to me, and I looked out the window again.

More driving. More minutes. More silence. Until the car stopped again and I got out, thanking them.

The door closed behind me with a sharp thud and the car took off almost instantly, leaving me alone on the sidewalk.

The cold hit me like a slap, harder than when I'd left the house.

I looked up.

The building entrance was a few yards away. Whitish light at the door. No sound.

I walked toward it with the strange sensation of not knowing if I was returning home or heading to the scene of my execution. I was well aware that I might end up hearing the guy-girl-guy threesome through the wall while waiting for Irene… An Irene who might or might not show up… An Irene who might be at that very moment in some bedroom at the party house.

I imagined her with Carlos in the bedroom where Álvaro had interrupted us… and again I felt that searing pain. I imagined her… fucking… being fucked… and I closed my eyes and pressed my lips together… while my footsteps echoed on the damp sidewalk.

The alcohol was holding me up and betraying me at the same time: a flutter in my chest, a wobble in my legs.

And my mind drifted from imagination to memory, to the image.

Always the image.

Her exposed neck. The hand on her breast. Her mouth opening. Her eyes closing.

I swallowed.

I felt my hard-on—which had faded a bit in the car—returning with an aching slowness.

I reached the entrance.

I pulled out the key ring. Four or five keys. All different. Only one looked unusual. I studied them under the dim light, trying to guess which was the right one.

I tried one. I tried another.

The cold was starting to seep through my sleeves. My fingers trembled; I didn't know if it was from the temperature or from the mix of rage and arousal still pulsing through my blood.

“Come on…” I murmured.

The fourth key fit.

I turned it with too much force and almost lost my balance when the lock suddenly gave way. I shoved the door open and slipped inside quickly, as if the outside could devour me.

The entrance smelled stuffy and of clean marble.

Silence.

A thick silence that contrasted with the music still echoing in my memory. I closed the door slowly and breathed.

I closed my eyes.

I imagined, without wanting to, that at that very moment he was kissing her again. That his hand was sliding down. That she wasn't hesitating. I imagined him feeling her thighs amid the crowd, discovering the straps around her pussy right there.

I wondered if Irene would really let herself get fucked…

I wondered if her hunger to fulfill her fantasy was so voracious she'd give herself to that asshole that very night.

I wondered if she wanted it that badly.

I wondered if I had anything to do with that desire. If, for some reason, I wasn't enough for her.

I wondered if she was absolutely certain of my consent or if she'd taken advantage of my doubts.

I shook my head, as if I could physically dislodge the scene.

I moved toward the elevator.

I pressed the button.

I waited.

The doors opened.

The mirror inside reflected an image I didn't entirely recognize: reddened eyes, wrinkled shirt, collar slightly open, my expression distorted by something I couldn't name—something like a mix of disappointment, arousal, guilt, and panic.

I pressed the button.

I waited.

The hum, more electric than mechanical, rose with me.

I didn't want to think. I didn't want to suffer.

I stepped out of the elevator.

I walked across the landing.

Everything seemed different, maybe I was different.

The lock gave way on the first try.

The air inside hit me with a warm, thick heaviness. I closed the door behind me carefully, as if the noise could break something irreparable. Everything was dark, but for some reason, I could see well enough.

And then, after barely a couple of steps, I heard it.

Moans.

Low, muffled, as if someone was trying to hold them back. But then, instantly, a short, feminine, high-pitched cry that cut off abruptly and rose again in a broken lament.

I didn't know if those sounds drew me in or turned me on.

And despite the shock and my stunned disbelief, I managed to walk silently enough to peek down the hallway and see a dim light spilling from Marta and David's bedroom, the door ajar.

I set the keys on the entryway table carefully and silently.

Holding my breath, I strained to listen. They weren't words. They were sounds of flesh against flesh, of ragged breathing, of shameless pleasure. A constant rhythm. Dull thuds against the wall or the mattress. A deep masculine grunt mixing with rapid gasps, with “ah, ah, ah” sounds that rang out clear and pure—sexual breaths, pure pleasure cutting through the air in the darkness.

My heart crashed against my ribs. My legs trembled. I took a step back, instinctive, as if I could flee from what I was hearing. But I barely moved. The cold sweat I'd brought from the street mixed with a new heat running down the back of my neck. My cock, which had been half-hard, pulsed suddenly.

I didn't know what to do. I didn't know what to feel.

The night had overwhelmed me. I no longer knew if hearing Marta moan aroused me or disgusted me, or both.

I didn't know how to reconcile what I was experiencing with what my body felt beneath the surface, because my body was always with Irene, on Irene, on what she might be doing.

And then, words—Marta's voice, high-pitched, pleading, screaming:

“More… fuck, more…!”

And then… a wet, triple slap, skin against skin, and a deep masculine gasp.

And a gut-wrenching “Ahhhh…!” from Marta.

It wasn’t… pretty. It was rough, needy, urgent.

Sexual in its most primal sense.

I hesitated. Hesitated over whether to let myself get turned on. Hesitated and cursed having to sleep in a bedroom that shared a thin wall with that feast. Hesitated over whether this was a threesome, a couple, a visual show for David, a pact, improvisation, or all of the above.

I backed away a few steps to put some distance between us, to get a glass of water from the kitchen, to kill time, to pray that Marta would finish—or they’d finish with her—and Irene would come back.

And then, while Marta’s moans kept coming, I entered that space: that kitchen, that island, that table, that TV, that couch… Where we’d had dinner, where we’d played that damn game, where we’d eaten the grapes…

It looked different, but it was the same.

And, despite the dimness, you could see…

You could even see David, lying on the couch… motionless, in his shirt and underwear… and he seemed to be looking at me.


23. Stab of Revulsion.

I didn’t look away. And for I don’t know how long, I stopped breathing. I stood there, frozen, at the entrance to the living room, with the feeling that any movement—the slightest one—could alter something I still didn’t fully understand. The light coming through the window barely outlined shapes. No lamps were on; just that dirty glow from the city, filtered through the curtains, enough to separate shadows from solid forms but not to see them clearly. The sofa sat farthest away, sunken in a grayish half-light, and David’s body was part of it.

He was lying on his back. One leg slightly bent, the other stretched toward the edge. He wasn’t moving. And it seemed like he was watching me, eyes half-closed. Or maybe I just couldn’t believe he could sleep through what was happening in his bedroom.

I leaned forward—barely, not physically, but with my gaze—trying to pierce the darkness. For a second I had the clearest impression that his eyes were open. That they weren’t just open, but fixed on me. As if he’d been watching me the whole time.

And then the sounds from the bedroom crept back into my head.

They’d never actually stopped. I’d simply stopped paying attention during that instant when only the sofa existed and the possibility that David was awake. But now they came rushing back, swallowing the silence of the living room, pushing it down the hallway. Soft thuds that seemed to bounce off the walls.

And Marta’s voice.

“Ahh!! Ahh!! Yes!! Yes!! FUCK!!”

My heart clenched with anguish.

My cock throbbed with guilty excitement and confusion.

I turned my head slightly toward the hallway, as if looking could help me hear better.

“Ahh!! Ahh!! Yes!! Yes!! GOOOD!!”

I looked back at the sofa.

David hadn’t moved.

They were fucking his wife.

And he wasn’t moving.

His posture was still the same, that heavy immobility bodies sometimes have when alcohol or exhaustion—or sex—has suddenly shut them down.

I tried to focus on his chest, as if the rhythm of his breathing could give me some clue, but the streetlight barely reached that far. I could only make out a darker shadow over another shadow.

And then Marta moaned again, louder, clearer, and the thought forced itself into my head: no one could sleep through those sounds.

Through those sounds from his own wife.

With another man.

Unless he was very drunk.

Unless he’d passed out.

Or unless he was listening deliberately, willingly, perversely.

The possibility ran through my body like an electric jolt. That he was awake. That he’d come to the sofa and lain down there, staring at the ceiling, hearing everything that kept happening on the other side.

Maybe he’d already participated and had had enough—his fantasy fulfilled, now resting calmly, satisfied. Maybe, who knows, he’d been kicked out. Directly: Marta hadn’t wanted him there. Or tacitly: Marta had ignored him and, lost in her fantasy with the black guy, had made it clear he was in the way.

“Ahh!! Aahhh!! Aahhh!!”

She screamed on and on, making it clear that, whatever the case, his wife certainly didn’t seem to miss him.

My body craved relief, an escape from that madness. I suddenly felt a sharp thirst, almost violent, as if I needed to hold onto something simple, physical, that had nothing to do with that mix of sounds and uncertainties, each murkier than the last. I saw a bottle of water nearby, on the island, but I needed cold water. I walked around behind it, unable to shake the feeling of David’s gaze on me. My feet moved slowly, testing the dark floor, with the strange sensation that each step was too loud, as if my shoes could drown out the screams that shameless cheater was letting out.

I reached the fridge and reached out. The handle was cold. When I opened the door, the white light from inside exploded into the living room like silent lightning. For a split second I thought that brightness would land directly on the sofa and reveal David’s face with brutal precision, confirming whether he was asleep or not.

But I didn’t turn to find out.

I grabbed a bottle of water.

The plastic crackled between my fingers.

Behind me, the rhythm from the bedroom changed. For an instant the thuds stopped, as if someone had shifted position.

And then, a sound:

“Ooooohhhh!!” Marta let out a grateful groan, dark and hoarse… almost masculine.

It didn’t take much imagination to know that, one way or another, they’d slid back inside her, filled her up again.

Behind me, David had to be awake, had to be listening to his wife’s gratitude for that pleasure.

There was no way he couldn't hear it.

I set the bottle on the edge of the counter and unscrewed the cap. The small click of plastic seemed absurdly loud in the silence of the living room. And right then Marta screamed:

“Ahh-hhhh-aah…!!”

I closed my eyes for a second, not really knowing why. Maybe to avoid imagining it. Or maybe because I was already imagining her too much.

I lifted the bottle and drank. The water was cold, colder than I expected. I felt it slide down my throat, spread through my chest. I drank for several seconds, longer than I needed to, as if stretching out the moment let me put off everything else.

While I drank, an image flashed into my head.

Irene.

My girlfriend, being fucked at that very moment—not there, but at Álvaro's house; not by that Black guy, but by another huge man: Carlos. Marta's moans blended with what I imagined:

Irene screaming just as loud or louder, her voice high and ragged tearing through the air of that unfamiliar room, while Carlos engulfed her completely. I saw her in my mind with cruel clarity. Lying on her back on a rumpled bed, legs spread and trembling, the blue straps encircling her pussy like an obscene frame: thin bands crossing over her mound, leaving the trimmed hair exposed, running down along her outer lips without covering anything, only framing, separating, offering. The central opening was pure wet desire, glistening under the dim light of a distant lamp. Her tits, equally exposed by the straps: circling without supporting, letting her breasts spill free, her hard pink nipples pointing at the ceiling, trembling with each thrust.

Carlos on top. That enormous, broad mass covering her slender body. His wide shoulders blocked the light, his chest crushed hers, his strong arms on either side of her head caged her in. Absolute masculinity over her feminine docility.

I understood then, even as my imagination churned, that the kiss I had witnessed had been tender and delicate, a finishing touch to the conquest; afterward, in the thick of that sex, it could only be animal—brutal, intense.

And that was also what Irene wanted, what she asked for without words.

And what enraged me most was that she had desired it so much. So much, and in secret.

That she had desired that crudeness, that coarseness. She, always so delicate. So proper. With her fantasies, yes, but aesthetic ones, almost elegant… desiring, in the end, what all women did, almost the same thing as her friend Marta: a body that would cover her completely, a mass that would crush her, make her disappear underneath. A masculinity that didn't ask permission, that used her. An animal masculinity—crude, brutal.

And now she had it. She was receiving it.

I imagined Carlos's cock—thick, veiny, dark—sliding in and out with brutal slowness at first, then faster. I saw it pushing into my girlfriend's pussy. She arched her back, hands clawing at the sheets or at his shoulders, nails leaving marks. She was sweating. Sweat beaded on her forehead, ran down her neck, between her breasts, mixing with the saliva he left when biting her shoulder, her collarbone. She trembled all over: legs wrapped around that animal, inner thighs glistening with her own wetness and his, her pussy clenching around that cock that filled her completely, until Carlos ground against her exposed clit and she screamed:

“Ahhh!! Yes!! More!! Fuck, more!!”

Like Marta, just as desperate. Just as surrendered.

In my head she screamed his name—Carlos's—begged him not to stop, to fuck her harder, to destroy her. I saw her coming like that, trembling beneath him, her small body convulsing while the tower kept moving, unstoppable, covering her, possessing her…

And I, there, in the dimness of someone else's living room, someone else's house, her friend's house, with the water bottle trembling in my hand, with my cock so hard it hurt, with my heart pounding in my throat… I hated Carlos for having what I had given him permission to take…

And I felt for the first time a stab of revulsion toward Irene.

And I hated myself for imagining it in such detail that I could almost smell their sex, feel the heat of their bodies on my own skin.

I snapped my eyes open and lowered the bottle.

Marta kept moaning a few feet away.

The house was full of that rhythm that seemed to seep through the walls.

David, whom I was no longer looking at, enjoying, or suffering, or both. Because there was no way he couldn't hear it.

I wondered what he thought about me being a witness too.

I drank a bit more and then closed the fridge. The light vanished and the living room sank back into the bluish darkness coming through the window. For a moment I stood still, listening to the echo of the sounds coming from that bedroom:

“Aaaaahhhh-aaaahhh!!!”

The pleasure was devastating. As if years of longing had built up and suddenly came pouring out all at once.

I took a deep breath.

And then, inevitably, I looked back toward the couch.

David was still there.

Same position. His eyes were completely in shadow. I couldn't make them out. They could be closed. They could be open and watching me without me knowing.

I felt the urge to go to him.

But I didn't.

And then it happened.

The sound of footsteps, but outside, outside the apartment, on the landing.

Heels. Hard. Measured.

Then silence, silence drowned out by Marta’s screams.

Then a small sound, almost insignificant, but unmistakable.

A metallic jingle.

Keys.

The lock began to turn.

I didn’t have to reposition myself; from where I stood I could see the small entryway that doubled as an open foyer.

The door opened.

Footsteps. The clicking of heels.

She entered.

And I saw her. Saw her without really seeing her. Saw her as if I no longer knew her at all.

She appeared first as a silky, whitish blur, gliding through the doorframe, almost floating. I could barely make her out. My heart skipped a beat.

Then, flashes: champagne, sequins, shimmering, sparkling in the dim light, like reflections that never quite settled. I felt trapped between the light streaming through the window and those small glimmers.

Then, long legs. Delicate sandals. The sharp click of heels on the floor, resonating, fading and returning, marking a rhythm that seemed too close and, at the same time, irrelevant. My breath held, quick; my eyes wanted to follow her but couldn’t.

I saw her and something surged through my body, something that wasn’t love or relief, or maybe it was both.

Irene closed the door. The sound hit me like a whip crack. She smoothed her hair. A gesture so ordinary it hurt in its simplicity.

Her miniskirt sparkled, subtly, catching the gray light of the city filtering through the window. Not like at the party, not so exaggerated, not so obvious, but enough to remind me she was there, that I was seeing her, that she was still the Irene from the party. That Irene who was less mine.

I stood still. Without thinking. Barely breathing. My body was tense, every muscle alert, every thought interrupted by the screams coming from the bedroom.

And then Irene looked at me in silence, while Marta screamed her pleasure.

And I didn’t understand that look.

And I was terrified that she was no longer the same.


24. Different Fires.

Irene took a few steps into that space—part living room, part kitchen, part shadow. The click of her heels faded as she approached the island—that long white counter separating us nearly end to end—and before doing anything else, she shot me a quick glance. A glance that cut through the dimness; it wasn't open or calm. It was sidelong, tense, barely a flicker of eye contact that pulled away immediately.

I didn't know how to look at her.

Oblivious to that tension, Marta moaned again from somewhere distant—an urgent echo, a sharp cry that pierced the entire house.

Irene let her purse drop onto the island with a distracted, almost automatic gesture. The sound was soft, domestic, but in that apartment thick with heavy breathing and the thump of a bed frame, it seemed out of place. I kept watching her. She didn't look at me again. Her attention was turned inward, focused on the air around her body, as if she needed to settle back into herself before offering any explanations.

She brought a hand to her hair and swept it back. As she did, her body turned slightly, leaving her half in profile. In the shadows I noticed something strange about her silhouette: the shirt seemed slightly loose in back, untucked from the skirt. That small detail made me suspect the shirt had been removed and put back on. I had to make a superhuman effort not to imagine her being fucked by Carlos right then—to stay grounded in reality.

I wasn't sure if she'd seen the couch. From where she stood, she could easily—just a slight lift of her gaze toward the back of the living room. But Irene didn't seem to have looked that way.

And at that very moment, from the bedroom, Marta screamed again, louder, more shameless:

“Ahhh… ahhh… yes… yes… yesss!”

I wanted to see how those moans hit Irene, but I couldn't—she still hadn't looked at me. Then she reached for the bottle of lukewarm water on the island, unscrewing the cap as I worked up the nerve to move closer.

I watched her bring the bottle to her lips with a slow, almost absent gesture. The plastic crinkled softly between her fingers, and as she tilted her head to drink, the gray light from the window grazed the silk of her shirt. The fabric tensed slightly over her bust as she raised her arm, tracing a soft, shining contour that seemed to move with her breathing. I froze. She hadn't changed. What she'd agonized over wearing that night, what had seemed crazy… she was still wearing it under the shirt. The champagne satin covered but didn't conceal the bare breasts beneath, the pink areolas, the hard nipples, the blue straps surrounding and framing everything. The excess was as sexual as it was brutal, and I wondered how she could wear it like it was nothing.

I swallowed hard and kept approaching slowly, almost soundlessly. Irene kept drinking, her throat moving with each swallow while the silence between us grew thicker than the air in the house. I wondered how long she'd been with him after I left. How long it had lasted. What exactly had happened in that house before she came back here with her shirt loose in back and that studied calm in her movements.

Irene lowered the bottle for a second to breathe, then drank again. The motion lifted her arm a bit higher, and the silk slid over her torso with a smooth, almost liquid movement—her nipples pressing against the silk each time the shirt shifted with her arm.

In the distance, from the bedroom, Marta screamed again:

“Ahhh… ahhh… yes… yes…!!”

The sound cut through the hallway and lashed us like a whip.

Irene set the bottle on the island and, her gaze scattered and evasive, murmured under her breath:

“My God… she's really getting hers.”

I was barely a step away from her now.

I still didn't know if she'd seen the couch. If she'd noticed David sitting motionless at the back of the living room.

I leaned slightly toward Irene. Just enough that my words wouldn't carry past her ear.

“And you?” I whispered.

She didn't move.

“Did you get yours?”

Irene took a few seconds to react.

It wasn't a visible reaction at first. Not a gesture, not a word. Just a very slight change in her breathing, as if my words had reached her on a delay.

Then she raised her eyes to mine.

It wasn't a scandalized look. Not even angry. It was still, tense, charged with something that couldn't quite decide between defense and defiance. Her pupils gleamed, completing the enigma.

There was barely any distance left between us.

And that's when another thought hit me.

I wondered if beneath that heat surrounding her—the faint sweat glistening on her neck, that irregular breathing—there might be something more. Something that wasn't hers. A trace that didn't belong to her skin. The unbearable possibility that amid that dense smell of alcohol, perfume, and sweat, the scent of another man might slip through.

I didn't move. Not an inch.

But my body was alert to everything: the air between us, the heat radiating from her skin, the slightest current passing between us.

Light from the window slanted across her body, making the silver of her miniskirt shimmer slightly with every tiny movement. The shine was uneven, as if the fabric caught small fragments of light and let them go just as quickly.

That's when I got a better look at her neckline.

One button too many had come undone. It wasn't an obvious oversight, but that small gap was enough for the silk to part slightly, revealing part of the strap that curved over one of her breasts.

She rested a hand on the edge of the island, close to the bottle, and held my gaze for a few more seconds.

Then Marta let out another long, almost animal moan.

Irene blinked, very slowly.

And said in a low voice:

“We didn't do anything…”

A tiny pause.

Her eyes never left mine.

“…despite your psycho message.”

She didn't look away as she said it.

I took the blow as best I could.

The words had come out without drama, almost calm, as if she were stating a mundane fact. But the moment she finished speaking, she did something small—something that unsettled me more than any explanation could have.

She brought her fingers to the edge of her shirt.

To close it a little, so that blue strap wouldn't show.

That meant she knew. Or that she'd seen me looking there.

Then she leaned her hip against the edge of the island and tilted her head slightly.

Her gaze remained fixed on me.

But it was no longer just tense.

There was something more.

Something I couldn't quite read: a mix of exhaustion and cold curiosity, as if she were waiting to see what I'd do with my suspicions.

From the bedroom came Marta's screams, louder and louder:

“Aaaahh… Aahhh…!! Aaah!!”

Irene grimaced. Whether or not she knew where David was… she had to know that the one fucking her friend wasn't him but that black guy.

I—who wanted to touch her, feel her, smell her, hate her, love her—whispered:

“Did he drive you back?”

She tucked her bangs behind one ear. The symmetrical moles on her cheek caught the dim light.

She answered with a quiet “yes” just as I couldn't stop myself from putting my hands on her waist—on that shirt I didn't know whether she'd taken off and put back on.

And then everything crashed down on me: the arousal, the desire, the intrigue, the pain.

“Tell me, please… Irene… what did you do…”

She accepted my surrender with a calm gaze and placed her hands on my arms.

“We didn't do anything…” she whispered.

She held there for a moment, drawing out the silence, torturing me, letting my breathing grow ragged, gauging how close I could get without breaking.

She ran her hand through her hair again, brushing a strand from her forehead, and her hand returned to rest on my arm.

“We only kissed…” she whispered, almost lip to lip.

And then I moved toward her. I couldn't hold back; I didn't know if I was seeking her mouth to kiss her, to tempt her, or to find some trace of another man there.

Our lips met in a kiss that was love and desire and, at the same time, rage. Strangely, the rage didn't speed it up—it held it back. Each brush of her lips against mine was a delicate balance between what we both wanted and what we feared to admit. I felt her breath mingling with mine, the electricity of her tongue grazing mine, and I understood that this kiss held everything that went unsaid: passion, guilt, fear, and a fire that neither of us could put out.

A fire that was different in each of us.

I yearned to know. She, perhaps, remembered.

Compared.

And after we caught our breath, I kissed her again, and my hand slid up to her breast, cupping it over the champagne silk… the way Carlos had done, but with more adoration; my palm open, warm, feeling how her breast spilled soft and heavy between my fingers, the hardened nipple pressing through the thin fabric. I wanted her to compare not just the kisses but the touches too, and I had one desire: for her to tell me I'd lost.

She gasped against my mouth and I felt my cock throb hard, and I couldn't help but lean into my own humiliation:

“He only kissed you, huh? Only kissed you?” I asked, breathless, gasping, as overwhelmed as my hand trying to caress the full expanse of her breast over her shirt.

“Yes… only… only kissed me…” she panted.

“Why? Why…? Tell me…” I begged, already seeking her neck, and she offered it to me, and I kissed it, licked it, in the dimness of that space… not caring if David was watching us, not caring about Marta's screams. “Tell me… please… why…?”

“Ah… Mmm…! We only kissed… because…” she murmured, reacting to my bites on her neck, and she brought her hands to my chest. “We only kissed because…”

… Because he didn’t want to fuck me.

He didn’t want to fuck me.

My heart exploded.

The kiss broke off.

I pulled my face back a few inches.

In front of her.

She repeated:

“He didn’t want to fuck me.”

Impossible.

That was impossible.

Irene read my bewilderment—worship in disguise—and whispered:

“He told me he was married… and that he didn’t want to.”

I, who had a thousand questions, stammered the most absurd one:

“He remembered he was married after kissing you?”

She looked at me, but didn’t answer.

I was torn between not believing her and asking how he’d said it, and asking how many kisses there had been and how much he’d touched her. And asking if she had touched him.

And then she moved closer, pressing her sweaty cheek against mine, and insisted—killing me—whispering in my ear:

“I don’t know, Diego… I only know he didn’t want to fuck me.”


25. One Step Away.

“I just know he didn’t want to fuck me…”

Her words hung in the air between us, still vibrating.

I slowly pulled back. Our cheeks were no longer touching. I looked up and fixed on her dark eyes, sharp enough to cut through me, and on her soft lips, slightly parted, and I thought about what I couldn’t wrap my head around: that someone could have said no to her.

Irene must have read it on my face.

Because her expression shifted—barely a millimeter. It wasn’t anger. Not shame either. It was something stranger: a mixture of wounded pride and curiosity, as if she wanted to see what I’d do with that information.

I stayed frozen, watching her.

Then I reached up and touched her cheek.

Her skin was hot.

My thumb slid down to her lower lip. I grazed it… and then Irene turned her head slightly and caught my finger between her lips.

It was a slow gesture.

Deliberate.

Her eyes never left mine as she did it, and in that gaze was something dangerous: a question she wasn’t voicing and the need to prove that rejection hadn’t meant anything to her.

The wet heat of her mouth shot through my entire body.

Almost instantly she gave my finger a small bite: flirtatious, falsely shy.

When she released my finger, she did it slowly.

Our faces ended up a breath apart.

Who wouldn’t want to fuck you, I thought, and I knew she could read my question in my eyes.

I brought my thumb to her lips again. She was staring at me intently, and she used her mouth again, but this time it was different: she didn’t hold it or bite it—she took it in with deliberate slowness. Her eyes stayed locked on mine, half-closed but burning, as she opened her mouth just enough for my thumb to slide in slowly, slipping between her hot, soft lips.

Even though I was moving my finger, I felt like she was directing everything; and then she sucked it with pure, unhurried lust: the tip of her tongue circled the pad in slow, wet loops, pressing against the skin as if she wanted to savor every inch. The heat of her mouth enveloped me completely, a thick, deep heat that traveled from my arm to my chest and shot straight down to my groin. She sucked gently, then harder, her lips closing around my finger obscenely while her tongue worked it, almost worshipped it…

She didn’t blink. She held my gaze with an intensity that was pure sex and desire—a desire that maybe was born from that rejection. My mind raced then, wondering if what she was sucking made her imagine what she could have sucked… if Carlos had wanted.

My cock throbbed instantly at the thought of her imagining.

I couldn’t rule out—her gaze made me suspect—that she was doing this precisely so I would imagine it.

The wet sound mixed with our ragged breathing and Marta’s incessant moans.

When she finally released my finger, she did it slowly, letting it slide out coated in her saliva.

He didn’t want to fuck me…

She didn’t repeat it, but her words kept echoing in my head.

How could he have stopped after kissing her?

I forgot about Marta’s moans, forgot that David might be watching us. I looked at her lips and couldn’t hold back.

I kissed her.

The contact was immediate, hot, and Irene responded instantly. Her lips parted and the kiss turned deep within seconds.

From the bedroom came Marta’s full-throated screams.

“Aahhhh!!” “Aaahhh!!”—raw, tearing cries.

But that didn’t stop us.

My hand slid up to the back of her neck and I pulled her toward me. Irene let out a small gasp against my mouth, and that sound shot straight through me. I felt her chest against mine, her breathing quickening, and the kiss changed rhythm again: less restrained, more urgent.

I kissed her again.

Harder.

She responded in kind, pressing against me as if she wanted to erase any distance. For a second I thought of Carlos again—of how he could have stopped this—and the possibility seemed unreal.

Because I wasn’t even close to being able to.

And the kiss started becoming something else.

Something faster.

More desperate.

Our lips barely separated to breathe.

But neither of us pulled back.

The air between us was hot and humid. Her breath mixed with mine, short, irregular. Irene was so close her chest grazed mine every time she breathed; sweat gleamed on her neck and cleavage. My left hand slid up her side, urgent, gliding over the champagne silk. I sought her breast. I found it: heavy, soft, spilling over under the fabric. I covered it with my palm and squeezed. The flesh yielded and pushed back against my palm and fingers. Her nipple, rock hard, jutted out with brutal clarity under the silk. Then I flicked it, quick with my thumb, clumsy, there, in a new way—needy, raw, furious, almost degrading… And she gasped against my mouth at those touches, so sexual and strange on her nipple through the fabric; and her hip pressed closer to me, grinding her pelvis against my hardness as if seeking relief. The silk of her blouse hissed under my hand as I groped her; the heat of her skin burned through everything, searing my palm. I couldn’t stop. Every touch was urgent, intense, as if the entire world had disappeared and only we remained, consumed by that flame. And my desire burned because everything I did to her, every kiss, every squeeze of her breasts, reminded me that she wasn’t experiencing this for the first time—she was reliving it; another man had already done this to her that same night.

Behind her was the island.

No more than half a step away.

I confirmed it when I pushed her back without thinking: Irene's heels clacked against the floor and her ass collided with the white edge of the counter.

The small impact drew a deeper breath from her.

A subtle moan that turned me on even more.

I kissed her again.

Our lips collided with more force, more urgency. Irene, trapped against the island, responded instantly, leaning into me. Her hands came up to my neck and I felt her fingers dig slightly into my skin.

The heat between us was real, physical.

The scent of her perfume mixed with the light sweat on her skin and the thick air of the house. Every breath we took, we breathed into each other.

I kissed her again.

And again.

Each time faster, as if our bodies had decided for us that this wasn't going to stop. I felt her breathing grow ragged against my mouth, small gasps escaping between kisses, and that turned me on even more.

My hand traveled up her back, slow at first, then with less care, feeling the smoothness of the silk and the heat building beneath the fabric of her shirt.

Irene arched her body slightly, this time backward, against the island. I glanced down and saw her chest more exposed—her open neckline, the straps showing, her nipples stiff and sharp, straining against the silk.

We kissed again as another long moan from Marta drifted in from the bedroom.

“Aaaaaaaahhhh!!!!”

Irene broke away to breathe.

Her forehead brushed mine for an instant.

I looked at her for barely a second.

Then I kissed her again. And touched her, and wondered how many kisses they'd shared. How much they'd touched. How he would have told her: “I'm married, I don't want to continue.” What my girlfriend's face must have looked like hearing that rejection…

…I imagined it and it turned me on.

And she was getting turned on too…, bringing her hands to my ass, spread wide and firm over the fabric of my pants, squeezing like she wanted to dig her fingers into my flesh. I felt the heat of her palms through my clothes, the possessive grip that pressed me closer to her, and my cock, already hard, throbbed violently against her belly. I held her by the neck with one hand, fingers tangled at her nape, thumb grazing her jaw, and lowered my mouth to her cheek: a slow, wet kiss that slid down to her neck. I licked the heat of her skin, her racing pulse under my tongue, and carefully pulled aside the collar of her champagne shirt, opening the neckline just enough for the silk to slip and reveal the upper curve of her breasts. I kissed there, the beginning of her chest, the hot soft skin, trailing slowly with closed lips, then open, until I bent over her, head down, eyes closed, lost in her scent and her heat.

And then something happened that completely undid me: my lips unexpectedly touched one of the blue straps circling her right breast—the fine lace, taut, slightly damp with sweat. The touch was electric. My cock surged inside my pants, a painful jolt that made me gasp against her skin. I didn't know if I said it out loud or just thought it, hoarse, desperate:

“I want to fuck you, I have to fuck you…”

Marta didn't exist. David didn't exist. Only the urgency. The most primal, uncontrollable desire. My hands dropped to her sequined miniskirt. I tried to hike it up, my fingers sliding over the tight fabric that clung to her sweaty thighs. It was too tight, resisting, but I pulled, feeling the warm shimmer of the sequins against the burning skin underneath; imagining that underneath, other blue straps framed her pussy only made me more desperate. Irene grabbed my head then, her fingers sinking into my hair, pulling hard to lift my face. Our mouths met again: frenzy, collision of lips, tongues immediate, deep, wet. We kissed hungrily while I kept struggling with the skirt, lifting it barely a few centimeters, feeling it tense over her hips.

And feeling my desperate, clumsy attempts, she gasped against my mouth, between kisses, her voice broken and low:

“No… Diego… not here…”

But she didn't let go of my hair. She didn't push me away. She just kept kissing me, her tongue tangled with mine, while her hips moved, seeking friction against my hardness, and her skirt kept resisting between my trembling fingers. Another long moan from Marta drifted in from the bedroom like a distant echo, but neither of us heard it anymore. There was only us, the heat, the rejection she wore like an open wound, and the desire consuming us.

And I didn't know why, but at that precise moment, between kisses, between gasps, I thought about what her ride in the car with him must have been like; if they'd kissed, touched there, if there'd been a goodbye kiss… I imagined her naked pussy, hidden under her sequins, breathing in the seat of his car.

“Fuck… Irene…” I panted, imagining it but not asking her. I couldn't—I just wanted to touch her, feel her.

Desperate, I broke off the umpteenth kiss and pulled back a few centimeters. My hands turned to myself… and trembled as they went to my belt. I unbuckled it clumsily, the metal clinking in the relative silence of the living room. I opened the button, yanked down the zipper, shoved my hand inside my underwear and pulled out my cock urgently, hard as if I'd been stroking myself for minutes, the skin taut and shiny with arousal…

And then I heard her protest: a gasp, a “Diego… no…” whimpered against my mouth while I felt my cock throb in my palm, hot, heavy, pulsing with an almost painful urgency, straining against my hand, desperate to explode.

And I kissed her again, my tongue tangled with hers, our lips crashing together wildly, and Irene gasped against my mouth when she noticed it, when she felt the hot press of my hardness against her pelvis, over her skirt. Her heat burned me, and her scent… that intense, sweet, musky scent, drove me crazy.

“What are you doing…? Not here… you're crazy…” she whispered between kisses, her voice breathless, but her hands didn't push me away.

I didn't answer. My cock was free, throbbing, bumping against her body, against the top of her skirt, against the bottom of her shirt, grinding without control, smearing her with dripping, slick precum. I kept kissing her, devouring her, while my hands returned to her miniskirt. I pulled harder this time, hiking it up a few more inches. The tight fabric gave just enough for my fingers to explore the bare skin of her thighs: hot, sweaty, glistening with heat, slick and sticky against my fingers.

And I didn't need to see it; I knew they were there: the blue straps, almost grayish, thin, taut, framing her pussy obscenely. There were no panties to push aside. Her pussy throbbed, exposed. That killed me, ignited me. I couldn't see her sex, but I imagined it open, swollen, wet, her lips glistening under the dim light of the living room, her trimmed hair soaked, her clit peeking out… each image in my head burned me like fire.

I lost it.

I pressed my mouth to her ear, panting hoarsely, my voice ragged with desire:

“I'm going to fuck you… I'm going to fuck you right here, Irene… Just like this… Standing up…”

“What…? No…” she protested instantly, clinging to me, in the filthiest, most delicious moan.

I held her by the waist with one hand, the other gripping my rock-hard cock. I pulled the skin back slowly… bent my knees and aimed at her, at her sex, at her pussy that I couldn't stop imagining wide open for me… even though the reason for that extreme openness wasn't just me…

The tip of my cock first brushed the fabric of her skirt. I bent my knees deeper and my head grazed the hot skin of one of her thighs. I pushed her skirt higher, bunching it against her belly; I bent lower still and then the tip of my cock touched, brushed everything, everything surrounding what I wanted: first her trimmed pubic hair… and then… one of those straps. I felt the tip of my cock bump against that strange fabric… just before veering off, centering, and then brushing, finally, her swollen, hot, soaked lips.

I trembled, spasming as I felt that tender wetness against my head; the heat of her pussy oozing, every inch of contact burning me and filling me with need. I wanted to push, fill her, bury myself… while she wrapped her arms around me. And I pushed… but the position was off: standing, face to face, against the island, her heels lifting her just barely enough, her legs parted just right but not fully surrendered, my knees bent, the angle impossible. The friction of my cock against her pussy, between her thighs, drove me crazy; every stroke burned like a fire I couldn't put out. I pushed, rubbed harder, parted her lips a little with the tip, feeling them open for me, feeling her pussy clench in an involuntary spasm… and the frustration consumed me—not being able to enter, fucking her from the outside without being able to fill her—while her heat and wetness devoured me, and every stroke made me gasp with desperation.

And then Irene tightened her arms around me and whispered against my neck:

“No-o… Sto-op…”

But her arms squeezed me tighter, pulled me closer, and her hips seemed to move, shifting barely forward, seeking, inviting. It was a “no” that sounded like “yes,” a “stop” that meant “keep going,” a rejection that was surrender. Her body was begging me to go further, and I felt every pulse of hers responding to mine, hot, wet, desperate.

And then I pushed again, the tip sliding between her pussy lips… I felt myself graze the top, her clit, drawing an “ahh…” from her that escaped straight into my ear.

I tried again. From bottom to top, with her clinging to me, my hand gripping my cock at the base to aim… I was about to enter, about to sink into her with one thrust, when I felt her move, her neck turning, her cheek pulling away from mine… and I heard her say, her voice low but clear:

“Hey… What… are you doing…? What… are you looking at…?”

I knew instantly.

The tone, the delivery.

Her surprise, the tension in every muscle.

She wasn't talking to me.

The world stopped.

My heart leapt into my throat.

I pulled back just a few inches.

I turned my face in the same direction as hers.

And I saw that there, standing beside us…

…was David.


26. What We Allow.

The shock of the moment pierced me, and the heat we'd shared froze instantly.

David was there, standing beside us, eyes wide, his expression strange yet feverish, as if seeing us—combined with his wife's moans in the distance—had overwhelmed him. His presence sliced through the air; his gaze was teary and clouded…

Irene looked at me, and the fire that had consumed us seemed to waver. Her pupils gleamed, dilated, and her parted lips still trembled from our kisses and the heat of our arousal. Her hand clung to my neck… until she let go.

David said nothing. He just watched us—or rather, watched her.

I stepped back half a pace.

I wasn't embarrassed that my cock hung free, hard, horizontal.

He wasn't looking there.

He was looking at her.

The dim light, the alcohol, David's glazed stare, Marta's “Ahh!” “Ahhhh!”… everything wrapped us in a dreamlike haze.

Irene, her ass pressed against the island, didn't turn away, didn't cover herself, didn't pull down her skirt that was hiked up to her hips, didn't close her shirt that gaped obscenely from my groping.

David's silence was darker than any shout.

In boxers and a dark shirt, thin legs, slender arms… he kept staring at Irene.

And then she, still uncovered, barely turning toward him, whispered:

“What's wrong with you? What are you looking at?”

Her tone struck me. It was calm, almost sweet.

David didn't even try to speak. You could tell he couldn't. That seeing Irene like this overwhelmed him, had overwhelmed him… Had overwhelmed him more than the fact that, just a few feet away, his wife was getting fucked.

Me, hard, three feet away—I didn't even exist to him.

His gaze was fixed on Irene.

On her disheveled hair.

On her half-open shirt.

On the way her skirt stayed hiked up around her hips.

Another moan from Marta drifted in from the distance.

David blinked.

But even then, he didn't look away from Irene.

And I didn't know what to do. Didn't know whether to cover myself. Whether to take Irene to our bedroom… I couldn't understand Irene's calm when Marta's voice thundered:

“Yesss!!! God!!! Give it to me like that!!!”

I trembled from the impact.

Irene whispered softly:

“Wow…”

And David, without taking his eyes off my girlfriend, swallowed.

And then Irene, without lowering her skirt an inch, without closing her shirt at all, not caring that her pussy and pubic hair peeked out between the straps in the dim light, whispered to him:

“And did they… let you… participate…?”

This time I was the one who swallowed. I didn't understand this attitude. This power.

And I thought he wouldn't be able to. His eyes showed an inner trembling that warned of collapse, but David managed to stammer out:

“A… A little.”

The answer hung in the air. David licked his lips in a gesture both automatic and unpleasant, doing it slowly, as if his mouth had suddenly gone dry.

Irene watched him. Then she raised a hand and calmly adjusted the collar of her shirt… but not the side I'd opened with my groping—the other side, the one still half-closed. She did it with a delicate, almost distracted gesture, letting the side I'd disheveled keep falling open, defeated, the neckline gaping brutally; the swell of a full breast and a grayish bra strap showing.

Then she tucked a strand of hair behind her ear in a small, almost flirtatious gesture.

David followed every movement with a mixture of disbelief and shock.

His breathing seemed irregular. His shoulders trembled.

And then Irene decided to blow it all up, saying, her head tilting slightly toward him, in the same low voice as before:

“And do you just watch… or do you do something more?”

I felt the double meaning cut through me.

She wasn't talking about Marta anymore.

Or about the black man.

She was talking about us.

And about him, about David. About this space we were in—a space of shadows and madness.

David stood motionless.

Frozen.

Irene's words weren't a question—they were a challenge.

And I could see in David's eyes that something was alive there—a yearning, a desire to dare.

And at the same time, he seemed to wonder if what he thought was happening was really happening.

And then Irene delivered the final blow, without speaking: a triple gesture. Again she brushed aside bangs that weren't bothering her but she wanted to move; again she turned toward him ever so slightly, a subtle weight shift that cocked her hips; and again she adjusted her collar—the irrelevant side—because the breast that was nearly visible stayed nearly uncovered… showing above the silk, partially exposed, the grayish bra strap visible on top.

And then David, stunned, ecstatic, trembling harder than I'd ever seen anyone tremble…

…dared:

One of his hands began to rise. Very slowly. So slowly that for a second I thought he wouldn't go through with it, that the movement would die halfway. But no. The hand kept rising. It trembled. Not a slight tremor—visible, nervous. His fingers seemed unsure what to do or where to land. His eyes stayed fixed on Irene, and in his gaze was something that surprised me: it wasn't just desire, it was astonishment, as if he still couldn't quite believe this was happening in front of him, that Irene wasn't pulling away, that Irene wasn't covering herself, that Irene was looking at him like that.

That Irene was almost asking him to.

His hand moved a little closer.

His fingertips finally grazed Irene's side, over the fabric of her shirt.

It was barely a touch.

A brush so light it could have seemed accidental, but it wasn't. David stayed there, frozen, as if even that minimal gesture had left him breathless. His gaze held shock… and something more. Something I understood instantly: with every millimeter he moved forward, he seemed to be asking permission.

Irene didn't move.

She didn't pull away.

She just looked at him.

And then, very close to him, with the same calm she'd had from the beginning, she whispered:

“Easy… David.”

I watched him swallow.

The movement of his throat was slow, tense, almost painful. And then, as if that word had opened a floodgate inside him, his hand moved again. It rose a little higher along Irene's side, with that same uncontrollable tremor, until his fingers, still uncertain, finally reached the curve of one of her breasts, over the shirt.

There they stopped.

There they remained.

And in that instant I felt something brutal inside me.

Not jealousy.

Not anger.

Lust.

A sudden, savage, almost violent lust that exploded in my chest at the sight: David's trembling hand on Irene's breast, his incredulous gaze, her body still against the island, accepting it with that serenity that seemed to govern everything. I felt my breathing deepen, the blood pounding at my temples, my arousal returning with even greater intensity.

My cock surged in the air.

I'd seen Carlos do it, touch her like that, but not this close, not right in front of me, not with an Irene who seemed so powerful.

That man's wife kept screaming because a man was fucking her a few feet away, but his eyes weren't tearing up because of that, his whole body wasn't trembling because of that; he was trembling from that subtle touch over my girlfriend's clothes. And his arousal, his adoration, his trembling—they were contagious.

Irene was the only one not trembling.

And she allowed that hand there, and she didn't even seem to enjoy that adoration—she simply accepted it and controlled it.

David kept touching her breast over the silk, but it was no longer an accidental brush. His palm settled with more weight; his fingers curved slightly, cupping the fullness the shirt barely contained. I felt it through him: the fine fabric, damp with sweat, transmitted the heat of her skin, the heavy firmness of flesh yielding under pressure, the hardened nipple pressing like a button against the champagne silk. With each subtle movement of his hand, the neckline opened a little more; the fabric slid to the sides, revealing more of the swell of her breast, more of the blue strap that framed without covering anything. Irene didn't move. She accepted the nervous groping with absolute calm, her body still against the island, her breathing measured, as if those heart-stopping caresses were something natural and harmless.

From where I stood, barely a yard away, I saw everything with cruel clarity: David's pale, trembling hand contrasting with the shiny silk; the fingers that dared to squeeze a little more, to fondle the nipple jutting under the fabric with reverent, clumsy slowness. The shirt opened another centimeter; more of the strap's lace showed, framing the upper curve of her breast, making it clear there was nothing underneath to hide. He couldn't have understood the reason for those obscene straps, and Irene kept staring at him, unblinking, not smiling, just allowing. And that was what burned me most: that she accepted it so calmly, that she didn't reject him, that she let another man's hand grope her breast as if it weren't madness.

My cock surged again, throbbing in the air with no one touching it. David was breathing through his mouth, eyes glassy, his hand growing surer and steadier, but always trembling.

And then Irene spoke, her voice low again, that sweet voice:

“Wait… I'll help you.”

I didn't understand. I didn't understand her. I could barely process that this was now cruelty. To him. And to me, when she began to do… what she was doing. He withdrew his hand and then she brought hers to her torso and began unbuttoning her shirt, one by one, with an unhurried, almost distracted slowness. The first gave way. The second. The third. And then she did it: she opened the fabric completely, pulling it back to her shoulders in one sharp, definitive movement. Her large breasts burst free between the blue straps of the fake bra: enormous, round, heavy, the pale skin gleaming with sweat, the areolas pink and wide, the nipples hard and pointing forward, swollen with arousal. The straps only framed, didn't cover; the lace dug slightly into the flesh, highlighting the volume, making her breasts seem even more exposed, more on offer, making them jut forward more and fall with more weight.

There were no metaphors. No poetry. They were naked tits—big, real, sweaty—with stiff nipples that shifted slightly with each of Irene's ragged breaths. The blue straps dug into her pale skin, leaving fine marks at the base, and her breasts hung heavy, free, nothing holding them up. Sweat glistened on their lower curves, almost ready to drip down to her belly. Her nipples were so hard they looked painful, swelling over the wide, pink areolas. I felt my cock pulse again as I watched: my girlfriend exposing herself like this, shameless, unhurried, letting David—and me—see exactly what had been beneath the silk all night. It wasn't a flirtatious gesture. It was raw. And David, trembling harder, swallowed again, his throat working as if he were choking, mesmerized by those naked tits with nothing left to hide them.

My cock surged again, and David swallowed—once, twice, a third time. The sound was audible in the silence between his wife's moans. His eyes were locked on those naked tits jutting huge through the hazy dimness, and on the straps wrapped around them like obscene ropes.

“That's better… come on… keep going,” Irene said, and I thought I'd die.

David trembled harder. Arousal was consuming him, but what this woman was offering—my girlfriend, in my presence—was total. He took a step toward her, clumsy, as if his legs wouldn't fully obey. One hand went to her hip, uncertain, gripping the bunched-up skirt to steady himself. The other rose slowly, hesitant, over her skin, up her belly, until it finally settled on one of her naked tits.

David gasped at the touch—you could hear it. And Irene couldn't help but tremble a little…

His open palm covered the fullness; his fingers curved around it, squeezing with a mixture of fear and worship. I felt it through him—the hot, soft skin, the flesh yielding under his touch, the hard nipple grazing the center of his palm. Irene let out a short sigh then, almost inaudible, more of a sharp breath, but she didn't pull away. She just let him touch her, grope her, explore with that nervous clumsiness while her eyes stayed fixed on him, controlling everything without moving a muscle.

I was still there, motionless, my cock throbbing in the air, my heart pounding against my ribs. Seeing David's hand on Irene's naked tit, seeing how she allowed it, how she accepted it with that absolute calm—it destroyed me and ignited me at the same time. Marta kept screaming in the distance. And the three of us were trapped in that dim corner, in a moment that seemed like madness, a moment with only one owner.

And I wondered what game Irene was playing: whether it was a gift for me, for my fantasy; a gift for him, for what he must be suffering while they did that to his wife; or a gift for herself, for having been rejected for the first time.

And then David surrendered to worship, and Irene allowed it:

He brought both hands to her breasts. Palms open, one hand on each tit; his fingers and hands trying to fill, cover, encompass. Standing before her, squeezing with a mixture of reverence and contained hunger, he felt the real weight, the hot, soft flesh yielding under his touch, the hard nipples grazing the centers of his palms like hot stones. Irene didn't move; serious, she allowed that tremulous assault. He lifted them then, raised her big breasts with his hands… and then, perhaps from the impact of doing that, it happened:

David collapsed. He gave in completely. He took another step, pressing himself against her face to face. Irene, in heeled sandals, was a little taller than him; her chin was level with David's forehead, and she didn't hug him, didn't wrap her arms around him—she just accepted him. Her body quiet against the island, her tits pressed between his hands and his torso, the heat of their bodies mixing in the minimal space between them. David trembled all over, shoulders hunched, breathing ragged against Irene's neck. She didn't push him away. She welcomed him. She let him be there, pressed close, his mouth buried in her neck, his torso against hers, his hands squeezing her breasts.

And then we looked at each other. Irene and I.

One second. Two. Three. Time stopped in that murky, strange, almost magical gaze. Her dark eyes, dilated by arousal and something deeper—perhaps pride, perhaps power, perhaps a pleasure with no clear sense or origin—locked onto mine. There was no reproach. No guilt. Only absolute calm, a dirty complicity that cut right through me. I saw in her the same question I was asking myself: is this for me? For him? Or for herself? But there was no answer. Only that fixed, deep gaze telling me she was doing it because she could, because she wanted to, because in that moment Carlos's rejection no longer existed and she was the one deciding who touched her, who saw her, who desired her.

I shifted a little, barely half a step, to see them in profile. David stayed buried against her chest, his hands squeezing harder now, his thumbs tracing slow, almost unconscious circles over her nipples. Irene let out a short sigh, almost inaudible, but she didn't look away from me. We kept looking at each other while he groped her, while her big tits overflowed between his fingers, while sweat glistened on her skin and the blue straps dug deeper into her flesh from the pressure. The moment was murky, dirty: three bodies in dim light, Marta screaming in the distance, and the three of us trapped in a silence that weighed more than any moan.

Again, I didn't know if it was a gift, revenge, or liberation. I only knew that Irene was looking at me while she allowed this, and that in her eyes was an invitation that needed no words: look at me. Look at him. Look at us.

And I couldn't look away.

Then David lowered one hand, slowly, trembling even more than before. His fingers trailed down Irene's side, brushing the silk of her open shirt, until they reached the edge of her hiked-up skirt. And suddenly, by instinct or need, his hand veered toward the center of my girlfriend's thighs and tried to slip underneath, seeking the heat between her legs—searching for the gap between the blue straps, searching for the exposed pussy he knew was there, wet and throbbing. But Irene reacted instantly: one of her hands shot down and closed firmly around his wrist. Not violently, but with absolute resolve.

She pushed him away. Stopped him cold.

“Shh… not that,” she whispered, almost maternal, but laced with authority.

David froze, his hand suspended in the air, his fingers still curved as if he didn't know what to do with them. Irene didn't move. I was trembling… my cock surged again, and with my heart pounding at two hundred beats per minute, I had to touch myself; I gripped my cock, felt its heat… while David's hand came back to life and traveled up her side, pausing at her bare breast, which he squeezed and released, his fingers leaving their mark for a second on her tit, then climbing higher to caress her neck while, on the other side of that neck, his mouth attacked.

Restrained, nervous… he didn't have enough hands, despite everything.

Irene closed her eyes when he kissed her neck.

And I started to masturbate.

I wanted to look but couldn't.

I wanted to ask her why she was doing it, but I couldn't speak.

Marta was screaming through savage sex while among the three of us everything was silence and almost liquid sounds: my stroking, David's kisses on my girlfriend's neck, Irene's soft moans at those nervous kisses.

He pressed his lips to that hot skin, just below her ear. He kissed slowly, clumsily at first, then with more hunger: soft bites, wet kisses that traveled down her collarbone and almost climbed to her chin. I could imagine David's hot breath, ragged and thick, and each touch left a glistening trail of saliva on her skin. Irene sometimes opened her eyes for a second, letting out a short sigh, then closed them again; but she didn't embrace him, didn't fully accept him. She just exposed herself, always allowing those caresses on her tit and letting his lips wander across her neck, letting him breathe in her perfume mixed with sweat and arousal.

David, nervous to the point of anguish, was driven by an engine: the engine of his desire to touch and kiss something he never in a thousand lifetimes would have thought he'd achieve. And then that impulse—pure, devastating sexual drive—made him climb higher, kissing her cheek, clearly seeking her mouth—his lips parted, his head tilted, his body pressed against hers—and I feared the kiss… I feared their mouths would truly meet, that this would cross the invisible line that still separated the three of us. My heart was pounding so hard it hurt; my hand on my cock sped up involuntarily, a reflex. David was trembling, his breathing a hoarse gasp against Irene's cheek, and I saw then how his lips already grazed the corner of her mouth, how he approached millimeter by millimeter, desperate, as if that kiss were the only thing he had left in the world.

But Irene stopped him. Not with her hand this time. With her voice, soft but firm, pressed to his ear:

“And you… aren't you touching yourself?”

David went still. The question pierced him like a knife. He swallowed audibly, the sound dry and pathetic in the silence between Marta's distant moans. He pulled back a little, but it was enough for me to see the panic and arousal in his eyes: incredulous, glassy, as if he couldn't believe she was asking him that.

Irene held his gaze, serene, powerful.

“Aren't you touching yourself?” she repeated, lower, almost a whisper that hung in the air between the three of us.

David trembled again, a visible shiver running down his back. His eyes dropped for a second, traveling over Irene's body: her open shirt, her tits emerging between the straps, her skirt bunched at her hips, her pubic hair peeking out between the lower straps. He pulled back a bit more and stopped touching her. Indecision was killing him—he wanted to touch her more, he wanted to kiss her, he wanted everything, but he also wanted to free himself; he was considering exposing himself, obeying.

I wasn't breathing anymore. My cock was throbbing in my hand, hard and hot, and every second that passed without him moving made me more nervous. I wanted him to do it. I wanted him not to do it. I wanted to see him break. The dark thrill was burning me alive, and at the same time I felt a knot in my stomach that was pure panic.

David closed his eyes for a second, as if making a final decision. Then he opened them, looked at Irene as if asking permission one last time, and slowly lowered his hand to his crotch. He slipped his fingers inside his open underwear… reaching in to pull himself out through the opening. Irene watched him calmly. I couldn't believe it…

And then he did it…

Half a meter from my girlfriend, trembling in spasms… he pulled out his cock—not big, rather mediocre, even thin, narrow, and strangely pale, but hard, veiny, already almost dripping—and began touching himself instantly, barely giving her time to take in what he had… and he started masturbating in front of her…

His hand almost completely covered the entire shaft. A pink, glistening head peeked out at the tip.

He was masturbating, but he wasn't feeling it, wasn't enjoying it.

He was jerking off, intimidated.

The wet sound of his hand stroking up and down mixed with Marta's moans, with my own ragged breathing, and with Irene's short sighs.

His mediocre cock contrasted with the raw sexual power of Irene's tits, which jutted out between the straps, holding the shirt aside with confidence and force.

David's hunched body contrasted with my girlfriend's tall, exuberant posture as she stared at him without blinking.

The moment was unbearable. David moaned in broken gasps, almost crying from excitement and shame, his hand speeding up, his eyes fixed on Irene as if she were the only real thing in the world. I was stroking myself uncontrollably, the perverse thrill and madness squeezing my chest until I could barely breathe.

Irene barely moved. She just watched, controlling everything with that calm that was driving us both crazy.

And then Irene decided to kill me, to execute me.

And him too.

Because, pushing off from the island, moving just slightly closer and looking at him, as if I didn't exist, as if I weren't her boyfriend, she whispered:

“Here, let me see it… will you let me?”

David froze instantly. His hand stopped, gripping the shaft, the head glistening under the dim light. His eyes went wide—incredulous, terrified, and aroused in equal measure.

He didn't seem to dare let go. He didn't dare continue either. His entire body trembled. He looked about to faint just from the idea that Irene wanted to touch him.

I wasn't far from collapsing myself.

But Irene didn't wait. She took a single small step toward him, her heel striking the floor with a sharp tap—a crisp clack—and extended her right hand with a calm that stood in stark contrast to the madness of the moment, repeating, lower, more intimate:

“Give it here… Come on.”

David let out a choked moan, almost a sob. And then the hand holding his cock, after hesitating for what felt like an eternity… let go. He pulled his fingers away and left his cock free, exposed, hard, dripping, trembling in the air between them.

I swallowed hard, seeing that Irene didn't hesitate, that her hand was reaching toward that hard, whitish flesh—that sad, almost unpleasant flesh… and I didn't understand her. I still didn't know who this was for, or why she was doing it…

And then, after tugging her sleeve back with her other hand to free her hand and wrist…

…Irene took it without hesitation.

My cock surged between my fingers just as David's cock surged in my girlfriend's palm…

My heart was exploding.

Irene was gripping David's cock just three feet away from me.

David closed his eyes and shuddered.

He let out a choked groan, a short, helpless “ohh” as he felt Irene's slender, warm fingers closing around that shaft with a softness that contrasted with the harshness of everything happening around them.

She didn't squeeze hard. She just wrapped around it, feeling the heat, the living flesh hard for her, the thick central vein pulsing under her palm, the taut skin sliding beneath her fingers.

And then she moved her hand, slowly, once, back and forth, covering and uncovering the head of that cock… in one long, deliberate stroke that made David let out a broken, almost tearful “ahh…”

The power radiating from her, touching him like that, making him tremble like that… making me tremble like that… was breathtaking.

And just when I thought she would start stroking him, she twisted her wrist in another long motion, then brushed her thumb over the swollen head, collecting the precum and spreading it across the tip.

I had to stop touching myself.

And David was dying. He gasped. He trembled. He squeezed his eyes shut, then opened them, looking into her eyes, then down, watching what she was doing to him—how she tended to it, smeared, gathered…

And after that smearing, Irene released it for an instant and that cock pulsed alone, glistening in the dimness. It was an ungainly cock, somewhat curved, with very dark, unkempt hair that contrasted with the whiteness of his pelvis and the paleness of his member… and then Irene began to stroke it in a measured yet erratic way: squeezing at the base, releasing at the tip, squeezing again. Her other hand slid down and touched his balls, cradled them, massaged them gently, feeling them contract under her fingers. Then she switched hands: now the left on his cock, the right on his balls, alternating rhythms. Sometimes she looked down, and sometimes she looked at David, directly in the eyes, watching him fall apart.

David, between spasms and gasps, dared again to reach for one of the tits that jutted out enormous and free between the straps. He did it while panting… because she wanted to take control then… and, while she continued cradling his balls with one hand, she began to stroke him with the other.

“Ohh…” David gasped, hoarse and surrendering, and he leaned forward, resting his forehead against Irene's shoulder.

And then she, without stopping her stroking, without stopping that wet sound rising from the skin sliding back and forth in a crisp “click, click” that cut through the dimness, looked at me.

She looked at me while she jerked him off, while she had that man surrendered and humiliated, hunched against her. She looked at me while she milked that mediocre cock, and then I understood.

Yes.

It was a gift for me.

I saw it.

I saw the complicity.

I saw the love.

She was jerking off that mediocre cock, that mediocre man's cock… for me.

There was no muscular giant for her. But she didn’t care.

She was offering me this sexual act—sexual yet selfless on her part…

Or almost.

Because Irene’s teary eyes revealed all of it—and revealed too that despite her rejection of that body, there was arousal in her as well. She felt it, even enjoyed it: that hand caressing her breast, that cock she was stroking.

David squeezed that breast harder then, crushing it, making her nipple and areola bulge from the pleasure she was giving him below. And she accepted that crude squeeze, pressing her lips together and closing her eyes, while David snorted like an animal, panting against Irene’s shoulder, his whole body trembling. They pressed closer together: David’s small body against hers, his cock between her hands now brushing Irene’s belly above the wrinkled skirt, the head leaving wet trails on her stomach. His other hand went to her hip, gripping the skirt as if he needed to hold on there too, and his face rose a little, drooling, panting, burying his nose in the collar of her shirt and then in her skin, leaving a trail of burning saliva on the silk and on her neck, smelling her, moaning against her skin.

Irene kept stroking him, relentless. She picked up the pace: her hand pumping back and forth, twisting her wrist so the head rubbed against her open palm. She was milking him, destroying him. The reddened tip swelled… David trembled harder, his moans becoming continuous, almost sobs.

And then she pulled back a little, just enough to look him in the eyes, and whispered:

“You’re close… I can feel it…”

Her tenderness was killing me…

David couldn’t respond—he could barely squeeze his eyes shut. His cock throbbed in Irene’s hand, swollen to bursting, the head red and glistening. She didn’t stop: she kept stroking him, slowly now, torturing him, letting the orgasm build without letting it crest. David convulsed, legs trembling, his hand on her breast squeezing desperately, crushing that enormous areola again as if he could tear it off.

I’d started touching myself again; the dark thrill and madness were tearing at my chest so brutally I could barely breathe. Watching Irene’s hand on David’s cock, watching her take him to the edge, watching him fall apart—it was too much. The silence of the living room filled with the wet sounds of her hand, David’s gasps, and my own ragged breathing.

And Irene looked at me again, just before saying to him:

“Where do you want it? Tell me. Where do you want to come?”

David froze completely, as if the question had cut off his breath. His cock throbbed in Irene’s hand, swollen, red, about to burst, while his hand on her breast loosened its grip. Irene, after saying it, didn’t speed up. Didn’t let go. She just maintained that slow, torturous rhythm: back and forth.

Time stopped. I felt my heart in my throat, my cock throbbing uncontrollably in my own hand, the dark thrill and anguish squeezing my chest until I could barely breathe.

David slowly closed and opened his eyes, glassy, lost. He looked at Irene and swallowed with a dry sound.

He was going to say it.

His voice came out hoarse, barely a whisper that cut through the air:

“Well… on your face.”

The words fell like a bomb. Absolute silence. Irene stopped her hand for an instant, fingers closed around the base, motionless.

David trembled, terrified by what he’d just asked for, but also aroused, as if saying it out loud had made it real.

I couldn’t believe that audacity.

Despite his nerves. Despite his own shock.

He’d dared to ask for something that outrageous.

Irene stared at him, her dark eyes dilated. She took a deep breath. Then another.

Then whispered, almost to herself:

“Wow…”

Another second of silence. Her hand resumed its movement, slow, very slow, as if she were thinking. David snorted, his cock throbbing in her palm, on the verge of collapse.

“No… not on my face…” she finally said, her voice low, hesitant, almost soft.

David swallowed again, his eyes pleading. The indecision was killing him. He was trembling so hard it seemed like he might shatter.

Irene kept stroking him, relentless but restrained, waiting.

And he cleared his throat.

He was going to speak.

Again.

And he said it:

“Well… on your tit… on your breasts,” he stammered, his voice broken, almost tearful.

Irene didn’t respond immediately. She barely accelerated the rhythm, just enough to keep him at the edge.

She looked him in the eyes, then at me—a second of dirty complicity—and kept moving her hand while the climax built inside him, suspended, unbearable.

Until she stopped everything.

Her hand went still.

She let go of his cock.

Calmly, she brought her hand to his, making him release that breast.

Her chest, reddened, abused by the most obscene desire, heaved with relief.

One breast white, pure; the other flushed, almost scratched.

And then, adjusting her shirt slightly without closing it, staring at him intently… while that cock looked ready to explode at any moment without even being touched, she whispered:

“What do you think about… on…? Here, I’ll turn around and you come on my ass… Okay?”

I swallowed hard.

He froze.

But she didn’t give us time for more…

She didn’t wait for him to respond.

She simply turned around.

Her heels clicked sharp and precise on the parquet: a slow click-clack that cut through the silence like a whip. Her movement was measured, almost theatrical; her torso turning, the gold of her legs gleaming, the champagne silk of her shirt shining, almost illuminating us, her breasts swaying enormous and free between the straps… her pussy throbbing, those soft, dangling lips peeking out beneath the silver miniskirt.

David froze, his hard cock almost dripping in the air, eyes wide, dazed, as if he couldn’t process what he was seeing. His breathing turned to short, choppy gasps; he wasn’t touching himself. He wasn’t moving. He just watched, hypnotized, as Irene turned her back to him and pressed against the island.

She placed her open palms on the ceramic. The sound was a soft thud, almost a sigh from the surface as it took the weight of her hands. Then she raised her ass a little: a subtle but obvious movement, her hips tilting backward, the sequined skirt already bunched at her waist exposing her round, firm buttocks.

And then, still with her back to him, she turned her face and whispered:

“Wait, you’re going to stain me like that.”

Irene didn’t wait for a response or any movement from either of us. She simply straightened up a bit and brought her hands to her shoulders. With a slow, almost ceremonial movement, she began to remove her shirt. The silk whispered as it slid down her arms and back: a soft sound, muffled by the sweat that had stuck it to her skin, leaving a shiny trail on her shoulders and the curve of her back. The fabric fell open, light despite the accumulated heat, and she gathered it with both hands without fully turning around.

She extended her arm toward me, without looking at me.

“Here, put it there,” she said in a low, neutral voice.

I had to let go of my cock… to take her shirt.

This was insane.

The silk was warm, saturated with her perfume and sweat. My cock throbbed as I felt the fabric in my hands. The fine fabric slipped between my fingers, as if wanting to escape and return to its owner. I took barely a step and laid it on a nearby stool. Irene’s scent hit me suddenly: sweat, body odor, sex, hot skin.

Irene still didn’t turn around. A cross of straps marked her back. She brought her hands to the sides of her sequined skirt. She unfastened the side zipper with a metallic click. The silver fabric, tight and shiny, gave way suddenly. The skirt slid down her hips, descended slowly along her thighs, brushing the sweaty skin with a rough whisper of sequins against flesh. It fell to the floor in a crumpled flash around her ankles, the sequins shining under the dim light like a pool of broken silver.

She untangled her heels from the skirt with precise but calm movements: she lifted one foot, then the other, the high heels striking the parquet with several dry taps. The skirt remained there, abandoned on the floor, and she placed her hands back against the island. But everything was different, heart-stopping, brutal: heels, flesh, and straps; straps that marked her back and straps that crossed her hips and framed her buttocks; straps that let her pussy hang free… dangling… downward.

David couldn’t take it anymore. He let out a choked “fuck…” almost a sob. His eyes were glued to those raised buttocks, to the blue straps framing her throbbing pussy, to the white, sweaty flesh that trembled slightly. His hand returned to his cock, gripping it tightly, stroking slowly as he watched, fascinated, as if it were too much to process.

And he approached with a clumsy step, his cock in hand, hard, thin and trembling, almost dripping. He stopped just behind her, inches from her buttocks elevated by her high-heeled sandals, and began stroking with contained fury: his hand pumping rapidly, the wet, rhythmic sound filling the living room—a desperate click-click-click. His eyes were fixed on those round, firm buttocks; between them, Irene’s pink anus peeking out, the blue straps crossing the flesh like ropes that only highlighted what was exposed. Below, her pussy hung free between the straps, her lips swollen and jutting out, shiny and parted…

I wasn’t even breathing when, on impulse, David extended his left hand and placed it on Irene’s bare hip. His fingers dug slightly into the hot skin, slippery with sweat. She tensed for an instant, but didn’t pull away completely. She only turned her head enough to look at him over her shoulder and whispered, in a low but firm voice:

“Shh… no, please… don’t touch. Just come on me.”

I trembled. And David trembled, and obeyed instantly, withdrawing his hand.

And he kept stroking, inches from those buttocks she was exposing for him to spill onto her skin.

And Irene and I looked at each other then. She in profile, leaning on the island, her torso naked except for the straps framing her enormous, heavy breasts; me a yard away, my hand on my cock, stroking slowly, unable to look away. Our eyes met in a silence that weighed more than any moan. In that look was everything: morbid fascination, guilt, dirty love, power. She tossed her mane back with a slow, almost feline movement, her black hair falling down her back like a damp cascade. Enjoying herself. Savoring the moment. Sometimes she looked back, toward David, almost urging him with her eyes—come on, come already—and then she’d look back at me, serene, dominant.

Her breasts hung heavy and enormous, and at one point—for the first time—she wanted to feel herself, wanted to feel her femininity, her own sexuality… and she brought a hand up, cupped one of her breasts, held it gently, her thumb brushing the nipple in a slow circle, a caress for herself. The other breast hung just as free and colossal, swaying slightly with each agitated breath. I hesitated. I took half a step toward her, my cock throbbing in my hand; I felt the impulse to touch her, to grab that other hanging breast, to pinch the nipple, to feel its weight in my palm. But I didn’t. I was afraid of breaking everything. I was afraid that if I touched her, if I intervened, the moment might fall apart. I stood frozen, my heart pounding against my ribs.

David panted behind her, standing there trembling, his hand flying over his mediocre cock. Irene tossed her hair again, showing off, arching her back a bit more, raising her ass just enough to spread her cheeks wider, so the cleft of her pussy glistened wet under the dim light. She looked back once more—a quick glance, almost impatient—then turned her gaze back to me, her dark eyes burning brighter than ever.

The sound of David's masturbation became frantic. A desperate, almost unpleasant "click, click, click, click."

He was about to come.

And then, a snort from him.

A hoarse, animal snort that came from deep in his chest.

And a phrase.

A quick, panted phrase, almost unintelligible at first, but it drilled into me instantly:

“Fuck… I can't take it anymore… I'm putting it in!”

I'm putting it in.

Time stopped. The air turned thick, heavy, as if the entire living room had stopped breathing.

Irene whipped her head around, eyes wide.

“What!? Nooo!!” she protested, her voice rising in disbelief.

And with my heart exploding, my hand freezing mid-stroke, I watched David's free hand clamp onto her hip with desperate force, his fingers digging into her sweaty skin, holding her as if he feared she'd escape.

And then he aimed…

He aimed and thrust.

He thrust forward in one urgent, violent movement: David's hips lurching forward, his mediocre cock—hard, swollen, dripping—aligned by pure instinct, finding the opening of Irene's pussy…

…finding the gap between her lips already parted from arousal and her position.

He was pushing…

and entering…

…in a single thrust…

All the way in…

The impact left her pinned against the island, her body rigid, as if her reaction came a second too late.

“Whaaaat?? Nooo!!” my girlfriend screamed, a heartbreaking cry.

“Nooo-oho!!!” she repeated as she felt him enter, felt her body shoved forward.

“Nooo-oho!!! WHAT?? WHAT ARE YOU DOING??” she shouted as her tits swayed from the hard thrust and her pussy swallowed all of David's cock in one wet, audible motion—an obscene splashing sound that cut through the silence…

“Oooooooohhhhh…!!” he moaned, long and unpleasant, closing his eyes.

He had filled her.

I stared and understood without understanding, watched their bodies tense… both of them… The two of them joined. He had penetrated her. He had put it inside her. He had thrust his pale, thin cock all the way in. Without warning. Without asking. In one thrust.

Irene, frozen, kept repeating:

“No…!! No…!! What…!? But what…!?”

“Ohhhh, fuuuck…!” David writhed, his cock inside her, holding her by the hips with both hands… Filling her. Stuffing her. Invading her and punctuating the thrust with a slow circular roll of his hips; his cock buried to the hilt and moving inside her in a slow, endless motion, as if he wanted to feel every inch of her, her entire depth.

I trembled, unable to process it.

But I watched, and I saw it, between my girlfriend's incredulous sobs… and his ecstatic moans.

He was inside her…

He was fucking her…

My girlfriend…

Three feet from me…

And I watched as Irene still didn't react… leaning forward, her tits hanging… already starting to sway from the rhythm he was driving through her whole body… from a second… and a third thrust…

Slow thrusts. Deliberate. Triumphant.

“What…!!! Stop…!!! Nooo…!!!” she protested, still looking back… but unable to push him away.

“Ohhh… ohhh…!” he writhed, inside her, eyes closed, his dark shirt, his white skin, his mediocre cock violating and humiliating my girlfriend's pussy…

“Ohh… Ohhhh… Fuck…!” he groaned… and Irene's body rocked back and forth.

And Irene's face, flushed, humiliated, incredulous.

And her body, rocked, fucked, frozen.

And then, unable to hold back, unable to delay it; after less than ten seconds inside her, he announced:

“Ohhhh…! Ohhhh!! I can't hold back anymore. God…”

“Stop!!!! Nooo!!! Wha—what?!” she protested then, her voice low… overwhelmed…

And then it happened, amid our shock and collapse: David, eyes half-closed, still fucking her in slow thrusts, tensed in a spasm that ran down his back like an electric shock. His hands dug into Irene's hips with desperate force… his mediocre cock was buried to the hilt inside her: her lips spread open around the shaft. Every slow thrust he'd given before—three, four, five, six—had been a clumsy attempt not to come yet, but now there was no turning back.

“Ohhh… I'm coming… fuck…!!” he whimpered, his voice broken, almost tearful.

And Irene let out a desperate “Nooo…!” “What?!” “Pull it out!!” Her body was rigid against the island, palms open and trembling on the warm ceramic. But she didn't pull away. She just stayed there, impaled, feeling David's cock throb violently inside her pussy…

He pushed one last time, deep, and was already about to explode.

About to explode inside her.

And then it happened:

And all three of us could feel the first hot, thick jet shoot out, straight into her depths.

Filling her.

“OHHHH… OOOOOHHHH!!” David huffed and writhed.

“Ah…” my girlfriend breathed, painfully tender and defeated, the soft sound escaping her lips.

David convulsed even more and bellowed again:

“OHHHH… OHHHH!!”

And I could see his unpleasant face, flushed… his mouth half-open, drooling…

He was fucking and filling my girlfriend's pussy, wrapped in those obscene straps… filthy… he was fucking her and filling her and couldn't believe it… couldn't believe we'd allowed it, that we'd handed her to him… His moans turned into low, animal grunts as he kept ejaculating: jet after jet, counted almost in my head like cruel lashes—the first, thick and hot, straight into her depths, making Irene arch involuntarily; the second, more abundant, flooding her inner walls; the third, weaker but just as viscous, spreading like a hot trophy claiming territory that wasn't his; the fourth and fifth, short and desperate spasms that filled her to overflowing, until the white cum almost started escaping around the edges, mixing with her wetness.

David, her friend's husband, that almost scrawny, inferior man who blushed just looking at her, who could only have dreamed of touching her… was now shoving his cock all the way inside her, unloading inside her, huffing against her neck those atrocious “Ooooohhh!!” “Oooohhh!!” sounds, leaning in more with each discharge: his small body pressed against hers, his despicable cock buried to the hilt, throbbing, contracting, emptying inside my girlfriend as if she were the dirtiest and most glorious prize. He humiliated her with those horrendous grunts, with that hot, rancid breath on her skin, with each pulse that flooded her, that marked her, that turned her into a victory he couldn't believe.

And the dark thrill destroyed me, the rage burned me, the arousal split me in two. Knowing that his cum was defiling Irene's pussy, seeing how it filled her… was a horrible suffering, a fetish in itself, a fantasy that broke me, that shattered me and paralyzed me.

Irene trembled in silence, her body rigid against the island, her hanging breasts swaying with each spasm of his, and she let out another sharp “ahhh” beneath his incessant grunts—again strangely tender—a lament of surprise, of shame, of not being able to believe that David had pushed inside her and was ejaculating… that her pussy was receiving jet after jet of his hot, abundant cum… while she kept her ass raised as if offering it, as if accepting it, as if this were the price of her own arrogance.

I stared in horror at her flexed legs, at her ass still raised, at her breasts hanging heavy and swaying with each spasm of his.

He'd fucked her.

And he'd come inside.

But…

David didn't pull out.

He stayed inside.

His cock, perhaps already starting to soften but still swollen, remained buried to the base in Irene's pussy. He breathed against her neck in short, hoarse gasps, as if he couldn't believe what he'd just done… or that he could keep doing it.

And then, without pulling his cock out, he withdrew his torso a bit, raised his arms and pulled his shirt off over his head in a clumsy tug. The dark fabric fell to the floor. And instantly, his naked torso—pale, thin, with a sunken chest and narrow shoulders—pressed completely against Irene's sweaty back. Skin against skin. Heat against heat. The contrast was obscene: David's small, almost fragile body against my girlfriend's firm, curved back, his cock soft but insistent inside her, barely moving in a slow, viscous rocking that made the cum already inside her slosh with each tiny thrust.

He didn't want to pull out. He wanted to preserve the moment. To record the memory… of being inside her.

Irene let out a muffled moan.

And then, almost sobbing, she managed:

“No… David… please… take it out… please…”

Her voice came out broken, defeated, contrite, drained of strength. But she didn't push him away. She didn't pull back. She just stayed there, leaning against the island, her palms trembling on the ceramic, her ass still raised, taking those slow, soft thrusts that kept pushing in and out. She felt every inch: how his half-limp cock slid through her pussy, how the head grazed her soaked walls, how his cum churned inside her with each movement.

David huffed against her back, his open mouth pressed to her shoulder blade, his bare torso sweating against Irene's skin. His hands gripped her hips tight again—not to fuck her hard, but to keep her there, pinned, while he kept moving slowly, almost mechanically, as if he couldn't stop even though he was nearly soft.

I watched without blinking. The image destroyed me: David, that mediocre man, Marta's husband… with his cock still inside my girlfriend, his bare torso pressed against her back, fucking her with slow, slick movements while she trembled with disbelief and shame.

Irene turned her head a bit more toward me, eyes wide, glassy, full of a shock she couldn't hide. Her mouth moved without sound: “what… what's happening…?” She didn't understand how it had happened. She didn't understand how no one was stopping it. Not even herself.

And no one stopped it.

David stayed inside. Moving his hips in slow circles, letting his soft but insistent cock stir all the cum he'd just shot.

Irene trembled, her tits hanging heavy, her pussy dripping uncontrollably, and I could only watch, stroking myself slowly, feeling how the dark thrill and humiliation tore me apart inside.

The moment stretched out. Unbearable. Dirty. Perfect.

And I looked at Irene, who, with her hair stuck to her face, drenched in sweat, kept taking those soft, slow thrusts. Irene, my girlfriend, who, impaled, had stopped protesting. Her body had relaxed a little, her ass rising almost imperceptibly to take him better, her tits swaying with each push. There was no pleasure, but I could see in her body, and in her eyes, the dark thrill of the forbidden, of the humiliating, of the “wrong.” I suddenly felt, in her gaze fixed on me, an accusation—how did you allow this—a challenge—look what I'm letting him do to me—a guilt—but I didn't want this—and a dark pleasure—but it's happening to me, he's inside me.

While she kept taking those slow thrusts, while she accepted David's chest pressed against her back, I looked into her eyes and felt that her initial shock had given way to a hot shame: This can't be turning me on, my pussy can't be getting wet from this, I can't be liking this even a little.

David opened his eyes then, motionless, panting against her nape, his cock still inside, pulsing out the last of it.

Then, slowly, without her saying anything, he pulled out.

He pulled it out dripping: the shaft glistening with cum and her wetness, the head red and sensitive, a thick white thread hanging from the tip that broke and fell to the floor with an audible sound—a humiliating splat.

Irene's pussy gaped open for an instant, pulsing as if it had a life of its own: her lips swollen and parted, the pink interior glistening, a slow stream of white cum oozing out, sliding down her lips, running down the inside of her thigh and then falling to the parquet in two heavy drops that were just as audible, making a sound like the one before—equally shocking, equally atrocious, equally degrading.

Irene let out a short, trembling sigh, her head down, her cheeks flushed, her hair stuck to her face. She didn't move. She just breathed, her body still leaning against the kitchen island, her ass trembling slightly, David's cum seeping out mixed with her own wetness, leaving a shiny trail down the inside of her thigh.

David stepped back, his cock half-soft now and dripping the last of it. He looked at his work—the raised ass, the dripping pussy, the sweaty back—and looked like he might faint.

But he said nothing. Just panted, eyes glassy.

I kept watching, my hand motionless on my cock, my heart pounding in my throat. The dark thrill had split me in two. The rage, the arousal, the dirty love—all tangled in a knot I didn't know how to untie.

Irene slowly turned her head and looked at me again.

Her dark eyes, dilated, still shining with pleasure and horror.

She said nothing.

Just that look.

From my girlfriend. From my Sioux Indian. Who didn't understand anything. Didn't understand how she'd let herself get fucked like that.

I looked at her flushed cheeks, her perfect, symmetrical beauty marks.

While the cum kept running slowly down her thigh. Seeping from her flooded pussy.

And there was nothing to hear. Marta wasn't moaning.

Only our breathing.

And shortly after, even before Irene came to her senses, before she even straightened up, we heard David bend down to grab his shirt from the floor and leave.

And I looked into Irene's eyes as we listened to his barefoot steps fade away.

And I didn't know if she was accusing me.

And she held my gaze one more second. Then she looked away, as if suddenly it was too heavy to bear.

She lowered her eyes, took a deep breath, and stepped aside, away from the island.

I stepped back, as if I knew she needed space, air, relief from some burning, some suffocation.

Her heels echoed again, sharp, slow: clack… clack… clack… Each strike against the parquet seemed to mark the time it took her to compose herself.

She walked two steps, three, her body still trembling slightly, David's cum sliding slowly down the inside of her right thigh, leaving a glistening trail that caught the dim light of the living room.

She stopped by the stool where I'd left her champagne blouse. She picked it up. The fabric shimmered—silk and sweat still warm from her skin. She held it with tenderness and possession, then began to put it on.

She did it with restrained swagger, elegant. She slipped her arms through the sleeves, let the silk slide over her shoulders and settle against her sweaty back. The blouse fell open, unbuttoned, barely covering breasts that still hung heavy between the blue straps. With a slow, precise movement, she gathered her black hair with both hands, lifted it behind the collar, and let it fall free down her back. The damp strands slid over the silk like a dark waterfall, brushing her shoulder blades, some clinging to the sweaty skin of her nape. That gesture—simple, everyday—was pure eroticism: the open blouse, the exposed breasts, the vulnerable neck, her hair falling heavy and gleaming.

She didn't fasten a single button.

She stood there, legs slightly apart, heels lifting her.

I watched her, my hard cock throbbing free, my heart pounding in my throat.

And then it happened:

I saw a thread of cum hanging from her pussy.

It hung from one of her lips, hung there while she remained upright, cocky, apparently serene.

It hung as she whispered:

“What? Happy?”

The question landed like a soft lash.

It landed just as that thread of cum dropped to the floor with a wet snap.

And I didn't have time to wonder if her accusation was meant to free herself from guilt.

To free herself, most of all, from the fact that in the end… she had accepted it.

I didn't have time because I felt an impulse.

An irrational need.

A need to kneel before her.

A need to complete my humiliation.

And to confirm… that there was no going back.

And I did, instantly: I placed my hands on the warm parquet and dragged myself the last few inches between us.

I knelt before Irene: my face level with her belly, my eyes fixed on a white trail glistening on her thigh.

Irene didn't move. But I felt her gaze lower toward me.

I brought my mouth close to one of her thighs. First I kissed one of the straps framing her pussy. I kissed it with adoration, with fetishistic reverence, and then…

…then I kissed her hot skin… right where a trace of cum began…

…and I licked it slowly, gathering the thick liquid with the flat of my tongue.

A new taste hit me: salty, dense, slightly metallic, with a bitter aftertaste that clung to my palate.

It was David's cum.

David's cum that had spilled from inside my girlfriend. Still warm. Alive.

I felt fingers in my hair.

I felt her accept me.

My cock throbbed on its own.

I moved higher.

Everything happened slowly, yet somehow very fast.

I reached her pussy and felt the heat on my face before I even opened my mouth…

And when I did… I licked deep. Her outer lips were swollen, hot, soaked.

I slid my tongue between them—her opening was gaping, shameful—and I sucked.

And I felt her fingers press harder against my head…

…while…

…while… she whispered, “what… are you doing…?”

…and while… a slow stream flowed directly into my mouth: viscous, hot, abundant.

I swallowed it without thinking.

I swallowed without thinking, feeling it slide down my throat, thick, indelible.

What David had shot inside her.

The taste was stronger now, mixed with hers, with her own sweet yet salty wetness.

I licked again, deeper, searching for more, sucking at the inner walls that still throbbed.

Each lick drew more cum out, almost dripping from my lips.

Irene let out a long, shuddering sigh. Her legs trembled against my shoulders. Her hand gripped my hair tighter, not to guide me, but to steady herself.

As I ate her pussy, swallowing her juices and David's cum, I looked up: her open blouse, her breasts jutting forward between the straps like two enormous, heavy mountains; and her gaze—down at me, eyes half-closed, breathing ragged.

And I licked deeper, sucking, swallowing every drop that came out. Each time the taste grew stronger, more intense, more foreign. I felt every detail: the creamy texture, the lingering heat, the musky smell of recent sex mixed with David’s scent. My cock throbbed untouched, ready to explode just from licking and sucking.

Irene trembled slightly, her legs bent.

She let me do it. She let me clean her. She let me humiliate myself.

And then, when I was sucking harder, when the cum kept seeping out slowly, when I sensed she would let me continue and even bring her to orgasm…

…she gently pulled my hair back.

“Stop,” she whispered softly. “Stop, Diego… have you lost your mind…”

And she pulled me away from her pussy.

The taste lingered in my mouth, thick, hot, impossible to forget.

Irene stood for a moment looking down at me, breathing heavily, her eyes still bright from that initial shock—now fading—and from something darker.

Then she left me there and walked away.

Passing behind me.

Behind my kneeling body.

I heard the “clack, clack, clack” of her high-heeled sandals echoing, fading… toward the hallway.

And I, kneeling, my back to her retreat, not understanding her, not understanding myself…

…gripped my cock… with both hands.

Hot. Burning. Aching for hours.

And I began to stroke myself…

…there… with the taste of David’s cum in my throat…

…with the salty aftertaste of Irene’s pussy on my lips…

…I began to stroke myself… knowing that my life—our life—had changed forever.


27. Absolute Oxymoron.

It wasn’t even sanity. Perhaps, if anything, it was some last shred of self-respect that made me stop my hand—there, on my knees, just before I came.

I stood up with a feeling of horror. A silent horror that broke through the echoes of the wet sounds of my masturbation and the dry memory of Irene’s heeled sandals clicking away.

Paralyzed, in absolute stillness—Marta wasn’t moaning, no one broke the silence of the night—I waited patiently for my erection to subside before tucking myself back into my pants.

I bent down and picked up Irene’s sequined miniskirt and placed it on the same stool where her shirt had been while David was inside her. A shirt that had been removed from her body to avoid being stained, and in the end the stain had been internal, treacherous, all the way to the depths. In front of me, on the island, another thing of hers: her purse—remnants of her that kept her present, that kept that madness from closing.

But above all, what kept the madness alive were the remnants of what had happened… in my eyes, in my ears, on my lips, and in my throat.

The smell of Irene’s perfume too, and her sweat, and the scent of her skin, of her hair… and the smell of sex. Her sex, mixed with another man’s.

Everything assaulted me. Everything enveloped me. All five senses overwhelmed.

My erection had subsided a bit, but my heart kept pounding in my chest, through my entire body.

I swallowed.

The taste persisted in my mouth—thick, clinging, impossible to ignore. And yet, it wasn’t something I wanted to push away completely. There was something in that permanence that anchored me to what had happened, as if making it disappear would mean trying to deny it.

I remembered kneeling before her and felt shame, but at the same time felt I couldn’t have done anything else.

Surrender. Adoration.

I didn’t feel she was unfaithful. That would be the most unjust thought possible.

I felt her, in a way impossible to explain, elevated to another category, another expression of womanhood, to some different, unknown rank.

Obviously it hadn’t been a test, not of love or of any kind, but I had seen something—a femininity, a composure… a combination of qualities that elevated her… even more.

I turned my head toward the living room area. Toward the table, where we had played that game; toward the sofa, where David had been lying, having fled—or been expelled—from what that man was doing to his wife, watching us, waiting for his opportunity… until he had dared to approach.

I wondered how it was possible that this had happened and, at the same time, wondered if I regretted it.

I had no answers for any of it.

Nothing.

Nothing, like the silence—an oppressive nothingness.

Not a voice. Not a footstep. Not a whisper.

Only that thick, unreal silence—internal too—that remains after something breaks.

Or opens.

I approached the counter, opened one of the cabinets—where I knew they kept the bottles—and took out a bottle of rum. The glass clinked slightly against the surface as I set it down, a dry sound that made me blink.

I grabbed a glass.

I didn’t fill it all the way, but I didn’t hold back too much either.

I stood for a second looking at it, the liquid swaying with the slight tremor of my hand.

And then I drank.

The first swallow burned.

It went down slowly, scorching my throat, dragging with it that tangible trace of sex that I still didn’t know if I wanted to erase. I closed my eyes for an instant, resting one hand on the counter.

Another swallow.

This time longer.

The heat spread through my chest, an almost violent sensation that, for a moment, simplified everything. As if I could reduce that night to something physical, manageable, explainable.

But no.

I opened my eyes.

There, on the other side of the island I was leaning on, everything remained.

The purse.

The skirt.

The echo.

And, above all, the image.

I leaned forward with both hands, tilting my body toward the opposite end of that long ceramic countertop. I felt the cold surface under my palms, and the contrast sent a shiver down my spine.

I thought of her.

Of how she had left.

Of how she hadn’t said anything more.

Of that last look.

And of the question from before:

“What? Happy?”

I didn’t know how to answer it then.

And I still didn’t.

I brought the glass to my lips again.

I drank.

More slowly this time.

As if prolonging the gesture could delay the inevitable: having to decide what that had been.

If it was an accident.

If it was a boundary crossed.

Or if it was something that, deep down, had already been inside us long before it happened.

Her fantasy with Alberto, her kisses with Carlos.

All of that had been in me—perhaps for some time now—but maybe it had also been in her.

Another touch, another man—even if he'd been a mistake, a brutal mistake, but perhaps the mistake that opened the door.

I swallowed.

And for the first time since everything had ended, I felt something like exhaustion.

Not physical.

Something heavier, internal.

I drank again and remembered what she'd said:

“Stop, Diego… are you crazy or what…?”

She'd said it after she'd already grabbed my hair, after she'd already pulled me subtly toward her so I'd lick her, so I'd clean up what David had shot inside her…

Had she been telling me to come to my senses, or was she telling herself?

I poured more rum into the glass.

I drank again.

I heard, in the distance, a distinct sound: a shower running.

Irene, no doubt, cleaning herself, washing away, erasing the traces of cum and sweat.

And then I saw it again—her face at the exact moment David entered her: disbelief, surprise, anger, but also… something… something that wasn't arousal, not exactly calm either… something, something I'd never seen before.

And then… I remembered sliding into her when I was already going soft, when her expression had shifted to something like guilty pleasure, a humiliation that somehow comforted her.

The absolute oxymoron of finding pleasure in scandal, a dark thrill in embarrassment, arousal in shame.

I listened to the shower and drank, and two sounds kept looping in my head, clear as day: David's voice—“I'm putting it in you”—and the sound of cum dripping from Irene's pussy and hitting the floor.

I wanted to hold onto all of it, keep it forever. It had just happened and already I was afraid of forgetting.

I drank again, closed my eyes in the dim kitchen, and her moan echoed in my head—slow, subdued, that “ahh…” from my girlfriend while David came inside her.

I had wanted to see her with another man.

And now I didn't know what to do with what I'd seen.

And then, in the middle of that thick silence, I heard another sound.

Not the shower.

Closer.

A step.

Another.

I turned my head.

I was afraid it was David, but no—the one who shattered my false calm was Marta's lover, that man, wearing gray underwear, his skin jet black and slightly shiny in the dim light.

Calm. As if none of this concerned him. As if it were just any ordinary night.

His presence hit me, and I tensed instantly.

He was approaching the kitchen and I noticed that half-naked like this, he seemed bigger than at the party. Tall, broad, not gangly but compact, with muscles that didn't look gym-built for show—they were just part of him. His shoulders filled the space; his arms, relaxed, had that thickness that doesn't need flexing to show. His shaved head only accentuated the hardness of his features: a strong jaw, high cheekbones, a neutral expression that was unsettling precisely because it was completely unreadable.

He seemed older than I'd thought. Or maybe it was something else. Not age exactly—or not just that—but a kind of calm weariness, as if he'd lived hard and, at some point in his life, fast too.

He circled the island without looking at me at first. I felt uneasy because he was coming toward me, but he had a fairly large water bottle in his hand, so I assumed he meant to refill it. That's what I assumed until I noticed the bottle was already pretty full.

I moved aside a bit when I sensed he was heading for the fridge.

It was then, as I stepped back, that he looked at me for the first time.

It wasn't a long look. Nor intense. Nor inquisitive.

It was brief.

But enough.

There was no surprise in it. No curiosity either. Much less judgment.

It was something more uncomfortable than all that: indifference.

As if all this were normal: fucking another man's wife, sometimes in front of her husband, then alone, in someone else's house, with other guests—like me—who he must have known had heard him, drinking alone in the darkness of a New Year's Eve that had already turned to morning.

He looked away and opened the double-door fridge.

He glanced at what was inside before putting the water bottle in the freezer section.

The light from the fridge outlined his large silhouette, jet black and muscled; his legs were bowed and slightly thin, at least compared to his torso; his back—what I was looking at now—rose like an inverted triangle of muscles glistening with sweat. His ass stretched the gray fabric of his underwear into two distinct halves, large and firm.

I watched him and then thought about Marta. About how clearly she'd known what she wanted. I was convinced her night had been like a dream—guilt-free, euphoric, with that lover.

I couldn't believe that Marta's leftovers—her own husband—had ended up being the one to fulfill my fantasy, in a way I still hadn't processed. I still didn't know if it had been good, if it would be the springboard to other nights with other men, or if it would go down as the biggest mistake of our lives.

And then Marta's lover, who was still staring into the fridge as if expecting something to materialize, spoke—surprising me with a foreign accent, maybe British or American—saying:

“Nothing cold?”

Nothing cold.

I didn't know what to answer. Or if he was even asking me. Or if I'd answered no, or said I didn't know, or if I hadn't managed to say anything at all, because he really didn't expect me to speak to him.

He closed the fridge doors and immediately started walking away—without looking at me or saying anything else—while I took in his rough voice and that gaze, eyes lighter than I'd expected, the whites not quite white but faintly reddened.

He headed down the hallway and I took another drink.

And poured myself more rum.

He was going into Marta's bedroom, maybe to sleep, maybe to fuck her again.

I wondered where David was.

And I realized I couldn't hear the shower anymore.

Silence fell again.

I stood there for a few seconds, looking toward the hallway, toward the spot where he'd disappeared, as if something else might happen.

But nothing happened.

Nothing outside.

Inside, though—yes.

I rested my hands on the kitchen island—that dim kitchen that had become my refuge.

I lowered my head.

And then I thought it.

Not out loud.

Not even clearly.

But I thought it.

That this wasn't over.

That what happened with David… wasn't the end.

That somehow, in a way I didn't yet understand, this had opened something.

Something I didn't know if I wanted to close.

Or repeat.

Or push even further.

I knew it was killing me not to know what Irene was thinking. What this new Irene would be like, with everything that had settled in her… after her shower, or the next morning, or back at our house.

Her friend's husband had fucked her.

Barely a few seconds with his cock hard, barely a few more with it soft…

…but he'd fucked her.

My situation, exhausting as it was, couldn't compare to hers.

I swallowed.

The rum no longer burned.

Or maybe there were just things that burned more.

I thought then that maybe I was just assuming she was suffering. And what would happen if David told Marta what had happened. And maybe it wasn't all that complicated. Maybe everything could hold together with the same composure Marta's lover had shown when he looked at me.

I didn't picture her falling apart.

In fact, I pictured her accepting it before I did.

Maybe even understanding it better than me.

And that… that was what unsettled me most.

I looked toward the hallway again.

Dark.

Silent.

And then I felt it.

Not fear.

Not guilt.

Something worse.

Murkier. More uncertain.

Anticipation.


28. Fragile Balance.

One drink after another, until I lost track of time. The early morning was dark, slow, and silent. The only sounds were my glass clinking against the island, alternating with the bottle being set down again and again; then the rum pouring into the glass, and finally, my throat taking in that burn like a self-inflicted, masochistic punishment—all while I thought and feared that what had happened might make Irene stop loving me.

I searched my memories for anchors that might prove our love was unbreakable, and at the same time, for clues that she might have shown signs in the past of wanting a different kind of excitement; my mind kept returning to the memory of her body paralyzed by David's invasion, her inability to pull away, to push him off, and I knew there had been no physical pleasure there, but there had been mental pleasure. A psychological arousal that her gaze conveyed with guilt and, at the same time, as if it were somehow familiar—not because she had done it before, but because she had desired it, dreamed it, imagined it, or fantasized about it.

Hunched over the bottle, the glass, and the kitchen island, I stewed in the suffocating heat from the pounding radiator, fighting my demons, afraid of losing her, anticipating the change that might come, and remembering, with murky excitement, what had happened with David.

Then suddenly, I heard footsteps approaching.

Barefoot steps.

And my body trembled, eyes closed, because my entire being was transported back to my house, our house—I could recognize that cadence, that flow, that pressure on the wood out of a million footsteps and gaits.

Irene was coming toward the kitchen.

I swallowed hard and didn't dare look up all the way.

She approached without hurry, as if each step were measured not to disturb anything, not to break that silence that was tearing me apart inside. I saw her from the corner of my eye, not daring to lift my head fully, just enough of an angle to admire her silhouette, her way of moving, her mere presence.

Her champagne-colored shirt hit me before her face did. That crisp shine, almost warm, unsettled me. I didn't understand why she hadn't changed clothes. I didn't understand anything, really, and yet that detail lodged in me with absurd insistence, as if it hid an answer I didn't know how to formulate.

She stopped on the other side of the island. The white ceramic between us became an elongated border and, at the same time, an intangible barrier. I saw her lean slightly toward her purse, open it with an automatic, almost mechanical gesture. She rummaged inside. Took something out. I couldn't make out what it was. I didn't dare focus harder. Everything in me was functioning at half capacity, or perhaps over-revved: from alcohol, from exhaustion, from remnants of arousal, and from something that felt a lot like fear.

I drank.

The rum burned the same as before, but it was no longer punishment; it was refuge, a clumsy way of holding myself together while she said nothing. Because she said nothing. And that silence of hers was worse than any words. I felt, with an almost physical certainty, that a single syllable, half a tone, the slightest inflection of her voice would be enough to understand everything: if there was distance, if there was reproach, if something was broken…

But it didn't come.

She moved.

She rounded the island with ease, crossing through the gap between the counter and the island, approaching the edge where I was leaning, and that step of hers, so everyday, so domestic, felt unbearable. She stopped halfway and turned on the faucet. The water began to fall with a clean, constant sound, oblivious to everything. She grabbed a glass. Waited. Drank.

I watched her from behind.

The shirt hung straight, soft, barely marking the line of her back. There were no straps underneath. I knew with certainty, from experience, the gestures and postures that would reveal that obscene gift through the fabric, and I knew it wasn't there. There was nothing underneath to interrupt that continuous, silky surface of her shirt as it caressed her back.

And lower down, her bare legs: a gorgeous golden hue peeking out beneath the shirt, clean, intact, as if nothing that had happened had managed to touch them, as if they weren't the same legs… that had bent to offer… her ass to David.

I swallowed and still didn't understand why she hadn't changed.

Or why she wasn't speaking.

Or why I didn't dare to either.

And then she turned around.

She did it smoothly, almost lazily, as if there were nothing urgent in that gesture.

And she looked at me.

Half cocky, half smug.

And even so, there was something clean about her. Crisp. As if the alcohol, the exhaustion, the tension… hadn't managed to tarnish her completely. As if her gaze—that gaze—could still rise above all of it.

I didn't understand how her gaze could still be so beautiful and clean after what had happened.

And then, without letting go of the glass, she whispered:

“What are you doing here alone?”

Her tone, neutral, measured.

Neither cold. Nor warm.

Bitch, how did you pull that off, I thought, defeated by my false conviction that I'd be able to read her instantly.

“Here? Nothing. Drinking,” I replied.

She seemed to accept my evasive answer, and I held her gaze.

Or tried to.

Because it wasn't an intense look. There was no open challenge, no hardness, not even reproach. It was something else. More difficult. More dangerous. She just stayed there, her gaze fixed on me, not looking away, no shame, no hurry… almost clinical, as if she were evaluating something only she knew how to measure.

What had changed in me.

How much I had endured.

How much it had broken me.

I felt all of this without her saying a word. And I understood she was playing the same game—trying to guess what the other person felt. I didn't know if she was having more luck than I was, desperately searching for some trace: guilt, regret. A crack in that calm of hers that would let me latch onto something I could name. But I couldn't find it. There was no tremor. No fissure. Just that cleanness.

And beneath that cleanness, her body.

Because I couldn't help but look at her.

The shirt hung loose, light, as if it weighed nothing, as if it didn't quite touch her skin… but it did. And enough to outline what was underneath. Her breasts. Full. Wide. Free. With a natural drop the fabric barely contained. They showed with indecent clarity every time she breathed, every time the fabric pulled taut the slightest bit.

And there were moments when the light—that faint glow coming through the window and washing over the kitchen—let me see more than it should have. Circular shadows. The areolas. Diffuse but unmistakable. And her nipples… always alert. Visible. As if they didn't need stimulation. As if they were part of her way of being there, present, intact.

I swallowed.

The shirt hung low enough to hide everything… and at the same time, suggest it all.

And lower down.

That abrupt cutoff. That edge.

The fabric ended and her legs began.

Bare.

That smooth golden skin I'd already seen, already thought about… but now, facing her, with her looking at me, it took on another dimension.

And in between…

The doubt.

Because I didn't see anything else.

No lines. No edges. No interruptions.

And I began to suspect—no, to sense—that there was nothing underneath either, that she was wearing only one garment, just one.

And she kept looking at me.

And the silence grew denser. Shorter too. As if it couldn't stretch any further without breaking.

And then she moved.

She set the glass down gently in the sink. It barely clinked, a soft, clean sound.

She took a step.

Then another.

She closed what remained of the distance without hurry. When she was close enough, I felt her presence before I fully saw her—her scent, her warmth, that proximity that wiped out any coherent thought. Then she leaned slightly toward me.

Just enough.

And she whispered, so close:

“You're going to have a fit if you keep drinking.”

A fit.

A belligerent Irene would never use that word.

I loved her madly.

I loved her in a fleeting but eternal instant, as if a torrent of fresh scent washed everything away—all the smell of alcohol, my fears, my tension—and settled into every inch of my body.

I could smell the love I felt for her as if I hadn't truly loved her until that moment.

She tucked her bangs behind her ear.

And looked at me intently.

The urge to kiss her became unbearable.

I set the glass on the island and put my hands on her hips as I said:

“Yeah… I'd better stop.”

“Yeah… you should stop, yeah,” she replied, as I felt the softness of her shirt under my hands and the warm skin of her waist beneath.

She smelled like soap—a different soap than usual—and clean, and like her, always like her.

And my heart was pounding hard, because I still felt the tension, but at the same time, I felt strangely safe.

Then, accepting my gentle grip, she placed her hands on my arms.

Slowly.

As if checking something.

As if measuring my temperature, my steadiness… or my surrender.

And with that simple movement, her shirt gave way slightly on one side.

Just for an instant.

But enough.

The neckline opened just enough to reveal half of one breast. The curve. The weight. The skin stretching downward… and almost the areola, hinted at the edge of the fabric.

I stayed there.

Frozen.

Looking without wanting to look.

And I understood, with brutal clarity, that not only were there no straps—as I already knew—but there was nothing: no lines, no marks, no faint traces on her skin.

Irene, unblemished, just herself, without marks, without scars, naked beneath that fabric…

The impulse to kiss her pierced through me again: an urgency to lean in, to close that tiny gap, to stop thinking.

But another part of me…

Another part, slower, more aware, wanted to stop.

Wanted to prolong that moment.

To reach some kind of calm with her that I sensed we needed.

As if rushing could shatter something still being born, something in fragile balance.

And I didn't want to break it.


29. Cleanly.

I swallowed.

My hands were still on her waist.

And without taking my eyes off her, my voice coming out lower than I expected, I asked:

“And you…? How come you haven't changed? Didn't you go to the bedroom?”

“I was going to put on my pajamas and go to sleep, but David's sleeping in our bed.”

David.

Irene said his name like it was nothing, without any fear of acknowledging what had happened. I saw no guilt or denial. It was obvious that despite the shower and the time that had passed since the party, she was drunk—not as much as I was—but I didn't see that as an excuse; it truly seemed like her composure wasn't just temporary.

Her steadiness was striking.

And then, without thinking too much about it, I asked:

“Do you think he'll tell Marta?”

The moment I said it, I knew it had been a mistake—there was no need to dwell on anything that would bring us back to David, and especially not with that angle: not as a fantasy fulfilled, but as an error.

“I don't care,” she began. “I don't want to see him again… I don't want to see them ever again,” she continued. The words were heavy, but her tone was soft and measured, reinforcing the sense that she wasn't as affected as she might have been.

She pulled away from me, taking half a step back, and reached for my glass of rum. She toyed with it there in the dimness, her nails making the glass squeak softly.

As she stepped back, the silk of her shirt slid beneath my hands, losing its warmth little by little, but not its scent, which lingered between us.

“In fact,” she continued, “if we weren't completely wasted, I'd say let's drive home now.”

Her confession that she never wanted to see them again didn't surprise me much. Her relationship with Marta was, and had always been, superficial. Even if nothing had happened with David, I would have bet we wouldn't see them again.

Irene surprised me then by taking a small sip of the rum. She wasn't one to pick up the pace again once she'd stopped; maybe she didn't want to close out the night completely, or she did it without thinking. She certainly didn't seem to need more alcohol to loosen up—she spoke with the calm assurance of someone who doesn't need liquid courage.

She looked at me over the rim of the glass as she drank, stirring old memories of the first time she'd done that. Drinking and watching you, not judging, not analyzing, just waiting.

That first time.

Our first real date.

“Do you remember the first time we went out?” I asked, and she set the glass down on the kitchen island. Her lips, moist now, glistened slightly.

“You love remembering that night,” she whispered.

“It was pretty funny, that's all.”

“They all have their charm,” she said, and I couldn't tell if she meant it as a double meaning—it seemed like a stretch.

“It was a pretty boozy night, like this one.”

“More than this one,” she added.

I looked at her intently, and she went on, her voice soft and playful:

“You threw up, in fact, in case you don't remember.”

“How could I forget… that's exactly why that night was so funny.”

“Yeah… yeah…” she said, and I knew she was about to hit me with something blunt. “You threw up… and you didn't fuck me.”

You didn't fuck me.

My throat closed up.

She had never said that when remembering that night, and certainly never like that.

“You wanted to that night?” I asked, feigning composure.

“Of course I wanted to. Always, with you,” she said, like it was nothing.

I couldn't hold back. It was pure provocation. I didn't fully understand her game, but if she wanted me to fall… I'd fall.

I took the smallest step toward her, or maybe she was the one who didn't pull away. The distance between us grew dense, almost visible, charged with something that wasn't urgency but something else—a kind of tense calm that begged to close without shattering. I tilted my head, brushed the hair from her face, and kissed her.

It was light at first, almost a test. Her lips were warm, moist from the rum, tense in a way that disarmed me more than any immediate response could have. She didn't react with haste, but she didn't pull away either; she stayed there, receiving me, letting herself be kissed, and in that stillness there was something more intimate than any outburst.

I kissed her again, this time with more intention, finding a better fit between our mouths. Her lips parted barely, just enough to let the heat through, not the tongue, as if we'd both agreed not to rush anything, to hold that middle ground where everything intensifies without spilling over. We breathed close, mixing the air, sharing that faint taste of alcohol and something else—something cleaner, something hers—that came through effortlessly.

My hands returned to her waist and stayed there for a moment, feeling the softness of the silk and the warmth it held beneath. The fabric slid easily under my fingers, and I moved slowly down toward the curve of her hip, holding the kiss, letting myself be carried by the slow rhythm she was setting.

Then I noticed it.

There was nothing.

No ridge, no interruption beneath the shirt. Just the continuity of her body, smooth and clean, unobstructed.

That discovery—no straps, no panties underneath, just her shirt covering her ass and her sex in an almost ethereal way—sent an immediate, silent tension through me. My body reacted without asking permission, a pulse surging back with force, pushing from below, straining against the fabric of my pants while I kept kissing her without pulling away, without speeding up, as if the only way to sustain this moment was not to let it shatter.

The precum that had been wetting and drying in my underwear for hours came back to life, stirring that slick warmth. And I stayed like that, pressed against her, my lips moving slowly over hers, absorbing her moisture, letting myself drift in that strange calm that wasn’t a lack of desire but quite the opposite: a more dangerous way of wanting her, more conscious, more contained, as if we both knew that one gesture too many would change everything.

And then she cut the kiss short, subtly, just before our tongues could meet, and whispered:

“Do you think when this wears off we’ll blame ourselves?”

It grounded me, knowing her worries were the same as mine.

“I hope not. And that you won’t blame me,” I said, my voice tight.

She pulled back a little, put her hands on my chest; then she adjusted her bangs for a moment before looking at me again, and said, measured:

“Diego, I’m a big girl. If some asshole sticks it in me… that’s on me.”

Some asshole sticks it in me.

Again my chest rumbled and my throat closed. She’d clearly decided to call a spade a spade, but I wasn’t ready for it.

Or maybe she was testing me, playing with me, trying to turn me on or see how I’d react. That precision and bluntness in her word choice—it wasn’t like her.

Some asshole sticks it in me.

The memory of David inside her hit me like a blow; before I knew it, I was moving toward her again, trying to hold back so I wouldn’t shatter the moment, but my cock was throbbing furiously under my clothes.

I tried not to let the kiss turn clumsy, tried to keep my hands from gripping her waist too hard, and I didn’t know if I was succeeding; what I did know was how she felt under my hands and lips. I kissed her with more hunger, unhurried but unrestrained. Our lips met first with a soft brush; then they opened fully, fitting together with contained urgency. Her mouth was wet, tasting of rum and of her, and it drove me crazy. This time, my tongue slipped in slowly, feeling every pulse of her breathing as it quickened against me. I felt her tongue respond, hot, tense, brushing against mine with a deliberate slowness that made me gasp against her mouth.

My hands slid up her sides, grazing the outer curve of her breasts. The silk slipped under my fingers. I moved my palms toward the center of her torso and felt her nipples almost pushing through her shirt. I cupped her breasts with open palms, feeling their heavy fullness, the flesh that gave and bounced back. She let out a short moan that vibrated straight through my body and landed between my legs. And my hands moved again: my fingers slipped behind, under the silk of her shirt, and dug into her ass, spreading her cheeks just barely; the hot feel of her firm ass under my cold hands made me shudder and pull her against me, my hard cock pressing into her belly… until we heard it:

Footsteps. Heavy, barefoot, coming down the hallway.

We pulled apart instantly.

Our bodies went tense—not from arousal now, but from being interrupted.

I turned and my eyes found that dark grandeur again—a black tower save for those gray boxers.

Irene, who had her arms wrapped around me, let go and watched as Marta’s lover entered our space, walking heavy but with a certain swagger; he gave a slight nod and slipped between the counter and the island, heading for the fridge.

We stepped aside a little, though we weren’t blocking the refrigerator door anyway, which he opened right away. Again the light from the fridge washed over his body, and I could see—Irene too, this time—his dark, muscular silhouette backlit.

“Oh, yes. Let me have some water. I thought there wasn’t any cold,” my girlfriend said when she saw him pull a bottle from the freezer section, and she moved toward him.

Marta’s lover made room for her in front of the open fridge and offered her the bottle without a word.

She took the water and hesitated. That bottle was clearly his. Irene, realizing this, asked permission, and he, with that peculiar but not exaggerated accent, told her it was fine, go ahead.

Standing a couple of meters away, I watched Irene drink from that large bottle of water, right in front of him.

And then something climbed through my body: a thick, viscous heat that rose from my stomach to my throat and left me breathless.

Irene drank from the bottle with that calm of hers, her neck exposed. The champagne silk shirt hung loose on her, open to the third button, and under the thin fabric, her full breasts were visible—wide and loose, heavy, with nothing holding them. They moved with each sip, soft and free, and the light from the fridge illuminated them enough that the pink outline of her areolas and her hard nipples showed through, perpetually alert, pushing against the silk like two obvious points. Lower down, the shirt ended at mid-thigh. It ended just below where there were no panties.

Like that, with her nearly bare skin, warm, still damp from the shower and trembling from what had happened.

Like that, with her pussy throbbing, unrestrained.

Like that, standing before him.

In front of Marta's lover. Naked, except for those tight gray boxer briefs that barely contained him. He was almost two heads taller than her. His body was a dark tower, muscular, broad, heavy. The shoulders, the pectorals, the bulging arms… everything gleamed with sweat and the remnants of his sex session. The contrast was brutal: him enormous, dark, powerful; her golden, almost white, fragile beneath that light shirt. In that moment she seemed more feminine than ever, more delicate. As if her entire body was made to be covered. And he could cover her. He could. Not David. He was exactly what she had confessed to fantasizing about: a man who would cover her completely, who would crush her beneath his weight and muscle.

Two meters away, I felt a dark thrill burning me alive.

I watched them look at each other. In silence. No words. Irene handed the bottle back to him. He took it. The bottle was sweating, maybe colder on the outside than inside; it dripped first onto the floor and then, suddenly, a drop fell onto his bare torso, just before he started drinking in front of her.

Neither of them spoke again. They just looked at each other. And in that silence I imagined—or perhaps saw—a sexual tension so dense I could almost touch it.

I looked down.

The gray boxer briefs were straining. A brutal bulge, thick, heavy, clearly outlined against the fabric. And not only that: at the tip, and at several points along the shaft, there was moisture. Dark stains. Maybe nothing. Maybe drops of water that had fallen there too. Or maybe precum. Or residue. Residue from having fucked Marta just minutes ago and putting on his underwear without cleaning himself. The fabric clung to his skin, revealing the thick shape of the shaft, the ridge where shaft became head, and lower down the outline, also enormous, of his balls.

I looked at Irene. I wondered if she saw it too, if she was aware not only of that massive build and all that muscle, but of that brutal bulge and that moisture that betrayed what he had just done. I wondered if she knew that this enormous man had his cock still wet from another woman… and that now he was a meter away from her, looking at her.

“It's not very cold…” she said then, standing before him, and tucked part of her bangs behind her ear, in a gesture that could mean something or nothing.

“No… it really isn't,” he answered, having finished drinking and unsure whether to put it back in the fridge or take it with him.

Then, a beep startled them. The sound of the refrigerator protesting from having the door open for so long, and Irene whispered a warm “here… I'll put it back” and took the bottle and put it back in the freezer section.

Marta's lover let out a tired huff, turned around without a word, and started to leave.

Irene turned around after closing the refrigerator doors, leaning back against the appliance with her ass almost touching it, and made no effort to hide her glance at those enormous buttocks walking away, straining the tight gray underwear.

After that subtle tribute, she tucked her hair back again and looked at me with a docile expression.

“What…?” she asked in a whisper, almost smiling.

“Nothing…” I replied, a knowing look between us, and moved toward her. She stood up straight to meet me, stepping away from the refrigerator.

I looked at her. She looked at me. And we both knew and didn't know. It wasn't envy over what Marta's lover was packing, but astonishment and bewilderment.

I was going to ask her what she thought, but there was no need—she had already told me at the party that she thought he was hot; maybe she had been referring more to his body than his face. Whatever it was, his brief visit—knowing he was the one behind Marta's screams—only rekindled the flame he had interrupted, and I didn't know who initiated the approach or who took the next step; I only felt that we were soon touching and kissing again: my tongue, this time, didn't enter slowly, and hers met me without shyness. Her hands on the back of my neck. One of mine slipping under her shirt, over her ass, and the other cradling her neck. Her breathing accelerated against mine. The electricity of the kiss was more urgent. My tongue traced her lips, and we pulled back to catch our breath, until, between kisses, I whispered to her:

“Tell me again what you said before.”

She pulled back a millimeter, eyes half-closed, shining.

“What?”

“About how we didn't do it the first night we went out… but you wanted to.”

Irene barely smiled, a small smile.

“I wanted to… but…” she whispered, brushing my lower lip with hers.

“But what?” I grew impatient.

“But you didn't fuck me.”

“Tell me again…” I insisted, my voice hoarse, my cock throbbing against her belly.

“You-didn't-fuck-me,” she said, slow, clear, driving each syllable into me.

The kiss became more torrid. Our mouths collided hungrily, tongues tangled, saliva mixing, panting breaths shared between us. My hands traveled back over her sides, brushing the outer edge of her breasts. The silk slipped, her breasts overflowed the fabric. I moved down to her hips, and then my fingers slid along the inside of her thighs, rising slowly, savoring the softness of that warm skin, until I reached her pussy…

She flinched and gasped against my mouth the moment she felt my fingertips brushing over her sex…

I felt her swollen lips instantly… still parted, hot, as if David had just pulled out of her. Even though she'd washed, they were slippery, sticky, as if a thick mixture of another man's cum and her own wetness still coated her; and that mixture clung to my fingers like warm honey. The heat radiating from her was almost unbearable: a deep, living heat that rose from her pussy and burned my fingertips, traveled up my palm and reached my chest. It was heat that couldn't be ignored, that told me without words her body was still on fire, still needing, still wanting.

My fingers barely grazed her outer lips, parting them with agonizing slowness. She tensed but didn't pull away; instead, her hips shifted forward in a tiny, almost imperceptible movement, seeking more contact. I felt it. I felt it in the way her thighs spread a little wider, in the tremor that ran through her legs, in the short, muffled moan that escaped against my mouth. She wanted me to touch her. She wanted me inside. Her body was begging for it without words, with that silent urgency that drove me crazy.

The kisses grew slower, deeper, while my fingers kept caressing, exploring, without entering yet. I felt every detail: the soft, wrinkled texture of her outer lips, the hot wetness covering them, the swollen clit that peeked through her trimmed hair and throbbed under my fingertip when I grazed it. She was panting against my mouth, her heavy breasts rising and falling with each ragged breath, pressing against the silk of the shirt that barely contained them.

I felt powerful doing that to her, dominating her through her own need, but I couldn't hold back any longer:

I started slipping a finger inside, slowly, feeling her lips part for me, feeling the hot, slippery interior welcome me without resistance. I was invading her and remembering that David's cock had been there, buried to the hilt… and unloading… and maybe that's why my finger slid in with such ease. Irene's long, heartfelt “Ahhhh…” against my mouth made my cock throb, trapped under my clothes, and drove me to add a second finger, slowly, feeling her pussy stretch around them, feeling her sex clench in involuntary spasms. She moaned a low, tender “Ahhhh” “Mmm!” against my mouth, a sound that vibrated in my chest and made me explore, begin a rhythm… forward and back, lingering on the upper wall of that slick, burning depth. I fingered her slowly, my fingers sliding in and out, grazing her soaked inner walls…

She bent her legs and clung to me, her heavy breasts swaying under the shirt, her hard nipples rubbing the fabric with each breath.

Her kisses grew dirtier.

Her gasps more desperate.

The grip of her hands on my neck, more raw.

And I knew the reason for that fire… and why she was kissing me like that, her tongue attacking mine…

There was no need to talk.

There was something more there. Not because of Marta's lover, but because of what he represented, what he'd inadvertently revealed. We both knew it. We weren't crazy. It was too obvious in her body, in how she moved, in how she kissed me; not because of him, but because of what fit, because of the shape, because of the contrast, because of what she had described… and what we'd just seen made real.

There was no need to say it. It wasn't about now, or there, or him. It was about something else. Another moment. Doing it right. Our fantasies—watching her and her being taken by someone like that—finding their place cleanly, quietly, in order.

And the kiss continued, deeper, more obscene, while my fingers fucked her slowly and she moaned against my mouth, knowing I wanted it too…

Knowing I allowed it. That our fantasies aligned. That I wanted it. And it turned me on that she wanted it too.

I was fucking her with my fingers while she writhed, gasping “Ahhh…” “Mmm” “Ahhh…”, until a sound startled us.

It wasn't immediate.

First, something distant.

A scrape.

A weight.

Barefoot steps, shuffling, growing clearer in the hallway… approaching.

My fingers stopped inside her.

Our lips stopped moving but didn't separate.

Our bodies, instead, pressed closer together.

And then, with my heart exploding in my chest, with my eyes closed, with our hot cheeks pressed together… and with two of my fingers still inside her pussy…

We heard it.

The voice of that huge, burly man, just a few feet away:

“Sorry… one moment… Marta wants water too, even if it's not cold.”


30. We knew.

I felt Irene shudder against me, a tremor that ran through her entire body and vibrated against mine. My fingers, still inside her, felt her sex contract in a spasm, squeezing me tight.

And then we heard his bare footsteps coming closer, and although she didn’t ask me to, although nothing in her body seemed to demand it… I began to withdraw my fingers slowly, feeling them slide out slick, soaked with her. Irene let out a short sigh, almost a stifled whimper, that she tried to muffle, and pressed her sweaty cheek harder against mine, as if she needed to anchor herself to me.

The footsteps finally stopped. Heavy. Confident. And very close.

He must have seen what we were doing, and surely didn’t expect us to speak. Neither did Irene or I.

I heard the refrigerator door open and caught a glow. I barely opened my eyes. The refrigerator light illuminated us again—illuminated him, standing there, five feet away. His enormous body filled the space, dark musculature gleaming under the cold light. Irene and I stayed pressed together, cheek against cheek, ragged breaths mixing, my fingers wet from her sex trembling in a hand that hung loose, unsure where to rest. Irene had her back to him. He had his back to us. I could see him: his legs, his ass under the tight underwear, his enormous back, his shaved head.

And then she turned her face slightly, surprising me. Our lips touched again. First almost brushing, feeling each other out, as if they needed to confirm we were still there. Then they parted open. Her tongue slipped in slowly, hot, seeking mine. The kiss was soft, deep, almost silent. It shocked me because Irene was creating all of this in his presence. Tension climbed my spine. I felt my body react with force, contained, locked within itself. Something new had awakened in her from being watched, from sharing space with him.

I kept my eyes closed while she continued kissing me, tongue against tongue, saliva mixing, breaths shared, while Marta’s lover rummaged in the refrigerator—the metallic sound of a can, the crackle of a plastic bottle. And suddenly… time stopped. Or so it seemed. The sound ceased. Not another sound. Not a movement. Only that thick silence that wasn’t absence, but presence. A silence that weighed. That watched. I felt, without seeing, that he was observing us. That he stood still, door open, light spilling over us, watching.

Irene must have felt it too, because the kiss changed. It became wetter, more open, slower and, at the same time, more charged with intention. Her hand rose to my nape and gripped tight, pulling me toward her. Her body pressed closer, without disguise, without doubt. There was something different in the way she kissed me now: less restraint, more surrender… or more provocation. More conscious. More on display. My breathing broke against her mouth and I understood. I understood that this heat running through her body wasn’t only for me, that this new place we’d reached… was also being fed by that nearby presence, that risk, that possibility.

She was inciting me. She was asking for something without words. I swallowed against her mouth and, almost without realizing it, raised a hand. I hesitated barely a second before placing it on her breast, over the silk. The contact was firm, warm. I felt it yield under my palm, felt it settle, felt her body respond instantly. Irene didn’t pull away. On the contrary. Her reaction was immediate: the kiss intensified even more, her tongue moved with more purpose, her breathing became more audible, more ragged. Her hand on my nape squeezed harder, as if she wanted me not to stop, as if that gesture had been exactly what she expected, what she needed.

My head began to fill with ideas I hadn’t allowed myself to fully formulate until that moment. I felt her like this, pressed against me… but I also imagined her differently. Pulling back a little. Turning her. Positioning her with her back… to me, and facing him. I imagined my hand sliding down. My body moving closer. And him there. Watching. The image appeared suddenly, complete, vivid. Too vivid. I swallowed again. For an instant, I considered actually doing it: pulling away just enough, turning her gently, breaking that invisible line we still maintained, making it something that was no longer just ours. Presenting her. Offering her. Or at least letting that possibility exist openly.

But no. Not yet. Something inside me tensed, holding me back. I stayed where I was, kissing her, gently squeezing her breast over the silk, feeling her body respond to mine… and that silence behind her making everything more intense, more charged.

And then I heard it clearly—the sharp thud of the refrigerator door closing. It wasn’t abrupt, but it was definitive. And yet, no footsteps. No sound of him walking away. Nothing. Only the persistence of that presence, nearby, still, occupying the space without moving.

I knew.

I didn’t need to open my eyes.

And she knew it too.

And the kiss continued, but it was no longer the same. It was a kiss with the absolute certainty that he was watching us: more open, wetter, messier. Irene didn’t hold back; on the contrary, she let out a low moan, audible—this time, yes, perhaps deliberately audible—that slipped between our mouths, one she didn’t try to hide. Her hands stayed on my nape, pulling me with a need she didn’t disguise.

And so I responded to that, to that surrender I now knew lay bare… and I dared.

I dared, bringing my hands to her torso; my fingers to the buttons of her shirt.

One.

Then another.

Slowly, trembling, but without hesitation.

Without hesitation, because I understood her, I read her.

The soft fabric parted slowly, releasing the heat of her body. Irene didn’t pull away. Her breathing grew heavier, more ragged, and another sound—even clearer this time—escaped her as she felt my hands working, parting a ravine of skin and flesh.

There was no modesty in her at that moment. No intention of holding back.

On the contrary.

She seemed… to lean into it.

And then, still without opening my eyes, my lips tangled between her mouth and her neck, my hands tangled in her shirt, I dared more:

I slid the fabric over her shoulders, pushing it back gently, leaving her skin more exposed, more vulnerable in the thick shadow spilling through the window. I was revealing, for him, the upper part of her back while I felt Irene’s body react to each inch of exposed skin: tensing and yielding at the same time, staying pressed against me without trying to cover herself.

And then I thought of turning her.

Of barely pulling away.

Of opening my eyes.

The idea was clear, almost inevitable.

My hands began to guide her, to suggest that turn, to change the angle of her body while I kept kissing her, while I felt her breathing quicken even more, as if she understood, as if she accepted… and, in that slightest movement, the loose fabric of her shirt shifted as well, opening just enough for me to sense—without actually looking—the free weight of her breasts beneath the silk, pushing against it from within, straining it and even parting it. I didn’t see them, but I felt them there, present, about to push the shirt aside by sheer weight, about to be exposed; and I hesitated, for an instant, wondering if turning her would reveal everything at once, in a single impact, under that gaze that lingered at her back.

And just at that moment, footsteps.

One.

Then another.

Moving away.

Clear.

Unmistakable.

The space shifted again, emptied, and with it something broke between us as well, though our bodies remained pressed together.

We both felt the rejection.

Perhaps, above all, her.


31. Ordered Possibility.

Marta’s lover’s footsteps were already heading down the hallway, and our kisses had come to a stop.

We even heard him open and close the bedroom door, confirming his refusal of something—though we didn’t even know what.

Irene finally pulled back a little.

I opened my eyes.

Without looking at me, she readjusted her shirt, calmly fixing what I’d messed up: smoothing it into place, tugging it over her back and shoulders, and fastening several buttons with a strange calm. It wasn’t exactly humiliation—more like bewilderment.

We caught our breath.

I had the feeling we were stumbling around chasing fantasies and games we didn’t know how to handle—or even what they really were.

Irene cleared her throat.

I knew her; I knew she wouldn’t dwell on what had just happened.

She suggested we go to bed with a “well, should we sleep or what?” that sounded strangely tender to me.

Everything was happening fast and slow at the same time. More was happening than we could handle, and yet time felt almost frozen.

I looked at her: her face traced in the dim light, the curves of her body, just one garment covering all that restrained sexuality, her composure after what had happened with David…

Everything about her disarmed me.

“Okay… Yeah… That’ll be best…” I answered, stammering, tripping over the syllables, suddenly aware of how incredibly drunk I was. I immediately dreaded what a soft mattress might do to me if I lay down.

I imagined myself in bed and continued:

“Then we’d have to kick David out…”

“I don’t know… I don’t even want to see him. Better if we sleep a bit on the couch and leave early.”

“Here?” I asked, looking toward the far end of the living room, unconvinced.

“Why not? It’s big. It’ll work perfectly for us.”

“If I’m being honest, I’d rather kick him out.”

“Don’t be stubborn, come on, what difference does it make,” she whispered, moving closer and lifting her hair from behind before letting it fall back down her shoulders.

I understood she didn’t want to see David again, but I didn’t need her there to kick him out.

I was mulling this over when she said:

“By the way… did you know Alberto wrote me again?”

I looked at her with surprise. Alberto I am the man… I realized then that she’d checked her phone—inside her purse on the other side of the island—when she came back from the shower.

“Yeah? And what did he write you?” I asked, still a bit bewildered.

Irene hesitated, trying to remember—maybe that was when she looked most beautiful, furrowing her brow and twisting her mouth gracefully—and then whispered:

“I don’t know… something about… He’s still going on about how he’s going to give it to me… Something about not forgetting he’s going to give it to me, or that if I want, he’d give it to me, or something like that…”

“Geez…” I said, imitating that word she always used. “It’s not the same thing, ‘don’t forget I’m going to give it to you’ versus asking if you want him to give it to you.”

“Yeah… I don’t know… we’ll look at it later. Well, or if you want we can look at it now,” she said, passing in front of me and starting to circle around the kitchen island.

I followed her, half a step behind.

She moved fluidly, barefoot, her champagne shirt almost billowing. The only noise came from my shoes against the floor.

Irene reached into her purse.

I noticed she was standing almost exactly where that lucky bastard David had been inside her…

She unlocked her phone and I moved behind her, intending to read the screen over her shoulder.

I put my hands on her hips, over her shirt, and felt the warmth of her body, caught the scent of her—that mix of her usual smell and some unfamiliar soap. I buried my face in the curve of her neck, breathed in her hair, and then I truly felt the Irene I’d always known, fully present.

“Look. Here it is,” she said, holding the phone with both hands.

Looking over her shoulder, I read her phone screen while pressing my chest to her back and my hips to her ass.

I read the message that arrogant guy had sent her first—the one she hadn’t answered:

“Happy New Year, gorgeous (devil emoji). Don’t overdo it tonight, because next week I’m going to give it to you.”

And then I read the new message:

“You haven’t answered me. Do you want me to give it to you hard or not?”

Both of us frozen, reading that.

We both knew what that phrase meant. Not the obvious proposition, but the possibility it opened up. The structured, agreed-upon, consensual possibility. Both of our fantasies fulfilled in a single act, with a single person.

Alberto was a man I barely knew.

And he was the body that fit Irene’s fantasy.

By the time I realized it, my hands had slipped inside her shirt, my pelvis was pressing gently against her ass, and my mouth, against her nape, close to her ear, had whispered:

“The guy’s going all in… And you…?”

“And me what…?” she purred, surrendering to my touch.

“Would you… want to… see him?”


32. Two Doors.

Irene didn’t answer with words, but she let herself sink back a little, against me. My hands, which had slipped under her shirt, glided over the hot, soft skin of her flat stomach. The silk lifted easily, letting my palms roam over everything beneath without resistance. I moved up slowly, instantly feeling her enormous, tender breasts fill my hands: heavy, loose, warm, with that soft, firm texture that drove me crazy. I squeezed them carefully, feeling them overflow between my fingers, her hard nipples grazing my palms like two stiff, hot points. She arched her back and, as she did, her tits pressed into my palms, and she let out a whispered gasp that vibrated against my chest.

I moved down again, tracing her belly, then went back, reaching her ass. Smooth, warm, perfect. I grabbed it with both hands, spreading her cheeks slightly, feeling the heat radiating from her pussy, still sensitive. The loose, light shirt made everything easy: I could grope her entire body with nothing in the way, only the silk brushing the backs of my hands like a whisper.

Without meaning to, without thinking, on pure instinct, I pushed her with my pelvis against the island. My cock, already completely hard and trapped in my pants, pressed against her ass. She let out a short “oh!” when she felt me, which made me squeeze harder and push more. I pulled aside the collar of her shirt with one hand and kissed there; then I bit the hot skin gently, tasting clean skin and her. I tugged the shirt aside even more, and my teeth grazed a shoulder I was uncovering; then my tongue traced wet trails along the curve of her neck. She tilted her head to the opposite side, offering me more skin, more access.

We were in the exact same spot where David had been inside her barely an hour ago. The contrast was wild and yet incredibly liberating. No more shame. No more shock. Only the certainty that it had been a clumsy mistake, but perhaps even necessary; that from here on, everything could be done right. The way she wanted. The way I wanted.

My hands covered her breasts again. I squeezed them harder, while my pelvis no longer just pushed but rocked back and forth subtly, dragging her with me, as if I could fuck her bare pussy with my clothed cock. She gasped out several warm “ahs,” whispered in the darkness, arching, pushing her ass against me.

I could almost feel the wetness and heat flowing from her sex… the faint trace of what had happened before, and that turned me on even more.

But we were turning the page—that’s what we wanted. The goal now was something else.

I didn’t know if what Alberto had written was still pulsing in her mind—his obscene proposal, his crude question, even his haughty anger that she hadn’t responded.

I didn’t know if, while I was all over her, she was thinking about him.

But I was.

One of my hands slid down to her thighs. The temptation to feel her wet pussy was irresistible.

And then, almost without realizing it, I whispered against the nape of her neck:

“Fuck, Irene…”

She purred, almost gasped, and I continued:

“Irene… Fuck… He turns you on… doesn’t he…? That bastard Alberto turns you on…”

She didn’t respond, but I thought I felt a slight spasm in her body when she heard his name.

Irene let herself be handled; she gasped again, gripped the ceramic countertop, and I—with a hard-on begging to be freed—thought then that there was no other possible way to end the night than this: fucking her there, precisely there, erasing what had happened with David with her boyfriend’s familiar cock… and tacitly closing her encounter with Alberto.

But then she pulled away a little more, and differently this time: turning, pulling her ass away from my trapped cock, and whispered:

“Stop… No… Seriously.”

“No…?” I asked, puzzled and very aroused, brushing her hair away from her neck so I could protest there.

“No… Diego… come on… let’s stop,” she insisted, turning even more until she was almost in profile.

Irene finished turning until she was completely facing me, then placed her hands on my shoulders and gave me a small peck on the lips that echoed throughout the room.

“Come on, that’s enough. Let’s go to sleep… on the couch.”

Selfishly then, as much as I melted seeing her beautiful, big eyes, I felt frustrated at yet another hard-on with no orgasm in sight. Even so, I had no choice but to accept.

Irene moved away from me and walked toward the other side of the living room. Still motionless, I followed her with my gaze in the dimness. She looked like an angel wrapped in champagne silk; her hair cascaded splendidly down her back. I watched her lean over, feel around almost in the dark, reorganize the space with an almost domestic naturalness, and then I heard her say:

“These cushions will do…”

I didn’t understand how she could manage everything. Get over everything. Get over the kisses with Carlos—which now seemed trivial to me too—and especially what had happened with David. How she could arrange that space to sleep when just seconds before we’d been about to fuck.

I swallowed.

I sighed.

Her movements were graceful; her loose shirt concealed all her assets effortlessly; her breasts remained free but covered; and the curve of her sex never quite showed beneath the hem of her shirt—each time she moved, it stayed hidden by barely half a millimeter.

I wasn’t entirely sold on the idea of sleeping there, but I didn’t want to break the calm I’d feared we might never recover.

I took off my shoes right there and, after hesitating, searching for some minimal excuse, a moment to collect myself, I murmured that I needed a second and headed toward the bathroom, leaving her behind among the cushions and shadows.

I moved down the hallway slowly, my pulse still unsteady, as if my body hadn’t fully understood that it was over.

The house, silent, seemed different.

I entered the bathroom without turning on the light. The dim glow from the hallway was enough. I leaned on the sink for a second, breathing, letting the air cool me from within, before unzipping and taking a piss. The sound, almost obscene in the silence of the house, forced me to think.

About her. About everything that had happened. About what I wanted to happen.

I swallowed.

I could tell her that very night. Talk about it. Close it. Gauge her reaction. Know. Or I could wait. Let the night end unresolved, let rest—or whatever this was—cushion the blow, and talk about it the next day, with light, with distance, with a more composed version of myself.

I finished, washed my hands, and stood still another second, my hand resting on the cold wall. I didn’t have it figured out. Sometimes I thought I didn’t even know what I wanted to happen.

I left the bathroom in silence, closing the door without quite latching it.

Then I saw it.

The hallway, dimly lit by light filtering from the living room, outlined the two half-open bedroom doors, one beside the other, almost symmetrical, as if the house were suddenly offering me a choice I hadn’t asked for.

I stood still, looking at the one on the left. The guest room. Mine, ours, in theory.

I felt a kind of pull, a low, dirty curiosity, hard to justify even to myself—and yet I moved forward. I pushed the door carefully, just enough to widen the crack, and slipped inside.

The room was in shadow. And on the rumpled bed, I saw it.

David’s body.

Naked, on his side, one leg awkwardly splayed, his arm hanging off the edge, his mouth half-open in heavy sleep, oblivious to everything. I stopped, observing him. It was a small body, unbalanced, fragile. Pale skin, slack. Narrow torso. Bony legs. There was something in his posture—in the way he’d surrendered to the mattress—that made him look ridiculous. Lesser.

I saw his cock, tucked away, tiny…

I couldn’t believe such mediocrity had won such a prize.

I felt contempt rise effortlessly, silent, natural.

I looked at him another second. It hurt to see his peace, his rest, his triumph, his luck. A scrawny body rewarded by mere chance, by our drunkenness, by our lack of control, by our inexperience.

Then I heard something.

A slight rustle. A faint shift coming from the adjacent bedroom.

I stepped back slowly, not quite looking away, and closed the door with the same care I’d used to open it.

The hallway enveloped me again. I couldn’t see anyone, but the silence was no longer clean. I stood still for a moment, listening, then looked at the other door.

Ajar.

Dark.

I moved more slowly this time, with a different tension, more deliberate. I raised my hand and pushed.

The door yielded without a sound.

The air inside was different. Denser. More charged.

Sweat. Heat. Sex.

The bed, rumpled, open.

And on it, a single body: Marta’s.

Naked.

Sprawled carelessly, but not vulnerable. Not like him. Hers was something else. A large body, exuberant, fleshy, full. The skin hot even from a distance. Her curves tangled in the sheets, as if she’d been taken without restraint and then left without care. Her breasts, large, bigger than Irene’s, but at the same time less suggestive, softer, almost excessive, ordinary.

There was something obvious about her.

Not in any gesture, not in the exact posture, but in the whole picture.

In how she lay there.

Not just satisfied.

Overwhelmed.

She radiated a kind of post-ecstatic calm: flesh that had been pushed to its limits, sex almost violent, animal; you could sense the intensity, the urgency, the physical abundance of a lover who had taken everything and driven it to the extreme.

The traces were there. Written on her. Visible.

I felt something dry in my stomach. Not exactly jealousy, not rage. Something more uncomfortable. Maybe envy. As if I knew that what that lover had given her wasn’t something any of us could give.

I took a step back.

And closed the door.

Even more slowly than before.

As if I didn’t want to disturb anything left inside.

And I’d barely taken a couple of steps down the hallway, heading back…

…when I heard it:

Voices in the living room.


33. Countdown.

I moved down the hallway, slowly, trying not to make noise. The light came from the living room window, spilling a faint glow across the floor and climbing the walls until it barely reached me. The voices came from there too: low, close… hers and his, that dark-skinned man, that intimidating giant.

I couldn't understand what they were saying. Not a single word. Just the tone. And that's what stopped me.

They didn't sound tense. They didn't sound uncomfortable. They sounded… normal. Intimate, even.

I swallowed.

And, without meaning to, my mind went back to before. To when we were by the fridge. To Irene, in that champagne silk shirt, her body outlined beneath the fabric with a provocative, inevitable clarity, her sex on display, though covered in an almost ethereal way. And facing her, him, showing off his bulk, showing off his muscles, showing off… the monstrosity that bulged and deformed his damp underwear; filling the space with an intimidating ease.

Nothing had happened there, and yet in their gazes there had been something strange. Something that hadn't quite connected, but was there, pulsing. As if both bodies knew it before they did. As if there were an obvious match between them… and, at the same time, an equally clear impossibility.

I came back to my body. To the hallway. To the voices.

To this present that sounded just as calm… and that, precisely for that reason, unsettled me more.

It wasn't fear. It was something else. It came from what I had just seen, from what I had understood in the bedrooms, from that uncomfortable feeling that something was slipping past me and, even so, kept happening without me. And yet, I didn't move forward to check.

On the contrary.

I stayed there, listening without understanding, letting my mind fill in what was missing. Imagining more than what was happening. Even enjoying it. In a strange, contained way, as if not knowing was, in that moment, better than any certainty.

Then I did take a step. Then another. Not because I had decided to enter, but because I was no longer sure I didn't want to listen.

Whispers in the dimness.

Now, barely, complete syllables.

And then, I changed my strategy: I would enter, but not to interrupt—I would enter to take a secondary place.

I took a breath. Filled my lungs.

I was nervous, despite knowing that nothing was happening, that nothing was going to happen. The night was over. We'd done enough crazy things. But the match between their bodies, the fact that both had settled for something lesser, something inferior to what they objectively deserved, left a strange pulse inside me.

A sense of injustice.

As if it made no sense for things to stop there.

And, above all, the certainty—or the need to believe—that they had to be feeling it too.

And then I dared:

I took the final step.

The light reached me first at my feet, then at my legs. I crossed the threshold without hurrying, without raising my gaze, as if my presence didn't need to change anything.

I didn't look toward the sofa area.

I didn't look toward them.

I entered as if my destination weren't there.

The living room stayed to one side, barely a mass of shadow and held breath in my periphery, and I moved straight toward the kitchen area, toward the island, following an almost mechanical path I'd traveled before.

The floor, warm beneath the soles of my bare feet.

The warmth from the radiator, almost tangible.

The faint hum of the refrigerator.

The clean shine of the countertop.

Everything in its place.

Everything exactly the same.

Except for the echo of their whispers, which now, perhaps, sounded softer, despite coming from closer.

I took a few more steps, circling the island, never turning my head, with an almost excessive focus on what was right in front of me: the edge of the ceramic, the faint reflection of the window on the surface.

And finally, there.

My glass.

The bottle of rum.

Just as I had left them.

I stopped in front of them, as if that were the only reason I'd come in.

As if it really were.

I reached out slowly, aware of each movement, of each small noise I might make, and my fingers wrapped around the glass.

Still without raising my gaze, without checking anything.

My chest was pounding.

I didn't feel like drinking more, but pouring the liquid was automatic.

And, after that, sips, swallows, words, syllables.

Unpleasant swallows of that liquor, and words I could now understand.

Hot sips, my gaze still avoiding that spot, the area where they were, and harmless phrases mixed with ones I didn't understand.

My chest pounding, and reflux in my stomach, and neutral phrases.

And there, a few meters away, a large dark blur and a delicate light one.

And another swallow, and I was about to dare to look, even though my heart was racing…

…when a phrase from Irene cut through clear and sharp, making my legs go weak.

A phrase that revealed the unintelligible words had carried weight too.

A long, concise phrase that scolded, informed, and accused.

A phrase that gutted me, though it had come from her mouth steady and sober:

“You're pretty forward, aren't you? That's my boyfriend. Wasn't Marta enough for you?”

Forward.

My boyfriend.

Wasn't Marta enough for you.

And that's when I looked.

Not suddenly.

Not with courage.

My gaze rose slowly, as if it carried weight, as if every inch had to be conquered.

First to the floor, then to the table where we'd played and eaten.

Then, beyond.

And there they were.

The two of them, standing.

He had his back to me. Gray boxer briefs hugging him, the fabric stretched taut over his enormous ass; firm, muscled legs, slightly bowed. That endless dark back, broad shoulders, relaxed. His head tilted toward her.

He, who hadn't turned at her “that's my boyfriend.”

He, who already knew I was there.

And Irene.

Facing him.

Her satiny, pale shirt catching the dimness; just that one garment covering her; her curves beneath it, her breasts soft yet full, her sex exposed below the hem though no one could see it.

Barefoot. Motionless. But not tense. Not uncomfortable.

Holding his gaze. Really holding it.

There was no contact between them.

But everything else was there.

The minimal distance.

The stillness.

That kind of charged silence that doesn't need to be broken to keep building.

And me, with the glass still in my hand, trembling.

Then he spoke.

Without moving.

Without looking away from her.

“What is… 'forward'?”

The accent dragged out the syllables, made them slower, heavier.

“You know perfectly well,” she answered, and I tried to figure out what had happened to make her cut him off like that.

And then he spoke again, a rough whisper, ragged. No doubt about it—he was older than he looked.

He said it and my glass nearly fell from my hands.

He said it, and Irene barely managed not to react, but I felt the stab.

“You two want threesome too?”

You two.

Want.

Threesome.

Too.

My heart jumped to my throat.

Irene, after hearing it, looked at me.

Directly.

Across the distance.

Ten or twelve feet away.

“Is he your boyfriend? You're not married?” he asked, into her silence. That giant who gave her no respite, who gave us none.

And he moved closer to her.

She retreated half a step.

My chest was exploding.

That man's body was enormous and dark. His confidence was suffocating.

“No… We're not married.”

“No? Why not?”

“I don't know. He hasn't asked me…” Irene answered, looking at him now as she said those words I didn't know how to interpret.

And then it happened.

It happened, and my empty glass trembled in my hand.

So much that it almost slipped from my sweaty palm.

But it wasn't immediate. It wasn't the kind of gesture born without thinking.

He didn't lunge. Not yet.

He stayed there looking at her. Very close now. Too close for this to still be a conversation.

And in that minimal space between them—in that shared air—something started happening that had nothing to do with words.

Irene didn't step back again.

She stayed there. Holding it.

And I saw it. I saw how she held it.

Not the way you hold an uncomfortable situation. Not like someone waiting for something to end.

But like someone enduring something they know is going to happen.

My breathing became shorter. More shallow.

Because it was no longer a possibility. It was a countdown.

And he knew it too.

He took his time. As if he could choose exactly when to break it.

As if that moment belonged to him.

One of that man's enormous hands moved toward her—not abruptly, not impulsively, but with a restrained confidence, almost calm, as if the gesture needed no permission because somehow it had already been granted. The distance between them vanished in that movement, and when he reached her, he didn't hesitate: he touched one of her breasts over the shirt, firm, measured—not like someone exploring but like someone confirming, as if by doing so he was acknowledging—and making evident—the overflowing fullness and femininity before him, the way that body commanded attention even beneath the fabric.

The silk rippled and yielded under his touch, just enough that the gesture didn't stay on the surface, and for that half second Irene's body didn't react with surprise—it seemed suspended at that exact point, as if everything else stopped mattering, as if that contact had signaled something already there, throbbing, waiting to be named.

I didn't feel the hand, but I felt the effect—an almost physical tension that stretched between them and reached me where I stood, pinning me in place, forcing me to watch without any way to intervene.

And he held it in that brief instant, barely a heartbeat longer than necessary—not to prolong it, but to claim it, to make clear he had wanted to do it and that it was already done. Then, without giving her time to protest or push him away, he withdrew his hand as naturally as it had arrived.

And then he leaned toward her, just enough that his voice wouldn't have to travel, that it would brush against her before she understood it, and whispered:

“With this… and he hasn't asked you?”

Irene, overwhelmed by the touch, by his insistence, by seeing me frozen there, by that intimidating presence, managed to answer:

“Well, yes. As you can see. We're taking it slow.”

“Slow? Slow with you? Impossible,” he pressed, crowding her, backing her against the sofa.

And then she looked at me again.

Her cheeks had flushed.

Her lips had parted.

She was looking at me, and I didn't know if she was asking for permission, or for understanding, or if she was asking me to do something.

But I could only watch.

If just watching them look at each other had set me on fire, this overwhelmed me: my pulse hammering in my neck, my mouth hanging open without realizing it, my heart pounding out of control.

And then it happened:

But not suddenly. Not like an inevitable movement that explodes without warning. But like something already in motion that simply finished playing out.

He didn't lunge yet. He stayed there, almost leaning toward her but not touching her, taking up her space, stealing her air without needing to get any closer.

Irene felt it. You could tell. In how she stopped moving. In how her breathing changed involuntarily.

And I saw it.

I saw the exact instant when it stopped being a possibility.

That man's hands went to her waist.

His enormous head, lowering.

His legs spread slightly, letting his body bend and his face drop lower.

Irene saw it coming.

She understood before it happened.

And even so, she didn't pull away.

“What are you doing…? You're crazy…” she whispered, without any real force to stop him—more like someone naming what was already happening than someone trying to prevent it.

There was no abruptness in her voice.

No real rejection.

Only that strange mixture of warning and acceptance that left her exactly where she was.

Allowing his face to descend toward her.

And then I set down the glass.

The sound scraped through the air at the same instant the attack happened.

I couldn't take it anymore.

Irene couldn't take it anymore.

Everything was crashing down on us: the exhaustion, the alcohol, the arousal, the game, the fantasy, Carlos, Alberto, David…

That body that was there, needing no pacts, no agreements…

That body to close it and confirm it… all in the same night.

The attack was there, going for her…

And the worst part was that there was no abruptness in it. Only a confidence that made it even more inevitable.

I could see where he was going. I could anticipate it. I could almost feel the exact place he was heading before he got there.

And even so I did nothing.

I couldn't.

But then he didn't go for her lips… and I didn't know if that relieved me or frustrated me.

Their cheeks touched, and her arms wrapped around him.

And that's where it really hurt.

Not before.

Not in the approach, nor in the closeness.

But in that gesture.

In how she wrapped around him.

In how her arms closed around his enormous, gleaming nape without resistance, without hesitation, with acceptance. In the almost unreal softness of the pale silk in her shirt sleeves, pliant as it brushed against him, contrasting with the dark roughness of his body—tense, defined, gleaming with a thick sweat that radiated a raw, almost aggressive masculinity.

There was something violent in that contrast.

There was something sexual in how her delicacy didn’t break… but adapted.

There was something obscene and yet almost tender… in how that fine fabric didn’t reject him, but clung to him, as if it too were finally yielding.

Irene closed her eyes as that enormous head buried itself in her neck…

As that giant’s face descended toward her, and his mouth seemed to open to finally break her resistance, as if he knew that a single advance there, on that skin, would be enough to make her surrender.

And the more certain I was that I didn’t want to look away, the more fear I felt, more pain, more anguish…

And my girlfriend’s name formed in my mind, and I almost spoke it…

And then it happened.

Irene furrowed her brow.

Closed her eyes tighter.

And her arms tensed around his nape, just as she had clung to mine not long before.

That’s when I understood.

Not in his gesture.

In hers.

In that way of tightening around him, of holding him, of letting go.

And in that instant I knew it was already happening.

That man had already reached her neck…

…was already kissing or biting there…

…and she was already giving in.


34. The Refusal.

Not even if we had talked about it or agreed to it, not even if I wanted it beyond any doubt, not even if I knew she truly wanted it, not even if I knew it wouldn't destroy us…

…Not even then would I have grabbed the bottle with a steady hand.

Let alone when everything wasn't just happening—it was devouring me. Like the night, like the pitch-black hours before dawn.

I heard the liquor splash into the glass, and I stared at the crystal and the liquid, pretending that what was happening a few feet away wasn't destroying and humiliating me.

Pain clawed at my chest as I held onto the last image in my mind: her clinging to his enormous head while he bit her neck; a gigantic man, dark and sweaty, bent over my girlfriend's body—she who stood there, with her slender legs and her torso taut, taking that assault without stepping back, without letting herself be pushed toward the couch.

I took a drink, turned my head, and dared to look:

My stomach clenched at the sight of an immense shadow now fully bent over her. His open mouth kissed and bit Irene's exposed neck with deliberate, wet slowness, leaving shiny trails of saliva that ran down toward her collarbone. Glistening wetness that caught the dim light. One of his large hands rested on her left breast, over the champagne silk shirt. He wasn't squeezing hard, nor was he being gentle. He was simply touching her. Measuring her. Weighing her. His fingers slightly curved, his palm open and cupping the fullness, moving from bottom to top with an almost dismissive calm, as if discovering the exact weight, the softness, the temperature of that tit overflowing beneath the fine fabric. He seemed to be doing it more out of mere curiosity than desire or arousal.

Irene allowed it.

She didn't squirm. She didn't pull away or look at him.

She was looking at me.

She looked at me with half-closed, glassy eyes. The gaze was steady, direct. In it was a mixture of pleasure, defiance, and something deeper—almost appraising. As if she wanted me to see exactly what was happening: how that enormous man covered her, how his mouth devoured her neck, how his large hand weighed her breast with that calm possession.

Her hands were no longer on his neck. They rested loosely, limp, on the rough skin of that man's hip. Her fingers slightly splayed, as if they no longer needed to hold on, as if her body had accepted the weight and presence of her friend's lover without resistance. The silk shirt had slipped to one side, revealing more skin, the swell of the groped breast, as if a button had come undone from the touching.

This was very different from David. There was no trick. No surprise.

It was her fantasy. The build. The roughness.

And that caused a different kind of pain in me.

And I couldn't look away.

And I felt guilty for being unable and unwilling to stop it, and because my cock was already throbbing inside my pants, painfully hard.

The dark thrill burned my chest, my throat, my stomach. Seeing how she let herself be touched like that, how she looked at me, overwhelmed, as if she had wanted this in silence for so long…

I couldn't drink.

I couldn't set down the glass.

Then, suddenly, she squeezed her eyes shut and whispered:

“Ah… Mmm… stop.”

Stop.

A “stop” that tore me apart. A tiny, whispered “stop.”

A “stop” for a bite too sharp.

A “stop” that wasn't asking him to stop.

And then he said something in her ear, something I couldn't quite hear.

But I knew he was talking about me.

I knew it even though he didn't turn to look at me.

I knew it because, among the words he whispered, I caught two:

“Threesome.”

“Watch.”

I didn't understand what he was getting at or asking. Maybe what we wanted. As if we were another pair of crazies after Marta and David.

She destroyed me by answering him, also in a low voice.

I felt the injustice eating away at me.

I didn't hear a single syllable, but I heard her tone.

He pulled back from her slightly, and his hands went to work.

I swallowed. I set down the glass…

…and something in me forced me, heart in my throat, to drag my feet…

…to move a little closer.

His hands worked while I, humiliated… watched and moved closer.

His enormous hands moved with a possessive calm that destroyed me.

His thick, dark fingers began to unbutton the remaining buttons of Irene's shirt with an almost insulting slowness—the deliberate pauses, the steady rhythm—as if she were just one more, one more offering from a cuckolded boyfriend, from an idiot who needed to get off in some guilty, murky way. An idiot who was me, and whom he didn't even deign to look at.

The contrast between his enormous hands and the delicacy of Irene's shirt and its buttons was unsettling.

Irene looked at me… and allowed, one by one… the champagne silk to fall open like a curtain that no longer served any purpose. When the last button gave way, the fabric parted to the sides, light, weightless, shiny from the texture and her sweat, revealing the deep valley between her breasts and then the exquisite, sexual grandeur of her tits.

I swallowed hard. Irene shivered, feeling exposed. And he simply caressed a breast with lazy indifference, his enormous dark hand contrasting against the paleness of her skin.

I had to look away.

I couldn't bear it.

My heart was pounding—a brutal thump-thump, thump-thump—that nearly made me faint… collapse.

I had to lean on the table that stood between them and where I'd been standing.

The table where we'd played that damned game.

The game where my girlfriend had confessed her sexual fantasy… the one now unfolding before her.

And then I dared to look again:

The first thing I saw was that she wasn't looking at me—she was looking down, her eyes surprised, almost disbelieving, as if she hadn't expected this intrusion below her neck, as if she couldn't accept how he was burying his face in her cleavage…

His wide, dark nose slid slowly over her hot skin, inhaling her scent. Irene let out a trembling sigh. Then he kissed there, open-mouthed, leaving a wet, glistening trail down her sternum. He went lower… and that's when she killed me again, wrapping her hands around that enormous head once more… And he—who didn't need her grip to embolden him—began to lick: his flat tongue tracing the inner curve of one breast, rising slowly toward a nipple without touching it yet.

Irene's breathing grew more ragged. I watched her breasts rise and fall with each breath, heavy and loose, her hard pink nipples pointing toward his mouth, waiting.

And that man, relentless, calm… kept going lower. He kissed the underside of her left breast, lifted it slightly with one enormous hand, and then—yes—he opened his mouth and sucked. He sucked with growing force, pulling on the nipple, drawing the flesh inward. Irene let out a long, wrenching moan, an “Ahhhh…” that forced her eyes closed and split me in two… and she pressed his head harder against her.

She wasn't pushing him away. She was holding him there, letting him devour her.

He sucked harder, lips sealed around the nipple, tongue circling, wet and sloppy. Saliva ran down the curve of her breast. One hand held her breast while the other kept her shirt open.

I wanted to stop it… wanted to leave… wanted to speak… to stop him… when I saw him bite—gently at first, then harder, his teeth grazing my girlfriend's sensitive flesh while he kept sucking. Irene arched her back, pressing his head harder against her breast, and let out a broken “Mmm… Ah…! Go-d…”

I was less than six feet away, my cock throbbing in my pants. Watching that enormous man devour my girlfriend's tits, the saliva glistening on her skin, her nipples emerging pink and swollen each time he released them only to suck them harder… it was a humiliation so intense it nearly destroyed me.

And then Irene looked at me again.

And I no longer understood anything.

Or maybe I did—as if I could sense she suddenly felt this was too much, that she wasn't ready for this.

For that strong scent, for that roughness, for that confidence.

She wasn't ready for a lover who didn't tremble when he touched her.

Much less in my presence.

I thought, as he devoured her tits… that maybe she was asking me to leave.

And then one of his enormous hands descended, unhurried, without changing rhythm, and settled on Irene's ass, gripping it with casual firmness, as if there was nothing to negotiate, as if that gesture needed no permission. His large fingers slipped beneath the hem of her shirt and dug into the firm, hot flesh, spreading her slightly. It seemed like he could grab almost her entire ass with one hand… and he didn't seem surprised to find no fabric or lingerie there… He knew her pussy was bare and wasn't surprised.

Irene tensed when she felt him there—a tiny flinch that I caught, but that didn't stop him. On the contrary, he pressed harder into what he was already doing, sinking in again, insistent, as if he wanted to go deeper, as if he was no longer testing but taking. His open mouth sucked hard at her neck, teeth grazing the sensitive skin, leaving red marks visible even in the dimness, while his other hand rose and squeezed a breast with his whole palm, pinching the nipple between his fingers until Irene let out a choked, broken moan that vibrated against his mouth.

“Ahhh…”

Irene exhaled—short, contained—and her hands, which had been holding him until that moment, gave way. Her body pulled back slightly, barely half a step, just enough to create a new distance between them, uncomfortable, unstable, but he closed it effortlessly, without even looking at her, without a second thought, as if he hadn't noticed her retreat or simply didn't care. His cock, still sheathed in gray underwear, pressed against Irene's belly, thick and hot.

That's when she lifted her eyes and searched for me. Not like before. Or to reaffirm what had come before…

Her eyes seemed to say something that hit me immediately.

Her half-closed eyes, as she nearly let herself fall back onto the sofa, told me:

“I won’t be able to handle him…”

And it wasn’t a plea or a request for help. It was almost a warning. As if she were telling me this was beyond her control, that she wasn’t used to this kind of confidence, this kind of size that she could already sense… pressing against her belly.

Standing there, two meters away, I understood her; I understood her, but at the same time my cock forced me to watch, to know, to see her defeat, which would also be a victory. And I hesitated while that man lowered his mouth back to her tits, sucked hard on one of her nipples again, squeezed a breast until it changed shape…

“Ahhh…” my girlfriend whimpered, seeming to moan against her will, closing her eyes… and already falling… slowly, backward… onto the couch… with that dark, muscular tower on top of her…

“Ahh…” she gasped as she felt that body coming down on her.

“Ohhh…” she protested, feeling her back already against the couch.

And she looked at me again, while he almost completely covered her body. She looked at me again while he, lying on top of her, pulled aside the collar of her shirt to bite her skin…

… and this time, while she looked at me… with her eyes almost closed, she shook her head slightly…

She was shaking her head no even as she received him, even as she welcomed him.

And I didn’t know if that was telling me not to stay…

… or a rejection of her own desire for that enormous body to cover her.


35. In That Difference.

I looked away.

Not abruptly. Not with a firm gesture. I looked away the way someone gives in. The way someone who can't stand what they're seeing… but doesn't want to leave either.

I stayed there, motionless, eyes fixed on anything but them, chest tight, breath held, waiting.

Waiting for her to say something.

A “leave.”

A “not like this.”

Something that would drive me out.

Something that would let me go without feeling like I was running away.

But it didn't come.

What came was the sound.

A wet slide.

A kiss.

Another.

The slow rhythm of a mouth that won't stop.

Of breath mingling.

I closed my eyes.

Because I didn't need to see to know.

Because I could imagine it all too clearly: his mouth traveling over her, pausing, returning, repeating… pulling back a little, catching his breath to kiss her neck, her breasts, to suck them, to lick those tits that must have been heaving on Irene's still torso… drooling all over her flesh… as if there were no rush, as if he had all the time in the world to explore her.

Those sounds destroyed me.

My cock throbbed beneath my clothes, tense, rock hard, as if it understood nothing of what was happening, as if it only responded to the sounds, the pauses, that rhythm I couldn't see… but that was there.

I forced myself to stay still.

Not to look.

To wait.

To see if she…

To see if at some point…

But then I heard it.

A moan.

But it wasn't like the ones before. It hadn't been contained, hadn't come out cleanly.

It hadn't been muffled, but rather… occupied.

I looked up.

And I saw it.

He lay completely on top of her, horizontal, covering her almost entirely.

The sweaty blackness of his back—wide, brutal, ridged with glistening muscle that tensed and relaxed with each movement—and his long legs; the gray of his boxers…

And beneath…

…her…

She, with her legs apart, spread open, allowing that fit…

And their faces face to face.

And her head tipped back, resting against the couch.

And their mouths… were close.

Very close.

Lip against lip.

Eyes closed.

Their mouths still.

Until the moan came again. It came again because his mouth attacked hers, all tongue, barely any lip, plunging in, full, firm, with conviction…

And Irene's “hhhmmm” came again, whimpering into that invasive kiss…

Killing me.

Killing me, watching their kiss, watching how she responded with her tongue too… but above all, killing me when I saw her legs tremble instantly, as if the current from his tongue had shot down to her legs in a fraction of a second.

I was already begging her to ask me to leave.

While my cock demanded I set it free.

And then he broke the kiss and his torso began pulling back… slowly, as if savoring the moment his mouth left Irene's, leaving her with her mouth half-open, breathing hard, eyes still half-closed. Her champagne silk shirt was completely open, wrinkled and damp with sweat and, maybe, saliva too.

He began crawling down her torso with agonizing deliberation. His lips first grazed her cleavage, kissing the hot skin between her breasts, leaving a wet trail that glistened in the dim light. Irene let out a trembling sigh. A warm, heartfelt “ahh…” and her whole torso shuddered in a spasm that hurt me…

He kept going down, mouth half-open, wet, almost dripping, licking the lower curve of her right breast with his flat, heavy tongue, savoring every inch, even pushing her breast with the force of his tongue. When he reached her nipple, he circled it with his lips and sucked hard. Irene arched her back, letting out a lustful “Oohh,” a low moan that escaped her throat. Her breasts were fully exposed now: reddened from the earlier sucking and biting, the areolas huge and pink, swollen, contrasting with her pale skin. Her nipples crowned them like two sharp stones, hard, erect, glistening with saliva, rising and falling on her breasts and ribs with each breath.

I couldn't look away. I couldn't bear watching my girlfriend's perfect breasts yield under that man's mouth. I couldn't accept how the mixture of sweat and saliva ran down the outer curve of one breast and slid away into the wrinkled silk of her shirt.

My cock was already bursting through my clothes… straining against the fabric, soaked with precum.

And he didn't stop. He kneaded the other breast with a large hand, squeezing it, making the flesh spill between his fingers, while his mouth kept devouring the first: sucking, licking, gently biting the nipple until Irene let out a sharper, almost childlike “Auhhh-ah…” Then he went lower, kissing Irene's flat, trembling belly, his tongue tracing circles around her navel, licking the sweat pooled there. And Irene trembled again. Her legs, raised and spread in the air, shook with a visible spasm, her thighs quivering too… and then her hands went back to that huge shaved head.

Irene, knowing what he intended, knowing where that dripping mouth was heading as it descended… whispered, her voice trembling and tender:

“No… stop…”

But her body betrayed her instantly: her legs spread a little wider and her heels dug into the sofa.

And he didn’t stop. He kissed lower, over the trimmed pubic hair; his mouth open, his tongue already grazing the sensitive skin just above her clit. Irene gripped the shaved head harder, knuckles white, and raised her legs higher, almost in the air, trembling.

“No…” she repeated, lower this time, weaker, almost a plea that didn’t expect to be heard.

And I looked into her eyes.

We looked at each other.

That look held everything: shock, shame, desire, pleading, surrender.

I didn’t know what she was asking me. If she wanted me to stop him… or to see it all. Her eyes were glassy, her lips parted, her chest rising and falling rapidly. And while we looked at each other, he lowered his mouth…

… and it happened:

“Oooohhhh…!” Irene writhed, an abandoned cry echoing through the living room… her head falling back suddenly, as if pierced by a surge of pleasure, gripping that enormous head with both hands… her back arching, her thighs trembling uncontrollably.

And swept up in that wave, her eyes closed… and she had to stop looking at me.

She had to stop looking at me… with that face buried between her legs… as he licked her pussy, his wide tongue dragging over her swollen lips from bottom to top, one obscene, brutal stroke… savoring the mingled wetness… savoring my girlfriend’s pussy.

And I kept watching.

And… still frozen, overwhelmed…

… and scared…

I moved closer.

I moved closer and felt guilty.

I moved closer and undid my pants while another “Oooohhhh!” from Irene destroyed me and confirmed that his tongue was killing her…

I moved closer to see, to know…

… to humiliate myself…

I moved closer until I could see the wide, hot tongue dragging over her pussy lips from bottom to top, slow, heavy, parting them with each pass.

Irene let out a longer “Aaaaahhh…” and lifted her head and opened her eyes, but she didn’t seek me out, despite knowing I was closer.

She was looking at him.

And I didn’t know if she was thanking him or if she simply didn’t understand…

Didn’t understand how he could give her that pleasure.

And he didn’t stop, licking deeper, and Irene writhed with a sharp “Ahhh…!” that escaped her lips as her hips jerked forward in a sudden spasm, destroying me, seeking more contact. And her hands gripped that enormous, dark head harder; her fingers digging into his scalp, holding him there, pushing him against her sex.

I couldn’t look away from her incredulous eyes while he devoured her.

Her pupils were dilated, glassy, full of a pleasure that seemed to shame and excite her at the same time. Each powerful lick made her body arch, made her breasts sway heavily over her chest. An “Ooohhh… God…!!” tore from her mouth, hoarser, more broken, when that giant’s tongue pushed inside her, moving in slow, deep circles, savoring her hot, slick depths.

Irene writhed. Her legs trembled in the air, her heels seeking support on the sofa, her thighs squeezing his head. Her hips rose and fell in small involuntary movements, almost fucking his tongue. And another “Ahhh…!” and a more broken, sharper “Ah-Ahh…!” as he sucked her swollen clit, tugging it with his lips, then releasing, sucking again and gazing at it, pulling back slightly, reddening it, soaking it with his saliva and what dripped from Irene’s pussy… and then he licked the peak… my girlfriend’s clit, with quick, firm strokes, making it bloom, and she, with each touch of his tongue, closed her eyes and answered with short “ah,” “ah,” “ah” sounds I’d never heard… that I was discovering… and one of her hands left the dark head and gripped the sofa, as if she could hold onto it… but she couldn’t… but she clawed at it.

And then she found the strength to open her eyes.

She opened them and looked at me just as I… pulled my cock out above my waistband.

And again, that look, ever more enigmatic, ever more impossible.

But I, deep down…

… knew she didn’t want me there.

That she didn’t want me to see her like this.

Not from watching her enjoy another man, but from what it revealed.

Because it wasn't just kink.

Or a game.

It was something more.

Something I had never stirred in her.

And in that difference…

…was my humiliation.

A humiliation she thought I couldn't bear…

…but once I'd discovered it… I couldn't stop craving it, wanting to endure it, wanting to drown in it.


36. Then I understood.

Irene and I were experiencing what was happening, but also the doubts and possible consequences; and while we tried to process it internally, we searched each other's eyes for some answer, as if, despite everything, the desire not to hurt each other still mattered more.

But not him.

He only experienced what he himself caused.

He… just kept going.

He buried his mouth between Irene's legs. But now he wasn't doing it so voraciously—instead slowly, almost tenderly. His wide, hot tongue traced the lips of her sex from bottom to top, parting them delicately, as if he wanted to savor every fold, every drop of moisture. Irene let out low moans, long purrs, soft “Mmmm…”s, while her hips sometimes responded in spasms… pushing forward, offering herself so he could devour her more fully.

Mesmerized by that vision, I had pulled my cock out of my pants without thinking, my hand trembling around the hard, hot shaft. The wetness at the tip and soaking my underwear was thick and warm—arousal that had been building and subsiding for hours.

I stroked myself slowly, my eyes fixed on Irene's surrender, on her tearful gaze, on that hand now almost caressing his head, on the other clawing at the couch, on those subtle licks that made her tremble and nearly cry out from pleasure.

I stroked myself as I watched Irene's pussy bloom before my eyes. Her outer lips, swollen and flushed, opened like wet petals under that man's tongue. The pink interior glistened, slick. Each slow lick made the lips part further, made her swollen clit emerge, red and throbbing, receiving the precise attention of the tip of his tongue. Irene panted softly, incessantly, letting out tender, broken “Ahhh…” “Ahhh” sounds, while her legs, her thighs, bounced in spasms, squeezing and releasing his head.

I didn't touch myself eagerly, because this was so overwhelming and exciting that I felt I could come at almost any moment. And she lifted her face and then let it fall, and opened her eyes and closed them, and squeezed his head and sometimes caressed it, and sometimes looked at me… with a gaze heavy with pleasure, shame, and something I knew, deep down, was asking me to leave.

Then he withdrew his mouth slowly. A glistening thread of saliva and her fluids connected his lips to her pussy for a second… before breaking.

She opened her eyes wider and withdrew her hand from his head. He pulled away completely, leaving her there, reclined, the upper part of her back resting against the back of the couch, her shirt open, her breasts flushed and swollen, her pussy protruding… dripping, nearly staining the couch, her legs now settling, her heels and soles at rest.

Then he stood up, and his dark, reddened eyes dropped for an instant to his own crotch, as if he knew exactly what he was about to provoke.

I swallowed. I looked at his muscled torso. His face. His uneven skin, his mouth glistening from what he'd sucked from my girlfriend. I watched him and stopped stroking as his large hands settled on the waistband of his gray underwear, his fingers hooking into the elastic. He didn't pull it down suddenly. He did it with deliberate slowness, almost cruel, stretching the fabric downward inch by inch.

I felt the air grow thick. My heart pounded so hard it hurt in my temples. My cock throbbed in my hand, hard to the point of pain, but I couldn't move it. I could only watch.

The fabric stretched to its limit, deformed by the brutal bulge underneath. And then, with one last slow pull, the underwear came down.

His enormous, pitch-black cock sprang free, heavy, released, swaying for an instant before settling completely horizontal, pointing directly at Irene like a burning, threatening rod. It was thick, veiny, and long—longer than I'd ever imagined possible. The glans, swollen, almost purple, glistened with accumulated moisture. The dark skin gleamed, taut, furrowed with thick veins that visibly pulsed. Hanging beneath it, with real and intimidating weight, were large, heavy balls… swaying underneath.

It seemed like a fresh hardness, as if he hadn't just fucked Marta.

He shed the gray garment completely, and it fell to the floor like a dense, musky cloth, as Irene let out a choked whisper, almost reverent, her wide eyes fixed on that monstrous cock:

“God…”

Her voice trembled, and her legs, spread on the couch, closed instinctively for a second and then parted again, as if her own body was betraying her. I watched her swallow, watched her breasts rise and fall rapidly, watched her hands grip the edge of the couch with white knuckles.

I trembled. Anguish gripped my chest like an iron fist. Seeing that enormous, black, hard cock pointing at my girlfriend… it was too much. It was real. It was irreversible. And she didn't look away from him.

He pulled back the skin of that monstrosity a bit, though it wasn't necessary—the glans was already exposed. What it did was make the tip of that brutality glisten even more.

And then, confidently, in a whisper, he said:

“Come on. Come here.”

I thought I would die.

Irene's body trembled.

She wasn't hesitating. She was refusing. From shock. From humiliation. From sheer inability.

That man saw in my girlfriend's eyes an absolute and terrified refusal.

And yet, he insisted.

Not with words—with his body.

He leaned toward her a bit, slowly, as if that proximity wasn't an invasion. He reached out and touched her face with his open hand, with a gentleness unexpected in someone like him, brushing her cheek, stopping the trembling for a second.

That black mass—standing, sweaty, gigantic—leaning down to touch my girlfriend's face as she lay there, reclined and open… looking at him.

She looked at him with wet eyes, mouth parted, her flushed, heavy breasts pushing her shirt aside; she looked at him with her pussy spread open and ravaged… wrecked.

She looked at him, and in that gaze, something was clear.

“I can't.”

He held that pose a moment longer, fingers still on her face, as if trying to keep her there, to calm her, to hold her steady without pulling away.

“Come on…” he repeated, softer, warmer.

It wasn't an order.

It was almost an invitation.

Irene trembled.

Her hands stayed dug into the couch, fingers tense, her body torn between what she felt and what she could handle.

He tugged gently at the collar of her champagne-colored shirt, at the parted fabric, as if trying to lift her up, draw her closer, raise her torso—without force, without violence.

But she didn't go.

She didn't respond.

Her body didn't follow.

She stayed where she was.

And that was when he decided not to wait any longer.

He climbed onto the couch.

Slowly.

He placed a knee on each side of her reclined body, claiming the space, imposing his presence, eliminating any distance, any escape.

And from there… he leaned toward her again.

But no longer bringing his arm or hand to her face…

…but bringing his enormous cock… to her face.

Irene turned her face toward me at that precise instant. Her eyes met mine, wide open, wet, full of tears that wouldn't quite fall. She looked at me directly, as if she needed to anchor herself in me while that monstrosity approached. The swollen head, almost purple and glistening, grazed her turned cheek. She gave a visible start, a tremor running through her whole body, but she didn't turn away. The cock was so thick it covered almost half her face, hot, heavy, throbbing against her pale skin. And then… a thick drop of precum broke free and slid slowly onto her cheekbone… onto her skin.

Irene trembled.

I thought I would die.

Her eyes stayed locked on mine, teary, filled with shock, shame, and a dark pleasure she couldn't hide. Her mouth parted slightly, almost involuntarily, releasing a ragged sigh.

He said nothing. Just pushed forward a little more with his hips, making the head slide slowly across her cheek, leaving a slick, glistening trail under the dim light.

Irene closed her eyes for a second; the pooled tears nearly spilled over, but she opened them again and looked at me once more, as if silently begging me to see everything, not to look away.

Or the opposite.

To leave.

And then he brought a hand to Irene's delicate face to turn it toward him, and whispered, fierce but measured, his voice low and deep:

“Suck… come on.”

And then I closed my eyes. I felt like I was fainting.

I needed to lean on something, to let myself collapse onto the couch, near them or far from them, but I couldn't stay standing.

When I heard a throat-clearing, or a murmur of approval, and opened my eyes again…

Irene's face was no longer turned toward me, but toward him.

And her eyes no longer looked in my direction, but upward, toward his face.

And that giant's cock no longer rested on her cheek… but on my girlfriend's lips.

And then I exploded.

I exploded with rage and arousal at the precise instant I saw that monster's massive ass clench and drive his pelvis forward…

subtly… pushing…

…pushing… driving his enormous cock toward Irene's mouth, trying to invade it…

The thick, glistening tip pressed against her parted lips. She hesitated, truly hesitated, unsure whether to open her mouth. The head, enormous, purple, smelling of recent sex—of Marta's pussy and his own brutal sexuality—pressed against her lower lip, demanding entry. Irene let out a muffled moan, almost a whimper, and the corners of her mouth began to part…

I couldn't look away.

Because Irene…

…was opening her mouth.

My girlfriend was opening her mouth.

The corners of her lips were giving way. Her lips were stretching.

And she looked up at him with teary eyes…

While that monstrosity entered…

Entered her mouth… my girlfriend's mouth… as she lay reclined, nails scratching the couch, trying to handle the slow thrust of that body… of the enormous head trying to push in, trying to take it.

But she couldn't.

She barely managed to take the head in a little, her mouth straining; her lips, swollen and glistening, wrapped around only the tip of that monstrosity.

He began to push with slow, short strokes, measured, as if he enjoyed the resistance or believed it was the only way for her mouth to yield. Each small advance destroyed me… because it made Irene emit “Mh…” “Mh…” “Mh…”—plaintive, tender, obscenely arousing sounds that vibrated against the head. Her eyes, wide open, teary, stayed fixed on his… as if begging for mercy and, at the same time, worshipping him for that enormity.

Another "Mhh" was accompanied—and this killed me—by a fat tear spilling from one of her eyes and rolling down her cheek; a tear of morbid fascination, of humiliation, of tension and recognition.

“Mh…”

“Mhh…”

“Mh-Mhh…”

And another “Mhhhh!”, and she kept trying, as he brought one of his enormous hands to her head, cradling it, taming her… and the other went back to the collar of her shirt, tugging it slightly, keeping her from turning away, from pulling back.

And she looked at him. She begged him and perhaps thanked him… and I, with my cock throbbing in my hand, could do nothing but watch my girlfriend try to swallow that gigantic cock while purring those plaintive, wet “Mhhh…” “Mhhh…” “Mhhh…” “Mhhh…” sounds that were destroying my soul, her head now moving barely back and forth.

Irene then lifted her trembling hands and brought them to the shaft of that enormous cock. One hand behind the other, trying to cover it. She couldn’t. Not even with both hands and the tip inside her mouth. Her fine, pale fingers tried to encircle that thick, veiny girth, but it was impossible. The dark, hot skin contrasted brutally with her white hands, and the cock kept throbbing, heavy, demanding, with the swollen head deforming Irene’s mouth from within.

He pushed a little more with his hip. The head slid in another inch, stretching her mouth to its limit… and Irene let out a more brutal, more choked, more anguished “Mhhhhhh…!!” that vibrated against his cock and made her cheek glisten in the dimness where her tear had trailed. And her hands moved clumsily along the shaft, side by side, trying to stroke him, but it was so thick and coarse that her fingers barely created friction, barely moved his rough skin.

But he kept up his movements. Forward and back, taking advantage of her head being wedged against the back of the sofa, with no space to retreat. And he grunted, low but satisfied, as he fucked her mouth with short, measured strokes, sliding in and out barely a few inches, but going deeper each time.

Irene writhed. You could hear her breathing only through her nose, in slow, nervous breaths. Her hands stayed gripping the shaft, trying to control it, but it was useless. The cock was too big. Too thick. Too dominant. Each thrust stretched her lips further… until she reached a point where she couldn’t contain that cock, that size, combined with what he was leaking and her own saliva, and from the corners of her lips it all began to overflow, her chin growing slick with shine, with liquid… and then, after more and more “Hmmm”, “Hmmm”, “Hmmmm”, drops began to fall from her chin and run down her neck.

And she kept trying.

While she looked at him. From below. With his cock in her mouth.

Sucking.

Sucking as if within her humiliation there was a glimmer of desire to satisfy him.

With her small hands wrapped around what they could.

With her mouth forced to the limit.

With those choked, broken moans that were destroying my soul.

…

And then it happened: my body gave out.

I didn’t know how I collapsed onto the sofa, near them.

Sitting, with my pants halfway down, my mediocre, tiny cock in comparison jutting up, hard and soaked, their bodies almost within reach of my hand.

There, so close, not touching myself, just feeling… while I listened to those “Hmmm”, “Hmmm”, “Hmmmm” from Irene… beside me.

And then I looked, as the heat hit me differently there, and the sounds, her moans, were different. More flesh. More sex. Irene’s face… her mouth stretched… that thing impaling her… Seeing her like this killed me, destroyed me… and at the same time, forced me to stay there, motionless, trapped in that horrible, morbid closeness that wouldn’t let me breathe.

And he, seeing me there—whether to humiliate me or because he really thought I controlled something, that I was capable of wanting something specific—pulled back his hip, his body… and his cock… from Irene’s mouth.

And his cock came out soaked, rock hard, shining, long.

And Irene’s hands fell, her arms almost dead, wrapped in her silky, warm, graceful, pale shirt, which contrasted with the hard, iron darkness of what had just left her mouth.

And he did it.

Looking at me.

Humiliating us.

He placed that monstrosity directly on Irene’s face. He used one hand to lay it across her features.

Irene didn’t protest or pull away.

His cock was so long it covered her from chin to forehead; so thick it took up half the width of her face. Irene closed her eyes for an instant, trembling, but still didn’t turn her face away. Her parted lips grazed the veiny shaft; her nose pressed into the dark, hot skin.

I, guilty and hating myself, began to masturbate, my hand trembling, my cock throbbing painfully, watching that enormous cock humiliate my girlfriend’s face… with its weight, with its hardness, with its wetness, with its smell.

And he started moving his hips in slow, short strokes, sliding his cock across her face.

I felt like I was dying, like I couldn't bear the humiliation—mine or hers.

The head grazed her forehead, the shaft scraped across her cheek, the base pressed against her lips.

And then Irene's hands rose, trembling, but not to stop him—they settled on his enormous, hard ass, feeling him, not squeezing, just touching, as if she needed something to hold onto while that cock covered her, marked her, humiliated her.

That's when I looked up at him. He read my curiosity and dropped his gaze to meet mine. He watched me while his body moved as if fucking the air, but really, he was sliding that thick, hot rod over Irene's face, rubbing it against her skin, her lips, her nose. The head left a slick trail on her forehead. Irene trembled all over, her hands limp on his ass.

I felt like I was going to break.

He watched me, serious. And I didn't know if he meant to humiliate me or if he was giving me what he thought I wanted.

Just like her.

Until, after a few eternal seconds of that burning rod degrading my girlfriend's face, he pulled back.

He stood up calmly, his cock hard and gleaming, swaying in the air.

And he grabbed a couple of cushions from the couch and tossed them on the floor in front of Irene.

And he knelt there, facing her, his cock pointing directly at her spread legs, at her hot, swollen sex.

Irene looked at him.

I was beside her, but she hadn't looked at me.

She didn't dare.

Or she couldn't believe I wanted to see it.

Then he moved his body closer, his hips, and let his cock drop onto Irene's mound and belly.

The sound, the wet smack, rang out.

And it made her tremble.

And I trembled too.

And we looked down at that dark giant and at that cock that, resting on Irene's body, reached far beyond her navel—so thick and long it almost reached her breasts.

“No…” she whispered, seeing that grotesque, impossible size.

And with that display, he seemed to threaten, announcing how deep he could go.

“No…” she repeated, a lament, her legs spread and hanging off the couch, the space between them claimed by him so his body could fit there and he could enter her…

And then she did turn her face and looked at me.

I saw her sitting beside me, her gaze tearful and her lips reddened, her hair matted and sweaty, her skin burning and her breasts swollen and enormous, the shirt pushed aside, rising and falling with deep, agitated breaths.

She looked at me and didn't judge me or reproach me for masturbating.

She looked at me as if she wanted to know if this was really what I wanted.

And at the same time, she looked at me as if that brutality, that rough, crude, animal fantasy… was playing out before her and was, in reality, beyond anything she had fantasized.

I didn't look away from her—I needed to stay focused on her, because I felt she was asking me to.

But I couldn't help seeing out of the corner of my eye how his cock, that enormous, dark, veiny rod, rubbed heavily over Irene's belly, reaching almost to the end of her ribs. The shaft scraped through her pubic hair—the swollen head grazed the soft skin beyond her navel, leaving a shiny trail of precum.

Irene swallowed, her eyes locked on mine, tearful, filled with a mixture of fear and shame.

Neither of us looked down.

We just looked at each other.

I saw in her eyes a silent question: “Do you really want this?”

She saw in mine the same doubt, the same anguish, the same sick excitement: “Do you really want it to happen?”

He moved. His cock slid slightly over Irene's belly, hot, heavy, threatening.

Irene let out a trembling sigh, almost a choked moan, but didn't look away from me. Her hands gripped the couch.

I felt like my heart was going to explode.

And then, without either of us looking down, I sensed movement… a dark mass maneuvering there, on his knees, in front of her, withdrawing his cock from her belly to… position himself at her spread sex…

Doomed.

Beside me.

Tender and frightened.

Overwhelmed.

Not understanding me.

Not understanding herself.

And then came the sound, and the back-and-forth…

… that destroyed me.

“Mnnnhh…” Irene whimpered, closing her eyes…

And her body swayed.

Her breasts swayed across her torso, jostled by the thrust.

And I heard a masculine grunt, but a frustrated one.

And I could no longer avoid looking down:

That enormous, muscular man, kneeling on the floor between Irene's legs, was trying to work that colossal cock into her pussy; the thick, purple head demanded entry, forcing its way in, spreading her swollen lips with brutal insistence. But it was too big. You could clearly see how the tender lips of her sex stretched to their limit around that massive glans, glistening with moisture. Irene let out a sharper moan, a tense “Ahmhhh…” and her whole body trembled.

And then he said something—something that compared her to her friend while sounding humiliating:

“You’re… tighter.”

His words echoed through my body as Irene’s body rocked from another attempt; that cock was pushing, but wasn’t getting through.

And then she whispered:

“Mmm… It won’t fit… Stop…”

Her voice, sweet and frightened…

Her body, rocked by that thing that wouldn’t enter but kept pushing…

That enormous, long, dark thing impaling her without entering…

And then he, gripping his member with one hand and tensing his body, lifting one knee off the floor, his face set with determination…

…pushed.

“Mhhhhhh!! Ahhhhh…!!” Irene almost screamed, writhing, trembling… and I could see that only the head had entered… but it had entered…

It had entered.

That dark monstrosity inside my girlfriend’s pussy. Impaling her, pinning her to the couch, tensing every muscle in her body.

He cleared his throat.

I wanted to look into her eyes, to know if she was taking this with her eyes closed or open, but I couldn’t look away from that tension in her pussy, from that effort, from her sex spreading open obscenely; the reddened, stretched lips embracing that monstrous cock.

Watching that gigantic, black, veiny cock slowly enter my girlfriend’s pussy, watching it open her, force her… was such a deep humiliation that it made me dizzy.

And then I looked at her again.

And she, to my surprise, was looking at me, her eyes teary, her mouth half-open.

And her gaze was already surrendering.

Already accepting.

And it was telling me:

“Look at me. Watch how he’s opening me. Watch how he’s filling me.”

He pushed deeper, and Irene, looking at me, let out a long, broken “Aahhhh…” and her body arched, her breasts shaking on her chest.

And I looked down: the head had disappeared inside her…

…but there was still so much shaft outside, thick, throbbing, glistening with her wetness.

And I watched, without touching myself.

Unable to look away.

Unable to stop it.

Not wanting to stop it.

And when I thought Irene could do nothing more than take it, accept it with resignation, her hands moved, delicately, as if coming back to life. She pulled her shirt closed a little, there, impaled, almost silent, with that tip embedded… she covered herself with a trembling but careful gesture and then rested her open palms on her breasts.

And then he placed both his hands on the couch, on either side of Irene’s fragile body…

…and pushed.

He pushed in a slow but relentless movement, prolonged, almost cruel in its calm. The thick, veiny shaft began to disappear inside Irene, inch by inch, opening her in a way that seemed impossible. My girlfriend’s pussy yielded with visible resistance: the lips of her sex stretched outward to wrap around that massive cock, embracing it with a glistening, wet tension. You could see the pink flesh dilating, the folds opening to make way for that brutal invasion, a thick thread of moisture and residual cum pushed out, sliding down the dark shaft.

Irene let out a long, heartbreaking “Aaaaaaahhhh…!” and her body arched violently; her hands squeezed her tits to keep them from shaking… squeezing hard, as if she needed to hold onto her power, her femininity, while that cock split her in two.

He kept pushing, unhurried but without stopping. And an “Ahhh… Ahhh…!” escaped Irene’s mouth, sharper, more yielding, while the thick shaft disappeared deeper inside, stretching her, filling her to a point that seemed unbearable. You could see the effort in her pussy, the taut skin glistening with moisture. Each new inch caused a visible spasm in her thighs, her belly, her breasts, which shook violently.

Irene was no longer looking at me.

She was looking down. At that brutal invasion. With her legs trembling, her eyes moist, her mouth half-open in an almost continuous moan, her brow furrowed with pleasure and shock.

The contrast between the pink of her sex and the darkness of that member was striking; she was all softness and fragility, and he was roughness and harshness.

And then, when more than half of that monstrosity was inside, her voice broke into a desperate, wanton lament:

“Ohhh! God…! Put it in me… all the way… God…”

My chest pounded.

Irene's head fell back, her hands clutching her breasts, her legs trembling with that monstrosity buried inside her.

And he grunted and pushed harder. He wanted the last stretch to go in all at once, right to the base.

Irene let out a long, guttural scream, a devastating “Aaaahhhh…!!!” and her body convulsed; her legs trembled in the air, her pussy completely impaled, her outer lips stretched tight around the thick, dark root. You could see that cock filling her completely, the excess wetness spilling out around the shaft…

“Ahhh…! Ahhh…! God…!!” she almost screamed, feeling completely full, feeling that enormity inside.

I couldn't believe she could take all of that.

And then he pulled back a little, in one long, endless stroke, and his cock slid out while she moaned with an “aaahhhhh!” as if savoring every bit of friction, every inch withdrawing only to enter again.

She looked down and watched it pull out of her body, coming out black but streaked with whitish traces—hers—and her legs trembling.

This was it, yes, her fantasy: that brutality, that masculinity, that enormous man with his giant pectorals, his tense arms; that body invading her, a body she still had to learn to feel, to enjoy, to dare to demand, to touch…

Paralyzed, I watched him start to fuck her with long, brutal thrusts, pulling out almost to the head and plunging back in to the depths, his heavy balls swinging, those viscous, whitish traces spurting from her pussy and coating that dark shaft.

A fleshy, wet sound filled the living room.

And each thrust sent Irene's breasts shaking violently, jolted her body, made her moans grow more desperate:

“Ahhh…!! Ahh!! Yes…!! Yesss…!!”

Sometimes he bent over more and thrust into her while staring at her closely, intently; and sometimes he adjusted her body, grabbing her by the hip or ass, positioning her, arranging her to his liking… all while he kept fucking her, while his enormous cock drove in and out:

“Ahhh…!! Yes…!! Yesss…!! Ahhhh!!”

Irene writhed, her hands squeezing her own breasts hard, her nails digging into the flesh and the silk of her shirt, while that man fucked her with animal power, deep, without mercy.

“Ahhh…!! Ahhhh…!! Ahhhhhh!! Go-oood…!!”

She was surrendering… already releasing her breasts, already letting them bounce against her torso, letting them push her shirt open again with the motion.

“Ahhh…!! Yes!! Yesss!! Yesss!!” she almost screamed, not caring about me or who might hear her, while that monstrosity fucked her and while that man leaned over her, right in front of me, and she finally dared to feel it, to live it, to enjoy it; and her hands went to his forearms, to his pectorals, to his rough skin, to his enormous, firm muscles… and then…

…then, after more thrusts and after an “Ahhhh!! Go-oood…!! Mmmmm…!!”…

…her hands went to his ass.

One hand on each cheek.

Her long, white fingers not just resting but squeezing, kneading.

Feeling that enormous ass of that black man and guiding him… urging him on… to fuck her harder… to never pull out of her pussy.

“Ahhhh…!! Ahhh…!!” my girlfriend writhed with pleasure, and he was leaning all the way over now, bringing his mouth to her, to her neck, to her face…

…and I couldn't take it…

…I managed to stand up.

Dizzy, overwhelmed, aroused…

And I didn't know what to do; I only knew I couldn't stop watching as her cries continued: “Ahhhh!! Ahhhh!! Yessss!! Yesss!! Yesss!! Give it to me…!!! Yessss!!”

And I looked down at the dark body covering her.

Completely.

Covering her…

Her fantasy.

Exact.

Precise…

And she was enjoying it, finally, surrendering… wrapping her legs around his wide hips…

And I watched those buttocks—my girlfriend's nails raking across them—clenching as he drove into her with long, impossibly long thrusts, pulling his cock out past the halfway point and punctuating each stroke with guttural “Hummm!” sounds, drawing plaintive, heated “Ahhhh…!!” moans from Irene.

And then it happened—without her needing to touch her clit the way she so often did with me, without anything more than that rough, brutal fucking that rubbed against the walls of her pussy… Irene's body began to convulse… and she panted into his face, urgent and grateful, “God… God… I'm coming!!” He only responded with grunts, and by doing what he did best: filling her, filling her like I couldn't, fucking her like I couldn't, covering her fragile body with his—enormous, muscled, giant…

“Mmmm!! Mmm!! God!! God!! God!! I'm coming…!!” she repeated breathlessly, squeezing those buttocks with her hands and spreading her legs a little, uncrossing them, while he kept thrusting, relentless, and I watched that piece of flesh enter and exit, making my girlfriend's pussy splash, wrecking it, humiliating it, breaking it with a brutal, loud “chof, chof, chof, chof,” pulling out and pushing in that enormous cock that came out soaked from her… coated in a thick, whitish wetness I'd never seen before. And then “Yes!! Yes!! Yesss!! Yesss!! Now yesss!!” echoed through the living room, and her uncrossed legs vibrated in the air in ridiculous spasms, and then it truly arrived—you could see it and feel it in her face, in her body:

Irene's orgasm wasn't a simple spasm. It was a brutal wave that tore through her entire body. Her body tensed all at once, the muscles in her thighs and belly contracting violently. A devastating “Aaaahhh…!!! God!!” ripped from her throat—long, broken, almost animal. Her legs vibrated in the air with uncontrollable spasms. Her pussy clenched hard around that enormous cock, squeezing it, soaking it…

“Yes!! Yes!! Yesss!! I'M I'M COMING!! Yessss!!!!” she screamed, out of control…

And he didn't stop. He kept fucking her with deep, brutal thrusts while she came, prolonging her orgasm, making her body shake again and again. Irene writhed, nails dug into his buttocks, head thrown back, mouth open in a continuous, desperate moan. Her tits bounced violently, extravagantly, her shirt completely open, sweat glistening on her skin, radiating heat and sex.

And then, when her spasms began to ease, when her voice grew softer and more tender, he let out an excited grunt and pulled out…

He pulled out his enormous cock, rock hard, wet from both of them… whitish from her pussy… from my girlfriend's cum… and moved closer, almost crawling over her, grabbing it while Irene still convulsed from her orgasm, and started stroking himself over Irene's torso, fisting that dark, brutal rod at full speed… while she panted through the echoes of her orgasm, and then she got scared…

I could see it. She was coming back to herself and found that monstrosity inches from her face, trembling with terror…

She trembled, overwhelmed…

“Mmm… N-no,” she whispered then, too late…

Too late, because that enormous cock exploded…

…it exploded, not in a narrow streak but in a burst, a thick, chaotic explosion—brutal, pure white—that arced over Irene's breasts and landed on her face; and she, in that minimal, almost imperceptible instant, tilted her head slightly forward, as if she didn't want to dodge it, as if she was seeking it… killing me. It landed with an audible splat, his cum exploding on her face in an aggressive burst, as if a cork had popped and two impossibly thick, heavy spurts came gushing out… The first hit hard on her right cheek, splashing up to her temple and cheekbone, leaving a thick, opaque puddle that immediately began sliding toward her shirt collar. The second, even more abundant, fell immense on her forehead, spreading immediately toward her nose and then to her mouth, covering her upper lip and part of the lower one with a dense, creamy layer that spread toward the corners and descended down her chin in thick, heavy threads…

…suddenly, her face drenched in barely two seconds, she trembled, humiliated, in a spasm, and her entire face tensed; she was forced to close her eyes, her brow furrowed and her lips pressed together, accepting that discharge in silence, while he moaned a guttural, animal “Oooohhhh!!” leaning back as he kept stroking himself, kept ejaculating on her—now in narrower streaks that sprayed her neck, her cleavage, her breasts and her shirt, thick shots that kept staining her, outraging her, degrading her… spraying her with that hot cum that wet her and then ran down her skin and her shirt, covering one breast while leaving the other exposed; and she, with her face drenched from that first explosion, the truly brutal one—her right cheek almost completely covered, her nose and mouth dripping thick threads that joined at her chin and fell on her tits—trembled in spasms at each spurt… and wanted to see, but couldn't, because of what he'd shot on her forehead, now dripping toward her eyes; she wanted to see the muscles of that giant contracting, his chest, his abdomen… she wanted to see that animal doing that to her… Him, yes. His fantasy exploding all over her…

She wanted to see but couldn’t… while I stood there watching that man on top of her, finishing, panting, grunting…

And lower down… Irene’s sex.

Open like I’d never seen it before.

Ravaged. Overflowing.

With an enormous hollow, exposed, as if showing how deep it could take…

As if showing me.

As if proving what she was capable of taking… and craving.

And I watched… as that man let loose the last white splashes that fell across her breasts.

I saw it and understood… what she needed.


37. The Change

The onslaught. The drenching. The coating. The crushing.

Irene, stained, drenched… didn't protest.

Didn't complain.

As if that hot viscosity on her face and body was collateral damage. A necessary evil.

As if that fantasy could only end this way.

Could only end this way, with that man squeezing out the last drops.

As if that fantasy could only end this way…

…or that was the fantasy itself.

He took a few extra seconds to move. Not many. Just enough. As if his body, still present, already had nothing to do with us. He lowered his gaze for an instant, not really toward her, but toward his work, toward what he'd just done. His breathing settled, heavy at first, then more regular. And in that interval, in that small suspended moment, it became clear he wasn't going to say anything. That he wasn't going to apologize. That there was nothing to add.

He picked up his underwear from the floor and withdrew with barely a hint of satisfaction, his expression almost neutral; his movements, now that we were done, had something mechanical about them, unnecessarily slow, as if his body was still emerging from what had happened. And then the footsteps: first heavy, marked against the floor… then sharper, more distant, fading without hurry.

Leaving without goodbye.

Sex.

Just sex.

Penetration. Orgasm. Smell. Wetness. Humiliation.

He'd understood it before and better than us. As if not knowing us—and wrongly assuming this wasn't anywhere near our first time—had helped everything flow.

Irene, lying back.

My girlfriend.

My Sioux Indian.

Tender.

Overwhelmed.

Me, her boyfriend, stunned. Unable to breathe. Watching her pussy drip onto the couch. Watching her face stained with cum…

…and her barely reacting, wiping her eyes with the sleeves of her silk shirt, torn for an instant between not staining it further and being able to see; having no real choice, dabbing away the cum in small, quick touches so she could open her eyes.

Until she sat up a little: her torso forward, her face dripping.

“God… Jesus,” she whispered.

Her champagne silk shirt was stuck to her back, part of her torso, and her arms from sweat; her hair, soaked and matted, clung to the nape of her neck and hung back. One side of the shirt collar was stained with cum, splattered and shiny, while the other remained clean, almost intact, as if oblivious to what had happened. Thick threads slid from her cheek and chin toward her cleavage.

I couldn't stop looking at her. Dazed. Amazed and offended at the same time. There was something in that image that hit me deep: the humiliation, yes… but also the way she held it, the way she remained whole within it, without breaking.

One breast was almost completely covered by a thick, shiny stain that had soaked the fabric, darkening and thickening it, plastering it to her skin until it clearly outlined the hardened nipple beneath the silk; the areola showed through sharply, as if there were no fabric covering it at all given how wet it was. The other breast, uncovered, gleamed with drops that slowly ran down toward her belly.

If I'd spent hours feeling guilty about feeling desire, I felt guilt in that moment… for feeling love.

Seeing her like that.

She already understood that I enjoyed that humiliation. She already knew then that my fantasy lay in that humiliation: in my own pain of knowing I couldn't give her that.

And I already understood that she accepted it for what it was: brutal, raw, impersonal sex… but precisely because of that, so superior, so exciting, so craved.

I stepped away only to rush right back to help her.

I went for paper towels while she tried to clean herself, not wanting to stain her shirt further; she used her fingers, shaking them over her own torso, splashing herself since she had no other choice, and waited patiently for my help.

There was something—or everything—of complicity in those slow, endless moments as I helped her clean her face.

There was tenderness in our shared humiliation.

And a sweet complicity. Touch by touch, wipe by wipe, while she kept repeating those “God… Jesus.”

They were whispers, but also exclamations—of awe, of impact, of recognition.

She was telling that lover, who back in the bedroom couldn't hear her, that it had been exactly what she'd desired, what she'd dreamed of.

And I didn't know what she felt about me. I knew she didn't blame me, that much was certain. I knew she didn't reject me, because with a gentle, yielding manner, she let herself be cleaned, but I didn't know if she felt the love I felt.

Once her face was clean enough, she took over, cleaning her breasts with more paper towels. She did it with hypnotic delicacy, with soft, feminine movements, as if caring for something fragile and precious. She passed the paper slowly over the heavy curve of her tits, collecting the thick threads of cum sliding down her golden skin, and I couldn't stop looking at her, amazed by that mix of vulnerability and elegance that only she could possess even after being fucked and drenched so mercilessly.

I looked at her: flushed, overwhelmed, demolished by that animal.

Her hands still trembled a little, as if her body held onto the echoes of being overwhelmed.

Her breasts gleamed in the dimness—reflections of semen and sweat still clinging to her skin. Her shirt shimmered in the shadows too, catching the light with each shift of her body, like at the party, though now there were no spotlights, only the glow from the window and my stunned gaze.

We still weren’t looking each other in the eyes.

And yet, I didn’t feel distance.

There was a hint of shame, a shared shame, delicate, almost fragile, that kept us from fully seeking each other out.

But in that reluctance lay a deeper form of closeness.

As if we didn’t need to confirm anything.

Not seeking each other’s eyes carried its own implicit connection.

As if, precisely by not looking at each other, we understood better what had happened… and what it meant.

Irene stood up, trembling, her legs weak.

And she didn’t look back to see the stain her pussy had left on the couch.

I did look.

I looked and savored that stain—a symbol of the excess.

And the change.

…

Then she took off her shirt carefully, with some difficulty, peeling it from her skin and pulling it back over her shoulders before slipping her arms out of the damp sleeves.

And then Irene, radiating tenderness, and lightness… and almost a sweet frivolity… said she was going to the shower… “again.”

Again.


38. Coming Back to Her

The early morning hours stretched on forever. It seemed like daylight would never fully break through, that it would remain forever in that twilight glow.

Lying alone on the couch, I listened to a succession of sounds I couldn’t tell belonged to a dying night or a dawning morning.

The hum of Irene’s shower mingled with the sound of doors opening and closing, footsteps and whispers.

I felt hidden, crouched low. From where I lay, I could almost keep track of the entrance—not so much by sight as by sound—and I knew the precise moment when that enormous man, that lover of both of them, left.

He left as if it were just another night. As if it were normal to start the year fucking two women in the same house, right in front of their boyfriends or husbands.

I swallowed hard when he left—uncomfortable, still offended—even though Irene and I had accepted it, and even more than accepted it.

Then, more doors and more footsteps. And whispers again.

I was already getting to know the house, its creaks, the sound of its hinges, and I could tell where the footsteps were going. I deduced—or even knew with certainty—that David was going to meet Marta, to reclaim his side of the bed, to lie down on the warm sheets that animal had left behind.

I didn’t wait long to seize the opportunity, the opening. I stopped at the kitchen island, bent down to grab my shoes, and picked up Irene’s purse. Then I turned around: all that was left of mine there was that bottle and that glass I’d claimed as my own. Nothing else. But the part of the island where I’d been standing was tied to what had happened with David, and beyond that, on the couch, what I’d experienced with the brutal lover still hit me—sinful remnants that stirred something in my chest and made me exhale heavily in the dimness.

Neither rushing nor sneaking, I walked toward our bedroom just as I heard Irene’s shower stop. Closed doors. I opened ours and left it wide open so Irene would realize, when she came out of the bathroom, that we’d reclaimed our intimate space.

I lowered the blinds partway, letting the city light filter faintly through the horizontal slats. I undressed in the semi-darkness, almost having to peel my underwear off my damp cock.

I didn’t know if I needed the orgasm that had been denied me repeatedly, or if I didn’t care.

I got into bed, naked under just a thin sheet—the heating was relentless and there was no need for more—when I heard the sound of a hair dryer.

Irene seemed to be trying to erase everything, at least on the outside.

…

The hum of the dryer mixed with my exhaustion. A white noise that rocked me and carried me to a hollow limbo where I didn’t know if I was thinking or dreaming. I wondered, exhausted, my breathing still ragged, whether I was asleep or awake.

Some unknowable stretch of time passed until I heard footsteps; since I hadn’t noticed the dryer stop or the bathroom door open, I knew I’d slept.

Then, closer footsteps. Bare feet.

Shortly after, Irene entering the bedroom wrapped in a blue towel.

It was almost magical, as if I felt bursts of strange pride at sensing her, at seeing her so whole.

You only handle something with such composure if the outrage has truly been desired.

Graceful movements, soft sounds, sidelong glances.

Irene was putting on her magenta pajamas and knew I wasn’t asleep.

She went to her purse that I’d brought her, rummaged briefly, pulled out her phone, and left it on the nightstand.

I felt immense love when she slipped under the sheet and reached for me without a moment’s hesitation.

Her scent hit me before I fully opened my eyes. I felt at home, because home was her.

Both of us lying on our sides, face to face.

And then, yes, there was the connection through our eyes that we’d been saving for a while.


39. Belonging Is in the Return.

Her sharp nose. Her large eyes. Her tender lips. Her straight, dark hair. Her fair skin, with an almost golden touch. I saw her as if for the first time and, at the same time, as the Irene I’d already been through so much with.

She looked at me, and I had the sense we were thinking the same thing: a mixture of calm, affection, and reflection.

I reached out and brushed the hair from her face. She thanked me with a tired blink.

I couldn’t remember the last time my pulse had been even remotely steady.

In silence, we recalled the night: the game.

All four of us had fulfilled the fantasy we’d confessed.

At the same time, there were a thousand questions: whether Marta had heard; whether David would tell Marta; whether that man had already told her.

Marta envied her, that was obvious. And I didn’t know if, when she found out what her husband had done, it would be cause for disgust or cruel gloating.

Whatever the case, we didn’t voice those doubts. We wanted them buried in that house.

A bluish light, straining to break into white, began to wash over the bedroom, seeping through a crack in the blinds.

My breath was a hot, alcoholic horror. Not Irene’s.

I knew from the fresh breath that accompanied her whisper:

“We’ll sleep three hours and then leave. I’ve set the alarm. I’ll drive—you’re going to wake up feeling terrible.”

I didn’t need to nod to show I agreed.

She continued:

“They’ll sleep until noon for sure.”

Irene was confirming our escape plan.

She didn’t want to see them again.

Neither did I.

Defeat. Discomfort. Rejection.

It was a mixture of feelings, none entirely clear.

It was also obvious that we lost absolutely nothing by never seeing them again.

…

I was surprised when I felt her hand on my thigh and, almost immediately after, on my soft cock.

She touched me with measured calm, always face to face, always both of us on our sides, always looking at each other.

She caressed me with a protective tenderness, as if she were asking how I was, as if she remembered and suffered with me because I’d been the only one who hadn’t found release.

I trembled and gasped when I grew hard enough for her to pull back my foreskin.

Her arm moved slowly beneath the sheet.

There was something furtive about it, even though it was the only non-criminal thing from that night of madness.

The handjob was warm, achingly slow, gentle. The tension was in our gazes.

Feeling a tempered pleasure, and knowing nothing would destroy us, I pressed, with humor or cunning, in a whisper:

“How does it feel… to touch this one again?”

Her gentle expression, her lips accepting my comparative trap with a half-smile that exploded in my chest.

“Very good…” she responded.

“Yeah?” I gasped, while the handjob continued at the same slow pace.

“Yes… very good… In fact…”

“In fact what?” I whispered.

“More… manageable,” she responded, with her perfect, tender gaze, and her fingers crept down the shaft, separating my balls from between my sweaty thighs, making me tremble with pleasure.

My cock had hardened completely. It throbbed on its own, rubbing against the sheet, against her hand, against the loose sleeve of her soft pajamas.

The excitement of the entire night came crashing down on me all at once.

Her fingers returned to my head. Her thumb caressed the tip, getting wet with the precum that kept flowing, rubbing it all over the sensitive head of my cock, making me tremble.

It was hers. Absolutely hers. And I felt her more mine than ever, perhaps, and precisely, because she had been with another man—even with two.

I felt her more than ever because of how she had returned to me.

In that return, there was more belonging than in anything else.

I gasped and half-closed my eyes.

She was destroying me with her calm. I felt my body tense, almost ready to explode.

Then she whispered:

“How do you want it?”

Her question surprised me. I thought she would just get me off. Not exactly as a favor, but as something to take care of quickly before sleep.

When Irene said “how do you want it?” she was referring to the position.

She was referring to making love.

She didn’t wait for my answer. She said:

“Should I get on top? Or on our sides?”

Marital. Agreed upon. Spoken.

I asked to spoon.

She stopped caressing me and smiled, saying:

“Chill spooning?”

“Chill spooning…” I whispered back, not smiling like her, but bursting with love inside.

She maneuvered skillfully, slipping out of her pajama bottoms under the sheet.

She gave me a peck on the lips and turned onto her side, her back to me.

I pressed against her—my bare chest against the satin back of her pajama top.

I breathed in her hair, her nape, and kissed her there.

And then I whispered, aroused, guiding my cock:

“Should I touch you… or just go in?”

“Go in… go in…” she answered—more confession than explanation.

I pressed closer, my chest against the soft fabric of her magenta top. With one hand I guided my cock, hard and throbbing, between her cheeks, finding her. Irene parted her legs slightly, opening for me with easy intimacy.

The moment my tip brushed her entrance, I felt it with brutal clarity.

She was soaked. Hot, thick, copious wetness. And above all, she was open.

Too open.

Irene's pussy was still stretched from that man's enormous cock—a soft, hot, empty hollow that my cock barely touched. It was as if she were still molded for something much bigger.

I pushed slowly and entered without any resistance, sliding inside her with an ease that hit me in the chest. I felt the walls of her pussy—loose, still stretched—embracing me with a slack, slippery softness I'd never felt before.

Never, ever, in my life.

Irene let out a long, low sigh, almost a purr—a gift, not fake, but willfully offered—as I sank to the hilt.

Her insides were hot, slippery, and shamefully wide.

My cock floated inside a space still molded by another much larger one.

“Ahhh…” she moaned, pushing her ass back to receive me better.

My chest pressed to her back, my arm around her waist. I could kiss her nape, smell her hair, feel every breath she took. My cock slid in and out with slow, deep strokes, unhurried, but each thrust reminded me how open her pussy still was, how the walls barely grazed me, how much space remained inside her.

Irene lifted her top leg a bit more and I pushed deeper. Each thrust was measured but firm. I felt how her insides embraced me with that stretched softness, how she contracted gently around me each time I bottomed out.

“Like that… Mmm… Slowly…” she whispered, turning her head slightly toward me.

My hand traveled up her body, slipping gently inside her pajama top. I slid my fingers over her hot, bare skin until I cupped one of her large, firm breasts. I kneaded it tenderly, feeling its familiar weight, its heavy, relaxed softness. Her nipples weren't as sharp or aroused as before—they felt softer now, calmer, barely hardened.

And yet, that sensation aroused me more than if they'd been hard and erect. There was something deeply humiliating and, at the same time, intimate about touching them like this—knowing they'd been sucked, bitten, and stretched to their limit by another man, and that now they rested calmly under my palm, as if her body had already come back to me. That tranquility in her nipples, that softness after her encounter with him, hit me with a strange mix of tenderness and arousal.

Our bodies moved in sync, slow, intimate—not as if we wanted to erase all the savagery that had come before with this tenderness, but as if this were our truest, dirtiest way of remembering it.

I kissed her nape, gently bit her shoulder, and kept fucking her with that calm but deep rhythm, and I felt something like happiness—a quiet joy, a peace I'd never felt before.

She let out soft, contained “Ahh… ahh…” sounds—not overacted, but deliberately measured. Moans that seemed like a favor to me. As if she knew I needed to hear her, that I needed to feel she was there with me, even though her body was already satisfied. And precisely that restraint, that tenderness, turned me on even more. Humiliated me more.

Little by little her breathing became more ragged. Her hips started pushing back with more insistence, though the pace stayed slow. I felt her insides contract gently around my cock—not forcefully, but with a warm, deep pulse.

“Diego… Ahh… Mmm…” she whispered, almost voiceless.

And then, to my enormous surprise… she came.

She came. I felt it. It was a tender, slow, almost contained orgasm. There were no loud moans. Just a long, trembling “Ahhhhh…” that broke in her throat, followed by several soft, ragged gasps. Her pussy tightened around me in soft, prolonged waves, milking me with a delicacy that contrasted brutally with everything that had happened before. I felt each contraction, each small spasm, while she gasped, turning her face against the pillow.

Irene came, and I didn't know if her sudden climax was because she'd remembered.

I hoped that was why…

I squeezed her breast harder, buried my face in the back of her neck, and, unable to hold back any longer, came inside her. My cock tensed, releasing in long, hot spurts as I kept thrusting slowly, prolonging the moment. She felt each pulse and let out one last soft “Mmm…”, almost grateful, pressing her ass against me as if she wanted to keep it all inside.

We stayed like that, joined, breathing heavily, my cum spilled deep inside her.

And in that silence, still inside her, after coming, I felt I had never loved her so much.


40. The First Night.

January thirtieth. Saturday. Nine fifteen in the evening, fifteen minutes before him. On purpose.

The restaurant was elegant, though nothing over the top.

Not in the same city. That would be reckless and dangerous. But the nearest one, yes.

Irene had just gone to the restroom, treating me to a tense walk in tall, dark boots. The sway of her ass under the brown slip dress was effortlessly scandalous.

I remembered that same afternoon. The doubts and the discussion about her outfit: I used to think there was nothing more exciting than Irene asking me “how do I look?” after dressing for me, until I discovered what it felt like when she asked me “how do I look?” after dressing for another man.

We had considered repeating the New Year’s Eve look, as if it had brought us luck, but the sequined skirt seemed too festive; the shirt could work with another miniskirt, but she finally opted for that dress and the tall boots: why bother with the false modesty of an elegant shirt when everything had already been decided.

“He won’t appreciate it anyway.”

“He’s only there for one thing.”

“He doesn’t seem like a man of refined taste.”

Irene’s words… mocking and nervous about the lucky guy:

Alberto.

Alberto. The show-off. The cocky bastard. Alberto I am the man. The gym guy. The one who drove them all crazy.

The type of body she liked. The one who would engulf her. The one who would make her feel small. The one who would overwhelm her.

For him, my girlfriend would be just another notch on his belt.

Humiliating, perhaps, being just one more. But that added to it too.

I had suggested pushing our luck with that gift of mine, with that brutally revealing lingerie—which had also brought us luck—but her response was:

“Better not for the first night.”

For the first.

I had swallowed hard and felt myself stir hearing it.

We went to the restaurant fifteen minutes before the time we’d set for him. Fifteen minutes to gaze at each other and speak with our eyes over a glass of wine.

To caress each other’s arms and hands on the tablecloth. To savor the shared anticipation.

Irene returned from the restroom. The strapless bra, chosen so it wouldn’t show under the dress’s thin straps, could barely contain her breasts; the soft fabric of the slip dress rippled with her walk and outlined every curve. Her rigid boots, reaching almost to her knees, struck the floor with force and swayed slightly at the top, brushing her calves.

It was scandalous, but above all because it was her.

Everyone there was looking at her, but they didn’t know. If they knew, they’d call me crazy, an idiot, for not appreciating what I had.

But oh, I knew.

Precisely.

Precisely because of that.

Irene sat down and took a sip of her wine.

She turned her delicate wrist and checked the time on her silver watch.

There was no doubt. Everything was settled. And even so, it was unbearable.

Everything was settled, but nothing in person. All through text messages. In her spinning classes, acting normal, with the thrill that entailed. He was probably used to pedaling on the stationary bike while eyeing a girl he knew he was going to fuck; I don’t think he was used to knowing he’d fuck her in front of her boyfriend.

I had messaged with him too.

The Saturday before, we’d gotten warmed up: he texted me what he would do to her while Irene, in our bed, gave me a slow, relentless blowjob.

My wine glass trembled in my fingers as I remembered that moment.

A few more caresses on our open hands over the white tablecloth. A few more sips. A few more glances.

Everything was settled.

“He’s kind of an idiot…” she said.

“But…?” I asked.

“But… I don’t know…” Irene answered, blushing.

I don’t know.

That “I don’t know” meant “he turns me on.” That “I don’t know” meant “he excites me.” That “I don’t know” meant—and I knew it—“I’ve touched myself thinking about him.”

That exchange had happened several times over the last three weeks.

That exchange made me kiss her and do much more.

…

He arrived right on time.

I knew he’d arrived because I looked at Irene. Because I looked at her and she touched her hair and lowered her gaze slightly.

My heart pounded at that shy gesture.

My cock stirred at the guilty shame I saw there, the forbidden desire.

Irene touching her hair and blushing for another man.

She stood up to greet him with a kiss on each cheek.

From her nervous glance, I knew the night was going to go well.

Her look said it all.

Irene clearly wanted that man to fuck her.

And I wanted him to fuck her.

And I wanted to watch.

…

…

Alberto fucked her in a hotel room, right in front of me, for almost three hours.

Afterward, we fell asleep, with her lying exhausted between the two of us.

Two sweaty, tired bodies, flushed with heat. A third one trembling, overwhelmed, covered in cold sweat.

In the dead of night, I woke to movement and moans. And again, just before dawn.

That night, one form of relationship came to an end.

But another one began.

A wonderful one that we're still living to this day.

THE END.

Thank you for joining me on these pages! If you enjoyed it, a positive review on Amazon helps me keep writing and reach more readers.
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