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CHAPTER 1

Disconcerting sounds, rhythmic, accelerating. A bad feeling. A premonition of something painful. A shattering burst that made me want to escape, and suddenly a certainty that deep down none of it was real. I tried. I tried until I succeeded—escaping that sound to find silence, silence and darkness.

I opened my eyes and saw nothing, but those rhythmic sounds kept echoing in my head. Those screams, which were moans. A nightmare—the sweat on my back confirmed it. The nightmare had been hearing María surrender herself while I couldn’t stop it. It wasn’t that I wanted to see it, no—I wanted to stop it and I couldn’t.

I looked at the alarm clock—roughly half an hour until seven fifteen, when I’d have to get up for work. Lying on my back, I sensed María sleeping peacefully beside me. I remembered how she’d left me the night before to go to the living room with her phone, to text someone. I remembered that barely seconds later I’d passed out. How could I not, after the forty-eight hours I’d just lived through?

I wasn’t sure what to do. Try to keep sleeping, or get up and, for once, have breakfast, shower, and get dressed without rushing. I decided to get out of bed, and once in the bathroom I found myself still gripped by that nightmare. It’s strange, but I’d never given much importance to my dreams, and yet everything that had happened from March until that moment, October, had occurred because of a dream—because I’d dreamed that Edu went off with María and they acted as if I were invisible. Yes, it had all started with a dream, and seven months later it had come true, and I didn’t know what to feel, didn’t know if that was even possible. Nor could I understand why hearing María’s moans with another man would be something negative, a nightmare, when I’d behaved for months in the opposite way.

I did have breakfast without rushing, before María woke up. It was the same old monotony but with a different undertone. It had happened. It had actually happened. And wherever I looked, I was reminded of the steps, the experiences leading up to it. I looked at my laptop, through which I’d written to Edu, the sofa where I’d jerked off countless times thinking about my girlfriend with him, my phone through which I’d sent him those photos of María. I felt as if everything had been necessary—I felt like an athlete who, once at the top of the podium, remembers all those days of secret training. It left me feeling Machiavellian in a way I didn’t recognize in myself.

María woke up and, as usual, we barely exchanged words at that hour. I still wanted to know what she thought about everything that had happened, but all I knew was that bit about “taking it with the greatest maturity possible,” that sort of “it happened and that’s that” attitude—and I didn’t really know if that was good, bad, or somewhere in between. I knew that because she’d told me, but on the other hand there was always what I didn’t know, which in this case was whether she’d texted Edu the night before.

Once at work I felt utterly empty. A hopelessly bland routine, like a Truman Show, a play that had run its course. I truly felt that my life of working, sleeping, and waiting for Friday wasn’t the real world—as if what I’d lived through at that wedding and that hotel was life, and the rest was a backdrop completely devoid of value. There had been so much intensity in those hours that a bad report, a dirty look, recognition at work, all seemed absurdly empty. Life had been those forty-eight hours; everything else was nothingness, blandness in its most extreme form.

Inevitably, at work, I remembered what had happened in Edu’s room. The rawest, most sexual, most brutal parts came flooding back, and I felt it more gravely. More intensely. We had gone crazy. It wasn’t regret—it was awareness. Maybe the alcohol, maybe the obsession of seeing the finish line so close had clouded my judgment, and I hadn’t truly grasped the force, the weight of what had happened. My heart clenched remembering her timid and nervous in front of him. My chest caved in remembering her penetrated, savagely impaled by that preppy kid. My breath caught remembering her panting, surrendered, all three of us knowing that surrender carried so much painful capitulation.

Mid-morning I got a voice note from María. I grabbed my earbuds and, at my desk, got ready to listen. If I couldn’t stop thinking about what had happened, obviously neither could she. In a firm voice, my girlfriend told me that Paula had discreetly brought her my jacket and tie, and that Edu hadn’t come to work. That Amparo had told her in secret he was interviewing at another firm, that his bosses didn’t know, and that he’d taken the day off. I immediately wondered whether Edu distancing himself from our lives could be good or bad. The audio ended with a blunt “Pablo, we need to talk, talk about it now,” which was as forceful as it was obvious.

Between work and various errands, we couldn’t meet before nine at night, when we finally arranged to meet on the terrace of a casual tapas bar. She didn’t know—surely didn’t remember—but it was the terrace where I’d first seen Edu. Elegant, understated, confident, in a navy blue pantsuit, she sat across from me. We ordered two beers and I was nervous. Nervous around her. Like when you’re with an ex and you wonder how you can be nervous after everything you’ve been through together. Obviously she wasn’t an ex and there was no shadow of a breakup hovering, but the sensations of strange discomfort were similar.

I didn’t know what she might say. I’d tried not to think about it too much. I didn’t even know what I’d want her to say. If I could write her a script and have her recite it like a newscaster reading a teleprompter, I wouldn’t know what to put. I didn’t know what to want.

She told me she wanted to tell me three things, and that afterward I would speak. I accepted the conditions while watching her tuck her hair behind one ear, then the other, her fingers threading through it in an erratic, nervous way. I noticed her gaze looked remarkably fresh, young, as if she’d gotten younger—however absurd that sounded in my head. Her crossed legs in that suit were so sexy and refined that those ghosts returned, the ones whispering that she was several rungs above me.

We held hands across the table, casually, not forced, but it carried an implicit “we’ve come this far together and we’ll keep going forward together.” Her first point followed that same thread: she told me that, as she’d already said the day before, what happened happened, and she wasn’t going to blame it on the alcohol or any supposed manipulation on my part. “I’m mature,” “I’m a big girl”—phrases like that flew around during what amounted to a kind of statement, from which I gathered, essentially, that she didn’t blame me for anything. But it wasn’t clear to me whether she was somehow blaming herself. And as she continued, I realized that if she was speaking in terms of blame, it was because she saw something wrong in what had happened—and that was starting to bother me.

I held off on interrupting, and she moved on to her second point. She looked me in the eyes and said:

“The thing with Edu is over. It’s done. I never want to talk about him. I never want you to ask me about him.”

It wasn’t an order. Or a threat. I wish it had been. It was a plea so heartbreaking it made my blood run cold.


CHAPTER 2

The sound of her cell phone snapped us out of that intensity. She glanced at the screen and, with a quick “it’s work,” got up from the table to take the call. A few feet away from me, she talked and gestured—from her body language, I could tell she was explaining where something was or how to do something.

When she turned her back, her round ass was on full display, wrapped tight in her suit pants and lifted aggressively by her heels. When she turned to face me, her white crew-neck t-shirt under her jacket revealed the unmistakable silhouette of her breasts. In a t-shirt, her tits were more striking than when covered by a thin blouse—dressed this way she gained in impact but lost in cleavage. The blouse was more subtle. But either way, it killed me: the blouse was the sword and the t-shirt the hammer. She walked toward me, gesturing that she was wrapping up; I reached out and placed my hand on her waist, and she smiled at me. She looked stunning.

But wrapping up the call wasn’t so easy for her, and while she kept talking and gesturing, I found myself remembering that everything had started on that terrace. I remembered that back then, more than seven months ago, I was happy—I was happy and didn’t know it, at least not how much. I was head over heels in love and completely satisfied sexually—how could I not be with that woman? I had my insecurities, yes, especially MY insecurity, but it didn’t cause me any major problems. But with everything that had happened, I wasn’t that happy anymore. Maybe because I linked happiness to innocence, or to ignorance. Let’s just say everything was more complicated now. Like a problem that’s also a blessing, but still a problem.

“And now what?” I thought. How was I supposed to move forward from here? I felt like when you’re a kid and you’re happy, playing with your friends, and girls don’t even exist. Until you have your first kiss. And everything changes. How do you go back to playing the same way after that first kiss, as if nothing happened? How, knowing that exists, can you ignore it and bury it? How was I going to sweep all that under the rug? How did María think she was going to do it? Could María really go on with her life knowing that existed? That sex? That surrender? That madness? It was often hard for me to tell whether María’s conclusions came from maturity, pragmatism, or self-deception.

My girlfriend sat back down across from me. This time she reached directly for my hand, wanting to pick up where she’d left off:

“Sorry. Um, anyway. It’s over—I won’t talk to Edu ever again. In fact, I talked to Paula about maybe even giving her his jacket so she can give it back to him.”

I listened attentively, tempted to interrupt and ask if she’d been texting with Edu the night before.

“And third, as you know, I told Paula about it. I told her like it was no big deal, like it was just a game between you and me—I didn’t tell her it was your idea or anything, just that it was our silly thing. And she swears she never said anything to Edu, but the way I see it, he acted really strangely both in the wedding hall and in his room.”

Silence fell, and it was hard for me to hold her gaze. What was I supposed to tell her… “Yes, Edu acted that way because he knew I wanted him to fuck you in front of me…” I wanted nothing more than to bring out the whole truth, but it was too much—that would be risking something truly dangerous.

“Your turn,” she said, pulling me from my thoughts.

“Okay…” I didn’t know what to say, so I spoke without thinking too much. “Well… the first thing is that what we’ve experienced, or… I’ve experienced, has been… there’s no word for it, María… it’s been—I’ve felt more than I thought a human being could feel. It was colossal. It was tremendous. Seeing you two together…” María looked at me seriously, neither surprised nor upset. “It’s just… it was the most incredible experience I could have imagined… I never thought I’d experience anything like it, really, with how things developed… because of everything… And… well, if you still love me the same, if we’re still in love, if it’s just sex, or physical, or whatever, then why not do it again… I don’t know, repeat it... or explore…” María’s expression soured, and before she could reply, I continued. “Buttt… I respect what you’re saying, I understand it, and so it’s over.”

“Over is over,” she interrupted. “It doesn’t exist, we don’t even fantasize about it. Don’t ask me if I see him or don’t see him, if we talk or don’t talk at work. If I talk to him for some reason, I’ll tell you, but I don’t want you asking me.”

“Okay. Just tell me one thing. Last night, when you went to the living room with your phone, was it him?”

“Yes.”

“And what did you talk about? What happened?”

“We didn’t text much. But he basically told me that… he could imagine the reputation he has at work, but that he’s not like that. That he absolutely wouldn’t tell anyone what happened or put me in an awkward situation at work.”

That sounded like one of Edu’s cheap strategies.

“And what did you tell him?”

“Nothing, just… I told him the only thing that would suck is if he told someone at work…”

“You told him that? That and nothing else?”

“I really don't want to talk about it. I mean, Pablo… damn…” she said, raising her voice.

“What do you mean.”

“I don't want to talk about it. I didn't want to talk about it with him yesterday, and I don't want to talk about it with you now. It happened, it's over, and I don't want to keep going over it.”

That night we had sex. We took it very slowly. I knew María didn't want me thinking about what had happened while we were together, and I tried not to. I focused on her, on her body, on me, on my body, inside her, the two of us, alone, like before all of this. I didn't always manage it, but I forced myself. She breathed heavily, moaned, almost screamed—screamed when she touched herself to reach orgasm—and again I had the sense that she was trying to convince herself she didn't need anything else, that she didn't need anyone but me.

Over the following days, I couldn't stop thinking about Edu, and two things obsessed me. First, not forgetting what we'd experienced—I clung to those images of María with him as best I could. Not just the broader scenes, like when she took his cock bent over the table or when she was on all fours on the bed taking his thrusts, but the expressions on María's face, on Edu's face, his grimaces, her sighs, the tension in his muscles, the way María looked at him… I wasn't worried about losing the wide shot; it was the details, the close-ups—that's where the essence was, that's what killed me most and what had made me feel most alive, contradictory as that seemed. The second thing that obsessed me was what had happened during that half hour or so when I'd gone to Paula's room. On the drive home I'd made my guesses, guesses that excited me every time I remembered them, but guesses all the same, and I felt an increasing need to know exactly what had happened, every detail.

I thought about Alicia, about Nati, about Patricia. Patricia—María had told me at the wedding that he'd already fucked her. Would he have forgotten about her afterward? And what about María?

Thursday came and my girlfriend surprised me with a text asking why don't we go grab some beers after work, just the two of us. I didn't know if it was her way of avoiding Edu or if she genuinely felt like getting a little buzzed together.

We met at an Irish pub. It was surprisingly dark inside, decorated in green tones and dark wood. There were hardly any people. We tried a stout at the bar and soon moved to one of the tables set apart from each other, with sliding bench seats from which you could barely see anything beyond your own booth and part of the bar in the center. We sat side by side, not across from each other. Before long we were on our third beer, and I couldn't resist burying my nose in María's neck, which still held the perfume she'd put on that morning.

María responded eagerly, more than I would have expected in a public place at an hour that suggested nothing scandalous. After breathing her in, my lips sought their next target in hers, but before kissing her I wanted to admire her, to look into her eyes, to take in her beauty. Her gaze was already burning. When I looked at her lips I couldn't hold back any longer—our lips met and her mouth opened first, waiting for my tongue to find hers. The kiss was long, deep, and I still didn't know if this would lead somewhere tender or somewhere more carnal.

She was wearing thin dress pants, burgundy, a silky white blouse, and a dark blazer with the sleeves pushed up, something close to navy. She looked more casual than if she'd been in a full suit. We took small sips from our glasses. In silence. Aware of the tension that a nuzzle and a kiss had created. It's incredible how some kisses say nothing while others are such an eloquent, mutual declaration of intent. After those sips came glances, a small smile from her that I had to silence with another kiss because the beauty of her face grew almost uncomfortably overwhelming… And another kiss and another, and another, and I let my gaze slip down the neckline of her blouse. That sword that killed me. And when my hands went to her thighs I cursed that she was wearing pants; in a whisper, after biting her neck, I told her so.

“It's getting a bit cold for skirts…” she murmured, half-lamenting my bite and half-responding to the suggestion, feigning innocence and fragility, “and I'm not ready for tights yet.”

I pictured her in heels and a skirt at the office… everyone's eyes on her… but I didn't want to say it out loud.

We started kissing like teenagers on that secluded bench. The beer was going to my head even more than hard liquor would have, and to María even more so. After kissing for a while, my hand slid up her thigh toward her crotch, and she not only didn't stop me but parted her legs slightly, just enough for me to continue my exploration until I pressed against where I was aching to touch—where I was aching to touch and where a soft “mmmm” from her told me she wanted me to.

I thought María had her eyes closed, but they must not have been completely shut, because when a guy walked past us she whispered for me to stop.

“I don't want to stop,” I murmured in her ear as my hand traveled up her stomach with the clear intention of caressing her breast over her blouse—and who knows, maybe undoing a button or two.

“Come on… let's finish our beers…” she said sweetly, “and then let's go…”

“Go where?” I pressed.

“You know…”

“No, I don't…”

“Well… you know… to… to fuck.”

I kept my hand on her stomach and moved to kiss her, but she kissed me first, tugging at my lower lip in a kiss that was almost a bite. Her look, that word “fuck,” that bite—it all showed that María was really turned on, and I felt guilty for wanting to somehow bring up the subject of Edu, and at the same time frustrated precisely because she was this aroused and I couldn't.

“To fuck...? Yeah?” I asked, egging her on.

“Yes, I want you to... the moment we walk through the door... fuck me...”

“I wasn’t planning on doing anything else,” I whispered in her ear while my hand gently caressed her shirt over one of her breasts.

“No, but...” she started to correct me, “not make love. Fuck. Not what we’ve been doing these past few days.”

“Fuck? And what’s that like?” I asked, knowing full well my sobriety was taking advantage of her drunkenness.

“Well...” María kissed me, her tongue slipping out to play with mine in the air before she attacked my ear with another whisper that gave me goosebumps. “That... you take me hard... that... fuck... you insult me... yes, if you want.”

“Oh yeah...? Insult you... okay... and... what do I do with this?” I asked, caressing her breast, coaxing her nipple to harden and push through her bra and shirt.

“With my... tits?” she asked, her lips still at my ear, her voice dropping lower, as if embarrassed to talk about them—to call them that.

“Yeah...” I pressed, knowing she wouldn’t take the bait if she were sober.

“Well... I want you to bite them... to...”

“What else... what... do you want me to do with them?”

“Well... slap them if you want.”

I pulled my lips back a bit. To look at her. To lock my eyes on hers. My hand left her breast and I took her in calmly: Her jacket had fallen open from the groping, revealing a stunning, unobstructed view of her enormous perfect breasts under the white fabric. But what killed me most was how her erect nipples pushed through everything in their way, showing she was hot, horny, counting the minutes until we got home. I brought one of my hands to her neck and pulled her toward me to kiss her. She yielded and received my tongue with a moan as subtle as it was eloquent.

During that kiss, that “so you can slap them if you want” kept echoing in my head. I knew what she was asking me—she was asking me to behave like Edu. That as soon as we got home, I wouldn’t be me, I’d be Edu. What I didn’t know was whether her excitement was because of me or because of her memories; whether her imagination was carrying her away.


CHAPTER 3

The kisses grew more ardent, hotter, longer, until they became unbearably desperate. After the umpteenth exasperated sigh, we decided it was pointless to stay there.

We went to pay at the bar, and while the bartender rang us up, María whispered mischievously:

“So... what are you going to do to me when we get home...?”

The question held a hint of mischief, but also a lot of pressure. I was aroused, but less than she was. I had a buzz going, but nothing like hers. We were in the same zone, but nowhere near the same point.

I barely managed to smile at her, mostly because I didn’t know what to say. I collected the change and we called a taxi.

During the short ride, I felt the pressure mounting, since she seemed to be expecting a fuck I wasn’t sure I could deliver. I couldn’t help thinking she might compare... That stuff about insulting her... about slapping her tits... it made me remember... the image of Edu at the wedding smacking them with disdain and swagger...

We reached the building entrance, then the elevator, and there we kissed. The kiss was desperate, boozy, even though it wasn’t even eleven at night, and in that kiss I sensed even more clearly that María was on another wavelength. I was stunned when I tried to keep kissing her and she pushed me away, placed her hand on my chest and made me step back half a meter, fixed her tearful gaze on me just as the elevator doors opened on our floor. Without breaking eye contact, she brought her hands to the buttons of her shirt and began to unbutton them slowly. Her hair clung to her face, one eye hidden behind her locks while the other held me frozen. When she finished with all the buttons, she opened her shirt with breathtaking eroticism... revealing an elegant lace bra. I couldn’t understand how a garment that looked so fragile could contain all of that... She brought her hands to the cups of her bra and whispered:

“What... what are you going to do to me...?”

I moved a little closer and instinctively glanced at the landing in case anyone was coming.

“Well... everything...”

“Yeah? Are you going to... are you going to insult me...? What are you going to say to me...?” she asked breathlessly, unaware of the pressure she was piling on me.

I didn’t know what to say, so we stepped out onto the landing, then to our door, and into the living room. Her jacket vanished and her tongue attacked me right there in the middle of the room. While our mouths desperately sought each other, she slid one hand to my crotch and I felt a pang of shame. Yes, I felt something I hadn’t felt in years, not since our first sexual encounters, especially that very first time, when I’d been ashamed to expose myself, fearing it would ruin everything, fearing that once she discovered my small cock, her desire would fade and my manhood would come under suspicion.

I discreetly kept her from rubbing my crotch any longer... while thinking: “How am I supposed to give her the fuck she’s asking for with this.”

María didn’t seem to want to continue with the groping, the kisses, the touches. She surprised me by pulling away, turning her back, and heading to the sofa. Once there, she surprised me even more by kneeling on it, hands gripping the backrest, giving me a clear view of her ass, her back. She turned her face toward me and I pulled off my shirt and started unbuttoning my pants. Watching me, she unbuttoned her own and slid them down to her knees, revealing black panties that practically gleamed, commanding. Her heels, her pants bunched at her knees, her panties, her shirt... and her gaze. Her gaze left me breathless, but at the same time intimidated me more, pressured me more.

I had no choice but to undress completely under her watchful gaze, since she didn’t give me even a moment’s break to look away. Maybe it was absurd, but there it was again—that feeling of undressing in front of her for the first time.

Once I was completely naked, her gaze flicked briefly to my cock—erect but minimal—eager to get into action. Maybe it was paranoia, but her glance at my cock was brief, so brief, before immediately seeking my eyes. She didn’t want to linger there. Maybe it was coincidence, but it felt suspicious to me, and because it felt suspicious, it was painful.

Her gaze turned forward. She gathered her shirt up a bit, letting me see her ass and panties completely, spread her legs a bit more—as much as her burgundy dress pants bunched at her knees would allow—and began to lower her panties... She lowered them slowly... leaving me speechless... ecstatic... revealing a beautiful, swollen pussy that seemed to glisten... that seemed to call to me... her outer lips clearly visible, thick and commanding, the inner ones parting like a tender flower, soft, symmetrical, and perfect. Her pussy was a blessed marvel... I stood there dumbfounded, stunned... until a “fuck me” echoed through the living room, a “fuck me” whispered into the air that made my cock twitch and my heart want to leap from my chest.

I approached, positioned myself behind her, carefully gathered her shirt up even more, revealing the small of her back. I admired her ass. I admired her pussy. I wanted to savor that moment just before you enter her, when you can almost hear her gasp of pleasure at feeling you inside. I brought my hands to her hips. I aimed carefully while she looked forward and guided the tip of my cock to the entrance of that beauty. I slid my hard head—rock hard—between her lips, tender and burning, lips that seemed to have a life of their own, eager to welcome me. I barely touched the tip to her entrance and began to slide in, to open her... to enter her with astonishing smoothness. My cock slipped in with unusual ease, barely feeling the walls of her pussy. Her interior was vast for my cock, which slid in whole, all at once, drawing a long sigh from her. A sigh of pleasure, of relief even, though to me it felt insufficient.

With my hands on her hips, I started thrusting slowly, keeping it shallow so I wouldn't slip out. She panted softly, but soon made it clear she wouldn't settle for that and asked me directly: “Give it to me harder.”

I picked up the pace a bit, then a bit more, trying to get my hips slapping against her ass. I felt enormous pleasure while also feeling like I had to give more of myself to satisfy her. I sped up a bit more, trying to turn her panting into moans, but when I went for longer strokes, my cock slipped out a couple of times, making me nervous as I had to line up again to slide back in. She never once complained about me slipping out accidentally, and she didn’t rush me when it took a moment to find my way back inside.

I had to slow down to keep from slipping out, trying to go as deep as possible while gripping her hips. María sometimes turned her head and looked at me with teary eyes, but no scream came from her mouth, no moan—just her slightly quickened breathing.

Despite my nerves and the pressure gripping me, I was incredibly turned on, and if I kept this up, my cock wouldn’t last much longer before exploding inside her. Having María bent over the couch, on all fours... with that look... was killing me... When she swept her hair aside to one side of her neck, she turned toward me and said imploringly, but sweetly:

“Come on, Pablo... Give... give it to me hard, fuck...”

She said it so desperately it almost made me come... I sped up again, risking slipping out, and got a “Mmm... yes!” out of her. Now she was the one pushing back against me more than I was thrusting, wanting to feel full. But María didn’t stop there—she wanted more:

“Mmm... Pablo... insult me... insult me... God!” she said into the air, her face lifted.

I grabbed a fistful of her hair, pulling to lift her face higher, while my other hand stayed on her hip.

“Insult me... mmm... fuck!” she insisted, still rhythmically pushing back against me, the sound of our bodies slapping together growing louder.

I was completely frozen. Besides, I felt like her breathing wasn’t enough—I needed her to moan, to scream... the way I’d seen her scream... before I could bring myself to do what she was asking.

I stayed silent, gripping her hair... I looked down and watched half my cock disappear and reappear with each movement, when she, desperate... reached back to her ass, to one cheek, and gave herself a little slap. Maybe giving herself what I wasn’t giving her, and after she did it she let out an “mmm yes...”, making me freeze up even more.

It was incredible watching María slap herself like that. Begging me to insult her. To fuck her harder... It was unbearably hot, but it left me paralyzed.

Her hand moved back to the couch, and she kept up that rhythmic motion, not too fast, clearly not enough for her, when she said something that killed me:

“Come on, Pablo... honey...”

Just like that, out of nowhere, she said it. Not just because of the desperate plea, but because she’d never called me that before—especially not in the middle of sex. That “honey” was tremendously humiliating, humiliating because it felt brotherly... pitying... If I’d been feeling like less of a man for her all this time, that word finished me off...

I didn’t even realize it, but my hand let go of her hair and went back to her hip. I zoned out for about a minute, feeling pleasure but feeling terrible at the same time. The strange thing was that my cock wasn’t in sync with the rest of me—it was reaching its limit, and wouldn’t hold out much longer.

María turned toward me again, breathing a little harder, and made another request—this time a “harder, fuck...” in a low, desperate tone that made me speed up again. We stayed like that for a few seconds while I kept chasing her moans, trying not to come. She braced herself on the couch with one hand while the other swept her hair from one side of her neck to the other, falling forward. Again that sound of our bodies slapping together, until this time what came from her mouth wasn’t a request but a question. A question after a sigh that seemed a bit forced, after an “mmm, so good” that itself sounded forced... She asked me:

“Do you want to come... bastard?”

“Yes...”

“Keep going a little longer... giving it to me... and then you come... okay.”

“Yes...” I answered, breathless, on the edge of orgasm.

“Where do you want? Where do you want to come?”

“Ugh... I don’t know...”

“On my face, huh? Mmm... Or on my tits?” Amazed and on the edge of orgasm, I was trying to thrust into her as fast and hard as possible without coming or slipping out—which was incredibly difficult. I was walking an impossibly fine line. Never, ever, had María proposed something like this to me.

“Where, huh?” she said, finally turning that “huh” into a moan timed with my thrust. “Do you want to cover my tits? Does that turn you on? Huh!” And again that “huh” coincided with a moan and I thought I was coming, thought I couldn’t take anymore, and I stopped dead. I hesitated about pulling out so I wouldn’t come, but it was too late. Fuck, I started coming without meaning to...! And when she felt me stop, she pushed back against me. I was breathing, panting, coming without wanting to, filling her up while she seemed not to notice... She milked my cock without mercy, rocking her body back and forth, and milked my mind by whispering: “You want to soak my tits... mmm... bastard,” while I was already finishing my orgasm without her knowing.

I felt pleasure, but frustration overshadowed everything. I finished and she kept moving. I matched her rhythm again, not knowing what to do. Without telling her I'd come. I didn't know what to do, didn't know whether to try to keep going, to pretend… but soon I felt my cock wasn't as hard as it should be and she'd notice. But she was the one who said it, and her question landed like a weight across the entire living room:

“Did you come?”

She said it quickly, as if it were a single word, and I couldn't keep up the charade:

“…Yes…”

She stopped. I stopped. She didn't turn her head. She said nothing and I slowly pulled out of her, and all I could think to say was: “Wait, I'll clean you up.”

I went to the bathroom with a deeply unpleasant feeling of unease. I grabbed some toilet paper, and when I returned, María had her hand between her legs, trying to keep anything from dripping out and staining her panties, pants, or the sofa. When she saw me coming, without moving her hand, she stood up and I gave her the toilet paper so she could catch everything. She took off her heels and pants and sat on the sofa with her shirt open, her pussy exposed, and her elegant bra on display.

She was flushed, but not much—warm but not sweaty. I leaned in to kiss her and she kissed me back. In her eyes I saw no reproach, no recrimination, which I was extremely grateful for. I wanted to make it up to her… I wanted to please her in a way where my cock couldn't fail me: I kissed her again, pressing her to lie back, trailing kisses down her body—her neck, her cleavage, her breasts. I reached her bra and tried to pull it down, but it wouldn't budge… I had to settle for caressing her cleavage and groping her over the bra while my mouth kept moving… going down… I kissed her belly and she asked:

“What are you going to do to me?”

“Well… I'm going to… eat your pussy.”

“Oh yeah?”

“Yes.”

“Sounds good to me.”

“Sounds good to you?” I asked with some confidence for the first time, knowing my tongue was reliable, capable—that my tongue on her pussy could actually be up to the task.

“Do you want me to… put on the heels? Does it turn you on more?” María seemed determined to please me when I was the one who owed her. I told her yes and she sat up a bit, just enough to slip on her high heels. She lay back down and spread her legs, inviting me to satisfy her, at least with my tongue, to finally bring her to orgasm.

I wanted to linger on her thighs, but I couldn't. I wanted to tease her by licking around her crotch, but I couldn't. Her soaked, open pussy demanded I taste it immediately. It captivated me by sight and smell alike—when I tried to resist diving in so soon, her intoxicating scent told me there was no more playing around. “I love how you smell…” the second thing I managed to say with any confidence… My tongue parted her lips, savoring every slick drop that coated her. With each lick I felt the soft warmth of her pussy and drank in that wetness that drove me crazy… María lifted her legs and arched her back when my tongue stopped teasing her yielding folds and searched inside her for an even more intense taste.

I took my time. I took my time eating her out with everything I had, giving her what she and her body deserved. On my knees, I ran my hands up her thighs to lift her legs, or up to her chest to knead her breasts through her bra until her tits spilled free. María tangled her fingers in my hair and arched her whole body, shuddering when my tongue found some untouched spot, her gasps becoming soft cries that I wanted to turn into pleas and moans of surrender.

I stayed there a long while, thinking at every moment that my girlfriend would reach climax, until she asked me to use my hand too—to rub her clit with my fingers while my tongue kept sucking and thrusting into her. And so I did: with two fingers I worked her clit while my lips sucked on hers, stretching them, spreading them apart, so my tongue could plunge as deep as possible…

Sometimes gasps, sometimes those little cries that were almost moans, until finally a longer “ammmhhh”—about three seconds—after which she let her legs relax and gently pushed my head away.

“Fuck… that was so good…” she said, satisfied, confirming I'd succeeded and she was finally at peace.

I stood up, my knees a bit sore, not euphoric but satisfied. I picked up the toilet paper and told her I was going to take a quick shower. I left the living room, tossed the toilet paper in the toilet, and turned on the shower, letting the water run until it got hot. I decided to use the time to grab my clothes from the living room. I hadn't meant to be stealthy, but I must have been, because she didn't notice I'd come back. She didn't see me—didn't see me standing in the doorway, stunned, amazed to see María completely naked, without her shirt, without her bra, wearing only her heels, lying on her back on the sofa with her eyes closed… rubbing her pussy fiercely, almost brutally, gasping shamelessly between involuntary spasms, finishing what I hadn't been able to finish—and who knows if I'd even really started—seeking an orgasm that I, with neither my cock nor my tongue, had been able to give her.


CHAPTER 4

That only made my insecurity worse. Over the next few days, our sex life didn't improve—if anything, it got worse—and I kept asking myself what had changed. Sure, I couldn't fuck her like Edu, but I couldn't even do it the way I had before he came into our lives.

I tried to understand what was wrong with me, kept asking myself what had changed. The thought that María considered my cock inadequate had been a turn-on for months, and now it was a serious worry. Maybe it was because now I could see that yes, it really was a problem. The thing is, it's one thing to fantasize about your girlfriend wanting something bigger, a more powerful lover, and another thing entirely to live with your partner not being attracted to you—or being much less attracted—precisely because it's not a fantasy anymore. It's real. I became convinced that when she looked back at me on the couch, she hadn't wanted to look at my cock so she wouldn't lose her arousal.

I also started thinking about talking to someone about all of this. After all, she had told Paula, her friend—maybe she was leaning on her for support. Meanwhile, I had been going through everything alone, without so much as an opinion from someone I trusted, which felt like its own kind of betrayal.

I also started thinking that maybe she deserved another lover—someone who wasn't me, someone who matched her, who could satisfy her. As became obvious the night of the wedding, she knew how to be satisfied. I wondered if it would be possible to have a complete relationship except for that one thing—except for sex—as if it were some kind of arrangement where another person handled that part. Maybe it was surreal, but I was starting to see very few options.

One night the following week, I opened María's closet—I wanted to go for a run and had some workout clothes in one of her drawers. Without meaning to, I spotted Edu's suit jacket and was surprised that she still hadn't given it to Paula to pass along to him, like she'd said she would. What was going on with Edu? Did they interact at work? Exchange glances? Even work cases together? I respected María's request, but curiosity definitely had me on edge. And I was still missing that half hour—maybe more—of them at the hotel… which frustrated me.

Another night, while we were having dinner at home, my girlfriend got a phone call. Amparo this, Patricia that… I listened to her talk, and when she hung up, I decided to play the Patricia card, to see if it might crack open a door and let me find out something.

“And Patricia? What's up with her?” I asked.

“Well, work's been hit or miss for her, to be honest.”

“You all used to go out together. Have you lost touch?”

“I don't know, she came in with a lot of enthusiasm… I think she wanted to win everyone over all at once. Plus it was summer… I don't know, people are always more up for going out then.”

“Is she calmer now?” My questions were landmines, strategically placed bait. I don't know if María was onto what I was trying to do, but she didn't take the bait. It's not like I expected a “since Edu fucked her she's more relaxed, by the way I was with him today,” but she gave me nothing.

“Yeah, seems like it,” she said curtly.

Thursday came, and it had been a week since her faked orgasm, since my inability to please her, since my inability to even say something dirty that would turn her on and make her moan. That night María came straight home from work, and it didn't seem like we were going to have sex. The next day she was leaving for the weekend to visit her parents. I'd pick her up at the office and drive her to the train station, which meant I might run into Edu on the way out. I thought of a question that wouldn't break the pact. The two of us in bed, about to fall asleep, I said:

“Hey, María, just one thing—I'm not trying to start anything. Is Edu changing offices after all?”

“Well… I think he had a second interview or something, but anyway, for now he's still there.”

“I only ask because I noticed his jacket's still here, that's all.”

“Yeah, you're right. I need to give it to Paula.”

After she said that, I found myself wondering why she didn't just take it the next day and be done with it. But I said nothing.

The next day I was distracted and tense at work. If I wanted to, I could easily run into Edu—I just had to park near María's office and wait, maybe even go up to reception. It would be the first time I'd see him since he'd fucked her. The first time he'd have the chance to look at me and say with his eyes, “I fucked the hell out of your girlfriend.” Again, arousal, jealousy, irritation, and a touch of humiliation washed over me as I imagined it—a mix of sensations I never got used to, pure nicotine.

Restless, I waited on the sidewalk across from the door for María to come out. Or Edu. I didn't want to go up to reception—that would be too much. I checked my watch and smoothed my hair in the reflection of a shop window without really looking at myself, absently, automatically, just to have something to do.

People in suits started filing out, but there was no sign of either of them—until someone came out that I wasn't expecting, and far less polished than the rest. It was Víctor. In jeans and a black shirt, he once again cut a thoroughly disheveled figure, especially compared to everyone else. His glasses, which had to be at least ten years old, were rimless. His straight hair was pulled back in a ponytail, and his gaze was calm, confident, but alert—so alert that I got the impression he'd spotted me well before I spotted him.

I'd planned on just a quick hello, but he immediately made it clear he had other ideas. He told me he usually came to the office on Wednesdays and Fridays, unless something urgent came up. I listened while constantly wondering how much he knew about what had happened at the wedding; he'd left early, but Edu told him things—how much? I had no idea. Just to make conversation, I mentioned that my laptop was making a terrible noise and, before I knew it, we were exchanging phone numbers in case I wanted María to bring it to the office one day so he could take a look.

Suddenly my girlfriend appeared and interrupted us. Víctor gestured to include her in our conversation, but without even looking at him, she cut him off mid-sentence and said quickly:

“Where'd you park? Let's go or I'm not going to make it.”

Once we were in the car, she asked:

“What were you doing talking to that guy?”

“I don't know, he came over to talk to me.”

“He's a really weird guy.”

“How so?”

“I don't know, he looks at you weird.”

“What do you mean, looks weird?”

“Well… weird, weird… creepy. You can drop me off here if you want,” she said, trying to keep me out of the traffic around the station. We shared a quick, inadequate goodbye kiss and she disappeared into the distance, hurried yet elegant.

Back in the solitude of our house, I tried to find answers. Above all, an answer to that pressure I felt, the pressure she was putting on me even if unintentionally. I thought maybe it was the comparison—that now, when we did it, she could compare me to Edu. But what about her exes? I'd never obsessed much over María's former partners, which had kept me from getting paranoid. I mean, my girlfriend could have compared me to her exes—who knows if she had—and maybe during our first sexual encounters I'd worried she might compare me to them. I didn't even remember, but if it had happened, I'd certainly forgotten it. It had never affected me, but now it did.

Wandering aimlessly through social media that Friday night, I started chatting with a good childhood friend. One of those friends you only see once a year now, or even every two years, but when you do, it's like no time has passed. A friend you tell things you wouldn't tell newer friends. And I wanted to meet up with him the next day, even though I wasn't sure if I'd tell him about all that craziness.

He happily agreed, and we went for a beer in the old quarter mid-afternoon. My friend Germán was my age, 35, but already married with two daughters. The conversation flowed as always, like in the back corner of school, like on university Thursdays. I knew he wouldn't judge me—he never had—and I knew that letting one more person in on this, letting him in, posed no danger. I definitely needed to get it all out. And I told him. Beer after beer, I went into practically every detail except the strictly sexual ones.

He listened attentively, without interrupting. Obviously surprised, but without any dramatic reactions. He asked me some questions about things that weren't clear to him. And I didn't know if I was expecting a verdict or just wanted to get it off my chest.

“Well, I think there may be solutions,” he said, calming me down a bit. He continued:

“The first and simplest is to learn to live with it. If everything in your relationship is a ten… or, let's say an eight… because your sex life is a, what, four? Three? Well, maybe it's something you just have to push through. And maybe things will get better over time, go back to normal.” I wasn't entirely convinced by that kind of “do nothing” approach. “Another solution is to find someone else. I mean, if she's unsatisfied and you like watching… I don't know… online, for example, find someone serious… someone who…”

“Someone who's not Edu, you mean,” I interrupted.

“Well, yeah, someone who hasn't laughed at you… who hasn't humiliated María at work… someone who doesn't have photos of María that he could, God forbid, blackmail you with… someone who…”

“Okay… okay…” I said, my words overlapping with his “someone who doesn't work with her.”

We sat in silence for a moment, took a drink from our beers, and I was the one to continue:

“Look… the problem is, first, I don't think she'd agree to meet someone online for that, and second, even though it might seem surreal at this point, I still don't know if it's only with Edu, if it works for me, if just anyone would work for us.”

“Well, you told me that at the wedding you'd asked her to warm up that guy… the one who had dinner with you.”

“Marcos.”

“Yeah.”

“Yeah, but, I don't know. It was just a test. I don't know, I don't know how serious the thing with Marcos really was. It's just… fuck… I still don't know if it has to be Edu no matter what.”

“That I don't know. If it doesn't have to be Edu, I don't see why it would be complicated… imagine you find someone serious for that, you like him, and you meet up a couple times a month to do it. And… the rest of the month you fantasize about what you experienced with him to… to get turned on.”

It made sense, I suppose, but it didn't quite convince me.

“And as for you,” he continued, “you'll think this is stupid, but maybe you should... look for... I mean, this just occurred to me, but I don't know, if you've got an ego problem, a mental block, maybe... you've got money now, you both work, you don't have kids, she's away this weekend for example, so you call a girl, hand her two hundred euros, or go wherever you need to go and take your time with her, knowing she's not going to judge you.”

I liked that even less.

“María doesn't judge me,” I said.

“María compares, by your own account.”

“I'm not sure about that.”

“Yeah... I don't know. I know it sounds stupid that... with a woman like María you'd go to a place like that a couple of times, but it might be a way to get your confidence back.”

“Germán,” I said, lowering my voice, “I don't think fucking a hooker is going to make me feel like more of a man and come home with my confidence restored and my batteries recharged.”

I knew he was trying to help, but this had been more of a venting session than a solution.

Meeting someone online was still a possibility, but I couldn't picture myself coming home and suggesting to María that we find someone for that.

“About your dream, that nightmare of... wanting to stop María, of... you know, preventing her from going further with another man, well, I'm no Freud, but maybe it reflects that 'I want to but I don't want to' thing you've been carrying around for months... tormented, so to speak.”

I felt a bit dejected. Neither of us could come up with any solutions beyond doing nothing or finding a third party who wasn't Edu.

“Have you asked María if it has to be Edu?”

“Um... those aren't questions I ask her, to be honest.”

“I mean... tell her, look, María, you and I both know that at least at this point in our relationship you need a better lover than me, and watching you would turn me on, so if it doesn't necessarily have to be Edu, we'll find someone—I'm sure there are plenty of candidates.”

“I don't know, Germán... she'd tell me I'm crazy and that she's completely satisfied.”

“Well, that's something you two need to talk through calmly. What seems impossible today might not seem so impossible tomorrow.”

I felt a bit guilty for talking so much about myself and threw out a “what about you?” that made us both laugh—what could he possibly say after all that.

The beers kept piling up. We had dinner together and the topic drifted in and out randomly. I didn't get home until after two in the morning.

One thing was clear: I had to figure out whether all this had to involve Edu or not, and suddenly it hit me: “What if Edu's the one who doesn't want to?” Any man in the world would want a repeat with María, but Edu was a special case.

Lying on the couch. Dizzy. Pretty drunk. I grabbed my phone. Saw my last conversation with Edu. Was I really thinking about asking him what he wanted? I couldn't do it. Especially for María's sake. She didn't deserve that.

I thought about Víctor—maybe I could discreetly find out what he knew. I was curious, more like anxious, to know how much Edu had told him about all this. He might also be able to help me figure out what Edu wanted.

I decided to text him, thanking him for offering to help with my laptop, but with zero faith he'd respond given the hour.

But to my surprise, he responded right away. We chatted for a while until desperation and alcohol took over. I ended up asking him about the wedding night, about why he'd left at the end, until I typed: “Do you know what happened afterward between María, Edu, and me?”

He was taking a while to respond. That made me really nervous. His answer was vague. And I, even more desperate, wrote:

“Do you know if Edu wants to... you know?”

“Repeat, you mean? Hahaha,” he responded, and my blood ran cold.

“Yes,” I replied, feeling somewhat humiliated.

“No, I don't think so. Why? She wants to, right? Haha.”

That really pissed me off, but I couldn't stop myself from writing:

“Do you know if they interact at work?”

“I don't know, ask her, have her tell you, hehe.”

I didn't know what the hell I was doing texting this suddenly insufferable forty-something at two in the morning... It was insane. I regretted it instantly—a terrible feeling settled in my gut.

The conversation ended there. I went to brush my teeth. I got into bed and sent María a sweet message. I was lying in the dark, about to set my phone on the nightstand, when I read on the screen:

Víctor: Why are you asking so many questions? Looking for someone else to fuck her good while you watch?


CHAPTER 5

I woke up and read a message María had just sent me. If what I’d written her the night before had been affectionate, hers was even more so. I felt a deep love for her that made me feel strangely good, and what was even better: her words radiated that same love back at me.

The atmosphere of that Sunday morning, alone in our house, calmed me. I looked at the clock, did some quick math—exactly two weeks had passed since I’d woken up with my pants around my knees and María telling me we should leave Edu’s room. Exactly two weeks. Too little time to recover from such a shock, too little time to make drastic decisions.

Germán’s option that I’d initially dismissed might be the wisest: do nothing. But with a nuance, and that nuance was trusting that everything would return to how it was before, that the problem would disappear little by little—my mental block, my feeling of inferiority, my wounded ego. Perhaps it was merely a matter of time before I recovered.

María didn’t come back on Monday but on Sunday night, which, according to her, is what she does when she misses me most. My friend wasn’t wrong when he’d told me our relationship was perfect except for that sexual element; we’d been dating for five years now and were still as in love as at the beginning. If there was one thing I was sure of, it was that.

That night we made love, and I noticed a change in her right away. She didn’t overact, at least it didn’t feel like she did as much. And she wasn’t looking for a stud who would make her lose her mind. She wasn’t looking for an aggressive fuck that would kill her with orgasms. It was a normal fuck, the kind a stable couple has, though she did have trouble coming and ended up finishing with the help of her fingers on her clit—I definitely preferred that to her subjecting me to such stress. Was that enough? No. Not for her or for me, but at least it brought some peace and calm.

But days passed and our sexual encounters grew further apart. I tried to stick to my plan, which basically consisted of not screwing up anymore and respecting her. Not writing to either Víctor or Edu, not asking María about him. I also stayed firm in keeping my promise not to think about Edu when making love to her.

My desire for María hadn’t faded. Never. Though it was true that what we’d experienced with Edu was another world entirely. If my desire for María was a nine out of ten, what we’d experienced with Edu had been a twenty. But as the days passed, I was beginning to fear that if María’s desire for me had always been a seven, now it might be slipping toward a failing grade. These were just guesses, or maybe not just guesses—maybe there were enough signs… our sex became mechanical on her part, with me almost always being the one who sought her out. I was starting to worry.

One night that November, María came home and as soon as she walked in, she went back out to take out the trash. Minutes passed and she didn’t come back, which struck me as odd. I looked out the window and saw her talking to a neighbor. A forty-something sleazeball who flirted with any woman between twenty and fifty. I saw them. I watched them. María was laughing. He was making her laugh, despite the fact that, as far as I knew, they barely knew each other. And my heart sank. What if… what if she ended up finding someone who gave her everything? What if she found someone to connect with, love, laugh with, and who was also a good lover? What if the sexual problem wasn’t contained and ended up devouring everything?

Days passed and I got tired of being the one who sought her out. I wanted her to be the one to come to me to make love. Four, five days and nothing. Six, seven days and nothing. After the third day, I’d masturbate in the shower, and to come I’d think—or rather remember—everything that happened in Edu’s room. I’d come remembering her impaled by that guy, remembering her screams that could be heard throughout the hotel floor… Afterward I’d wonder if she also masturbated to calm herself down. I also wondered, tormented myself thinking about whether she desired me so little now, whether my cock had started to repulse her compared to Edu’s, whether sex with me disgusted her now that she’d experienced sex so many levels above.

The tenth day came and the streak was broken. She broke it. But to break it like that, I would have preferred to continue with our abstinence.

It was Saturday. I’d gone out for a run in the morning, and when I grabbed my workout clothes, as always, I’d seen Edu’s jacket hanging there. I still didn’t understand why she hadn’t returned it. From the jacket, I deduced he was still working at the firm.

We ate at home, somewhat late. That night we had to go to the birthday party of one of María’s cousins, someone she wasn’t particularly close to, but she was turning thirty and they’d prepared a surprise party for her. A birthday where the guest list had been expanded considerably.

Lying on the couch, I was falling asleep watching a tedious movie on television. María seemed as drowsy as I was when she surprised me by moving closer, pressing against me. Soon I felt a kiss on my neck, and then her lips were on mine. In barely twenty seconds, María had climbed on top of me.

I was in a t-shirt and underwear and she was still in pajamas—a black set with pants and a button-up top, almost like a man’s, with a satin-like texture. Pajamas that were both elegant and sexy, though nothing like her summer nightgowns. Two, three kisses. Her tongue in my mouth. The sounds of our kisses grew loud. She wasn’t saying anything to me, we weren’t saying anything to each other. She pulled off my t-shirt. She put her hands on my chest and kissed my neck, purring. I let her take the lead, still surprised: not even a minute ago we’d been apart and I was about to fall asleep.

María stood up and pulled off my underwear. My soft cock came into view, but she didn't look at it. I don't know why—she turned slightly toward the TV, as if suddenly interested in a movie she hadn't even been paying attention to before. Then she slipped off her pajama pants and panties, letting them fall to the floor.

She turned back toward me and straddled me. She wrapped one hand around my cock, gripping firmly—her hand covered it entirely—pulled the skin back once, all the way, with surgical precision, and began stroking me slowly. With her other hand, she reached down to touch herself. She was working us both at the same time. She kept tossing her hair from one side of her head to the other, like a tic. I searched for her eyes, and sometimes I found them and sometimes I didn't. I wanted to connect, but whether on purpose or not, she wouldn't let me.

The handjob grew more intense—both what she was doing to me and what she was doing to herself. Her hair kept swinging from side to side every few seconds. When it finally fell down her back, I could clearly see her nipples straining against the black fabric. I reached for her buttons and she stopped me.

“I want you to hold out,” she whispered, making clear—and she wasn't wrong—that if I freed her breasts and started caressing or kissing them, this wouldn't last long. It was the first thing she'd said to me.

It wasn't long before María stopped both handjobs and mounted me. She lowered herself onto my cock in a completely mechanical way. As I slid inside her, she only made a small muffled sound—didn't even open her mouth to let out air, to let out pleasure... She placed her hands on my chest. She looked at me. This time she actually looked at me and began to fuck me slowly, rocking her hips back and forth. I put my hands on her ass—it felt cold—and let her ride me at whatever pace she wanted.

We stayed like that for three or four minutes, until she slid one hand down to her clit and leaned her torso back a bit. She tilted her head and rubbed herself. She began to sigh, moaned a little louder... one more minute, or not even that... an “mmm,” then another “mmmm” with her eyes closed, she threw her head back, all her hair back, her nipples rock hard wanting to explode, wanting to burst out of her pajamas, her hand frantic on her clit, her hips jerking hard and sharp, back and forth, and a third “mhhmmm!” that brought her orgasm to its peak.

She stayed still. Ecstatic. Or rather, relieved. A few seconds until she regained her composure. And she remembered me. She remembered me and began moving her hips, this time up and down. I honestly thought this switch—up and down instead of back and forth—wasn't to give me more pleasure, but to make me finish. Because she was looking at me, but she wasn't with me. She was riding me in that shallow up-and-down motion, careful not to slip out, knowing me, knowing my pathetic cock.

While slowly riding me, she unbuttoned her jacket herself and offered me her tits—enormous, falling heavy down her torso, glistening, colossal and proudly jutting forward, with wide areolas that covered much of her breasts. Her nipples didn't seem quite as hard now. María was showing me her breasts to finish me off, so I'd come already. And she let out some “ufff” “goood” while throwing her head back again, and I, whether I believed her or not, couldn't help but start to convulse. My hands went to her tits, I squeezed them hard and she let out an “Mmm... that's it...” without stopping, still riding me, and I, spurt by spurt, was flooding her, filling her, in a mixture of pleasure and unease that's hard to describe.

I closed my eyes and let my head fall back. I felt her pull off me and go clean herself up. My eyes were still closed when she came back and wiped my small cock with toilet paper—I could already feel it had shrunk.

María sat back down on the couch, in her spot. The whole thing had taken barely ten minutes. It hadn't been a fuck—it had been two orgasms, hers and mine, separate, and María had mounted me the way she might have mounted a cold dildo.


CHAPTER 6

We kept watching television and I knew María must have been realizing it had been a disaster, that our sex life since the wedding day had been going from bad to worse. She couldn't accept this—it was impossible.

It was a spring-like day, didn't feel like November. The sun was streaming through the window and the temperature felt more like May. The whole thing filled me with a terrible reluctance. At almost thirty-six, having to go to a birthday party for some thirty-year-old girl I barely knew.

“Dinner and the first place we go afterward, and then we can leave if you want.” María had promised me that would be enough to fulfill our obligation. With a bit of luck, by one or two in the morning at the latest, we could be back home.

We arrived at the restaurant to wait for the birthday girl. The long table was almost full—we were among the last to arrive. María was wearing a white pantsuit with a black lace camisole underneath, almost like she was wearing a short nightgown. I didn't quite understand that fashion trend and it seemed a bit overdressed, but the cousin's friends weren't far behind and were also more dolled up than they would be on any regular Saturday night, I think. I was dressed much more casually and, fortunately, the two or three guys there, boyfriends of the other girls, were as casual as me, with the same look of being there for any reason but their own choice.

The cousin arrived before I could even make a dent in my first beer, and there was an explosion of overacting, eternal loves, and thanksyouguysarethebestever that triggered an explosion inside me too—but in my case, one of secondhand embarrassment. María didn't feel as out of place as I did, but she was close.

Fortunately, sitting across from us was a very nice girl, very thin, who talked a mile a minute, telling anecdotes, always choosing the precise words, and I found her genuinely funny. Soon she captured the attention of the four or five of us around her and became the life of the mini party in our corner. Between the graceful monologist and the fact that I'd long since switched to wine, things weren't anything to write home about, but they were going better than expected.

I looked at my phone lighting up on the table and saw an unknown number calling, a number I didn't have saved that had been calling me recently and that, for one reason or another, I'd never answered. The truth was I figured it was some telemarketer, but since it was Saturday and already that late, it surprised me. Before I could answer, they'd hung up.

Another glass, and another, and one more, and María said to me quietly: “You can ease up on the wine.” I didn't take it too badly, but I hated when she got into that protective or distrustful mode, worried I wouldn't behave properly.

Suddenly the conversation took a sharp turn and a girl with curly, coppery hair took control—quite ugly—who talked about couple life and seemed like she'd read studies on everything. Like someone reading a dentist's waiting room magazine out loud:

“Well, I read that there's a study that says single women do it more often, on average, than married ones.”

Almost no one there had a partner—in fact, in our corner only María and I were a couple—and the girl seemed intent on rubbing salt in the wound. You'd think she knew we'd done it once in ten days and purely out of physical necessity.

Not content with that, she addressed us directly:

“What about you two, are you Saturday people?” she asked us, trying to be funny in that invasive way of hers.

We pretended to smile, and neither María nor I wanted to take the bait. But the girl insisted.

“You know what they say about married couples, Saturday night…”

We stayed quiet, but you could see María was tense. The alcohol was numbing me, but my girlfriend was enduring her without anesthesia.

“How does it go?” the curly-haired girl continued. “Saturday night, new shirt and… a quickie.”

María exploded:

“Excuse me, first of all we're not married, and second, maybe we fuck three times a day.”

Thank god, the monologist, who seemed to have a much higher emotional intelligence than the accuser, took control of the conversation again and things didn't get out of hand.

Despite María's request, I hadn't held back much with the wine and left there pretty buzzed. We were walking in a group of about twenty people toward a nearby pub and my girlfriend took the opportunity to talk with her cousin, with whom she'd barely been able to exchange a few words. Walking behind them, I compared the difference in physique between the two, the difference in style, in everything. Five years with María and I was still amazed at how hot she was. Her stylish walk in those white pants, just opaque enough that her thong wouldn't show through. Her elegant heels, none of the tackiness of many of the cousin's friends. Her blazer with the sleeves pushed up just right, her silky black top that suggested so much but was miles from trashy.

We arrived at our destination. A place where people seemed too young, at least for me, even younger than the cousin and her friends. Not quite college students, but almost. It was pretty packed for barely midnight. I ordered my first drink with María, thinking the worst was over, that from then on we'd stick together more, but I was wrong—soon we found ourselves absorbed by a circle, my girlfriend talking and laughing with this one and that one while I had nothing and no one to talk to.

I felt my phone buzzing in my pants. That damn number again. I decided to step outside and take the call, but by the time I got out and away from the noise, they'd already hung up. I stood there on the sidewalk across the street for a while. After a couple of minutes, I decided to call back. But no one answered, and on the third ring it went to voicemail. Whoever it was, they were jerking me around.

I went back into the pub and saw that the group had broken up—a bunch of guys had swooped in. Apparently María had her own pursuer, a tall, thin blond guy in a striped shirt who had to be at least six-three. When I got closer, his bulging green eyes caught me off guard. His face was clean-shaven, maybe he could barely grow a beard at all, and I could tell he was really young; with some telltale pimples, he couldn't have been more than twenty-three or twenty-four.

I was about to interrupt, but I noticed my drink was almost empty and headed to the bar for another. From there, through gaps between heads, I could see the guy leaning in close to her, and María—truth be told—was laughing quite a bit.

I'm not saying the guy was ugly—he seemed normal enough—but I couldn't believe the nerve, the… audacity of trying to pick up a knockout like María. A twenty-three-year-old kid going after a thirty-five-year-old woman, probably the most beautiful girl he'd ever seen or would see that night and ten more nights after… but there he was, giving it everything he had, pulling out all the stops.

I don't know if María realized it, but from twelve feet away, I could see the guy undressing her with his eyes every time she spoke. The view of her cleavage from his vantage point must have been to die for. “That kid's going to have one hell of a jerk-off session when he gets home thinking about that cleavage,” I thought, drink in hand.

I didn't know what to do. I was already feeling pretty drunk. That awareness kicking in that tells you you've probably overdone it, but with the obligation to finish what you've paid for. I decided to stay at my observation post a little longer. The more María laughed, the more I stayed glued to the bar. The guy seemed to have game despite his youth—you could see him trying to pull her away from the group, to get her eyes only on him. They went on like that for about ten minutes, María still seeming charmed by her chatty suitor while the guy's face grew more and more confident and optimistic, as if every giggle from María boosted his chances of success. His face, every time María leaned in close to talk and he listened—or pretended to listen—seemed to say, “…what if I end up fucking this smoking hot chick tonight…?”

What caught me off guard was that… I started feeling jealous. Terribly jealous. A few months back, I'd been in a similar situation with María, but back then my ego definitely wasn't as low as it was now. Arousal and jealousy… and I didn't know which feeling was gripping me harder. The guy had been trying to get her to go to the bar for another drink for a while now, but she'd put him off, showing him her glass still half-full of gin and tonic. But time passed, the laughs and whispered confidences continued, and when I noticed María's glass held little more than ice, I decided to make my move. A few months ago, I wouldn't have interrupted her.

It wasn't me—it was the alcohol. The alcohol and rock-bottom self-esteem that made me put a stop to it, and stop it abruptly at that. I moved to María's other side and said in her ear:

“I've been alone for half an hour. Can you stop flirting?”

“What?” María asked, and I couldn't tell if she hadn't heard me or if she just couldn't believe I was interrupting her like that.

“I said, are you going to stop flirting?” I said, louder this time.

Her eyes were wide, bright, shining. Her cleavage seemed way more pronounced than the last time I'd seen her up close. You could even see a bit of her bra peeking out from under her top. Her tits looked impressively full for her frame… There was no way that kid didn't have a raging hard-on.

Her response was even harsher than my question: “Leave me alone.” She said it with contempt bordering on disgust.

And she walked off toward the restrooms, leaving the guy and me standing there like idiots.

I went after her. Sober, I never would have. I found her waiting in line for the bathroom. Her face was flushed, like that one drink had hit her three times as hard.

I tried to calm down. But I felt jealous. Insecure. Plus I was still angry about that afternoon's fuck. On top of that, I had the impression she was making all the rules and I wasn't making any. She still hadn't seen me. I decided to wait for her to go in and come out of the bathroom before approaching her. That's what I did. I stopped her when she came out and tried to frame it as me not knowing anyone, that it was normal for me to be bothered. María responded in monosyllables. She was already walking away when I, drunk, ended up blurting out the first thing that came to mind—one of the many things I'd been holding in:

“Hey María, tell me something—is Edu still at the office?” As soon as I heard myself, I knew it was completely out of line.

María was surprised—boy, was she surprised—but she held back from exploding and gave a curt:

“Yes, he's still there.”

“It's just that you don't tell me anything.” María made another face like she wanted to kill me.

She didn't respond, and I kept going, barely able to get the words out:

“Okay… and… even if it's just so I… well… you know there are things about the wedding night I still don't know, right?” I didn't want to look at her face while I said it, but I couldn't stop, and I didn't want to.

“What?” she shot back, burning.

“That… when I went to Paula's room…” I practically shouted in her ear over the music, “I left you and Edu alone, and I want to know what happened the whole time.”

María pushed me back a little. I looked at her. And she said nothing. But I would have preferred she told me to go to hell, because her look hit harder than any words could. She fixed her eyes on me with such revulsion that I couldn't breathe for ten seconds…

And she walked off again without a word. She looked so pissed I thought she might call a taxi and go home alone. I went to the bathroom. Looked at myself in the mirror. Disheveled, looking like hell. This was a nightmare. I splashed water on my face and went back out without thinking about what I'd find.

And what I found was María at the bar with that kid. Jealousy hit me hard. Way worse than before.

I went back outside. I didn't want to look to see if she was laughing with him or if, after our little fight, she was being more serious with her persistent admirer.

I sat down in a doorway across the street. Grabbed my phone. I got the urge to call that unknown number—could just as easily have done anything else. No one answered.

Four. Five. Ten. Fifteen minutes, and María didn't come out or call. I grabbed my phone again to look up the taxi number so I could leave alone. That's when my girlfriend called. I felt relief.

We could barely understand each other: I wanted to leave, and she reluctantly agreed to come back with me, but she asked me to come inside and say goodbye to her cousin. I said no, that I was already calling a taxi, and she said if I wasn't going to say goodbye, I could take the taxi alone.

I had no choice but to go back to the place where I'd felt more jealous than at any point since I'd known María. I saw her with her cousin, while the tall guy seemed to have changed targets. Paranoia or not, María, holding a bottle of water, was glancing at him out of the corner of her eye, maybe disappointed that her admirer didn't have eyes only for her.

I said goodbye to the cousin and asked María for the water bottle. At first glance, she seemed to be in a much friendlier mood now.

We stood there quiet for a moment. Damn, she looked stunning. A little sweaty, her hair tousled, falling to one side of her face… that thirty-something posh vibe of hers surrounded by all those beardless vultures… her ass hugged by that thin white fabric… We looked at each other… and I started drinking from her bottle.

“Don't finish my water…” she said playfully, seeing I wasn't going to leave any. I suddenly felt a surge of love for her.

We made our way through the crowd, me in front and her behind. When I got out, I realized I'd lost her. I reached my familiar doorway across the street and called a taxi. While I waited, I saw María come out escorted by that guy who kept making her laugh, though he stayed at the door, ready to go back in. With an exaggerated pleading look, he seemed to be asking for two chaste goodbye kisses, which María, laughing again, agreed to give him.

María came over to me and I didn't say anything about the guy. Neither did she. The taxi arrived, and during the ride I felt relieved. A calm I'd never known before, a kind of post-jealousy peace that made me feel reborn.

We got to our building's entrance, and while María put the key in, I came at her from behind. I put my hands on her ass and squeezed firmly. I went for her neck and she reached her hand back toward me. I'd gotten hard in an instant. I pressed my hips against her ass and moved my hands to her top. I grabbed over the silk, over each breast, as I pushed her again with my hips, pinning her against the door. I bit her neck, drawing out an “ayy” that was more affectionate than turned on.

We got to the elevator and I brought my hands to her neck, kissing her lips, almost licking them, before slipping my tongue inside. A second kiss, long… and we'd already reached our floor. I slid my hands under her shirt and caressed the cups of her bra…

“You know what?” I whispered in her ear.

“What…?” she responded sweetly, getting more into my game.

“I'm going to fuck you…”

“Oh yeah?”

“Yeah… Yeah… I'm going to fuck you and that kid's going to jerk off…” I whispered, lowering my hands to her ass and pressing my crotch against hers…

We were groping each other in that elevator with the doors open. I kissed her with desire, almost with rage, tugging at her lower lip with my lips and teeth. I groped her tits as best I could over her clothes… until I slipped one of my hands down the front of her pants, under her panties too. I felt her trimmed, curly hair… I expected to find her soft and wet, but instead I met a firmer, resistant texture. That didn't discourage me, and I started to part her lips little by little.

“I'm going to fuck you… María…” I said in her ear, kissing her neck gently as I worked my way down with my middle finger.

“I'm going to fuck you… and insult you… like you asked me to that time… That's what you want, right?”

María didn't respond, but she put her hands on my ass and bit my earlobe as she listened.

We went inside, into the living room. María tossed aside her purse and jacket, and I kissed her furiously, pushing her down onto the couch. Standing in front of her, I unbuttoned my pants and pulled them down along with my underwear, confidently displaying my rock-hard cock.

From where I stood, I could see more than half of María's tits, and I thought about the show that kid had gotten. The thought turned me on. But he'd never actually see them—and I would. I started stroking myself in front of her. I felt on top of the world.

“You want me to come on you, huh? Like you asked me that time…” I said, hard as a rock, about to explode, drunk and burning with lust. I was so horny my legs were shaking. María, sitting in front of me, wasn't quite ready to play along.

“Like you told me… 'on my face or on my tits'… Right?” I said, jerking off fast. “On your face… I want it on your face… I'll come on your face and then fuck you nice and slow…” I said, never taking my eyes off her.

María scooted forward, sitting on the edge of the couch, and offered me her face.

“Fuck… María, god…! I can't take it anymore… pull them out… pull out your tits!”

My girlfriend, either at my request or to avoid staining her clothes, pulled down the straps of her black top and bra, tugging both down just enough to let her gorgeous, enormous tits spill over the fabric—magnificent breasts with large nipples, their full weight resting on the bunched-up bra and top, which seemed to groan under the strain.

María, tits out and face tilted up, offered herself to me.

I looked at her. Looked at her face, her closed eyes… I stroked harder. The tip was completely soaked, precum running down my fingers, making that wet slapping sound as my hand flew back and forth… She cupped her breasts and spread her legs to keep from getting her pants dirty, offering me everything—her face, her cleavage, her enormous tits… her areolas, her nipples. I pictured a massive load on her face, imagined multiple spurts drenching her completely, her face and tits covered… And then I felt my climax building... a thick spurt shot out... landing on her chin… and I kept coming, but the white liquid wasn't shooting anymore—it was just sliding, sliding through my fingers. María opened her eyes when she didn't feel anything else hit her. The spurt that had reached her chin was stretching into a long strand that hung down, almost touching her tits, while more cum leaked out of me but refused to land on her.

I'd barely released anything… Just one small spurt had shot out, leaving my hand and my pathetic cock coated. Nothing more. Coming a few hours earlier hadn't helped. I stepped back a bit. The only strand of cum that had reached María finally fell, dripping down until it landed between her tits.

Without a word, she stood up carefully, cupping her hand over the mess so it wouldn't drip, and headed to the bathroom.

I fell apart. That had been another disaster. Getting all worked up because of out-of-control jealousy. And that confidence—that bravado, that false sense of ego—had come entirely from the alcohol. All of it had led to a pathetic jerk-off session over María, who didn't deserve any of that.

It took me a while to pull myself together. I was too embarrassed to even face María. Coming back to reality was brutal. I heard her leave the bathroom and head to the bedroom. I went to the bathroom then, and once there, I killed some time before going to the bedroom, where I found her already in her pajamas.

“You done in the bathroom?” she asked, her tone pleasant—more pleasant than I deserved.

Making love was clearly off the table after that.

Five minutes later, we were in bed with the lights off. Then María's phone, sitting on the nightstand, lit up. She looked at it for a moment, then flipped it over.


CHAPTER 7

We were destroying each other. We both knew it. She had to know it. She, probably without meaning to, was finishing off an ego that was already damaged. And I, to top it off, was getting brave on alcohol, turning into someone who—to put it mildly—wasn't me.

What if the word for what María felt was "resignation"? The thought destroyed me. "This is the lover I have, and it is what it is." That's what I was mulling over that Sunday morning. The way she'd accepted my orgasm the night before, as if she knew far better than I did that not much was going to come from my little member. The way she went to bed, calm, like someone who knows something can be mediocre but there's no point getting angry when there's no solution. That there was no point fighting.

After lunch I rested for a while, and then I'd have to do some work, since I'd gotten a call from the office—a real mess had come up and I wanted to get ahead on things for the next day.

María made plans to have coffee with Paula. Apparently they'd come to the house afterward, and I assumed that's when María would give her Edu's jacket. I didn't quite understand all the runaround just to return it, but maybe there was nothing more to it.

Mid-afternoon I was working on my laptop in the living room when Paula, Amparo, and María showed up. I hadn't seen them since the wedding. In fact, I hadn't seen Paula since I'd left her in her bed, after we'd kissed. With perfect discretion, she greeted me exactly the way she always had—the way it should be. Amparo didn't know the house, so they walked around a bit before heading to the bedroom.

I went to the bathroom, which is next to the bedroom, with no intention of eavesdropping. I expected the usual—María and Paula talking about clothes—but apparently I arrived at just the right moment when they were actually saying something worth hearing:

“Here, take it. You've been putting off coming to get it for I don't even know how long.” María was obviously giving Edu's jacket to Paula. But Amparo didn't understand, and after asking whose it was—with Paula answering without lying—she asked again:

“Wait, what? How come you have it?”

Paula, wanting to spare María the awkwardness, tried to brush it off:

“Well, he ended up leaving it on a chair at the wedding, after you left.”

“And he just leaves without his jacket and doesn't notice?” Amparo insisted innocently, having no idea of the compromising position she was putting María in.

My intention had been to pee and go back to the living room, but there I was, inside the bathroom, with the door ajar, listening, not really knowing where this would go.

Paula and María ended up ignoring that question—and Amparo, who perhaps out of boredom, wouldn't drop the subject. My girlfriend was showing Paula a sweater she'd bought, and her friend said she'd seen it but liked it better on the hanger than on her. Amparo kept at it:

“By the way, Edu's already on his third interview—I think he's leaving the firm. Who's Patricia going to ogle now, right?” She tried to be funny.

“Yeah…” they responded, not taking the bait.

“Although, I think he's already got his eye on the intern. And you can't tell me otherwise—the girl's a cutie. The bosses keep bringing us cute girls.”

“Well, Patricia's no great beauty,” María said.

“Patricia's fine, María. She's the opposite of the little intern, but she's not bad. I wouldn't be surprised if Edu's already… what's that word Ángel uses?” she laughed.

“Hooked up with,” Paula said.

“Ha! Hooked up with! That's it. What a character Ángel is—of all the married guys, he's the horniest.”

I had Amparo pegged as a gossip, but not as indiscreet. Every time there was a silence or someone said something about the clothes in María's closet, she felt compelled to bring up Edu again.

“Well, if Edu leaves, they'll throw him some kind of party. Even if it's just a few beers. And if he hasn't already, he'll definitely at least try with the intern. She's going to fall for sure. What a streak Edu's been on this year—well, always. In fact, I don't know why I introduced him to Nati when it was obvious he was going to leave her hanging.”

“I don't know what's gotten into you about Edu, girl,” Paula protested, while María talked about another sweater she'd just bought but said she hadn't worn because it hadn't really gotten cold yet. The voices and conversations overlapped, but Amparo had no off switch.

“I know you don't like him. Nobody can like him. But the truth is… Nati… that girl from the conference, Patricia, the one from the wedding, the intern for sure…”

María was missing from that list—and I could imagine her tense and somewhat humiliated, especially with Paula there. Amparo ended up hitting the nail on the head with surgical precision.

“All of them cuties… but you have to be a bit… you have to be pretty dim or really horny to sleep with him…”

“And why's that?” Paula asked, visibly angry, wanting to defend María but making things worse.

“Well, because he's a jerk, and besides…”

“Okay, enough!” María interrupted, and the whole house went silent. “You two are so annoying. Anyway… let's see…” she said in a conciliatory tone, “weren't you going to tell us about your trip? I'm sure it's more interesting.”

My girlfriend managed to completely redirect the conversation. I couldn't see her, but I could feel the anger Amparo's words had stirred up in her.

I went back to the living room and saw that unknown number calling again. On a Sunday. I picked up and immediately heard a familiar voice:

“Pablo, hey! How's it going, man? We've been playing phone tag. My phone crapped out.”

It was Germán. My stomach dropped.

He said he'd noticed I seemed really worried and wanted to know what I'd decided. I told him everything was still too fresh and I didn't want to make any drastic decisions. I didn't want to get into it, and he backed me up.

I felt a bit bad for hanging up on him so quickly and because the conversation always centered on me. And bad too because it was him calling, but what did I expect…? Had my subconscious been fantasizing all these hours that it was Edu calling from a different number? With the jacket, I felt something similar: Did part of me want María to refuse to return it for some hidden reason?

When the guests left, I obviously didn't say anything about what I'd heard, and that night, I couldn't help thinking about whether Edu leaving the office might clear the way a bit. María had always told me that one of the issues with Edu, for that game, was that he was a coworker.

But would hooking up with Edu again save our sex life? And then what?

I was still a mess.


CHAPTER 8

The problem I was expecting at work the next day was nothing compared to what I actually found. By noon I'd already texted María telling her not to wait for me for dinner. I could easily end up working until midnight.

It was already past nine, the office was emptying out, and only those of us working on the issue remained, scattered across different areas. I shared a workspace with other colleagues who had already gone home. My boss had left too.

I was so engrossed I didn't notice until I heard her voice:

“What have you gotten yourself into?” It was María, standing about six feet away, smiling—a smile that lit up the entire office. I hadn't expected this surprise. She'd never been here before.

“Wait—what are you doing here?”

“Well, here I am.”

I was speechless. Completely caught off guard.

Seeing I had nothing else to say, she continued:

“I ran into your boss, I think. Dark-haired guy, a bit heavy,” she said, lowering her voice and moving closer. She was wearing jeans and a thick, eye-catching sweater—bubblegum pink—with a white shirt peeking out at the collar and waist. She'd clearly stopped by home to change before this unexpected visit. The jeans looked incredible on her. Depending on how she dressed, María could look either irresistibly sexy or effortlessly beautiful, and I loved that about her.

“I didn't know you knew my boss.”

“Well, from photos. You know me—I remember faces.”

“But what are you doing here? I could be here all night.”

“If you're here all night, we'll need to eat, won't we?”

“You're pulling my leg,” I said, thrown off.

María ended up going to chat with the receptionist. I kept working and, out of the corner of my eye, caught people giving her strange looks as they left. After a while at reception, she came back to my desk, we talked a bit, and she sat down in a colleague's empty chair. Sometimes she'd get up and look around curiously, other times she'd check her phone. The minutes ticked by and she never interrupted me.

She left again, and about fifteen minutes later came back with a pizza. I didn't know whether to kill her, laugh, or fall even more in love—if that was even possible.

We ended up eating the pizza right there at my desk. I looked at her—her face bare of makeup, her hair pulled back in a ponytail. She looked younger that way. The topic of age didn't take long to come up.

“Thursday's your birthday,” she said, finishing a slice and reaching for a napkin. “The big three-six…” she exclaimed, wiping her hands and half laughing.

“Yeah, well, what can you do.”

“I have four gifts. Well. Five. Or four and a half. Or four and a surprise. Actually, I think three of them are surprises.”

“Wow, I'm sure I don't deserve that many.”

“I'm sure you do.”

We fell silent. Looking at each other.

Her eyes seemed bigger than ever—as if happiness made them grow.

“So, how much longer do you have?” she asked, bringing me back to reality.

“Well… I don't really know. I'm kind of stuck because I'm waiting on some approvals.”

“So?”

“So you should go. Come on.”

María cleaned up the pizza box and came close to me again. Me sitting, her standing. She asked me a couple of questions about my work, ran her fingers through my hair… I insisted she should go, and finally she gave me a kiss and left.

In that moment, I wondered how we'd managed to complicate our lives like this.


CHAPTER 9

Thursday morning came. I got in the shower. We hadn’t had sex since Saturday afternoon—sex, if you could even call it that. And Saturday night? Better not to mention or remember it.

The water ran down my back and I started getting hard. A stupid erection that made me reach down. It wasn’t the first time I’d jerked off in the shower those weeks, and every time I did, I pictured María being brutally fucked by Edu, whether against the table or on her bed. Whenever a flash of María’s face twisted with pleasure crossed my mind, my cock would twitch, and every time her moans echoed in my head, my cock would leak a small clear drop. Sometimes I felt guilty and sometimes I didn’t, depending on whether I’d gotten the impression that María had avoided having sex with me the night before.

It wasn’t a surprise when María texted me that afternoon to tell me where she’d made dinner reservations. We always did this—for her birthdays and mine.

Our schedules didn’t line up, so we arrived separately. When I got there, she was already seated. It was an elegant restaurant, very quiet. She was wearing a burgundy jumpsuit. That outfit seemed familiar somehow—something special, I mean. But I couldn’t place it, at least not yet. That jumpsuit clung to her body incredibly; I think it was the piece that showed off her chest and ass more than anything else she owned.

Beyond the clothes, María was radiant. When she really dressed up like this, I ended up feeling light years away from her. There was a large bag on the floor beside her.

The dinner, the conversation, the way we caressed each other’s hands—everything was perfect. Anyone watching us might have found it cloying, we were so sweet. At one point, during dessert, I glanced at my watch, though it was just a reflex.

“Stop checking the time, babe…”

“I wasn’t looking for any reason.”

“Well, don’t—you don’t have to get up early tomorrow.”

“What do you mean I don’t have to get up early?”

“Exactly that. First gift: you’re—well, we’re—off for the weekend.”

I looked at her, puzzled.

“I talked to your boss the other day… and asked him for the time off.”

“So… the visit wasn’t because you missed me then,” I smiled.

“Of course not. I went to see your hot boss—it was just an excuse to talk to him,” she laughed.

“Well…” she continued, “I suppose you’ll want the other gifts.”

She’d gotten me two nights at a country house, Friday and Saturday, near a village not too far away but up in the mountains. Also some small boxes where she’d printed out photos of us and labeled them according to my mood in this super original way—depending on whether I’d been pouting, or happy, or annoying, or childish… Each box had about ten photos. Plus a fitness watch that looked like it could measure everything down to how long it’d been since you did a cartwheel—definitely way better than the one I already had.

After thanking her endlessly, kissing, laughing, and poring over the photos again and again, María went to the bathroom. I watched her figure in that outfit that fit like a second skin, and I remembered. It was the jumpsuit she’d worn to some conference, a kind of gala dinner… with Edu. Edu had sent me a photo of the two of them together, her in those clothes. I think it had been the night Edu slept with Alicia and María had told me how she listened to everything, how she heard him fucking her. I felt a bit bad, especially remembering how I’d exchanged photos with Edu behind her back, but at the same time I got turned on. I figured that had happened in June, five months ago, and to me it seemed like another life.

Edu. No matter how head over heels I was for her. No matter how much I knew that doing it again with him wouldn’t help us in the medium or long term, he always crossed my mind…

María came back from the bathroom and sat closer to me. We held hands. We kissed. I told her she looked spectacular, that the outfit looked spectacular on her.

“Oh yeah?” she asked, fishing for more.

“Yeah… though if it showed more cleavage…”

“If it showed more cleavage… what…” she whispered, pressing her face to mine, teasing, walking a fine line between affectionate and horny.

I started noticing she was tense. A bit off. We were kissing and she seemed somewhat aroused. Maybe because we hadn’t done it since Saturday. I’d long since ruled out that she got turned on by me, and only me, unless it was out of physical need. We hadn’t had a decent fuck since before the wedding. We’d probably do it that night, and I started to feel, again, that damn pressure, as if I were being given another chance to make up for it, to do it right, to be the lover she needed.

“There’s still another gift,” María whispered. “A surprise gift.”

“Well… they’re all surprises.”

“This one more so,” she said, kissing me with more lust, on the verge of making a scene in that dining room.

She broke the kiss suddenly and looked at me with those burning eyes. Then she guided my hand between her legs—with that thin jumpsuit, it was almost like feeling her with nothing in between. She took one of my fingers and placed it THERE.

Without taking my eyes off her, I ran my finger from bottom to top, keeping the pressure light. María was there, but her mind was somewhere else. I caressed her a little. I could almost feel her lips through her underwear and the jumpsuit. She closed her eyes. It was scandalous. This wasn't some dark pub or a nightclub. A moment later she opened her eyes and I pulled my hand away. We shared a quick kiss and asked for the check.

We left the restaurant and stood waiting for a taxi when thunder started booming overhead. A big storm was coming, but fortunately it held off and didn't start raining until we got home. Once there, María handed me a bottle of wine to open.

“What's this? Wasn't the wine at dinner enough?”

“Mmm… No,” she said sweetly.

I uncorked the bottle. I didn't know if she wanted to get me drunk so I'd loosen up, or get herself drunk so she wouldn't notice her lover was inadequate… Or maybe she just wanted to keep drinking, flirting, and laughing with me.

We looked through the photos again, reminiscing. Sometimes we kissed. Sometimes we laughed. Sometimes we touched each other. It was only a matter of time before we'd end up fooling around on the couch—it was inevitable. We'd drunk more than half the bottle when she stood up and said:

“Well, do you want your surprise?”

“Yes.”

“Okay…” she said, sighing… flushed…

She grabbed her purse and took out her phone.

“I'll text you when you can come.”

“Come? Mmm… okay,” I said, completely confused.

María headed down the hallway, carrying her glass of wine, went into the bedroom, and closed the door.

I waited, full of anticipation. I had no idea what this was about. I even got a little nervous… no matter how much I thought about it, I couldn't figure out what gift she could give me, or why it was taking her so long to find it or whatever she was doing.

Finally she texted me to come to the bedroom.

I took a sip of my wine. I hesitated, wondering whether to bring it like she had brought hers, but finally left it on the table. I left the living room. I walked down the hallway. I opened the door.

The room was dimly lit, only by one of the lamps on a nightstand, casting a gloomy, orange glow. I opened the door a little more. And I saw her.

María, in sandals, pink skirt, and white blouse. The wedding outfit. Leaning against the dresser in our bedroom.

She turned her face toward me. She even had the same hairstyle as that day. The whole room smelled of the perfume she'd worn that day.

Shy, flushed, restless. She said hesitantly, her voice barely above a whisper:

“You wanted me to… tell you what happened while you were in Paula's room, didn't you?”


CHAPTER 10

I couldn't breathe. The visual impact was tremendous. María, standing there in the same position Edu had taken her in his hotel room... She let her hair fall partly over her face, self-conscious.

She was probably waiting for my response. A movement, a word, something. But I couldn't say anything. She tucked her hair behind her ear and I could see her breasts shift beneath her shirt, bare, no bra, just like in Edu's room.

“What... surprised?” she whispered shyly.

“Jesus, María...”

I still couldn't move. Trying to process what this could mean. Going from her absolute reluctance to talk about him to this was hard to wrap my head around.

She turned slightly, facing me now, next to the dresser. Her gaze was pure lust, as if we were both suddenly being transported back there.

“Aren't you coming?” she asked in a tone so low it was almost inaudible, made even harder to hear by the rain pounding against the window.

I approached slowly, soaking in the scent of her perfume, which transported me to Edu's room even more intensely than her clothes. I stood in front of her, gave her a quick peck on the lips, and whispered:

“And this... surprise?”

“You see...”

The tension was suffocating. I took off my shirt, slowly, between kisses. My shoes. My pants flew off. I wanted to keep my boxers on. Our kisses were warm, slow. We weren't in a hurry—I'd been waiting forty days for this moment, though I never would have imagined it like this.

“Well... I'll tell you... okay...?”

“Okay.”

“I'm embarrassed,” she said with a nervous smile, then immediately took a sip from her glass on the dresser.

I let her take her time. Standing in front of her, almost more illuminated by the random lightning flashes than by the dim lamp. I admired her body... her nipples pressed through her shirt, even her areolas visible... Her breasts seemed fuller...

“I've had to think back... it's been a while,” she said.

“More than a month.”

“Right, I've had to think back to try to tell you properly.” She took another sip of wine and I thought out loud:

“I can see your nipples so clearly... María... It's incredible.”

“Yeah... well... you know... what?” she whispered nervously.

“What?”

“That... I got... I got turned on just getting dressed...”

“Oh yeah?”

“Yeah... as soon as I put on the shirt... I got...” she whispered, cheeks flushed, her face inches from mine.

My hand moved carefully to her neckline. I caressed her neck, kissed her lips softly, tugged on her lower lip... and my other hand grazed her breast—I wanted to feel that hard nipple even through the fabric. I couldn't wait any longer.

“Before we start... I want to ask you something...”

“Tell me...” I responded.

“Well... what is it that... Let's see, I know from what you told me the day after... that you liked what happened. I want to know why and what was... I don't know, the key... not the key, but... what you liked most.”

“What I liked most about what I saw?”

“Yeah...”

“Well...”

I wanted to choose the right words and say something she could accept.

“What... tell me,” she insisted, a bit anxious.

“Well... the truth is I don't know, being used to seeing you with me... well, seeing you from the outside, let's say, is super strange, but also incredibly hot... it's hard to explain. Seeing your body move because of someone else... seeing you moan because of... another person... because of him, no less... it's... amazing, the sensation is indescribable, it's like... I don't know, it's more than losing your virginity again, I swear.”

“I see...”

“And... I don't know, if you want details... your... face, seeing your face in pleasure... is incredible. And your... composure, let's say... well, not composure, like your... sexuality, seeing you so sexual, with someone so sexual too, I mean, being at that level.”

“I see...” she repeated, and I took that to mean she wanted more.

“You want me to be more specific? Well... let's say more explicit—when I came back the second time and he... was fucking you... on all fours... the sound of your bodies... was incredible. You could hear... you could hear your pussy, María. You could hear your pussy, soaking wet...”

“Fuck…” she exhaled.

“Yeah… and… when he… pulled out of you… and I saw what… I saw… the cock that had been inside you… fuck… and your pussy spread open from what he’d been giving you…”

“Yeah…” she sighed… even more flushed now, her cheeks burning brighter than before.

“Why do you want to know?” I asked, my lips at her ear.

“I don’t know, because… I don’t know. Curiosity.”

On top of all that, it had also turned me on so much to see her so submissive with him. Trembling. You could almost say scared. Because despite her personality—strong, serious, even haughty at times—she’d been a complete bundle of nerves around him… Feeling her dominated and overwhelmed by him sent a dark thrill through me… but I didn’t want to tell her that.

María finished her glass of wine and said:

“All right… let’s get into it.”

“And you, María? Before you start? What did you feel when… I was watching?”

“Whew…” she smiled nervously. “Good question…”

“Yeah?”

“Well yeah… and well… at first I didn’t want to…”

“No? And… And then?”

“I don’t know… I can’t really say… I liked that you were watching… you know? But it’s true that… I had, I don’t know, it was all crazy.”

“You had what?”

“Well it was… it was something impossible, but at the same time kind of natural, I don’t know. It was just happening and that was that.”

I waited a bit to see if she’d elaborate. But she cut off the awkward silence with a small kiss, signaling my question was answered.

“All right. Tell me what happened,” I whispered to her.

María unclasped her skirt and let it fall. She stepped out of it, leaving it pooled on the floor.

“Even the panties are the same?” I asked.

“Yeah…” she smiled nervously again.

María leaned her ass against the dresser. In high-heeled sandals, shirt, and panties, her nipples visible through the fabric and her breasts tracing a stunning silhouette under the white silk.

I moved closer and kissed her. Her lips were cold and wet, her mouth tasting faintly of alcohol. My hand found her thighs and slid up to her panties, which I immediately noticed were already damp. I wanted to encourage her this way. She was still so embarrassed.

“You know what,” she whispered to me between kisses.

“What.”

“Well… one more confession, okay? You’re going to… you’re going to freak out.”

“Tell me…”

María seemed to want to delay what she had to tell me, but if that meant she ended up confessing more things, I certainly wasn’t going to stop her.

“Well… today at work… going over it in my head so I could tell you… I ended up…”

“What…”

“It’s really crazy.”

“What is? What happened?”

“Well I… ended up… masturbating…”

“God… María… seriously?”

“Yeah…”

“In your office?”

“In the restroom…”

“Sitting down?”

“Yeah…”

“Fuck… you telling me that is like another gift.”

I remembered how she’d left the house dressed for work that morning… and I pictured her sitting in the restroom, masturbating compulsively, thinking about Edu, in her gray suit and pink shirt, soothing her pussy… because she couldn’t stop remembering how Edu had fucked her. Who knows if she’d run into him in the hallway just before going in, flushed, horny… dripping… heading to the restroom to calm herself down… coming right there, thinking about him… with her skirt bunched up at her waist and her panties pulled aside… Her mouth falling open, her head tilting back. Who knows if she was touching her breasts over her shirt while her other hand worked her clit relentlessly. And… stifling her moan. Panting... Biting her lip to keep from crying out, sitting right there.

I imagined her fixing her clothes in front of the mirror. Walking out calmer. Composed. Returning to her desk as if nothing had happened.


CHAPTER 11

The rain was pounding the windows so hard it had probably turned to hail by now. Lightning flashed more and more frequently, and the thunder created a harsh, imposing soundtrack. The lamp flickered now and then, a sign it might soon lose its battle with the storm.

My imagination running wild had left the tip of my cock soaked, staining my underwear, but I didn't take it out—didn't expose myself to María—and I wanted her to tell me everything right away.

“I'm imagining you sitting there, masturbating...” I whispered in her ear.

“Yeah?” she said in a low voice.

“Yeah... and now tell me...” I said, planting a soft kiss on her neck. I began to caress her thighs and settled in to listen.

“Well... let's see... you left... You left and we were, well, he was behind me. He was... you know...” She smiled nervously.

I knew as soon as she started talking that she'd struggle to use the blunt words the situation called for. She continued:

“We were like that, against the table, and you left. We stayed like that for a while longer... he... he was... fucking me...”

Right then I felt a drop leak from my cock, and my heart started racing.

“He... he was fucking me hard... really... and... well, so... it ended when... He pulled out, I guess you could say.”

“He pulled out of you and you stayed like that, against the table...”

“Yeah... well. He pulled out without warning, yeah, I think, and then I turned around. I turned around and... he kissed me... We kissed. And... I guess I grabbed it while... we were kissing...”

“You were kissing face to face and you... grabbed it...” I recapped while caressing her thighs.

“Yeah... and... it was... he was... huge... and wet... I could barely wrap my hand around it, I don't think my hand even closed around it...”

María didn't know what to do with her hands as she talked, and I slid mine up until I reached her panties. I began to caress her pussy over the damp black fabric...

“And... what else... well... he was caressing my tits... he was kissing my cleavage and caressing my tits and then... he kissed them... and... well, he'd squeeze one... while he kissed the other. It was weird, because he'd squeeze one hard while he kissed the other one... gently... and he said... he said something dirty... I don't know... something like... 'look at these tits' or... 'what amazing tits you have' or... 'what are you doing walking around with these... tits' or something like that... And I was... I was turned on, of course... but I was embarrassed... I couldn't believe Edu was sucking my tits... and me grabbing... grabbing his cock... and it's just that... he'd just fucked me... That's when I could actually think a little...”

“And... did you think about stopping him?” I asked, my fingers now clearly feeling her lips—swollen, straining against her panties.

“No...”

“And... did it hurt... when he squeezed them?”

“No... Ugh... touch me underneath... come on,” María begged, but I didn't give in yet.

“Come on... keep going.”

“Well... it's just that after that... He... He stepped back, I think, and looked at me. And he told me to turn around again. To... bend over the table again.”

“And you did...”

“Yeah... and... well, of course I thought that... well that... he was going to fuck me again... But the thing is, of course, I was facing forward, waiting for him... and he told me to... to touch myself, he told me to put my fingers inside, or to touch myself, I don't know. Ugh... it's just that... look, understand... the situation, Pablo...” she whispered as if I might disapprove of her obvious surrender.

“Yeah, María, I get it, tell me everything,” I said, pulling her panties up a bit so they pressed against her pussy.

“Ugh... Pablo... Mmm...” she responded, closing her eyes, showing me she liked what I was doing to her.

“What did he tell you to do? Tell me,” I insisted.

“He told me to... to put my fingers inside... and suck them... Fuck... it was so dirty... he had me there putting my fingers in and then sucking them, like... I don't know...”

“Holy shit...” I said without meaning to.

“And yeah, that's it... he kept saying 'taste your pussy...' or 'they taste like your pussy,' I don't know, something dirty like that...”

“Fuck, María…”

“Yeah… it was… super humiliating, but at the same time… You know.”

“And were you sucking them while looking straight ahead or at him?”

“I was looking at him.”

“Fuck, and what was he doing?”

“Nothing… he was watching me and then he told me to open my pussy for him or something like that… and… I spread my legs and then… my lips… so he could look, I don't know. I know it turned me on so much, Pablo…” she said in my ear, before biting my neck hard enough to hurt.

I pulled back a bit, stood in front of her, and kissed her calmly. I kissed her cleavage and then her breasts over her shirt and noticed some strange stains, some rougher patches in the silk. I slowly unbuttoned her shirt… and began to pull down her panties until they were at mid-thigh. As I pulled them down, I noticed they were wet… soaking wet… incredibly so.

“Keep going…” I whispered against her lips. I felt that having freed her pussy, its scent was enveloping us.

With that aroma of her sex, with her shirt open and her panties halfway down, with teary eyes burning, she continued.

“Then he… told me to turn around or I turned around… I think we kissed and he whispered to me that… that I should kneel… I don't know if he said kneel, or how he said it, but I know that's what he was asking.”

“And you did it…”

“Yeah…”

“Fuck, María…”

At that moment I couldn't take it anymore and began to caress her pussy on the outside, playing with her trimmed hair that was, in her most intimate area, a wet, slick mass…

“And, fuck, Pablo… I can't take it anymore.”

“Keep going, come on…”

“So he… I don't know how he did it but he got me, or at least I found myself sucking his… balls… I remember that at first I sucked his balls… Oh my god…”

I let her continue—I didn't want to fill her silences with questions or prodding anymore. I began to slip my middle finger inside her. I could barely feel the walls of her pussy, she was so open. María moaned, grabbed the table, and continued:

“I… licked his balls… they were… like really heavy, with a really big sack, yours are rougher, tighter, more… retracted… and he was watching me. Fuck, it's just… such a cocky look while I was doing it to him… he let his huge hard cock fall across my face while he had me eating his… fuck, his balls… and I stayed there… and the truth… is that at that moment I… wanted… I wanted to suck it… I mean… I just couldn't take it anymore… It turned me on so much… He's, fuck… he's so hot…” María confessed, with her eyes closed while I was already slipping two fingers inside her. With my other hand I pushed her shirt to both sides of her breasts, which looked colossal, brutal, wider than her torso, with huge pink areolas and nipples more erect than ever. “And… then… he told me that… that I should wrap his cock with my tits or something like that… Yeah, I think he sat down and told me, I don't know what he said, but he wanted me to jerk him off with my tits… and fuck, I did it. Him leaning back on the bed and me on my knees at the foot of the bed… doing it to him…”

“Fuck, María,” I said into her ear. I was about to come without even touching myself. I pulled my fingers out of her, stepped back, and looked for our plastic cock in the nightstand. María said absolutely nothing. She waited for me to grab it and come closer again.

“Do you want me to turn around?” María asked.

“No… it's fine,” I told her, because I wanted to see her face, I wanted to see her face as she took that thing and remembered Edu.

I pressed against her. We kissed savagely… and at that moment, after a clap of thunder, the lamp gave up and we were left illuminated only by the city lights and the storm. We said nothing. Our kiss continued while down below I maneuvered to slip that cock inside her—the cock that represented and had always represented Edu's cock. María moaned, moaned into my mouth, as she felt the tip of that flesh-colored object making its way inside her. Soon I began to gently slide it inside her. I pulled back a bit and looked at her. Tears of arousal and excitement were streaming down her face; she flexed her legs a little and received that tremendous device with composure. Her breathing was ragged but she wasn't moaning… she was sighing, breathless… and I asked her to continue.

“Mmm… god…!” she whispered… closing her eyes.

“Keep going… María… keep telling me,” I insisted, amazed at how her pussy embraced all of it.

Once she began to adjust to what was filling her, she managed to continue:

“Mmm… ahmmm… I… I was jerking him off like that… with my tits… for a while... and... then… mmm…! then I do remember that he ordered me to suck it…. He stood up and I stayed on my knees… Fuck… I don't know, I think, I suppose, that I kissed the tip, it was huge, just the tip, it was rock hard and, it was huge… I licked it… the head, as best I could… it was… really wide and also a really dark color, like dark violet… and then I licked the shaft… all of it before... sucking it…”

María recounting all that while the dildo slid inside her, almost the entire length… it was incredible… I couldn't take it anymore… My hands were trembling, I could barely stay on my feet, my legs giving out…

“…And, well, he told me… he was the one who finally said something like 'put it in your mouth'…”

At that moment I couldn't take it anymore… I pulled back a bit and María showed more composure than I did, taking hold of the plastic cock. I sat on the bed. Dizzy. Dying from the forbidden thrill of it. From jealousy. From pain… I imagined her on her knees sucking him and I had so many feelings I thought I was going to explode… María, in silence, kept doing what I had been doing, sliding that thing in slowly—spreading her lips wide with one hand while easing it all inside with the other, legs slightly bent, right in front of me.

I watched her… amazed. Leaning forward slightly, shirt open, her enormous breasts hanging forward over her abdomen, her pussy swollen, welcoming, enveloping, almost absorbing that piece of plastic, hair falling in her face… flushed, sweating, burning up… I took off my underwear, trembling… and asked her to continue…

“Mmmm!” María moaned, eyes closed. She brought one hand to her clit while sliding that thing in with the other. Her breasts pressed together as she brought her arms together…

“Mmm…! and… fuck… I… I sucked him… I sucked that… bastard… It… barely half of it fit in my mouth… I couldn't suck him properly because his cock is so thick… and… I looked up at him, on my knees, and he was standing there, looking down, put his hand on my face and… told me to put my hands behind my back… Ugh…! god…! how turned on he got me… and… like that… he… well he started moving back and forth… like he was fucking my mouth… really fast… I tried to keep my eyes open and he fucked my mouth and told me he was going to cum… but not to swallow it, to let it fall… god…! I wanted him to cum, in my mouth or wherever he wanted… I hated him because he's a bastard, and a pig… but... god…! and ugh… if you could hear his moan… when… when he came in my mouth… he just stopped dead and started moaning and cumming in my mouth… fuck, Pablo… I couldn't believe how much he was shooting… he wouldn't stop cumming and it kept falling from my lips, cum and saliva… he came for like twenty seconds, I swear… and his cum fell, so hot… running down my chin, my neck, and I had to pull away... and he still kept cumming, getting it all over my breasts... and my shirt… I swear I couldn't believe it… he's an… he's an animal…”

“God… I can't take any more…” she said to herself, overwhelmed… right at the edge of orgasm.

“Don't cum yet… María…” I begged her…

“God! I can't… I can't take any more! I'm cumming! Pablo…” she said, throwing her head back. “God… I'm cumming, fuck…! Mmm… ahhhmmm!!” she started screaming, shameless, rubbing herself frantically, legs bent, her whole body trembling… I thought she was going to faint… and she kept moaning and screaming while her breasts bounced, all her muscles contracting… and she gasped with pleasure as her orgasm subsided.

She was exhausted. Paralyzed. She lowered her head. All her hair stuck to her face. Then she withdrew that thing from inside her—it came out shiny, coated in her juices from that intense orgasm.

I moved toward her and she straightened up a bit. She hugged me, or rather hung onto me. She kissed me, eyes closed, exhausted.

“God…” she managed to say, almost laughing.

“I can see that…”

“That… well... god…” she confessed.

“How are you?” I asked.

“Fine… fine… I want… I want to finish telling you,” she said, still breathing hard.

“Are you sure?”

“Yes, yes… sure… Ugh…” she said, pulling away from me. I saw her panties on the floor—I hadn't even noticed when they'd slipped from her thighs.

I sat on the bed and María set the plastic cock on the dresser, fixed her hair a bit, sweeping it all to one side of her head, and knelt in front of me.

My cock was pointing at the ceiling. Completely wet with precum. María said, still catching her breath from her orgasm:

“How are you?”

“Fine… How are you?” I asked her.

“Do you want me to continue now?”

“If you can…” I said, still surprised.

“I can…”

Silence fell. I let her pick up wherever she wanted.

“Where was I…”

María was pulling her shirt closed a bit and resting her hands on my thighs…

“Well… so… he came like… an animal.”

“Yeah? Was it really that much?”

“You can’t imagine, Pablo…”

“And he’d just come from fucking someone else…” I said.

“Yeah…”

“I mean, I don’t know what he must have given her.”

“Yeah… yeah… well… so… Imagine… he left me completely drenched… soaked. My whole body from the waist up was soaked, my mouth, my chin, the shirt was a total loss… I took it to the dry cleaner’s… God, the embarrassment, Pablo…” she said, kneeling in front of me, still caressing my thighs.

“Embarrassed about what?”

“Because silk and cum don’t mix… it doesn’t come out… And they actually have a name for it—the girls at the dry cleaner’s knew exactly what it was… Anyway… After that… he sat on the bed…”

“So you were more or less like we are now.”

“Yeah… and I was going to clean myself up and he said no, or asked me not to. He told me again, like at the beginning, like when you were still there, he told me to touch myself… Him lying back watching me touch myself… for him… That’s right. That came after. There, on my knees, completely drenched and covered in his cum, masturbating… I was so embarrassed I closed my eyes… I didn’t even want to look at him… I remember feeling his hot cum sliding down my body and his voice saying something like ‘that’s it…’ ‘fuck… that’s it...’”

I imagined María kneeling before Edu, with her shirt open and his cum sliding down her neck and tits… eyes closed… and I thought I was going to lose my mind… My cock was rock hard while María told me the story and caressed my legs… Legs that were soon abandoned—not to calm me down, but to calm herself. She brought one hand to her crotch and began touching herself as she told me, acting out what she was describing.

“And… mmm…” She moaned a little as she felt her hand rubbing down there again. “After that… I opened my eyes after touching myself for a while and he was already pretty hard again. Because when he pulled it out of my mouth… it was… it went soft right away, like it was still big but pointing down, maybe because it’s so big… like when he comes it goes soft faster or that’s the impression it gives, I don’t know… Anyway… he… guided me, if you can call it that, with his hand he guided my head. I mean he sat up a bit and made me suck it… again… and he kept me like that for a while, sucking him, while I touched myself… Fuck… it sounds like a lot… but I don’t think all that took very long…”

“Him sitting and you kneeling, sucking him while you touched yourself…” I said, fascinated… taking it all in.

“Yeah… he told me… he was saying all kinds of things… I don’t remember.”

“What? Like what?”

“Well… things like… eat it… and… suck me till I’m hard again. Things like that.”

“And that turned you on…”

“Yeah…” she whispered, touching herself a bit faster.

“And what else?”

“Mmm… ahhmmm!” she moaned, feeling the intensity building between her legs. “Well… he ended up telling me to get on the bed. I was going to lie on my back and he was going to come closer…”

She went quiet… eyes closed. Masturbating… A brief silence to enjoy her own body and remember at the same time. She opened her eyes again, just a little… Illuminated by the grayish light of the city, she looked stunning there, rubbing her pussy, kneeling. She continued:

“And… and I could see he was going to… I don’t know, he intimidated me… I didn’t want… I didn’t want him on top, I didn’t want missionary, you know? It felt too overwhelming, like too intimate having him that close, even though we ended up doing it that way… The thing is I turned around, got on the bed, with my back to him, and... he asked if that’s how… if I liked it better that way… and I didn’t say anything… and he said ‘all right… I’m going to fuck you like this… on all fours...’ His hot cum was still running down me... I think it was even dripping on the bed… and… fuck… I was so horny… his… cum smelled so strong… I still had his taste in my mouth… and… I was there waiting… waiting for him to fuck me again… And fuck… mmm!! God!! ...Pablo… I’m about to come again…” she said, throwing her head back again. “God!! ... and… mmm! fuck, I can’t take anymore, I can’t tell you more…. He… fuck, he fucked me… he fucked me again…. He slid in pretty easily… he told me I was really open or something like that… and I… I liked him saying that… fuck… and he fucked me like that for a while, first slower and then… fuck… I thought he was going to break me… god…”

I asked her to tell me what she felt... Meanwhile, mesmerized, I watched as she rubbed her clit furiously while one hand moved to her breast... grabbing it... squeezing it with her eyes closed, throwing her head back to savor the sensation as she tried to keep talking.

“It felt like... he... was killing me with pleasure... and... and... I felt so... fuck, so... like a slut... because he fucked me at the end... with his cum dripping from my tits... ummm... he fucked me so good... ummm he fucked me so good, Edu, god... He was killing me with pleasure... he... pulled my hair... called me a slut... slapped my ass! God...! It turned me on so much... he made me turn my head... to look at him and he thrust into me hard... and his cocky face... Mmm...!! Oh god!! I’m coming...! Mmm! Ahmmm!! Ahhmmmm!!” my girlfriend literally exploded while remembering with admiration how Edu had fucked her like an animal, like a slut, as she put it... María writhed with pleasure three feet away from me, eyes closed, shirt open, her enormous tits exposed, working her pussy as she relived how Edu had taken her savagely on all fours in that room. I couldn’t even touch myself, not wanting to miss a single detail of how she was lost in pleasure there, kneeling.


CHAPTER 12

Beyond the obvious arousal and excitement that had me on the verge of collapse, I felt stunned, fascinated... María had started her story embarrassed, hesitant, and restrained, but she'd ended up exploding into a flood of vivid, detailed descriptions—not just of what she'd done with Edu... but of what she'd felt, felt while obeying him... kneeling before him... giving him a titfuck... sucking him off... and being savagely fucked by him.

The temperature had skyrocketed during her confession, and there was a scent that filled the room—a mixture of her perfume, sweat, and sex... That smell transported me, once again, to that room I could never forget.

María composed herself. She seemed a bit dizzy, but also embarrassed. I lay back on the bed, letting her return to the real world without having to feel my dazed gaze on her—a gaze that wasn't the least bit accusatory.

I heard and felt María slipping off her sandals and delicately laying the shirt on a corner of the bed. I let her take her time before lying down completely naked beside me.

My cock remained completely hard. A cock that hadn't been touched, or even looked at by her, at any point.

Both of us lying there together, face up. I could feel her breathing still ragged. I began to caress her abdomen gently... I was still—had been for what felt like forever—on the verge of exploding. My cock desperately begged for release from that unbearable pressure.

I found her cheeks and kissed her. Kisses that echoed through the bedroom... as the lamp flickered back to life, giving us a bit more light.

My caresses and kisses continued for a couple of minutes on María, who was exhausted and barely responded.

I finally sat up. I positioned myself to lie on top of her and enter her. I took a moment to admire her still-swollen tits, her chest rising and falling with each breath, and her pussy—swollen, engorged, overflowing...

I lay on top of her and my cock slipped inside her almost without meaning to... It slid eagerly into her depths, all the way in; I sighed and María made no sound. I stayed there, still, inside her. In silence. I kissed her lips and she brought her hands to my ass—almost her first sign of participation.

Again that sensation I'd felt when fucking her after Edu. Again that feeling of my cock swimming in the vastness of a pussy stretched by something bigger. Her pussy felt nothing, and I enjoyed feeling nothing. The friction was so minimal that despite being incredibly aroused, I found it hard to come. We stayed like that for a few minutes, my body moving back and forth in short strokes while we exchanged small kisses, eyes closed. Our bodies made no noise, our breathing stayed steady... I'd pull out of her completely only to slide back in, and we barely noticed whether I was inside her or out. Her hands caressed my ass tenderly, and our kisses were the only thing that broke the silence.

I finally pulled out of her and lay down beside her again, face up. After a few seconds, she reached over and finally brought her hand to my cock... She gripped it carefully and pulled the skin back. If my cock had softened at all from the lack of friction, her fingers brought it right back. With two or three fingers, she began to stroke me. Both of us with our eyes closed; she started a mechanical, slow, rhythmic handjob with the sole intention of draining me, emptying me. After everything we'd been through, it didn't take long before I felt myself starting to come... she noticed and squeezed harder, milking me as my pulse raced and I finally felt myself emptying, spurting upward—that thick, hot liquid sliding from my head and running through her fingers until I felt it dripping further down toward my balls... staining the bed. María squeezed my cock until the very end, making sure I held nothing back. When she finished, I felt her get up and head to the bathroom with her soaked hand. She cleaned herself there, then came back to clean me. After that, she returned to the bathroom and I heard the shower running.

I couldn't help wondering whether that gift had ultimately been for me or for her. And it certainly troubled me to remember how she, while telling me all that, hadn't looked at me to gauge my reaction and, above all, hadn't reached for my cock to satisfy herself. Even when completely aroused by what she was telling me, she hadn't wanted to jerk me off or fuck me. The final handjob had been perfunctory, a mere formality.

On the other hand, I couldn't exactly accuse her of being selfish, especially after everything I'd schemed with Edu behind her back.

While she showered, I reflected on what we'd experienced and realized one thing was certain: the cockier and more dominant Edu acted with her, the hornier she got. The insults, the orders... forcing her to kneel... ordering her to put her hands behind her back so he could fuck her mouth... That submission was what excited her most. A domination I couldn't imagine any other man exercising over her besides Edu. I was certainly the polar opposite of the kind of man who could awaken that impression in María—that tension, that intimidation, that admiration.

It had been indescribable to fantasize about Edu again after so many weeks, even if this time it had been more like remembering. I figured that after her two brutal orgasms, it wouldn't be hard to convince her to fantasize about him again, especially if, as it seemed, Edu was leaving the office. But I couldn't see myself going another six months just fantasizing—not after what we'd already experienced once.

Once we were both in bed, I couldn't hold back anymore and started telling her how amazing her confession had been, how turned on I'd felt her get... how mind-blowing the whole thing had been for me. I told her that fantasizing about Edu drove me crazy, and she didn't interrupt. I told her that what we'd experienced in Edu's hotel room was the most incredible thing I'd ever lived through, and seeing that she didn't argue, I decided to say it—nervous, I blurted it out:

“María… I have to tell you. I have to tell you that I want to do it again, I want to see him again, and I’m sure you want another round with Edu. I don’t know if with Edu or someone else, a third party, but I think we need this sexually.”

I waited for María’s verdict in the dim light of our bedroom.

“You know what?” she asked, not expecting an answer. “Speaking of third parties… Look,” she said, grabbing her phone from the nightstand.

She scrolled through different chat conversations until she finally handed me her phone. I saw a conversation with no name at the top, just a phone number.

“What’s this?” I asked.

“The guy from last Saturday, from the pub the night of my cousin’s birthday.”

He was the only one who’d written anything. The first message was from that same Saturday night, telling María it was a shame she’d left so early. Then on Monday, asking how her day and work were going. On Tuesday, asking her to confirm it was really her, hoping she hadn’t given him a fake number, followed by a broken heart emoji. María hadn’t responded to any of it.

“And how does he have your number?”

“He was so persistent that I finally gave it to him.”

“And he doesn’t know you’re with me?”

“I don’t know if he doesn’t know or just didn’t want to acknowledge it.”

I didn’t understand what María was trying to tell me with all of this.

“But do you like him?” I asked nervously.

“He’s a kid.”

“How old is he?”

“Twenty-three, I think he said, but I think he’s younger.”

“But do you like him or not?”

“I already told you he’s a kid. Come on, let’s go to sleep.”

“He’s a kid, but something about him must turn you on, otherwise you wouldn’t have said anything.”

“I told you because it came to mind. Come on, let’s not start.”

María was deflecting now. I knew her, and once she shut down in a conversation, I wasn’t going to get anything out of her except an argument, and that was the last thing I wanted after what we’d just experienced and with our long weekend getaway coming up. I let it go. I wished her goodnight and she said one last time, “Happy birthday.”

We hugged, and I knew—if only from her silences when I talked about another round with Edu or with someone else—that María had ruled out, just as I had, any chance that our lackluster sex life was going to fix itself.


CHAPTER 13

I woke up to a hug from behind, a purr, and a kiss. Those gestures from María meant so much to me. They were like a reassurance that what mattered was safe, giving me oxygen in moments of anguish and uncertainty. They also revealed a María increasingly split between two extremes that kept drifting further apart.

Those calm mornings with her—coffee and toast, automatic movements and silences—gave me the peace I needed after all the rough waters we'd been navigating. I think she felt the same, which is why we seemed to value and savor those moments more.

We didn't really know what clothes to bring since the cold still hadn't arrived that autumn, but considering we'd be heading to a somewhat mountainous area, the temperatures the forecasts predicted seemed hard to believe. Since we were driving and space wasn't an issue, our suitcases doubled—as if each of us had packed one logical bag and another devoted to an enormous “just in case.”

As I drove, I thought the long weekend would be an oasis for us, a break from all that madness, but I would soon discover you can't plan those kinds of things. Besides, I'd been carrying that poison inside me for a long time already.

We kept stopping in different towns, enjoying the journey at a leisurely pace—grabbing a coffee or a snack at each place. As if we needed to acclimate from city to mountains. I was actually surprised María had wanted to take this little trip, given what a city girl she was. From the clothes I'd glimpsed her packing, she didn't seem to intend to walk beyond the civilized perimeter.

I pointed this out, and she said the idea, for both of us, was just to get some fresh air—she didn't see herself doing country hikes either. We also talked about how, now that I was more settled at the company, I could request longer vacations, and we were starting to have money again for more ambitious trips. We talked about maybe taking a real trip in January, like we used to.

We arrived at the town mid-afternoon and took some photos before it got dark. The place really was beautiful, but very small, and the thought started creeping in that we might get bored—that reserving just one night would have been enough. María was scrolling through her phone looking for alternatives for Saturday or Sunday, like a medium-sized inland city about twenty miles away.

If the town was small, the country house matched its proportions. The entrance was spacious, though, with a rather bucolic living room and a fireplace, and behind it a space that served as a dining room. Two bedrooms completed the ground floor. The gentleman who ran the place told us a bit about the house and the town—fortunately without rambling—and mentioned there was a dinner on Saturday right there, featuring local products if we wanted to sign up. He gave us the keys to one of the three bedrooms upstairs.

We were surprised by how hot it was inside, and we nearly went looking for the gentleman to ask him to turn down the heat, but since we planned to shower and head out for dinner, it wasn't worth the trouble.

We soon realized it wasn't going to be easy to find a decent restaurant, let alone a distinguished one. They were all basically taverns serving combination plates with no special flair. After circling around a couple of times, we ducked into one at random, with no greater ambition than satisfying our hunger. We sat at a wooden table and immediately felt observed. I, at least, felt the locals' eyes settling on us. Well, more on María. Everyone there seemed to know each other and could clearly tell we weren't from around there. Besides, my girlfriend—unintentionally, I sincerely believe—had dressed somewhat conspicuously: a leather skirt, a burgundy silk blouse, and heels. When she got up to go to the restroom, there weren't just looks anymore, but whispers and near-nudges.

A year ago, that would have been a simple source of pride, but everything had changed. All that business with Edu had awakened a fantasy and a thrill with various ramifications, and one of those branches was an exhibitionist streak that had emerged in me, directed at her. Watching them look at her, watching them get excited, get hard, drool over her body... wanting to fuck her... it had gone from a chaste source of pride to a brutal source of arousal.

María seemed oblivious to all of it, talking and laughing with me as if everything were normal. She crossed and uncrossed her legs with supposed innocence. Meanwhile, I watched from the corner of my eye as the locals didn't hold back in the slightest from undressing her with their eyes. The age range of the observers had absolutely no limit, young or old.

I ended up going to the restroom too. When I came back, I saw María absorbed in her phone. She looked carefree, oblivious to everything, but striking. I took my time before sitting down next to her, savoring the looks and half-smiles from the men at the bar. Tasting the more discreet, guilty glances from some guys playing pool about fifteen feet away... After surveying the room full of predators—who later, surely, wouldn't have the nerve to say a single thing to her—I focused on the prey: the outline of her tits showing through her blouse... the black heels... she was a sex bomb to anyone... but I noticed something that seemed to particularly delight those at the bar: when she'd sat down, her skirt had ridden up a bit, revealing the top of the lace on her dark stockings. Half a thigh exposed and a glimpse of lace, combined with her beauty and the silhouette of her breasts... I couldn't blame them too much for reveling in that image, and it gave me such an intense thrill that I was already getting a little hard.

I sat down across from her, and I almost blurted out what my mind was screaming: “You've got every guy in this bar hard...” She still seemed not to notice.

Finally she said she was tired, but I didn't want to leave. I suggested having a drink somewhere else, and she said, “There is no other place.”

“Come on, María, it’s eleven o’clock.”

“So... what? Aren’t you tired from driving?”

“I’m fine... Look... if you want... we can have a beer and play pool,” I said, having noticed the table had opened up.

“You’re screwing with me,” she said with a smile.

I knew perfectly well from past experience that she didn’t know how to play and didn’t like it, but having her hovering around the table with all those men... provoking without meaning to... even if just for ten minutes, turned me on like crazy.

“Come on... that or a drink.”

“I wouldn’t have a drink here if you paid me—it’s probably poison,” she said with a smile.

We sat in silence for a moment until she said:

“Fine, one game. It’ll be over quick anyway since I don’t even know how to hold the stick.”

“The cue,” I said, smiling.

“Whatever.”

We got up and headed toward the pool table. Her heels echoed throughout the bar, and her breasts were even more pronounced. In that moment, with everyone gone silent, she must have felt all eyes on her, because she self-consciously swept her hair to one side of her face and lowered her head a little.

I don’t know if she heard something, but while I slipped the coin into the slot, she asked me, clearly blushing, to end the game quickly.


CHAPTER 14

I wondered why I couldn't just feel proud and leave it at that, like any, let's say, normal person would. But no, there I was, completely tense and aroused by the furtive glances from those guys. The young men who had been playing before us especially couldn't take their eyes off her.

My more Machiavellian side soon led me to play poorly so the game would last longer, while María seemed to be fighting an internal battle between appearing haughty and confident or giving in and blushing. This created a strange mix where her movements bordered on cockiness, but her cheeks and gaze couldn't fake comfort. What's more, at certain moments she had to lean over to hit balls that were farther away, so her skirt rode up, to the delight of those behind her, and her neckline gaped open until you could almost see her bra, to the delight of those watching from the front. María seemed more aware of the skirt situation than the shirt one, and after finishing each shot, she'd adjust her skirt a bit, trying and failing to be discreet, and I thought what had really been the bigger spectacle was her tits spilling forward.

“You're playing badly on purpose,” she said after a glaring miss.

I denied it, told her I was out of practice, and María went back to hitting another distant ball to the delight of her audience.

Perhaps another man, another boyfriend, would have groped her in front of everyone. Surely many others would have kissed her and grabbed her ass over the black leather, marking their territory, but not me. I didn't get off on showing her off—I got off on her exhibiting herself. What's more, since she was much more attractive and striking than me, I thought about the image we might be projecting there: me timid and feigning innocence, her somewhat self-conscious but haughty at the same time... I imagined their whispers that surely went along the lines of: “that guy's being cuckolded left and right,” and sensing that aroused me. It turned me on tremendously that the whole bar might think she was too much woman for me, and that she surely had a stud on the side, or several, at her level, to satisfy her the way she demanded and deserved.

María ended up sinking the black ball by accident, and I told her I was going to pay at the bar since we hadn't yet. Once there, I watched her dropping the remaining balls into the pockets by hand, and then a guy stopped her. I froze.

I watched from the bar out of the corner of my eye as the guy, I suppose, told her to keep playing or said he'd play—I couldn't hear well.

When the bartender gave me my change, I saw María practically surrounded by three or four guys, blocking my view of her. I noticed one of them was pretty drunk, something I hadn't picked up on before, and something rose up inside me—I was worried there might be trouble.

I was hurriedly stuffing the coins into my wallet when I suddenly heard a guy's voice from that huddle. Out of the whole sentence, I only caught one word clearly, and the word was “tease.” I turned immediately and saw her trying to push her way between two of them, coming toward me, and she managed to break through their little wall, blushing, and I feared one of them would grab her arm or shoulder as she passed... but they let her go.

María, bright red, reached me and said quickly:

“Did you pay?”

I hadn't even finished saying yes before we were both heading for the exit. We left without me hearing any comment, near or far, about our sudden flight. The whole thing had happened in barely twenty seconds. We walked down the street in silence, a bit fast, until she said, “It really is cold at night,” as if our brisk pace were because of the temperature, when we both knew that wasn't the reason and that things could have gotten ugly with those guys.

We arrived at the warmth of the country house's living room while I wondered if my attitude had convinced María that I wasn't man enough for her. Until now, that kind of contradictory fear had only focused on the sexual part of our relationship, but who knew if it might end up affecting everything.

We sat on the sofas, and María, completely composed, her cheeks back to their normal color, talked about other things with measured calm, as if absolutely nothing had happened.

I was aroused, I couldn't deny it, and I wondered if she was too, or if I could still get her there. Sitting close together, I breathed in her perfume and the smell of her hair. I put my arm around her and let my fingertips trail along her neckline. I kissed the top of her head. You couldn't hear a thing, as if the house were empty. There was a dim light that created a perfect peace... and that peace gave me the composure to whisper:

“Things almost got out of hand at the bar there at the end…”

“You noticed, then,” she responded.

“Yeah, I saw something weird when I was paying.”

María said nothing for almost half a minute. The hand I had around her kept sliding gently along her neckline, and my other hand caressed one of her thighs over her stockings. After that pause, she said:

“Well, it's normal. I shouldn't dress like this in certain places anyway. And with some of them having had too much to drink... well... these things happen.”

“But what did they say to you?”

“Nothing, it was just one guy. Nonsense. I thought you hadn't noticed. Should we go upstairs?”

I wasn't surprised that María wanted to downplay the whole thing. Always so pragmatic, never one for drama or making a scene. I did feel a bit bad that, as soon as I'd made a move with more indecent intentions, she'd shut it down like that. And knowing her, it wasn't to find a better place to be intimate.

I soon discovered I wasn't wrong. We climbed the spiral staircase to our bedroom and María deployed her full repertoire of avoidance tactics: letting slip a casual “I'm exhausted,” disappearing into the bathroom and closing the door, brushing her teeth, removing her makeup, and only talking about the next day.

When I came back from the bathroom, María had already changed into her pajamas. It was hot thanks to that damn heating, but of course we hadn't known that when we packed, so she apparently hadn't brought a nightgown—just one of those pajama sets of hers with pants and a top, boyish in style but made of satin or silk, white in this case. I decided to get into bed naked.

Once in bed, with sex with María clearly off the table, I could either beat myself up over her rejection or revisit the thrill of everything that had happened at the bar. I went with the second option... but my imagination barely got off the ground before I fell asleep almost instantly.

I couldn't have been sleeping very deeply when footsteps woke me. They were coming from the spiral staircase, which I hadn't realized was so noisy. To make matters worse, it had to be a couple—you could hear regular footsteps alongside what sounded like heels. My suspicion was confirmed when they passed near our door, whispering and giggling, trying to be quiet but managing the exact opposite. I heard them go into the room next door. I checked the clock—it wasn't that late, just after one in the morning. María seemed to be asleep.

I heard their bathroom door, faucets turning on, even shoes dropping to the floor. I kept trying to sleep, but every time I seemed about to drift off, a drawer opening, or even the sound of what was probably a phone charger being plugged in, would jolt me awake.

When silence finally fell and I thought I might actually get some sleep, I heard a woman's moan that made me tense up. It was the last thing I wanted after María's sexual indifference... for the couple next door to be having a feast of lust.

The moans gave way to a rhythmic creaking of springs. The sex wasn't wild—nothing I could complain about, not a scandal by any means—and in another context it wouldn't have bothered me in the slightest.

Before I knew it, my cock was hardening in response to that woman's moans, which were genuinely arousing and heartfelt. None of the exaggeration of movies, let alone porn. Those sounds, so pure and real, were gradually enveloping me, and my cock, already leaking, was begging for attention.

María, lying with her back to me, genuinely seemed to be asleep. I remembered that a few months earlier, at a hotel with a spa, I'd also heard the neighbors fucking, and that night we'd ended up competing with them. Tonight was definitely not going to be like that.

I decided to give in to my cock and wrap my hand around it. With the soundtrack of those soft, heartfelt moans—so heartfelt they were almost like laments—I began to stroke myself slowly. Alert in case María woke up, I slid the skin of my cock back and forth while imagining myself in that bar... I pictured myself coming back from the restrooms and finding, to my surprise, María playing pool with those guys, who were barely more than teenagers. I fantasized about her parading among them, smiling at them, getting them worked up... and them whispering about how hot she was. In my fantasy, María's plan was to turn them on and then stop them at just the right moment. Five or six guys, overflowing with hormones, held themselves back as best they could against that flirtation. At one point María decided to push things further—she went to the bar, took a sip of her beer, and came back with a button perversely undone. One of the guys noticed and told his friends, complaining about the provocation. She kept teasing them while playing innocent, as if those hard cocks were just a result of those kids' horniness and she had nothing to do with it, at least not intentionally.

One of the guys finally rested a hand on María's hip and she let him, as if she hadn't noticed, but when that hand started sliding down toward her skirt, she pushed it away.

Lying in bed, I listened to those moans and the protesting springs of the bed next door, my cock rock hard, while I imagined that guy trying to kiss María in front of everyone and her refusing. Then another guy tried, and another, until one of them, after kissing her on the cheek and her letting him, kissed her on the mouth—and she finally gave in.

With the moans of that unexpected neighbor echoing through the bedroom and the image of María being kissed by one of the guys while two or three others groped her, I slipped quietly into the bathroom. I pushed the door partway open, not closing it to avoid making noise and to keep hearing that woman's sexual moans, and I began to imagine María letting herself be kissed and touched by one mouth and six hands. I aimed my cock at the sink in the near-total darkness while that woman moaned in surrender and my imaginary María was shoved roughly against the pool table. Her skirt was hiked up, her panties pulled down, her stockings revealed, and one of the guys furiously yanked down his pants and underwear to thrust into her. My girlfriend did nothing to stop him and even arched her ass out a little, lifted by her heels, to egg them on. When the first one entered her, furious at being provoked, I was jerking off frantically while the neighbor chased her orgasm in the distance. As that guy pounded into her furiously, María held on as best she could and I felt myself about to come. He was driving into her hard, she was starting to scream, and his friends were cheering him on. One after another, those guys took turns fucking María against that table, gloating about dominating her while berating and insulting her for provoking them; they spanked her ass for getting them worked up, and some came inside her while others came on her ass as María, completely turned on, eagerly took the young cocks of the whole group. When one of them brutally picked up the pace until she was forced onto her tiptoes, nearly climbing onto the table, I started coming into the sink... and I came watching that guy's cock sink into my girlfriend's body as she moaned nonstop, her cries a raw mixture of arousal, pain, and humiliation.

I had barely finished coming when overwhelming guilt hit me... Immediately, it felt wrong to have fantasized about María being fucked savagely, right on the edge of her consent.

I ran some water to clean the semen from the sink and returned to the bedroom feeling awful. The couple must have finished because I couldn't hear anything. I decided to try to fall asleep without dwelling on what had happened; I told myself it had been just a fantasy, just a dirty thought to help me get off faster, but I knew those thoughts were the seed of something deeply dangerous—an idea I wanted to become reality again. And I would fight to make it happen.


CHAPTER 15

Once again, it was morning that brought me a bit of serenity and sanity. As if my world were a haunted house where, as night fell, morbid thoughts with all their twisted branches drew out my ghosts, but with sunrise, everything grew calm.

A breakfast that was anything but austere, and a María once again in high spirits. I hoped it wasn't the distance from any potential conflict—the conflict being me wanting sex and her not—that explained her morning cheerfulness and her coldness once the sun went down.

Speaking of coldness, the man running the place responded in monosyllables to María's questions. Meanwhile, I tried to guess which of the few people having breakfast at the same time as us might be the source of those nighttime moans and cries. After ruling them out, I figured she must still be asleep.

That Saturday we decided to take the car again and visit a city not too far away. Mixing a bit of urban life with fresh air, as we'd done in Cantabria, was certainly more tempting and better suited to our tastes than confining ourselves to seventy-two hours in that village and the surrounding ones.

Once again, driving was when I could most calmly sort through my thoughts. The car made María drowsy, and she was usually very quiet, so in those moments my mind could pause and reflect. I soon realized that this—this game that had suddenly become more unspoken than ever—was going to have to come to a head sooner rather than later. I also wondered how long it would be before I threw my girlfriend's growing lack of desire for me in her face, but I had the impression that sooner or later I wouldn't know how—or wouldn't want—to control myself anymore.

We strolled through the city like a couple truly in love, the effect heightened by being on vacation, with the full repertoire of affection and caresses. Anyone who saw us would think we had no problems, that we were completely happy—and we had been, yes, ten months ago—but at that moment there was an elephant in the room taking up more and more space.

We ate on a terrace; the temperature was still pleasant, especially around midday. We ordered coffees and I let myself slide down in my chair, closed my eyes, and enjoyed—all over my body and especially on my face—that autumn sun, low but calibrating its warmth just right to be exquisitely pleasant. María eventually woke me from my nirvana by holding her phone out to me; that guy from Saturday night was texting her again. He was persistent, no doubt about it—as persistent as he was childish.

I read the first of the two messages:

“Are you going out tonight?”

Since María hadn't responded, he'd written again five minutes later. I read the second message:

“Today marks one week since I met you. What are you going to give me?”

The guy wasn't giving up, and I tried to convince María to respond.

“At least save his number, would you?” I said with a smile, tired of seeing those digits at the top of the screen.

María had to rack her brain, or at least that's what she claimed, before changing those numbers to “Álvaro—cousin's birthday.”

“Come on, answer him. Poor guy,” I urged María.

“Mmm... I don't know.”

I sipped my coffee and leaned in closer to my girlfriend. Like two schoolkids plotting some mischief.

“Come on, write... ask him what he'd give you.”

“Mmm... that's not bad,” María laughed. “Should I send that?”

“Yeah, send it. I'm sure he'll get excited...”

“What if he gets too excited?”

“That's his problem.”

“All right... let's see...” María said before typing: “And what would you give me?”

The guy was online and responded immediately:

“Wow! You're alive! I was worried! Well... I'd give you... a drink tonight.”

“Wow! He doesn't hold back,” María said with a smile. She seemed delighted by all this, which was, at least for now, more about teasing than actual flirting.

“Now write...”

“Okay, enough!” María interrupted.

“You're going to leave it at that?”

“Yep.”

“Well, anyway, I'm sure he'll text you again. The poor guy's going to be looking for you all night, you know that, right?” I asked.

“I don't think so...”

“You don't?”

“Well, I suppose he's got a few... I mean, he's probably got his eye on a few girls.”

María, once again, just like at the bar the night before, seemed to still not realize, at thirty-five, how hot she was and what she stirred in men. That kid was never going to meet a woman like her in his life, yet María talked as if it made no difference to him whether he hooked up with her or some average girl his own age.

The conversation with Álvaro ended there, and we started wandering aimlessly—until I stopped in front of a sex shop window. It looked huge and, without being any kind of expert, I could tell it seemed pretty upscale. María surprised me by asking if I wanted to go in.

“Just to look, okay,” she clarified.

I went in with her without any real agenda. Besides, it felt strange given our situation.



María seemed more relaxed than when we’d been to the one near our place. Like being in an unfamiliar city meant she had nothing to be embarrassed about, but that wasn’t going to stop her from criticizing practically everything: We passed through a lingerie section with corsets and garter belts, I stopped in front of one of the latter, and she told me that was for sluts. Then we crossed through a costume section and she wouldn’t stop laughing and trashing all the outfits, one “who could wear this” after another, and “look at that, how tacky.” We reached a shelf with dildos and María gave me a hard time, laughing, about having bought such a big one back in the day.

“I see... cocks around here that are more normal-sized than the one we have, huh...” she said quietly.

I’d been staring at a dildo box because I couldn’t make sense of the photo—it showed a muscular guy with a plastic cock strapped to his body at the waist.

“So where’s his cock?” I thought out loud.

I picked up the box and, after reading a bit, saw that the guy was apparently supposed to put his cock inside the plastic one, which had a waist strap that attached like a harness.

María was looking at it with me. Also surprised. She finally said:

“What will they think of next.”

We kept wandering around the store, like we had some absurd obligation to see the whole place, but that thing was stuck in my head. When we passed by there again, I discreetly picked up the box. Was it really that absurd, or could it actually make sense given our situation? María caught me off guard:

“Well, Pablo…”

“What,” I said, bracing for criticism.

“If I see you wearing that... that would really be...”

That hit me hard.

“That would really be what?” I said, annoyed.

“It’s ridiculous, Pablo. If I see you with that on, I’ll die laughing.”

“You think so? Why?”

“I don’t know...”

We fell silent.

“If you want to get it, get it. But come on. Forget it. I... I can’t see myself doing anything with that. Would you really be okay wearing that?”

“Why not.”

“I don’t know, Pablo, it’s up to you.”

“I don’t know why we have to argue about this.”

“We’re not arguing. I’m telling you that... I think that... it’s not just the ridiculousness... we’d be too embarrassed to use it. And how much is it anyway...”

“Twenty-five euros,” I finished for her.

“Well, I thought it would be more. But, I don’t know, Pablo. Look, do what you want. I think it’s surreal.”

I read more carefully. Seven inches long, two inches in diameter. True, the model in the photo looked a bit ridiculous, but it could be fun.

“So you put yours inside that...”

“Yeah.”

“By the way, I see there’s a photo of a girl here too—is it for girls as well?”

“So you can use it on me,” I joked.

“Look... I’d die,” she laughed, “though sometimes you deserve it... I’d enjoy that.”

After another pause, I said:

“Well, I’m buying it.”

“Suit yourself... You can wear it around the house when it gets cold, maybe it’ll even keep you warm,” she laughed again.

We walked around the city, me carrying the bag, her teasing me—smiling, charming:

“When we have company, remember to take it off, okay,” she mocked again.

We returned to the village and got dressed to go down to dinner on the ground floor—to have that tasting menu of sorts. The house had five rooms, but during dinner only three tables were occupied, and none of them, once again, seemed like a likely candidate for the moaning woman. One table was ours, another had four elderly people dressed in what looked like pilgrim clothes, and the third was occupied by a couple with two kids, a boy around eighteen or twenty and a girl no older than twelve or thirteen.

María and I weren’t ones for big dinners, but the truth was everything was really good. The reserved host kept bringing out the food and each dish was better than the last. At some point I started noticing that the boy, the couple’s son, kept glancing at María. At first I thought it was just my paranoia, that I was still on edge after what happened at the bar the night before, but gradually it became clear this wasn’t just my imagination. And this was despite my girlfriend dressing much more conservatively—probably also because of what we’d experienced at that bar—in tight dark jeans, a short burgundy cable-knit sweater that showed the collar and bottom of a striped shirt underneath, and fairly modest heels.

I didn't want to catch the kid in the act—I didn't want him to clam up. I didn't say anything to María either. Then I remembered the other guy, Álvaro, and asked her if he'd texted. She said she didn't know, rummaged through her purse, grabbed her phone, and nodded mischievously.

“Yeah? What did he say?” I asked, and María handed me the phone. I read:

“I'm having some drinks at home with friends until one or so, then I'll head to the pub from the other night,”

“Well, well... what are you going to say?” I said, checking my watch—it was a little past nine thirty.

“I'm going to tell him...” she said playfully, “that... that sounds good to me.”

“Seriously?”

“Or maybe I won't say anything, right?”

“No, no. Tell him that.”

I figured María didn't realize she was giving the guy hope with that response. She thought she was showing she didn't care what he did, but this Álvaro guy would probably take it the opposite way.

María sent that, and the guy immediately responded with “okay, I'm hopping in the shower” and a winking emoji.

The innkeeper came over to bring us some homemade desserts, and María asked him if there was anywhere good in town to grab a drink. She really emphasized the word “good.” While the man racked his brain as if he lived in New York and not a town of five thousand people, the guy from the other table was undressing María with his eyes. A gaze that got a lot dirtier and more sinful when we got up to leave. He scanned every inch of María's ass. It wouldn't be the last time we'd see that guy that night.


CHAPTER 16

The man's directions hadn't been very clear, but there wasn't much room for error. In that town, you couldn't get lost even if you tried. Once there, it was a pleasant surprise to find that the pub was normal—the kind you could teleport to any city and it would fit right in. There were quite a few people considering how early it was, the lights were low, and the music was at a comfortable volume.

Soon the conversation turned to our future. We'd hit a small rough patch with making plans when I'd been out of work, but at that moment we were both well-established professionally, especially her—she was telling me there was a restructuring happening at the firm. “Tectonic shifts,” Amparo called it, and María was hoping to advance. She didn't say anything about Edu, about that possible vacancy, although as far as I knew, Edu wasn't at a higher level than María. Though I didn't really understand how they had things organized over there.

Her work, mine… Possible travel destinations for January… Even the idea of moving to a bigger place came up—or rather, came to light, since we'd both been mulling it over. I only saw my future with her, and it seemed obvious she felt the same, but that topic was serious business, and neither of us broached it, not directly or through innocent jabs, like I saw other couples in our circle do.

Leaning against the bar—me standing, her sitting on a stool—we sipped our gin and tonics and daydreamed about those plans, when María checked her phone and, smiling, handed it to me to read:

Álvaro cousin's bday: So are we seeing each other today?

“Wow…” I said, surprised for some reason. “Um…” I hesitated. “Tell him you're thinking about it, but you have another candidate.” The truth was, I was also surprised the guy had never asked her about me.

“How am I supposed to say that?”

“Come on, just write it…”

“We're going… to hell…” María smiled as she replied. “I'm giving him hope… I feel bad.”

“Don't exaggerate…” I said as her phone lit up. We read his reply:

“I'm sure you'd have a better time with me.”

“Well, well…” I said, taking the phone.

“Hey…! Come on, now…” María said, pretending to be annoyed but not really trying to snatch it from me. “Don't write something crazy, okay.”

I thought for a moment—we could spend half an hour on this nonsense or just cut to the chase. So I wrote:

“I don't know, I don't know… I like them well-hung.”

I showed it to María and she barely contained her reaction:

“Are you crazy? Come on, give it here,” she said, snatching her phone back and stuffing it in her purse.

“Sorry, María… it just came out…”

“Yeah… yeah…” she feigned an anger no one believed as she sipped through her straw.

“By the way, speaking of well-hung, we've never talked about… we haven't really gotten into that with guys you've been with… before me…” I ventured, emboldened by a second drink that was going down easy.

“You know there were few… very, very few…” she said with less discomfort than I expected.

“Yeah… And? How did they measure up?”

“Mmm… well… if I'm being honest… and… all things considered… I hadn't had much luck.”

“Are we talking about… equipment… or… how they used their weapons?” I asked, trying to be clever.

“Well… first of all, I'm not talking about you, okay? I'm talking about those… very few previous ones… and… I'll say that… neither impressive weapons… nor military strategy… nor… I don't know. That.” She laughed, charming as ever.

“Wow… poor thing… what bad luck you've had…”

“Tell me about it…”

I savored that moment—María was clearly confessing that both Edu's cock and what she'd experienced with him had been something she'd never even come close to before, almost as if she'd never known such a thing could exist.

I looked at her. She looked at me. We smiled. Maybe this craziness had brought us closer… Maybe it wasn't bad… but good… I felt good, maybe again because of the alcohol.

“Check what he said, come on.”

María rummaged in her purse. He had replied—of course he had, he was always online—with three ellipses and “you wouldn't have a problem with that with me.”

My girlfriend and I burst out at the same time, laughing at the young wannabe seducer's confidence.

“Look at him, so cocky…” María smiled, looking at the screen.

“Well, let him prove it,” I said. “Ask him for a photo.”

“Well, Pablo, you're the worst. That's just what I needed.”

“Come on, ask him for one.”

“But how's he going to send me a photo if we don't even know each other?”

“Well, that's the first thing these millennials do.”

“Yeah, Pablo, the first thing they do is send a photo of their... dick,” she laughed.

“Come on, ask him for one—what do we have to lose?” I used the first person plural so it would feel like our thing, making her feel like she was pulling a joint prank rather than making a personal request.

María took a breath. Took a sip of her drink. She smiled and shook her head... but you could already tell she was going to do it. Sure enough, she typed it out, saying: “He's going to tell us to go to hell... and he'd be right...” She set her phone on the bar. Álvaro, perpetually online, wrote back right away:

“Give me a minute.”

We looked at each other. We laughed. María kept repeating “oh my god” while drinking so she wouldn't keep looking at her phone. I imagined the guy abandoning his friends drinking with him in his living room, heading to his bedroom or the bathroom to get hard—god knows thinking about what or looking at what on his phone—to send María the photo... and I didn't know whether to laugh, feel bad, or get turned on.

We read: “Álvaro cousin's birthday has sent a photo” and I grabbed the phone quickly. María made no attempt to stop me. I was the one in charge of seeing it first and, with my expression, delivering the first verdict. I heard María saying: “I'm freaking out... I can't believe this” while there on the screen appeared a cock, gripped tightly in his hand... of dimensions... more than respectable... nothing like Edu's, not by a long shot, but the kid was definitely well-equipped. With prominent veins and a young, smooth, proud, pink head... he had a nice piece, truth be told.

“Hey... well...”

“Tell me,” María said quickly, not even pretending to be indifferent.

“Well... not bad, huh...”

“Really? Let me see?” She reached for her phone.

“Hey, María... looks like your luck is changing when it comes to what guys are packing,” I said as she studied the photo, making sure no one else could see it, holding it close and covering it with her hand, hunched forward.

María said nothing. So I asked her.

“Do you like it?”

“Mmmm... It's actually kind of pretty.”

“Pretty? Can they be pretty?”

“Well yeah... of course...” she said, a little tipsy.

“Maybe it's not his. It doesn't look like something randomly grabbed off the internet, but maybe it's a friend's or something.”

“Well, Pablo, we're not going to ask him for a portfolio.”

“No, but tell him maybe it's not his. What's he saying?” I asked, noticing something had changed on her screen.

“He's asking if I like it.”

“Ask him... tell him maybe it's not his.”

María finally gave in, and I watched her type it out.

“Seriously, Pablo, here—I don't even want to look at it,” she said, handing me her phone and telling me she was going to the bathroom. As she left, I asked if she wanted another drink. She said yes.

I kept staring at the screen. The guy was taking a while. I looked at his photo again—he'd definitely taken it in the bathroom, standing up; you could see some pretty tacky tiles in the background. Maybe he was taking so long because he'd gone back to the living room and now had to return to the bathroom. Or maybe he'd realized María was messing with him.

Just before María came back, another photo came in. The guy—undoubtedly him, though his face was partially covered by his phone—was taking a mirror selfie in the bathroom, showing not only a pretty impressive cock but also defined abs and a completely hairless torso. The guy was thin, a bit underdeveloped, hadn't really built any muscle, too lanky... it seemed like too much dick for such a slight frame.

“Here you go—your suitor,” I told María, passing her the phone before she'd even sat down.

Once again, she performed her ritual of examining the photo calmly without letting anyone else see it.

After almost twenty seconds of looking at the photo, she finally spoke, feigning indifference:

“Anyway... I'm going to put this away now... because this...” she trailed off as she saw the guy typing again.

“What's he saying?” I asked.

“Well... he's asking again what I think.”

“Tell him you've seen better... Which is true...”

She stayed quiet, weighing what to do. Finally, she said:

“Truth is, he kind of deserves it for being so cocky,” María said, apparently ready to type it out.

Sure enough, she typed it. She took a drink from her glass and set her phone on the bar again. The guy responded right away:

“Oh yeah? The guy you were with the other day?”

“Oh, so I do exist…” I thought.

“Now I'm going to get back at you…” María said.

“At me?”

“Yes, at you,” she replied mischievously, hiding what she was typing from me. When she finished, she handed it to me to read, laughing:

“No, that one likes to watch,” she had written.

“Damn, María,” I said, surprised and also acting a bit indignant, though I wasn't bothered at all.

If María had written that, it was a clear sign the gin was making its presence known.

Álvaro responded with a thinking face emoji and some ellipses, then wrote: “Why?”

“Serves you right,” she said, completely justified.

The screen lit up again.

“And you're not sending a photo?”

“Took him long enough,” María said.

“Yeah, figures. Ask him how he wants it.”

“Well, yeah, come on, I'm not sending him a photo—not even of a fingernail. I mean, come on…”

“I know…” I interrupted, “it's just to see what he asks for.”

“Okay. That's it. Game over,” she said firmly, putting her phone in her purse.

I knew I shouldn't push it, so we went back to talking about normal things, so to speak, and as I worked through my gin and tonic, I started wondering if we'd have sex that night. She looked gorgeous in those clothes, more innocent, less femme fatale, but maybe even more beautiful. I couldn't remember the last time we'd had normal sex. Thursday night with her barely conscious, or the week before when she climbed on top of me, using me to get herself off—those didn't count.

The place was getting more crowded and hotter. María ended up taking off her sweater, and her striped shirt turned out to be not nearly as innocent as her chaste burgundy sweater. I couldn't help but start kissing her tenderly while we talked. I was really horny. After weeks of darkness, in the last few hours I'd been bombarded with her confession about what happened with Edu… her involuntary exhibitionism in front of a whole bar… the moans of some neighbor I didn't know… and now an innocent flirtation that had led to discovering the body and cock of one of María's suitors.

She responded to my kisses with more wetness… Her tongue had a life of its own, apparently matching my arousal with her own.

My hand ended up caressing her neckline—I knew that turned her on. And during an especially torrid kiss, one of my hands landed on her shirt, right over one of her full breasts, and I squeezed with a bit of force, making María respond with even more lust in her lips and tongue.

After kissing with that roughness, I pulled back a bit. María looked at me with fire in her eyes.

I moved closer again. And whispered in her ear:

“You know that guy is going to be looking for you like crazy all night, right?”

“Mmm… you think so?”

I kissed her cheek and moved down to her neck. Then I moved back up to lick her earlobe while my hand caressed her neckline again and slipped lower.

“He thinks he's going to see you… and… he thinks… you'll resist a little… he thinks he'll convince you to go to a couple more places… but he really thinks he's going to end up fucking you…”

“Mmm… yeah…? He thinks that…? That he can… fuck me…?” María purred in my ear, her hands on my waist. Letting me touch her.

“Of course he thinks that… what do you think…?” I said, starting to undo a button on her shirt, afraid María would stop me.

“I don't think so… he's just a kid…”

“But he's got a nice cock…” I whispered, leaning back a bit, taking in how the view of her neckline had completely changed—the lace of her black bra was clearly visible, her breasts spilling out of the cups.

María, knowing her cleavage was outrageously exposed, picked up her drink from the bar and sipped slowly. With a pride in her body—finally—that left me breathless.

I moved closer again, and my fingertips had plenty of exposed skin to explore…

“If Álvaro saw you like this…”

“What…?” she asked, kissing me.

“If he saw you like this he'd die… he'd jerk off like crazy…”

“Mmm… Let him…” she purred in my ear again.

“You know who else is going to jerk off tonight thinking about you?”

“Who…?”

“A guy who was at dinner today.”

“Mmmm… yeah… I saw him.”

“Yeah? You noticed?” I asked, surprised.

“Yeah… he wouldn't stop staring at me…”

“Lots of nosy kids around lately,” I said, moving my fingers to undo another button… I couldn't believe María was letting me… Stunned and trembling, I was amazed she was letting me do this… And then, from where I was, I could see almost her entire bra; my gaze could travel all the way down to her navel if I wanted… And I did, oh I did, while I caressed her neck and tugged at her lower lip with my kisses.

“Mmm… what are you doing to me…” she asked, fully into it. And I didn't know how much of my success was actually me and how much was our game.

“What do you think?”

María stood up. Our faces drew close. She pulled her shirt together a bit and wrapped her arms around me so only I could see the expanse of cleavage that covered more than half her torso. We kissed sloppily, and I could tell María was enjoying the fact that nobody knew us here. Then she whispered in my ear:

“Do you want to use… that?”

“What?”

“What you bought today…”

“Mmm… yeah…” I responded.

I slipped my hand under her shirt… crept up over her belly and reached her bra… caressed her through it… kissed her cold, wet lips… and went for it:

“And who do you want it to be? Who do you want it to be when you're wearing that?”

“Well…”

“Tell me.”

“Álvaro. Let's give him a chance… see… how he does.”


CHAPTER 17

Wrapped in her arms, I wanted to freeze time at that exact moment. One of those rare times when you know you're happy and want to savor it. Her sweet, innocent face, yet naughty. Her cheeks flushed from the alcohol and the heat. Her double mischief of turning Álvaro on and that daring neckline—triple mischief if I counted her proposal to use what I'd bought. It was a tangible happiness, one you could almost hold in your hand, that you could even smell. But that high dipped a little when, once again, I started wondering if all her excitement could exist without the game, since that game had started as a bonus but was showing signs of becoming a necessity.

One of her hands left me to fasten a button, then she looked at me. We had about half a drink left, and until we finished it, we barely said anything. Words were unnecessary—it was almost all glances. My imagination kept drifting to the image of me, wearing that thing, thrusting into her... feeling powerful. Making her enjoy it. Enjoying it myself. Standing there, drinking my gin, watching her, breathing her in... I pictured how, once in our room, she'd call me by another name... At the thought, my cock throbbed, desperate to get out of that place.

María put on her sweater, we left, and her heels began to echo through those narrow, half-empty streets. With her clinging to my waist, I don't know what she was thinking, but I was mulling over how this would turn out—though I was relatively calm. After those weeks of pressure, with that thing I could be Álvaro and then go back to being me, maybe with a María who was already satisfied. And I could switch between him and me again. That gave me confidence. Like having a wild card or an ace up my sleeve to rescue me from my insecurity.

We arrived at the house and were hit by a wave of thick heat. The sofas, the fireplace, everything bathed in dim light—an atmosphere created by the owner of the house that gave off a love-nest vibe bordering on inappropriate. We passed the sofas to head up the spiral staircase when I noticed we weren't alone: the peeping boy from dinner was there, sprawled out, typing on his phone, probably seeking conversations more interesting than what his parents and sister could offer. The boy, in pajamas, acting like he owned the place, didn't seem to have any intention of looking away from his screen—until he caught sight of who those heels belonged to. Once he saw it was María, his shameless gaze didn't waver until we disappeared upstairs.

My girlfriend opened the door to our bedroom and my hands went to her ass, over her jeans... That light, that expectant silence that only hotel hallways have... the lustful look from that kid... our plan for the night... all those elements combined to create an intensely sexual atmosphere.

We went in and her purse dropped and her sweater flew off, and by the third desperate kiss she whispered “easy...” forcing me to hold back.

The next kiss was gentler... but incredibly more tantalizing. Her tongue traced my lips slowly before slipping inside. Once she'd filled my mouth, she pulled back to whisper:

“Are we really going to use it...?”

“Of course...” I answered without hesitation.

“We're crazy...” she whimpered in my ear, tipsy from the alcohol and probably from her imagination too.

I didn't want to delay much longer, so I asked her for a bit of privacy to put that thing on. I headed to the bathroom, but not before telling her not to look at me when I came back. The idea of her in bed, waiting for me, and me walking out wearing that thing—it terrified me.

I undressed in the bathroom while listening to María do the same. I didn't really know how to put it on—didn't know if I should be hard or not. I tried adjusting the strap around my waist, but I couldn't get comfortable with it. I opted to slip my cock inside without fastening anything at my hip, and the sensation was more pleasant than expected—the material was relatively soft, and its shape curved slightly upward.

Even though the image in the mirror wasn't half as shocking as I'd expected, I decided to come out without it on. I figured I'd go to María with it in my hand and put it on later in bed, once we were both aroused.

María had honored my request and didn't look at me when I came out. The bedroom was lit by a dimmer turned down low, and she was wearing the top of her white silk pajamas—boyish in style—but her legs were bare and looked incredibly inviting.

I circled the bed to position myself beside her and whispered:

“I didn't put it on.”

“Why not?”

“I don't know... we'll put it on now,” I said in her ear, letting that flesh-colored device, attached to its black strap, fall beside us.

“He wrote to me again,” María said as she reached for her phone on the nightstand. I didn't quite understand why, but we were speaking in hushed tones, almost inaudible whispers.

“I'm not surprised,” I replied, trying to remember where we'd left things with him.

I looked at the screen: “If you don't send me a photo I don't care, I'll imagine you.” He'd written it more than half an hour ago, but he was online.

“Well, well...” I said as I moved to position myself behind her. I leaned back against the headboard and spread my legs so she could settle against me, her back to my chest.

“Persistent, isn't he?” María said, but she didn't put the phone back on the nightstand.

“It's normal... María... he's probably wrapping up his little drinking session at home... he thinks he's going to see you...”

“So?”

“Well, I'd write him back...”

“What...” María asked.

“Tell him... well, what he's practically begging for. Ask him how he pictures you. He wrote all that just so you'd ask him that.”

“Oh really...? You seem to know a lot about this...”

“Well... it's obvious...” I said in her ear while she typed her message, and I was surprised by how willing she was—I didn't even have to persuade her.

After she sent it, she shifted up a bit so her head rested on my shoulder and our lips could find each other. It was incredibly arousing to wait for that guy's response while María's tongue tangled with mine. My heart was pounding as my hands unbuttoned one button of her pajamas, anxiously waiting for that screen to light up.

My girlfriend wanted us both to read the response at the same time:

“I imagine you looking at me with desire tonight.”

His response was definitely disappointing, and a “psss” escaped María's lips, confirming we both felt the same letdown.

María was hesitant. At first, she didn't want to write to him again. This time I did have to convince her to give him another chance.

“And if I look at you with desire, what would you do?” we wrote, and I whispered in her ear:

“Oh my God... he's going to die.”

“We're so bad...” María purred, setting the phone on the bed and running her hand through my hair and along my neck.

Again that uncertainty of watching the dark screen... and my hands moving to unbutton another button, almost completely freeing María's bare tits. My gaze slipped down her chest, admiring her half-covered breasts resting against her torso. The screen lit up and we read together, like before. The disappointment was similar—a paragraph of about eight lines talking about being alone... caressing each other... enjoying each other... and other childish suggestions that felt completely inadequate to us.

“Okay... enough...” María said, wanting to drop it and focus on just the two of us.

My hands finished unbuttoning her pajama top and cupped her breasts... I caressed them gently... coaxing her nipples to stiffen. Her white panties were the brightest spot in that dark bedroom until her phone lit up again. The guy was writing again, and we read without much hope:

“Do you want me to be clearer?”

María's response couldn't have been quicker or more to the point:

“Yes.”

The phone went dark again. One hand on her chest, the other caressing the white silk of her panties. María gave herself over to the gentle caresses, but they needed something more—and we didn't have much hope that spark would come from Álvaro and his naïve rambling.

Having almost given up on that guy's help, I started rubbing more firmly over María's crotch. I tugged her panties upward so they'd outline her pussy, so her lips would show through... when the screen lit up. We read:

“Since I saw you the other day I've been dying to give you an incredible fuck. When I got home I imagined you in my bed on top of me, riding my cock. I want to fuck you hard and I think you want it too. Fuck you rough.”

María let out a “wow...” that sounded like a sigh of arousal. The surprise was real, and my cock was already throbbing, pinned beneath her body.

We read it again while I pulled her panties up with both hands, making her swollen, wet lips press against the white silk. It felt like her pussy was straining against her panties when I whispered:

“Fuck you... rough...”

“Yeah...”

“What do you think...?”

“Mmm... well...” she murmured as her screen lit up. She grabbed the phone and we read:

“Do you like it better that way?”

María responded immediately:

“Like that. Or more.”

After writing that, she set the phone on the bed again and I asked her to lower her hands, to touch what I'd been teasing for a while. María's hands went to her crotch while mine were free to caress her chest and grab her phone. I scrolled through the conversation while he typed, until I found the photo of his cock. We both stared at that photo while she touched herself under her panties, and I noticed her nipples had grown rock hard...

“What do you think...?” I whispered, showing her the photo of the guy's cock.

“Mmm... good...” María almost moaned, her eyes half-closed, gazing at that close-up of his cock while she kept rubbing herself with intense eroticism...

“Just good...? I think you find it a really nice cock...”

“Yes...”

“Yes?”

“Yes... he has... he has a really good cock...”

“You'd... suck it... wouldn't you...?” I whispered, still waiting for the guy's response, while I reached out to grab the plastic cock lying beside us.

“Mmm... I don't know...”

“No? I think you would...” I breathed in her ear as I brought the cock up to her mouth.

“Why don't you suck it a little...?” I insisted, pressing the tip to her lips. “Look at it... look at that huge cock...” I whispered, and she played along without hesitation, opening her mouth and wrapping her tongue around that massive toy meant to stand in for the guy's cock... María sucked it while keeping her eyes on the screen, where the real thing was, her legs trembling from what her hands were doing beneath her panties.

My cock was probably dripping onto the back of María's pajama top by now as I urged her to keep sucking, both of us waiting for his response, which was slow in coming.

“He says he wants to fuck you hard, María... Do you think he'd fuck you hard with that cock?” I kept whispering, holding the toy as her mouth soaked the tip with saliva, the wet sounds filling the room.

A notification popped up at the top of the screen—he'd written back. I pulled the toy away from María and she slipped off her panties, as if we both needed to catch our breath before reading.

She repositioned herself on my torso, swept her hair to one side, brought her hands back between her legs, and we both read:

“I want to fuck you so hard you're going to beg me to keep going until dawn, asking me to go deeper every time. I think you want a real man who'll fuck you rough. Am I right? When we meet tonight, we're heading straight to the bathrooms and I'll show you my cock—you're going to want to fuck right then and there. You want me to fuck you there? You want me to fuck you hard right in the pub??”

María didn't say anything, but I could tell immediately she was affected. Aroused. Horny. She closed her eyes and gave herself over to her pussy. Her fingers started moving frantically while my cock wept more and more against her back.

“He wants to fuck you in the bathrooms... María, like a slut...” I whispered in her ear, watching in amazement as it turned her on. I brought the plastic cock back to her mouth, and she took it eagerly, sucking on it while coming undone below—she seemed like she could come at any moment. I kept her worked up, egging her on, asking:

“Would you let him fuck you there, like a slut... that kid...?” She moaned around the toy, eyes closed, probably imagining him inside her there, or imagining sucking him off...

I carefully pulled it from her mouth and shifted to free my cock, which desperately needed release... María stopped touching herself, denied her orgasm, and said quickly:

“Put that on if you want.”

“Yeah? Hey... This is incredible...”

“Yeah...”

“No, but... I don't know... it's incredible but... it's not real.”

“What do you mean it's not real?” she asked.

“That...” I'd cut off María's orgasm and I knew I was about to propose something crazy. “That... we're getting turned on by what some guy says to you from who knows how many miles away... and we have another guy right downstairs.”

“What are you saying? I don't understand...”

“Well, I'm talking about... taking advantage of the fact that the guy from dinner is down there...”

“But... Seriously?” she whispered, surprised but calm, her voice barely audible. “Besides, I don't think he's still there.”

“Well, what if he is...? Can you imagine flirting with him... turning him on?” I knew it sounded almost ridiculous—María on the verge of orgasm, Álvaro writing to her, the plastic cock still waiting to be used... it was a lot to juggle...

“But if I go down then what, it's just...”

“You know what I mean,” I insisted.

“But isn't this enough?”

“This is fantasizing. If you went down, it would be real.”

“And what do I say to him? I'm sure he's not there anymore.” María was reluctant but not completely defensive.

“Just sit on the same couch as him... make him nervous... flirt...”

“But he saw me with you,” she said as her phone screen lit up.

“Well, be bold.”

“We're crazy... Pablo... he's a kid... he might not even be twenty, and if he tries to kiss me, then what?”

“You know I'm fine with it...”

“Yeah, but what about me?”

I looked at her, making it clear the decision was hers. She knew that when I suggested something like this, I didn’t want any limits—in fact, the further she went, the better for me.

“Come on...” I whispered, urging her.

The silence stretched on forever. Maybe half a minute, and then she sat up a little and said:

“We want it all and it’s going to blow up in our faces...”

Another silence stretched out while María searched for panties she couldn’t find. What she did find were her pajama pants, and she pulled them on.

“Are we seriously going to do this?” she asked.

I got out of bed and quietly opened the door. I walked the few feet to the spiral staircase and peered over. I willed myself a little luck. And I got it. The kid was still there, even though half an hour had passed, wearing his red plaid pajama pants and black t-shirt. I went back to the bedroom while María buttoned up her pajama top. She looked at me and could tell from my face that he was still there.

“We’re awful, Pablo, really...” she whispered.

“Think of it as revenge for being a peeping tom.”

“Yeah... revenge... that would work if... but you don’t just want me to turn him on...” she said, standing up. She looked stunning with her tousled hair. Her nipples were still hard, visible through the white silk of her pajamas.


CHAPTER 18

In the dim room, María and I whispered out a believable strategy. My girlfriend kept alternating between “we’re crazy” and “but how am I supposed to say that to him?” in a nervous, restless way. Finally, the best we could come up with was for her to go downstairs with her phone, pretending she didn’t have good reception upstairs—which was actually true.

I grew incredibly tense, and she was just as tense, agreeing to my request—something that wouldn’t have happened months ago—and I wondered what was going on. The peak of my fantasy was clearly seeing her have sex with another man, and we’d reached that summit at the wedding. A summit I wanted to reach again. But this was different, softer, a kind of offshoot of the primary fantasy that sometimes surged with special intensity. And I wondered if that offshoot wasn’t affecting María too. A girl who had never enjoyed feeling desired, had never even given it any importance, but I was starting to see something there in her. The night she’d met Álvaro, the way she let herself be looked at, let herself be wanted... And... the night before too, at the bar... in front of those men, had she really not enjoyed it? Was it really all embarrassment? Wasn’t it half embarrassment, half a pleasant feeling of... of feeling powerful? And at dinner with the kid who was now downstairs? Had she only felt uncomfortable, or was something stirring inside her from feeling coveted?

María kissed me, phone in hand, and I returned the kiss and pulled her close. My girlfriend, tipsy—more than tipsy—had a restless smile that was both contagious and captivating. My hands moved gently to her breasts, and I felt her hard nipples through the fabric. They were showing through dramatically, but I didn’t say anything. I slid one hand down to her crotch while her tongue played with mine and felt her pussy—moist, swollen, and soft... covered only by the thin pajamas.

“Are you sure...?” she whispered in my ear, and I knew she was putting the responsibility on me, but it was obvious that if she was going downstairs, it was because something inside her wanted to.

“Yes...”

“And if... I turn him on too much... and... he tries to kiss me?”

“You already know what I want...” I whispered, kissing her cheek, savoring how tender and soft her pussy felt even through the fabric.

María left the room disheveled, flushed, horny, barefoot, without underwear, nipples visible through the fabric. I didn’t know which of us was more nervous. And that kid couldn’t even imagine the luck he was about to have.

I listened to her going down the creaky stairs while I gave myself some time before my first reconnaissance. I thought again about that exhibitionist offshoot and wondered if both fantasies could converge. If that exhibitionism could lead to a full sexual act that I could watch. It didn’t seem like anything was going to happen with that kid, but the what if... was there. Even if it was just a kiss, seeing her kissing someone... the thought drove me wild. My legs were trembling as I stood alone in the darkness and heat of that suffocating room, imagining it.

I had no idea what might happen, but I knew what I wanted. And I thought María didn’t know what might happen—or what she wanted.

I let two, three, four minutes pass before grabbing my phone. María had just written:

“He’s really nervous, this is crazy.”

I was surprised María had made him nervous so quickly, but maybe just seeing her had intimidated him. Just as nervous as that kid—maybe more—I replied:

“Yeah? What do you think of him? Do you like him?”

I saw “typing” appear on my phone and stared at the ceiling, sighing silently. The wait was torture.

“He’s cute... but... this is crazy... I don’t think he’s even 20, Pablo.”

I didn’t want to write more and distract her from her mission, but she wrote:

“Álvaro keeps texting me.”

“Don’t read them without me, please...”

“No, I’m not reading them, but he’ll see me online.”

Again I didn’t respond, trying to let her use whatever weapons she had with the kid without wasting valuable time on me.

I let three or four more minutes pass, then sighed and got ready to leave the room. My body was burning and my hands were frozen, as always when I’m nervous. I put on my pajamas, shivering with nerves, pulled the door mostly closed, and crept toward the stairs, ready to peek out. If anyone from the neighboring rooms came out right then, they’d see me plain as day, so I decided that if I heard any noise, I’d just head downstairs—as if they’d caught me about to go down anyway.

I poked my head out, heart pounding. My heart didn’t care about the logic that clearly said I wouldn’t see anything special. I saw them. On a loveseat, each with their phone, but talking to each other. Fairly close together, but not too close. If María looked up, she’d see me; for him to see me, he’d have to turn his head too. The kid’s body language radiated discomfort; the beauty he’d been eyeing lustfully hours before was now within arm’s reach... It’s always easier to imagine than to feel. It’s always easier to tame your fantasies than to face reality. And that reality had flushed cheeks, the silhouette of her generous breasts unmistakably visible under her pajamas, and she looked at him knowing her own power, yet with a flirtatious, almost shy expression that made him stammer.

They were talking quietly, and she was turned slightly toward him. I caught something about a photo, and she leaned in closer to look at the boy's phone. After a few seconds I figured out, more or less, that María was helping him decide which photo was best out of several on his phone—maybe to post on social media or send to someone.

I pulled back a bit. Like a soldier in his trench. I wasn't sure whether to keep watching. The truth was, it was highly unlikely anything would happen... More a wish than a real possibility. Maybe with someone else, with a man, not with a kid...

I decided to go back to the room and wait a bit before spying again. Once there, I felt an unbearable but wonderful mix of nerves and restlessness. I lay on my back on the bed and savored the solitude and darkness, the unease that made me tremble involuntarily.

I imagined María getting fed up and moving closer to the boy, and I started to get hard. I imagined her climbing on top of him and pulled my pajama pants down a bit. Lying there, I stumbled across María's white panties by accident... and I brought them to my face while I imagined that boy finally working up the nerve to do something, putting his hands on her ass, making María sit fully on his crotch.

I searched for the wettest part of María's panties—the ones I'd pressed against her pussy minutes before... and I inhaled that perfume, pure sex, intoxicating my whole body. That scent of an aroused woman entered through my nose and invaded me so completely that my cock throbbed in response.

I was starting a slow stroke when my phone lit up. She'd texted me:

“He's very, very nervous... but he's asking his questions.”

I sat up immediately to respond:

“What questions?”

“He asked about you.”

“Oh yeah? And what did you tell him?”

“I told him we're friends.”

“Why did he ask?”

“To feel me out, I guess.”

“You're almost twice his age.”

“Well, it's what you wanted, isn't it?”

I was pleasantly surprised by that progress in barely ten minutes. I wondered what María was doing to make such headway.

“Are you turning him on?”

“The only thing I haven't done is bite my lip while looking at him.”

“Fuck...” I said, dropping the phone.

I sat on the bed. Sighed. And waited. I checked the clock. Lay down on my back. Her panties in my hands again. That white silk on my face again. I closed my eyes. I breathed in that fragrance and imagined. Imagined and let my cock leak on its own, without touching myself. Five... ten minutes... Her panties on my face, my phone in my hand. It wasn't lighting up...

I trembled. I couldn't take it anymore. I pulled her panties away from my face. I tugged up my pajama pants and headed for the hallway. Again those nerves, those spasms, those tremors.

Back behind the trench, I peeked out just enough to see them:

What I saw was more than I could have imagined.

The two of them were on the same end of the couch, staring intently at each other. Face to face. He had moved closer to her. One of María's legs draped over his... One of her buttons undone? I couldn't be sure. She was flushed. I couldn't see his face. I could make out María's chest rising and falling, her breasts heaving. Her nipples stiff... They could kiss... at any moment.

I couldn't even move. I thought I might vomit from the nerves. If a guest appeared, I wouldn't have been able to react. María brought one hand to the boy's hair... and then to his face, in a strange gesture, somewhat forced, and he didn't move. What could María have said to bring about that closeness? Or maybe the kid wasn't so harmless after all?

The silence was suffocating. María's hand stayed in his hair, but he did nothing with his own hands except hold his phone. And his eyes... where were they going? To María's face? Her cleavage? Her breasts? Her nipples? He must have said something because she smiled. Flattered? María's leg, draped over him, was brazen and deliberate. One of the boy's hands finally came to life and reached for that leg... His face tilted forward. María, cornered, didn't seem to see it coming. Then an enormous crash killed all three of us.

The front door opened. The boy jerked back and María's leg suddenly retreated from that conquered territory. Frozen, I watched a couple enter the house—somewhere in their forties—while the boy pulled back even more and my girlfriend composed herself, flushed and flustered, though the couple hadn't seen them at all.

I pulled back, correctly assuming they would head upstairs... I retreated to our room and closed the door carefully, with plenty of time to spare. I heard their footsteps on the stairs. I pictured María blushing and cursed the intrusion, cursed not being able to watch them play it cool, all modest and innocent. I heard their footsteps pass my door as they entered their room, and it hit me that the blonde woman—somewhat heavyset, with red lips, dyed hair, and a serious expression—was the source of the moans from the night before. Her partner, bland and unremarkable, apparently saved his passion for the bedroom.

I collapsed onto the bed and figured that would probably bring them back to reality. If I was thinking about the possibility of them being interrupted—not by strangers, but by the boy's sister... or his parents—they had to be thinking about it too...

I rolled over on the bed, dizzy from so many emotions. Then my phone lit up again. It was María. My hands were trembling... I had a feeling something might still happen. Maybe I just really wanted it to—wanted this not to end like this. I even had trouble unlocking my phone with my shaking fingers... Finally, I managed to read what was on my screen:

“He just went to his parents' room to ask for the car keys.”


CHAPTER 19

I read that sentence three times. Each time just as nervous and surprised as the last. Surprised by the kid’s boldness—he was making that proposition without even a kiss? I felt like I was missing information, but I didn’t want to overwhelm María. A thousand questions bounced around in my mind, and the most important one was how far my girlfriend was planning to go with him.

I looked out our window and confirmed I wouldn’t be able to see the cars in the entrance parking lot from there. I remembered a large SUV I’d seen outside, belonging to a well-off family—if that was the kid’s plan, they’d certainly have plenty of space... What was I even saying? Was that really going to happen? I couldn’t take it anymore, and impulsively I wrote to her:

“Are you going to fuck that kid?”

I looked at the screen. And deleted it. I didn’t want to influence her or be unfair. After I deleted it, I wrote:

“Well... go as far as you think or want to go.”

I could hear sounds from the room next door. Drawers opening, faucets running... It wouldn’t surprise me at all if they started fucking in there any minute, while María went off with the kid to that car. And me stuck in the middle—jealous, envious... miserable... but happy at the same time.

I stared at my phone screen constantly. She had read it but wasn’t responding. I strained to hear if the front door opened or closed. But all I heard were the neighbor’s heels and her closet doors.

I kept rereading my message, and she still wasn’t responding. I realized I was at María’s mercy. The ideas were mine. The proposals were mine. Was the fantasy mine? Was the game mine? It was already clear it wasn’t, but here, as at the wedding, things would go as far as she wanted. Deep down, she controlled everything.

I couldn’t take it anymore and carefully opened the bedroom door. I just wanted to see if they were in the living room or if they’d already gone to the car. If they’d gone to the car, I couldn’t follow them. That would be too much. I couldn’t imagine myself in pajamas trying to spy on them through the car windows... Or I could get dressed for that... I didn’t know—the whole thing seemed insane.

Once again I crept down the hallway. More nervous than ever because now something was actually likely to happen—not like the first time I’d spied—and with more risk of being discovered, since the neighboring couple could come down to the living room at any moment. But the die was cast. I prepared to peek out. I swallowed hard. I leaned forward. Part of me wanted to see them, but part of me didn’t. If they were already in the car, I’d die—of jealousy, of envy... and of morbid excitement. Just like that? Everything came that easy for that kid? I couldn’t understand how I could feel envious of someone to whom I myself was handing the object of my envy—which was nothing less than the pleasure of my girlfriend’s body. And I saw them. There they were, sitting again in practically the same spots. María tucked into a corner of the sofa, one leg drawn up and the other with her foot flat on the floor, the kid sitting beside her, turned toward her. Very close. María had one hand on his chest. That hand moved again to his hair, caressing him like before. She seemed to be consoling him with a charming half-smile and an expression meant to convey calm.

I didn’t see the car keys anywhere. Both their phones sat on the table. Maybe María had refused, or maybe the kid’s father had sabotaged the operation—surely without knowing what his son was plotting or the golden opportunity that had fallen into his lap.

My girlfriend was caressing his hair when the kid’s hand went to her cheek. I was stunned. Were they really going to pick up where they’d left off before being interrupted? I couldn’t even breathe when María discreetly and calmly pushed that hand away from her cheek, never taking her eyes off him. Then she whispered something to him, and I cursed myself for not being able to hear them or see his expression. The kid then moved that rejected hand to her waist. I could see it trembling even from a distance. If that hand had been experienced, it would have landed with confidence and sought out more forbidden territory, but that wasn’t the case. I pulled back.

I couldn’t handle the tension. “María... do what you want, but don’t do this to me, don’t... don’t keep us like this,” I thought. But it also seemed true that she was overwhelmed too. That her flushed cheeks weren’t just from heat and arousal—she had to be a bundle of nerves as well, inciting a kid no more than twenty years old, just feet from his parents’ room...

I peeked out again. The kid’s hand had moved up, near María’s chest. She seemed more reclined now, and he was leaning further over her. And she looked at me. She fixed her half-closed eyes on me, and while she held my gaze, he made his move. The kid leaned in closer and his lips landed on her skin, kissing her cheeks, the sound echoing through the vast living room before piercing straight through me. María never stopped looking at me as the kid slowly lowered himself onto her, kissing her cheeks... and she watched me without flinching, welcoming that boy, letting him press against her body, almost chest to chest, until she turned her face slightly—to avoid those kisses and to look at me. With her face turned to the side, resting against the arm of the sofa, she received those kisses that traveled from her cheek to her neck, from her neck back to her cheek, and when both of us, when María and I were ready, when our fate was sealed... that kid brought his lips to hers... and kissed her softly, and she received that kiss, composed, never breaking eye contact with me. Every inch of my skin stood on end and suddenly a tremendous cold washed over me. Again that sensation, as longed-for as it was indescribable. She was kissing him with her eyes open, until by some unspoken agreement they parted their lips and she, still holding my gaze, let his tongue slip inside, and their tongues played together where their mouths met... and she let herself sink deeper into the sofa... Watching her kiss him, watching her close her eyes as their tongues intertwined... it was a stab to the heart... but I felt infinite gratitude, because surely she was doing it for herself, because she was getting hooked on this, wanting to feel another body, another touch, another tongue, a nervousness she would never feel with me again—but I knew she was also doing it for me.

The boy's hands were in plain sight. Too much so. He savored María's mouth, invaded it with his tongue, but with one hand he braced himself on the couch and with the other he held her by the neck and face, making the kiss more intimate, as if he thought he needed to coax her into going further. María brought her hands to his ass. One on each cheek. Him on top of her… The more they kissed, the more they settled into each other, their hips aligning. They were at the perfect height so that, without clothes between them, he could slide inside her. Slide inside her… It was too much… I thought I was dying… because it was all so vivid, so clear. Unlike with Edu—that time had been more dreamlike… Now everything was sharper, less yearned for, less deliberate, more casual.

María was already closing her eyes. She was abandoning me. Abandoning herself. And I was watching for a hip movement from the boy, or from her, that would suggest they were grinding against each other, that his cock and her pussy were rubbing together, getting acquainted, but there didn't seem to be any movement down there. The boy's hands weren't seeking forbidden territory either, and I found myself wanting more and more.

I pulled back again. To catch my breath. I was hard as a rock. Despite the intense nervousness coursing through the rest of my body, my cock seemed to have a mind of its own and was soaking a wide area of my pajamas with precum… I slipped my hand under my pants, there, against the wall, where no one could see me… and gave myself a few strokes… just a few seconds… with my eyes closed… and in my mind there was only María, letting herself be kissed by that boy… enjoying that young, eager tongue, enjoying that tender, aroused body.

I couldn't hold out much longer before pulling my hand away and peeking out again, and what I saw killed me. Lightning shot through me when I saw… when I saw that it had been María who had decided that one of her hands would no longer stay in innocent territory. What I saw was her elbow moving at an unmistakable height. I couldn't see more than her elbow moving slowly, but there was no denying that that elbow, that arm moving like that, meant she was jerking him off—giving that boy an incredible handjob while he only used his hands to caress María's face and brace himself on the couch.

I couldn't see the boy's cock, but I could see the top of his ass, since his pajama pants had been pulled down just enough for her to stroke him. I searched for María's eyes, but she had them closed while she jerked him off and received kisses on her neck from that boy who seemed about to collapse on top of her with each stroke. María's arm began to pick up a relentless rhythm and the kid could only bury his face in her damp neck… She was destroying him… she was killing him… and she was killing me… and I wanted the boy to dare to do something more so I could discover how far she would go, how far she would let things go…

She looked at me through half-closed eyes, and it seemed like when our eyes locked, the handjob accelerated even more. In that look there was an implicit “look at me,” “look what I'm doing to this kid” that excited me while filling me with pride. I was watching her. She was watching me. She was working his cock brutally and the boy could only rest his face beside hers… Her arm was moving frantically, blocking the boy, preventing any other part of his body from responding… The boy was trying to stay silent as best he could and… something happened… something happened and I saw it in María's face, a gesture of surprise, a disappointed look, and her arm slowed down. The boy said nothing. I understood nothing, but María's arm spent a few seconds moving at a slower pace… until it stopped. It stopped and she pulled her arm away, letting it fall to the side of the couch.

They stayed completely still. María closed her eyes and the boy didn't lift his face or move his body. Then suddenly my girlfriend's hand shook—like when you shake a thermometer to bring down the mercury. I squinted… looked closely… María's hand was covered with that boy's cum.

After the climax came the shame. The shame of both of them, but María's was internal. The boy sat back up and seemed to apologize, while she listened and seemed to assess the damage, especially on her pajama pants, but also on the lower part of her top. She stretched her pants a bit at the crotch, letting me see that the boy's cum had landed mostly right there on María's body. The kid was apologizing while she scooped cum from the area of her pajama pants right over her pussy… and I thought I would die from the sheer thrill of it. She was trying to keep it from staining the couch and ended up standing up awkwardly. The entire area of her crotch was a wet stain with random splatters around it. Meanwhile, her stained hand hung limp, not knowing what to wipe itself on.

Finally, an “It's okay” came out clear and steady from María's mouth.

The boy turned around. He almost saw me. And I had to hide behind the wall again.

This was tremendous. Indescribable.

From my position I heard María's voice again reassuring the boy, “It's fine, it's okay,” and I didn't know whether to peek out or go back to the room.

“It's okay. That's it. Come on, now,” I heard her say. And he said something, but I didn't catch it.

“That's it…” I heard her again in a whisper. Consoling him? Dismissing him? After a few seconds of silence, I dared to peek out again, carefully, since I didn't know where he might be now, and I saw that she was already heading toward the stairs while he headed toward the hallway on the ground floor. Then I walked, trembling, toward the bedroom. I was cold despite sweating. I took off my pajamas and, naked and completely hard, I only had to wait a few seconds for her to arrive.

She came in and closed the door behind her. We were in near-total darkness, but her white silk pajamas seemed to light up the room a little. I moved toward her as she tossed her phone onto the bed. Her hair was tousled, her pajamas clinging to her:

“We’re crazy… Pablo…” she whispered.

“So what?”

“This is too much…” she sighed, her back against the wall, as I kissed her lips and started working my way down… kissing her neck, her chest… her breasts over her pajamas, her belly...

“What are you doing…?” she murmured when she saw me on my knees before her, kissing her thighs… and between her legs… over her pajamas… and I moved to kiss through the thin fabric, over her pussy… right where the boy had cum the most...


CHAPTER 20

She gently pushed my head away. A docile gesture. I looked up. She was imposing, flushed, sweaty… Her tits looked enormous from where I knelt… clinging to her pajamas from the heat of that room... and her own body heat.

“Are you crazy...?” she sighed.

I pulled back a little. Her question was clearly rhetorical—more of a statement, really.

The sight of María was so striking it left me breathless.

“Look what he did to me…” she protested, her lament sounding more like arousal than complaint.

Kneeling, I brought my face close again… pressed my nose between her legs… over the pajamas… and inhaled… soaking in the scent and feel of the cum that kid had spilled on my girlfriend’s silk pants. I stuck out my tongue, seeking María’s neglected pussy, tasting and even savoring the silk soaked by that boy between us… It was hot, especially hot… The taste was strange, faint—the smell was stronger. My tongue attacked forcefully and María’s hands tangled in my hair. She whimpered, overwhelmed, as I licked through the soaked silk, feeling her open lips on my tongue… tender and hungry… meant to guard an opening, but now abandoning their purpose, parting for anyone who wanted to enter.

All the arousal accumulated over so many hours concentrated in my tongue as it licked over the fabric, in my nose as it inhaled endlessly the smell of that boy’s cum and María’s pussy. All the arousal from those last forty-eight hours—from the confession of what had happened with Edu, from the conversations with Álvaro and the photo of his cock, from the neighbor’s moans, from the plastic cock my girlfriend had licked… from María’s handjob to that boy… everything in such a short time, after weeks of nothing… and now… all of it together… let me savor an overflowing pussy and an overwhelmed María, whose hands left my hair to unbutton her pajama top.

I looked up again… María, eyes closed, back against the wall, tried to cup her bare tits with her hands—colossal and swollen, hanging pear-shaped—while she felt my tongue press against her pussy.

“This drives me crazy… María…” I told her, and she released one of her tits to grab my head and force me to keep licking.

“Take off my pajamas…” she protested desperately.

I attacked with my tongue again and whispered:

“If I take it off I can’t… feel him.”

“You’re crazy…” she repeated, whimpering with her eyes closed, one hand pressing my head, the other holding a tit. “What does it… taste like…?” she asked, but didn’t let me answer as she crushed my nose and mouth harder against her pussy. María bent her legs, incredibly horny, and ground me against her. And she insisted:

“What does it taste like, huh, you pervert…?”

That “pervert” sounded raw, violent, and revealed a María almost beside herself.

My cock, naked, free, wouldn’t stop leaking—and leaked even more when I heard that. I managed to pull my face away a little to tell her:

“It tastes like cum…”

“Yeah…?”

“Yeah… like cum from a peeping kid…”

“Mmmm… you’re more of a peeper… and…”

Silence fell… I leaned back and she, opening her eyes, looking at me, slaying me with that look, finished the sentence:

“A peeper… and... a cuckold…” she said, destroying me—destroying me with how much it turned me on. It had been a long, long time since she’d called me that.

María checked her soaked pajamas again, as she had in the living room, and sighed with somewhat feigned anger:

“Fucking kid…”

“Did he come a lot?” I asked, standing up.

“He came a lot and didn’t warn me. The idiot,” she responded as she carefully removed her pajama top.

“And your hand? How did you clean it?”

“He left my hand a mess. Do you think it’s normal not to warn me?”

“And what did you wipe it on?”

“Well… on him… in the end… on his t-shirt. He was stunned,” she said as she slipped off her pajama pants with curious care not to get anything on herself.

We lay down on the bed. We looked at each other. We caressed each other. Her face dimly lit by a streetlight a few meters from the house. We kissed. Calmly, sweetly, with all the time in the world. Completely naked, we savored each other’s skin, touching, feeling. It was arousal, but it was love—more than ever, this brought us closer.

I began to hear a strange noise… It took me a few seconds to confirm they were sighs, moans—that the mature blonde was fucking again. I said nothing. Neither did María. But I didn’t feel envy like the night before. Not at all. Because she, they, couldn’t have what we had. I caressed María and remembered what had happened on the couch with that boy, and there was no one’s sex life I could envy. Ours was more—purer, stronger. What was happening next door seemed like a flat, pointless fuck compared to what I felt in that moment. This brought us closer, made everything more intense, to the point that the touch of her skin felt different, her smell felt different, and her gaze was different—because that gaze showed not only pleasure from my caresses, but an unknown and addictive gleam from what we’d just experienced.

We lay on our sides facing each other, completely naked and sweating. I whispered:

“Tell me…”

“What do you want me to tell you…?” she responded, those big, expressive eyes on me, those tender lips that drove me crazy.

“What do you think?”

“Okay… Well… he had really pretty blue eyes…”

“What else…?”

“Well… he told me where he was from…”

“You know I mean other kinds of things…” I told her, knowing she just wanted to tease me.

Her face moved closer to mine. Our fingers wandered chaotically, caressing each other’s bodies. Ass, chest, thighs…

“Well… he was a good kisser… and… he was shaking pretty hard…” she laughed.

“Who?” I asked.

“Him.”

“And you weren’t?”

“Mmm… no, I don’t think so…”

“Okay. Go on.”

“And… I could see you there… watching…” she smiled, captivating me, “and… it was weird. It was crazy… I don’t know…”

“And his cock?” I asked, getting to the point.

“The size?”

“Yeah, I don’t know… everything.”

“Well… I don’t know, it was weird… because… he came and it wasn’t even fully hard…”

“Damn… And size-wise?”

“Well, I don’t know, normal, nothing special.”

“Bigger than mine?”

“Of course,” she responded bluntly, without stopping her caresses.

A silence fell, and we could clearly hear the dyed blonde next door enjoying herself.

“Wow… they’re really going at it over there…” she whispered.

“Yeah… yesterday too.”

“Really?” she asked, moving her hand—which had already caressed my entire torso—down to my groin.

“Yeah,” I responded expectantly. I stayed still. We looked at each other. The neighbor was moaning louder—no longer sighs or soft whimpers, but screams, shameless shrieks.

“What a… mess…” María whispered, choppy and almost unintelligible… bringing her hand to my cock, gripping it… It was hard… and she pulled the skin back subtly and meticulously. I couldn’t even remember the last time she had done that.

For a few moments I asked questions and she answered. How the kid kissed, how he had barely dared to touch her. How she had flirted with him, telling him he was very handsome, that she’d noticed him at dinner… She told me how she’d pointed out which photos he looked best in, how she’d said he must have all the girls his age crazy about him… how she’d put a leg over him and looked at him intently… how she’d told him his eyes made her nervous. Also that when the kid went to ask for the car keys, his father had told him to go to bed… The fear of being discovered… the scare when they were interrupted…

María continued with those minimal caresses on my cock while she told me, in the darkness, in whispers, and her sighs were drowned out by the moans—and sometimes screams—coming from the room next door.

“When he kissed me… I couldn’t believe it… It was obvious, but at the same time I couldn’t believe it… and…”

“Did you like it?” I interrupted anxiously.

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“I don’t know… it was so… different… And… with you there… I felt bad, but at the same time I liked it… and I could tell you liked it too.”

“And the handjob?”

“I don’t know… he wasn’t touching me… but I could feel him… I felt that thing down there and I couldn’t help it… or it just came out that way… I wasn’t thinking… clearly I wasn’t thinking…”

The girl was screaming rhythmically while María told me, and we didn’t stop looking at each other, and she kept stroking me slowly, holding it with minimal force—almost more a rhythmic caress than a handjob. And the neighbor seemed to miss out on her prize, because we heard a masculine sound—guttural, short, and somewhat unpleasant—and then silence. María said nothing. Neither did I. The silence stretched on. My cock was leaking. My hand caressed her and she said:

“Are you putting… that on?”

I was a bit surprised that she interrupted the moment like that, but I nodded.

She stopped her hand and I stopped mine. I fumbled around the bed for the plastic cock when we noticed her phone light up. We both saw Álvaro's name on the screen—he was calling her.

“Oh my God… this kid is going to cause us trouble.”

“Well, María, it makes sense… he's probably looking for you desperately. And drunk,” I told her, feigning calm as I grabbed what I'd bought, though I felt awkward putting it on in front of her.

“Do you want me to put something on?” she asked, setting her phone aside, maybe wanting to avoid the awkwardness of doing nothing while I strapped that thing on.

“Like what?” I asked automatically, tense and not looking at her, as I slid my still-hard cock into the sheath.

“I don't know… the heels… the stockings… something that turns you on.”

That sounded really good, but after what had just happened on that couch a few minutes ago, I didn't need anything at all, and I hoped she didn't either.

“It doesn't matter.”

She turned over on the bed. The whole situation intimidated us a little. I felt like I'd positioned it more or less correctly. The sensation was strange. The chemistry and ease we'd had a few minutes ago had faded slightly. My girlfriend on all fours, waiting for me to take her with that thing strapped to my body. I sensed she'd chosen that position because she was a bit embarrassed to look at me like this.

I looked down and saw that fake cock—it looked enormous. Bigger than the one we already had at home, especially thicker. It also looked more realistic. I felt weird, uneasy, but at the same time, putting it on had sent something surging through my body, like an extra rush of excitement.

I moved closer. Got on the bed too. On my knees, behind her. The sight of her ass raised and waiting for me… was majestic. I leaned forward a bit to look at her swollen pussy. Her lips, splayed open, hadn't gone back to normal for minutes—maybe even hours.

I brought a hand to her ass and caressed it. She swept her hair to one side of her neck and, nervous, caressed one of her breasts as it hung heavy from her torso. My hand went to her pussy and I marveled at how delicate and wet she was…

“Come on…” she sighed anxiously.

I gripped it carefully, thought about using lube but she was so wet I decided to go in just like that. I guided it carefully until the tip was at her entrance.

“Mmm… come on…” María said again, impatient and nervous.

I leaned further over her… until the tip of that huge cock began to enter her. Her sigh was so deep it made my blood run cold… I didn't want to stop. I wanted to keep going… And I slid a bit deeper inside her… And I felt strange—strange not to feel her warmth gripping me, but powerful hearing her sigh. What I was giving her was enormous compared to what I actually had, and she welcomed something so big inside her with a completely surrendered sigh.

“God… it's enormous…” she whimpered, lowering her head and burying it between her bent arms, but taking it with a resolve that was almost frightening. I pushed halfway into her and she sobbed with every inch that filled her. Amazed, I couldn't help but say:

“How can you take this huge cock… María…”

“Mmmm… put it all in…” she said with conviction.

Again that strange sensation of being inside her without feeling her warmth, but at the same time feeling immense power from giving her that pleasure, from filling her so completely. I enjoyed entering her almost as much as she enjoyed being filled, and María, without lifting her head, let out a “goood” as long and drawn-out as the thrust she was taking.

I reached the end in one thrust. And María moved her ass in a perfect, wide circle to feel all of it and let out a sob so filthy that I felt my cock throb inside the sheath.

I pulled back halfway and thrust it in again… I grabbed her by the hip and she swept her long hair to the other side of her neck and finally turned to look at me… and whispered: “goood, that feels so good...”

“Yeah…?”

“Yeah… it's enormous…”

“Whose is it…?” I asked in a whisper. I felt powerful, calm, but euphoric…

“Mmmm…. I don't know…” she said, turning her face away.

“Whose cock is this...?” I insisted, starting a slow, deep rhythm, finally enjoying the long strokes in and out of her body…

She didn't respond and I insisted again, but this time ready to name names.

“Is it the kid from downstairs's cock?”

“Mmm…. No…” she responded, completely surrendered, getting the hang of that tremendous cock, matching her hips to mine.

I was getting used to it too, sometimes adjusting the strap when it shifted, and I insisted:

“So…? Is it Edu's cock… or Álvaro's?”

“Ohh… that feels so good… give it to me like that…” she said, lifting her head.

“Tell me…”

“Mmm… it's Álvaro's…”

“Yeah…?”

“Yeah…”

“Would that guy fuck you like this…?”

“Mmmm… Yeah, fuck… He'd give it to me like this… or harder…”

“Imagine it… close your eyes and imagine he's fucking you… fuck, María… you just jerked off a kid and now you're imagining another one fucking you…” I whispered, leaning forward over her…

“Yeah… mmm… god… so good…” she moaned, and I picked up the pace a little.

As I picked up speed, our bodies started slapping together. My balls swung back and forth with the rhythm of my thrusts, and she started calling me “Álvaro.” She begged me to give it to her hard, to wreck her. She kept begging me to fuck her harder and deeper, always calling me by that name.

Sometimes she buried her face in the bed, between her arms, and sometimes she lifted her head and proudly took my thrusts. I relished burying myself all the way inside her, feeling powerful—powerful enough to satisfy her. I'd pull almost completely out, or even slip out entirely, staring in awe at the gaping hole I left in her pussy when I withdrew. Her swollen lips parted, tender, exposed… begging me to fill her again, and I obeyed, plunging back in, giving her immense pleasure.

At one point, while she moaned nonstop, I grabbed María's pajama pants from the bed and brought them to my nose again, inhaling the cum the kid had shot onto the fabric. I savored the scent while I thrust into her as she writhed with pleasure. Eventually I tossed the pants, and they landed in front of her. María turned her face toward me, surprised, and I leaned over and whispered in her ear: “Deep down, it turned you on when he came on you.” Her only response was more of those shameless “ahhh… mmmm…” sounds. “Smell it…” I told her as I fucked her harder and grabbed her hair with one hand… María pressed those cum-soaked silk pants to her face and started muffling her screams of pleasure in them… I was fucking her so hard we'd gradually worked our way up to the headboard… there, pressed against that dark wood, María moaned into those pajamas—moans the neighbors had to be hearing through the walls… and I was amazed when she started rolling her hips, matching my rhythm, building toward an orgasm with her face buried in that kid's cum. I could feel her coming—her moans and the trembling in her legs gave it away—as I told her:

“Álvaro's fucking you… Álvaro's fucking you while you smell another kid's cum…”

“Ahh… yeah…!! God… he's fucking me like this…!!”

“Come… come like this…! Like a slut…!!”

And she exploded in a massive orgasm and screamed:

“Mmmm!! Aaaahh…!! I'm coming!! God! Álvaro…!! I'm comiiing!! Ahhhmmmmm!!” It was so intense it gave me goosebumps all over.

There, on all fours, pajamas still clutched in her hand and pressed to her face, impaled, she recovered from her orgasm in silence. She didn't collapse like she did when I fucked her with my own cock—skewered as she was, she could barely move. I was the one who slowly pulled out… while she gasped at the emptiness, and I watched that cock slide out drenched in a milky liquid… leaving a gaping hole behind… and lips that had no intention of closing again.

She recovered with more composure and speed than I would have expected after that massive orgasm. She wanted to get on top of me. She turned around and, with her back to me, squatted down and mounted that enormous cock. Soon she was riding up and down, lifting until she nearly slipped off completely, bouncing elegantly on me while holding her tits so they wouldn't bounce too wildly from the movement. She moved with elegance, with restraint, but at the same time oozed pure lust… that grace and style in her movements, combined with the almost shameful extravagance of having to hold back—to tame—her heavy breasts as she bounced on me like that. I watched in amazement as she lifted off and sank back down; I gripped the base of that toy to keep it pointing up, and she'd rise off it and swallow it again with a pussy that never seemed to get enough.

The faint light coming through the window let me glimpse how that rubber was getting even slicker, coated once again with the thick wetness María was dripping onto that flesh-colored toy. Her hair fell long and thick over her sweaty back… She held her head high, throwing it back, moaning proudly… and she didn't need to ask for one of those “give me…” commands because I was already spanking her ass… softly at first… then harder, turning her moans into screams that blended with the slaps on her sweaty cheeks… I felt powerful, entitled to spank her… because the pleasure I was giving her with that cock earned me the right to punish her with those blows… After a few moments, I used my hand to grab her ass cheek and pull it aside… spreading her, trying to open her pussy even wider… As I stared mesmerized at that incredible sight, I said, “You're fucking Álvaro like this, huh? Fucking him like this?” And, coincidence or not, right after those words, she started a second orgasm, screaming shamelessly again—and once more, without needing to touch her clit to come… And again, after her climax, she couldn't just pull away; I had to carefully slip out of her… leaving that gaping hole empty once more.

We lay in silence for a few minutes—her on her stomach, me on my back.

I decided to take it off—after feeling powerful, I wanted to feel, really feel, to let my cock feel. I stood up on the bed, and while I unfastened the strap, María surprised me again, slowly rising until she was kneeling before me. She helped me get it off, and my cock emerged soaked and flushed... She didn't touch it. Didn't grab it. She looked up at me... opened her mouth... eyes on mine... stuck out her tongue... and licked it all over. She brought her mouth to my balls and tugged them down with her lips... her mouth... even her teeth... then put her hands behind her back, adopting a strangely submissive position, and licked the head. She looked up and took my entire cock in her mouth, all the way down, sticking out her tongue to lick my balls while she did. A striking image... hands behind her back, her gaze lost in lust, my cock entirely in her mouth as she made tiny movements with her tongue... reaching my balls like that... I thought I was going to come right then, but she pulled off quickly with a guttural sound from the effort of taking it all, leaving a thick trail of saliva and precum—long, enormous—bridging her mouth and my cock until it finally fell under its own weight, that semi-transparent liquid landing on her tits.

I wanted to feel her, wanted to enjoy her open pussy again, stretched to the extreme. I wanted to die from the thrill of sliding into her, me on top, missionary, and barely feel anything because a cock more than twice the size of mine had been inside her. I started thrusting, quickly building to an unusually fast pace, almost thunderous, and I barely felt anything—I knew she didn't either. She brought her hands to my ass to match my frantic rhythm, and between kisses she moaned: “Come inside... come inside...” My cock was swimming in the vastness of that pussy that had grown wet from sexting with a kid, that had opened more from letting herself be kissed and jerking off another kid, that had become enormous from being fucked by a plastic cock while imagining it was Álvaro inside her... and my cock began to convulse and spill deep inside, making María purr as she felt it, egging me on... and I panted and grunted in her ear and against her neck, emptying myself... having a deep, pleasurable orgasm... incredibly long... feeling each spurt go deep inside her.

I lay exhausted on top of her, still inside her, as she caressed my ass and my back. And I felt complete happiness, total happiness, an absolute connection—something I hadn't felt since the night with Edu, since I'd been with her after Edu left.

That's where I found peace—inside María. Inside her and freshly spent, after she'd been taken by a superior lover, a better cock. In those moments, our union, our connection, was so intense that I knew everything was worth it to get to that feeling.
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That peace lasted through the entire night. A night when I slept more deeply than I ever had. As if my subconscious were whispering to every muscle, to my whole body from head to toe, that not only was there no problem between us, but that this was better—better than ever—that it bound us together, creating a union I never would have thought could exist.

I woke to the soft sunlight of a cool December morning. No alarm. No artificial sounds. I rolled over until my face was close to the nape of María’s neck. I held her, breathed in her hair—an aroma that made me feel at home even though we were traveling.

Once she woke up too, it took us a while to get out of bed. Finally, we had no choice, and María ended up checking her phone. After telling me she had four missed calls from Álvaro and that he’d also texted her, she handed it to me to read and headed to the bathroom.

I read and saw that one of the messages on the screen sounded pretty angry—or at least that’s how it seemed to me—but it didn’t startle me or disturb my peace. The message, which came after several “where are you?”s, said: “I hope you didn’t play me.”

I waited for María to come back from the bathroom to ask her:

“What do you think?”

She started gathering her clothes and, after a few seconds, answered curtly:

“I don’t think anything. He needs to relax. That’s for sure.”

After showering, tidying up, and packing our bags, I noticed María was dragging her feet about going down to breakfast to a suspicious degree. Finally, she confessed that she didn’t want to run into the guy... or see him having breakfast with his family...

I looked at the clock—it was pretty late. I’d heard movement downstairs a while ago.

I thought about casually suggesting it might be funny, or even arousing, to see him nervous, having breakfast with his family, pretending everything was normal—but I quickly dismissed the idea and told her I’d go ahead to see how things were downstairs.

I stepped into the hallway and headed for the spiral staircase. Everything seemed so different... I went down the stairs, and even the sound they made seemed different, even the sofa seemed smaller... I realized that at night, everything had taken on a reddish atmosphere that had now disappeared. Once downstairs, I didn’t have to engineer a chance encounter with the guy, because I immediately spotted the father, mother, sister, and the guy, who was dragging a suitcase toward the foyer. We made eye contact for a second. It was true that he was pretty young—maybe he even looked younger being with his parents and sister—and yes, you could say he was strikingly handsome. And I thought that he probably believed he owed it all to her, to María, but in reality he owed it to me. He’d tell his friends about that experience for years and would never know it had all been thanks to me.

I went to the dining room and texted María that she could come down. From there, you could see the SUV they were loading the suitcases into. An SUV that, on one hand, I felt had come close to witnessing something tremendous... but on the other, something in me said no—that deep down, nothing more would have happened there than what had happened on the sofa. The thing was, I’d always thought María improvised, but the idea was beginning to form in my head that maybe she was in control, that she always knew exactly how far she was going to go.

After leaving the house, we stopped in a few more towns in the area before starting the drive back, and we didn’t talk about anything that had happened the night before. Not about Álvaro’s racy propositions, not about the handjob she’d given the guy on the sofa, not about the mind-blowing fuck with that huge cock... It was as if we were different people. I thought that no one we handed our phone or camera to for a picture could ever imagine the existence of that kind of... double life. And it was the first time my mind formed those two words for us.

We didn’t talk about it when we got home either. Monday came, and I decided I would wait for her to bring up the subject—I would even wait for her to be the one to demand we have sex again. I knew that without that game, if I didn’t go to her, she wouldn’t come to me, but after that incredible weekend, with everything that had happened, I had a hunch she would seek it out.

Over the following days, the only time the weekend came up was when I asked if Álvaro had written to her again, and María said no. And so, with no news from the guy and María showing no desire to have sex, Monday passed, and Tuesday, and Wednesday... And I began to fear I would have to be the one to give in, with the step backward that would entail. Thursday afternoon, at work, I was on the verge of proposing what she wasn’t proposing, when she texted me.

She was direct. As direct as María could be about that subject:

“You could... be Álvaro tonight.”

I savored that message for a while. I let her know I’d read it. I even got a little hard just from reading it. My delight wasn’t about having sex that night, or about the kind of sex it would be given that role-play element, but because the door wasn’t just staying open—she was the one, with that proposition, confessing that she wanted it open.

I wanted to keep playing:

“And why's that?”

“Well… you know…”

“And if I'm Álvaro, who are you?” I asked.

“Me? María, obviously.”

“María… just María?”

“Yeah.”

“Wouldn't you be more like… María the cock tease…?”

After that, following a few moments, she simply responded with three ellipses. I said nothing. Then she continued writing:

“Are you going to call me that?”

“Do you want me to?”

“… Wouldn't be bad…”

I had to get back to work. It pissed me off to no end that this conversation couldn't flow. I wrote to her when I could:

“So you're not going out for drinks today?” I asked, Edu always somewhat on my mind.

“No, I don't feel like it.”

It surprised me that everything to do with Edu had vanished so suddenly. That he'd been replaced in her fantasies by this kid, just when it seemed clear that, after what we'd been through, we had more material to fantasize about with Edu, and besides, if it was true he was leaving the office, everything could be simpler, less traumatic.

It quickly became clear I wasn't going to be able to leave work early, not even at the usual time. I had to finish something and could easily be there until nine or even ten. I let María know.

“Well, no problem,” she responded.

“You could warm up…”

“Oh yeah? How?”

“Well… you could reread what he'd written to you.”

“Yeah… maybe.”

“Or, better yet, you could write to him.”

“Tonight?”

“Yeah, while I'm not there.”

“Mmm… I don't know… I don't want to wake the beast…” she wrote playfully.

“Come on, write to him, feel him out a little.”

“I don't know, we'll see. Come on, get to it so you can leave earlier,” she responded.

I had to buckle down, desperate to finish. It was hard to concentrate. Images of what might happen with María that night kept flashing through my mind.

A little after eight thirty, I read on my phone:

“I'm texting with him.”

“Yeah? What kind of stuff?” I asked, suddenly anxious and agitated.

“Well… this guy gets worked up right away…”

Something surged through my body. It turned me on so much that she was texting with him like that. María wrote again:

“Better wait for you before I keep writing to him.”

“No, no, keep playing along.”

“By myself? I don't know what to say to him.”

“Well, try. Come on.”

“I don't know…”

“Come on… have a glass of wine, or two… and you'll see.”

“Haha… the wine's a good idea… the other thing, I don't know. I think it's better to write to him together.”

“Come on, María, you don't need me for that.”

I felt a strange thrill at the thought of María flying free in those flirtations. Just like last summer, when Edu seemed to have told her which bikinis to wear… for some reason I didn't want to know everything. If she was texting with Álvaro now, I'd probably end up wanting to read what they'd written to each other, but purely out of excitement, and maybe I wouldn't even read all of it; I didn't want to—not knowing everything turned me on.

I ended up convincing her not to wait for me before getting racy with him. I understood she was embarrassed, but I didn't doubt her ability—when she went to her parents' house, we'd often write all kinds of things to each other. It was harder for her than for me, but she'd eventually loosen up.

I was tempted to ask her how it was going with him about three hundred and fifty times until I managed to leave the office, but I held back. I only wrote to say I was leaving and would be home soon. Even then I didn't ask her anything.

When I arrived, I was surprised to see her in the living room. I don't know why I'd imagined she'd be in the bedroom. She hadn't even changed. She still had her work clothes on—she'd only taken off her jacket but kept the gray skirt and navy blue blouse. Two things immediately told me this was happening now and it was serious: first, María's flushed face, her tousled hair, and second, that plastic cock lying on the couch with that black strap, the harness I was supposed to put on to be Álvaro. I also knew right away that María had done her ritual from when she got home from the office, that thing where she takes off her bra to be more comfortable and puts her blouse back on. It didn't take half a second of looking at her to know those tits were bouncing free under the silk of her blouse. What wasn't normal at all was that she'd kept her heels on.

We barely spoke before kissing in the middle of the living room. Her kisses were wet but calm, long… her tongue moved slowly, but with precision. I whispered:

“You haven't taken off your shoes… you've been clicking around in those heels for an hour…”

She didn't respond, pressing her body closer to mine. I kept going, still delaying the good part—the Álvaro thing—wanting to tease her with a different topic:

“The downstairs neighbors must be thrilled…”

She still didn't respond, and we kissed again… I slid one hand along her neck, pulling her closer to deepen the kiss, while the other caressed her breast over the fabric. She finally responded, almost moaning in my ear:

“They're going to be even happier now…”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah… Come on… put that on,” she ordered, her voice eager.
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After she said that, my shirt and sweater came off in one motion, and I wanted to savor her lips, her neck... her body... before doing as she asked.

“What have you two been writing to each other to give you that look...” I whispered.

“What look...? I didn't write him anything...” she said, planting little kisses on my cheek.

“Sure...”

“Yeah... he writes everything anyway.”

We spoke in sighs. Her hands on my bare chest. On my stomach. They moved to the back of my neck so we could kiss more eagerly. My hands went to her ass, over her skirt. To her tits, over her blouse. To her hair, tangling my fingers there to draw her lips to mine.

After an especially filthy kiss, my tongue wrestling with hers inside her mouth, marveling at the wetness and firmness of her tongue, I squeezed one of her tits with a bit of force. Her response was to moan in protest and push me away playfully, making me step back. From a couple feet away, I saw her flushed face, her burning cheeks, her nipples straining against her blouse... I was going to tell her how much it turned me on to see her like that, but she was faster. Taking a step toward me and bringing her hands to my belt, she insisted, half mocking, half commanding:

“Are you going to put it on, or am I going to put it on you...?”

My pants disappeared and, after one button of her blouse came undone and two torrid kisses, we landed on the couch. I was the only one losing clothes—she lost nothing: not clothing, not elegance, not authority. She pointed at her phone on the couch and told me:

“Come on. Read. You're dying to.”

Sitting there. Completely naked. I grabbed her phone while she slid down my body, kissing my abdomen... her soft breaths making my skin tingle.

As she descended and kissed me, she looked up. She watched me rummage through her phone until finally she asked me to hand it over so she could more easily find what I should read. She stood up then, her thumb sliding across the screen to find where I should start. Having stood up after sliding over my body, her skirt had ridden up a bit, and I could see the lace tops of her dark stockings at mid-thigh. The image was stunning: María, with her hair disheveled, her blouse with one too many buttons undone, showing cleavage that revealed almost half her tits, her nipples defiantly hard and piercing through the silk, in heels and stockings... exposed by that hiked-up skirt...

Stunned, I looked down at my cock resting to one side, throbbing and starting to drip...

“I didn't know you had those stockings...” I told her.

“Yeah... I bought them yesterday on my way out of the office,” she responded without looking at me, still searching through the conversation.

“Well... aren't they kind of slutty?” I wanted to provoke her.

“Yeah? You think?” she responded, unfazed. A mix of indifference and haughtiness.

“Pretty much, don't you think?”

“Could be...” she responded, unaware, I think, of the weight her words carried for a “me” who maintained composure on the outside but was dying on the inside.

A silence fell, and I used it to sit up straighter, not so sunken into the couch. She finally handed me her phone. She knelt between my legs, swept all her hair to one side of her neck, and kissed one of my thighs gently. She stretched her arms forward and rested her hands on my chest while teasing the inside of my thighs.

My eyes went to her phone, and even on a first pass I could see she wasn't lying when she said the guy wrote almost everything. María stuck to writing “And that?” “And what else?” “Go on” and similar phrases, which preceded genuine declarations of intent described in detail, in forceful paragraphs.

While I was still trying to get my bearings and figure out what excited me most about what I was reading, María surprised me by wrapping her tongue around my cock... I looked down and she was pushing her hair back with one hand, the other still on my chest, licking the tip of my cock delicately, giving it little flicks, lifting it, licking it... And she didn't want to torture me much longer—she stopped teasing... and decided to take it in her mouth. All of it. Without warning. And I felt an immense heat. I gasped... I had to close my eyes... And I felt my cock growing in her mouth, each throb of my body, of my cock, pushing another inch deeper inside her.

The intricacies of our minds were inscrutable. María, who had seemed to ignore my cock or even despise it, now delighted in it after getting turned on by another guy. And I, who had my self-esteem in the gutter and was ashamed of my modest cock, knowing that soon I'd have the help of that rubber cock and could satisfy her, didn't feel a trace of the insecurity that had blocked me for weeks.

María released my cock and let a thread of saliva connect her half-open mouth to the tip of my cock, spanning nearly a hand's width between them. She looked at me and broke that little thread of saliva with one hand, watching me, in an exaggerated display—both aroused and arousing.

“What... do you think...?” she whispered.

“What you just did to me or what he writes you?”

“What he writes me...”

“Well... what do you think I think... he's dying to fuck you...”

My girlfriend decided to ease off the throttle a bit, going back to delicately kissing the inside of my thighs. Carefully and slowly, while I read how the guy told her he'd masturbated thinking about her... and she told him he was a pervert... he asked if she wanted to know what he thought about when he did it and she responded with a “whatever you want” that, deep down, was an explicit request.

Álvaro wrote that he imagined the night they met, they went to the pub bathrooms and she sucked him off there... and then they went to his place and he ate her pussy. After that blunt statement, the guy asked her what her pussy was like, if she shaved it, and María told him: “I’m not going to answer that,” and the guy told her it wouldn’t take him three minutes to make her come while he ate her out. María doubted his abilities and let him know, teasing him, goading him... And Álvaro ended up announcing that, after that, what he’d do to her, what he fantasized about while jerking off, was fuck her in the ass. “After eating your pussy I’d fuck you in the ass.” The guy stated bluntly, and a drop leaked from my cock as I read it... María didn’t respond to that brutal proposition, which considering the size of his dick, might as well have been a threat. The guy told her he was obsessed with her ass, with the white pants she’d worn that night... He even described it, saying it wasn’t round and prominent, but that her cheeks curved down in an inverted heart shape. María was surprised by that expression and so was I. And my girlfriend told him she thought, since he hadn’t stopped staring at them, that he liked her tits more, to which Álvaro responded that he didn’t think she’d noticed.

Just as María left my thighs and stood up, I managed:

“Fuck... María...”

“What...”

“That... that part about him fucking you in the ass is intense.”

“Yeah...” she responded while standing in front of me, bringing her hands to her hips under her skirt, and black panties began sliding down from there. She stepped out of them one leg at a time... and let them fall beside me.

“Did you touch yourself while you read it...?” I asked.

“No...”

“Sure?”

“Not while I was reading that,” she said, sitting on top of me, my cock ending up just inches from her crotch, and I thought maybe she’d ride me, leaving the rubber cock for later.

With her skirt hiked up to her stomach, she brought one hand to my cock and gripped it firmly, wrapping around it completely. I scrolled down a bit in the conversation until I read a paragraph where the guy described how he’d fuck her in the ass. How his cock would slide in and out of her ass: “I’d put you on all fours on my bed and fuck you in the ass like an animal, my roommates would be amazed at what a slut I was fucking.” He asked María if it turned her on when he called her a slut and she, in the first clear sign of mutual arousal, responded with a “yes” that only turned him on more, and was completely sincere.

“Did you touch yourself when he wrote you this?” I asked, showing her the phone.

María, without letting go of my cock, which she was stroking gently, looked at the screen and scrolled down a bit with her finger.

“Here,” she told me. And she brought both hands to my cock and my balls, caressing them with almost maddening softness.

And I read a paragraph where the guy told her that, after fucking her in the ass in his bedroom, he’d fuck her in the living room, so all his roommates would know what a total slut he was fucking. That his three roommates would call her a slut and a whore while he fucked her in every position possible... that he’d fuck her in her pussy and her ass interchangeably, and that finally he’d end up coming on her tits, that her ass was for fucking and her tits were for coming on. “Fuck, I’d come on those huge jugs you’ve got in front of everyone. Can you imagine?” He’d written crudely, using that word “jugs” that sounded as strange to me as it was vulgar.

The guy wrote, claiming she was surely masturbating while reading him, and ended up asking for a photo. “Since you’re getting off on what I write and you left me hanging on Saturday, at least send me a photo of your pussy, I want to see what it looks like.” I was surprised by his bluntness. All this without María really encouraging him. She responded to his request with a curt “No.” I kept reading... and María took the phone from me.

“Come on. That’s enough. Put that on.”

For a moment, once she’d climbed on top of me, I’d thought maybe she’d decide to just fuck me. Ride me, without needing the harness, but she was making it clear that wasn’t happening.

I grabbed the thing and we stood up. It took me half the time to put it on compared to the first time. And I wasn’t embarrassed. I fit my cock inside the hollow without any trouble and adjusted the black strap around my waist. María told me to sit down again. I did and gripped the cylinder by the base, and it seemed huge, even more than the first time, and much bigger than the other one we’d had for a while. I even hesitated, wondering if I should tell María we might need some kind of lubricant... because it seemed impossible that she could take this thing just like that. But she turned around, standing with her back to me, bent her legs and, while one hand gathered her skirt, the other reached for the cock, ready to sit on it. I brought my hands to her ass to help her mount it... the hand that had been on her skirt went to her pussy... to spread her lips... and soon she began lowering her body... to land there... to impale herself on me... She did it in silence. I wanted to see her pussy open up, spread apart, to take that thing, but I couldn’t see well.

She let out an “uufff...” of shock and pleasure as she felt that cock pushing its way inside her... She lowered herself... halfway down, and then her hand released that cock and both hands went to her skirt. Now I could see clearly how that thing was burying itself inside her, how her pussy was swallowing that monstrosity as she made guttural sounds of pure pleasure, throwing her head back, closing her eyes, all her hair cascading down her back... Until she impaled herself completely... all the way down... letting out a “Mmmm...! ohh!!” so pure and so filthy that my cock, trapped inside her, twitched on its own, desperate. Not satisfied with that, she completed the movement by rolling her hips in a full circle. Accompanying it with another tremendous “Mmmm!” She was savoring that complete penetration. It seemed like nothing less than this excessive brutality would satisfy her anymore. This was everything to her—she writhed with pleasure and closed her eyes as if deep down she knew she deserved it. And she wanted to give herself even more pleasure, to prove to herself she could take this and more, lifting herself up again until she’d almost pulled off completely... releasing a transparent stream that left me speechless... a stream she didn’t even know about, and it drove me wild, before she buried herself again with stunning determination and delight.

Fully impaled on that enormous cock, she decided to stay still for a moment, then brought her hands forward. I couldn’t see her, but she was unbuttoning her shirt. Once she’d finished, she opened it and rolled up her sleeves a bit. Finally, she brought her hands to her breasts to hold them steady for what she knew was coming, and she began to move up and down, slowly at first, creating an image that was a strange mix—the crudeness of that apparatus against the elegance of her open silk shirt, her skirt, and her heels. Refinement and vulgarity combined. Her movements and her moans were pure elegance... but what her pussy was releasing was pure sex, dirty and uninhibited.

She was fucking that enormous cock, moving up and down, panting and holding her breasts tenderly, delicately, as if holding them while riding that thing made her feel more like a woman, more female. She was fucking that cock, forgetting all about me, and the sight was turning me on, but I wanted more than just visuals. I reached for her panties and, searching for the wettest spot, brought them to my nose. I inhaled that dense, raw female scent that proved she’d gotten tremendously aroused reading what Álvaro had written her... The softness of her panties felt incredible against my face, and the smell of her pussy lingering there was intoxicating. Her sighs and moans filled the entire living room... and I wanted to bring her back to me, so I asked her about Álvaro...

“He turned you on... didn’t he...?”

María leaned forward a bit. Without answering me. And switched from bouncing up and down to rocking back and forth.

“Your panties reek, María... Did he turn you on...?”

“Mmm... fuck... fuck, yes...”

“He wants to fuck you... doesn’t he...?”

“Mmmm.... Yesss... Fuck... he wants to fuck me...!” she panted, gasping, getting closer and closer to her orgasm.

“He wants to fuck you in front of everyone...”

“Mmm...! Fuck...!”

“Would you let him...? Huh?” I said, accompanying the question with a slap on her ass.

“Auuu...!! Mmm...!! fuck...!! yes...!!”

“Yes? Tell me!” I insisted, slapping her ass again.

“Auuu...!! yesss!! Fu-ck...!! Ahh... let them all see me... while he fucks me...”

“He’s a bastard, huh! He... insults you... but it turns you on...”

“Mmmm...!! Ahhh... Ahhh!!” she moaned, surrendering more and more.

“Fuck... he calls you a slut... he calls you a whore... and you tell him you like it.”

“Mmmmmm....!! Yes! Yes!!... God...!! I’m coming...!! I’m coming now...!”

“Now??”

“Yes... Fuuuck...!! Álvaro!! I’m coming!! Like that, Álvaro, Fuuuck!!” she exclaimed in a scream that gave me goosebumps.

“Come, fuck... Come... You cock tease... That’s what you are...” I shouted while squeezing her ass hard and slapping it.

“Mmmm!! Ahhhh!! Ahhh! Fuuuck!! I’m comiiing!!”

“Come... fuck...! Let everyone see how you come!!”

María writhed, losing herself in an endless orgasm. Moving frantically back and forth... completely gone... screaming that she was coming... calling me Álvaro... she kept moving and screaming while I slapped her ass, never letting go of her panties pressed to my nose, never stopping inhaling that scent that reminded me just how horny she’d gotten reading about how Álvaro would fuck her in front of everyone...

Once again, just like the previous weekend, María was completely exhausted, but she could barely move while impaled on that enormous cock. I had to help her off. Her legs seemed locked up. She ended up falling sideways onto the sofa. She was drenched. Sweating like crazy. On her back, skirt hiked up to her abdomen, stockings still on, shoes still on, her swollen breasts completely out of an open shirt damp with sweat… But I didn't care that she was exhausted… I took the harness off and got ready to lie on top of her. As I removed it, I looked at her—defeated, defeated by pleasure… and looked at her pussy, open, wide open, reddened… I aimed my cock and buried myself inside her. I was blown away. I couldn't believe it. I felt less than ever before. My cock was swimming in the vastness of her flooded pussy… I thrust into her and she didn't make a single sound. She didn't even pant. And it was so humiliating that it drove me crazy.

On top of her, missionary position, I pounded into her hard on the sofa and she barely opened her eyes. Eventually she brought her hands to my ass—her first sign of feeling me at all. Her silence, how wide her pussy was, everything humiliated me while turning me on at the same time. Her muteness and lack of response were as condescending as they were humiliating… With that pussy so open… so accommodating… It made her so much woman and me so little man… that it turned me on so much that, despite feeling almost no friction, I started to unload inside her in no more than three minutes after I'd entered her. I let myself go inside her and moaned shamelessly, not caring that my sounds might seem ridiculous when they weren't accompanied by even a sigh from her… I came inside her, a lot, with my face buried in her neck... panting out my moans of pleasure there… while she took all of it without flinching.

I was dizzy. Drowsy. Still inside her. I felt my cock shrinking on its own until it finally slipped out of her.

“Careful, it's going to drip,” María said, completely composed, meaning the sofa. She put a hand there and I went, still dizzy, for toilet paper. As we cleaned ourselves up, we sighed and our eyes met, and we smiled, that connection again. Like it was a secret, a shared mischief, that we both controlled, that we both made ours even though others knew about it.

“I don't think you saw the photo,” she said once she'd finished cleaning up.

“What photo?”

María scrolled through the conversation again. She went almost all the way to the bottom. Apparently, after Álvaro wrote that he knew she was masturbating while reading his messages, he'd asked her for a photo. She'd refused. And he, without her asking, had sent her one. When the photo started appearing on the screen, María pulled the phone away.

“Are you sure you want to see it?”

“Of course.”

“Now? Don't you want to save it for another time since you haven't seen it?”

“No… no…”

María… in heels, stockings… skirt at her waist… shirt open… her breasts swollen… areolas huge, nipples jutting out… and her pussy, which even standing up was noticeably gaping, lips swollen and pushed outward… she looked like a total sex bomb while joking sweetly, and I didn't understand how she managed to be two almost opposite things at the same time…

“All right,” she said, showing me the photo… which showed a cock… Álvaro's cock, pretty big, resting on his abdomen. The photo was taken from his perspective, with him lying on his back. The cock pointed toward the camera and everything around it was cum… Yeah, the whole tip was smeared and his entire abdomen was covered in thick white liquid. Below the photo it said: “So you can see how much you turn me on, SLUT.”

I stayed silent. But my face must have been priceless. There was nothing else in the conversation.

It was eleven at night, and we hadn't eaten dinner. And when we were about to, I imagined María on the sofa before I arrived, texting with him… slipping her hand under her skirt and panties… touching herself, driving herself wild… receiving that photo and staring at it nonstop… heels planted on the floor, her enormous breasts, her nipples hard with arousal, wrecking her pussy imagining that boy fucking her, fantasizing about him fucking her in front of his friends… coming… insanely horny imagining that… and I pounced on her…

...and I suggested putting the harness back on… and we fucked until one in the morning that Thursday, skipping dinner, and she called me Álvaro and I called her a cocktease, and for the first time I slid a finger into her ass while fucking her from behind on all fours, and she didn't protest, and she had her first orgasm with my finger there… and not satisfied with that, she came again, showing me, reminding me of the untapped sexual potential she held inside… and after that second orgasm where she came so hard, I took off the harness again and thrust into her frantically, but she barely felt my cock, which moved fast but uselessly in the vastness of that enormous pussy… a pussy belonging to a woman in her prime, one my cock didn't deserve. I couldn't come because I felt absolutely nothing from how stretched out she was… and I ended up coming on her tits… knowing that's what Álvaro jerked off to. And hearing María say things like “come on Álvaro… I want you to cover my tits...” I exploded in an orgasm that almost made me pass out before I finished splashing María's tits.

That night was a turning point, because we knew our sex life would never again be… normal, like other couples'. It wasn't a bonus. No. It was a necessity now. We didn't say it out loud, but it was obvious, obvious that we both knew there was no going back, that returning to anything conventional was now impossible.

It also seemed clear—clear and mutual—that sooner or later, the fantasy would once again fail to be enough.
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I had to think about it for a while to figure out what had changed, why what we were doing felt so different from what we'd experienced months ago. We'd been using that toy while fantasizing about another person for some time now—another cock replacing mine, another guy. Edu swapped for Álvaro, our first dildo swapped for that harness. But my feeling was completely different.

Half asleep, standing in front of the coffee machine in my office that Friday in December, I felt, absurdly, like people were looking at me. Like when you hook up in college and then go to class feeling like everyone's watching you, like they know you scored, when in reality nobody knows or cares. And I wondered why I had this feeling of success, almost unfamiliar to me, when objectively almost nothing had changed. In fact, anyone who knew that my girlfriend had been fucked by a coworker of hers, in my presence, two months ago—and that since then it hadn't happened again, that we hadn't even come close to it happening again—would think we were taking steps backward, or that we were stuck. So I wondered why my feeling was completely the opposite.

I was barely sipping that bitter coffee, which verged on undrinkable and probably had more placebo effect than caffeine, when a girl from my office—one of the few women there—walked past me toward the hallway. My eyes went to her heels, her long legs, her skirt, and inevitably my mind flew to María and her new stockings. Why? From her stockings my mind jumped to her shoes—heels that she hadn't taken off after being home for an hour or more, that she'd kept on while texting with Álvaro, while masturbating thinking about him. Why? And from that I jumped to the previous Saturday at the country house, when María, while I was getting ready to put on that harness for the first time, had asked if I wanted her to wear stockings or heels while we fucked. Suddenly I had a suspicion—if not certainty—that her proposal, meant to turn me on, might have been to turn herself on. Why else would she recreate that outfit alone in the living room, just her and her phone, texting Álvaro.

That could have been an isolated detail, but combined with what happened at that bar—those men admiring her, the thing with the guy on the couch... I suspected again, or was almost certain again, that María was discovering, or enjoying, her sexuality. And when I said sexuality, I also meant the power, the effect she had on men. It wasn't so much provocation as awareness, knowledge. She knew she was killing them, and she was starting to enjoy it.

On top of María's awakening, there was the fact that when we fantasized about Edu months ago, it had seemed more like a favor she was doing me than genuine enjoyment on her part. Now, however, while we fantasized, she barely remembered I was there. She truly felt like it was Álvaro fucking her. And the way she enjoyed our plastic cock was that of a woman fucking for herself, on her own terms. I remembered how she rode that enormous thing, caressing her tits, admiring herself, glorying in her power and femininity, taking pride in her body and her sexuality.

And her orgasms—she didn't need to touch her clit to climax. Her arousal, the size of what was inside her, or maybe a deeper knowledge of her own body, let her reach orgasm—or several—in a way she'd never experienced before.

And she was no longer ashamed. She no longer tried to justify herself afterward by saying she'd said things she didn't mean. She fucked that enormous cock while calling me Álvaro, then fell asleep peacefully.

The only thing that might be similar was that she'd already exchanged racy texts with Edu, dirty back-and-forth, just like with Álvaro—but back then there had been guilt, an “I refuse to let this turn me on” that had now disappeared.

All of that together seemed to me like infinitely more important progress than if she'd fucked Edu again and afterward regretted it, saying it had been crazy, that it would never happen again. María's gradual awakening turned me on and kept me more on edge than an isolated infidelity with its subsequent regret.

But not everything was under control. There were still things that escaped me, and I still felt like something didn't add up. That feeling—with what I knew might be somewhat paranoid overtones—intensified the next day, Saturday.

That morning we had plans to have breakfast with another couple, friends we'd known for a long time. Although really, her friend's invitation had been, in her exact words... brunch...

Things with María were spectacular, unbeatable, probably the best in our... right at that moment, five and a half years together. My girlfriend went to shower mid-morning and I ended up joining her, with affectionate intentions—because I was Pablo, not Álvaro, and Pablo didn't fuck María anymore. Wanting Pablo to fuck María there would have put her in a real bind. Anyway, we were soaping each other up and the topic of Álvaro came up—that he'd almost certainly go out that night, that maybe he'd text her... and I, probably because I constantly had this doubt in my head about what was going on with Edu, suggested fantasizing about him instead of Álvaro, maybe reenacting what happened in his room the day of the wedding. Well, just like that, a fight broke out—or rather, she got furious with me. Forget about Edu, what the fuck was my problem with him, she'd already told me that if something happened with him she'd tell me herself.

She exploded in a completely absurd, disproportionate, and above all, uncharacteristic tirade. Uncharacteristic of a María whose defining traits were her level-headedness and even-keeled personality. She and baseless anger were polar opposites.

Fortunately, it didn't take us even fifteen minutes to sort it out. No words were needed. In the living room, María, in skinny jeans and an enormous red turtleneck sweater, grabbed her purse and pulled her hair back into a ponytail. She saw me come in, already ready to leave, and gave me a sweet sideways glance—a signal unmistakable between us, enough for me to approach. I hugged her from behind and we breathed in together... I kissed her cheek while holding her tight. I breathed in her scent. Her love. And she smiled, almost laughed, and playfully blamed herself for completely losing it in the shower. I didn't say anything. I just enjoyed her scent, her touch, and her charm. But despite her apology—unusual for her, by the way—I didn't feel any more at ease, nor did the seed of an idea disappear from my mind. Not that it had me alarmed, but let's say it was there.

That brunch was pleasant and would have been calm, if it weren't for the fact that María, taking advantage of a moment when the other couple was caught up in deciding who would tell an anecdote, discreetly showed me her phone. I soon discovered that being discreet wasn't enough—I practically had to lean toward the wall and look in all directions so no one could see the screen, because Álvaro had written to her, and the last thing in the conversation was that photo that was shocking enough at home but infinitely more so in a public space... topped off with that “So you can see how you turn me on, SLUT.” Below that phrase was now a new one, a simple: “Are you going out tonight?”, which María and I knew implied an unspoken: “I hope you go out tonight, I'm dying to fuck you.”

I turned off the screen and slipped the phone back to her as discreetly as possible. For a couple of minutes we listened to our friends, but María and I were more connected to each other than to the people we were talking to. Moments of complicity, of secrecy, of connection, without even needing to look at each other.

My girlfriend could leave Álvaro's question unanswered for hours or even days, and I didn't want to suggest anything.

It was mid-afternoon and we didn't know whether to go out to dinner or just stay home. On one hand it was quite cold, but on the other, the more hours we spent at home, the shorter the weekend would feel, and I, despite it still being Saturday, was already starting to feel Monday looming over me like a weight dangling by a thin thread. In the end we decided to have dinner in a nearby town. Once seated in the restaurant with both our phones on the table, hers lit up. Her face told me it was Álvaro who had written.

María cleared her throat and announced in a low, charming tone:

“He says... our friend Álvaro...”

She drew it out, wanting to play with me, wanting to build intrigue.

“What does he say...?” I asked in a hushed voice, as if it were a state secret, classified information.

“Well, he says... with his... manners and... tact... usual restraint...”

I smiled. And she continued:

“He says... 'So are you going out or not?'” she said and set the phone back on the table.

“Just that?”

“Yes...”

“And what are you going to tell him?”

“First, he can wait a little,” she said playfully, already a bit tipsy, finishing her first glass of wine.

Then my phone rang—it was from work, Saturday night... my boss's name appeared on the screen. I went pale. I tried to act calm, more to fool myself than for María's sake, and as I got up to take the call outside I said: “It's my boss. Either he's calling by accident or someone died.”

As almost always happens when something seems like it's going to be a problem, it turned out not to be—and in this case, quite the opposite. My boss was at the company dinner that only department heads attended and had found out they were considering me for a much more important position than the one I had. The conversation continued and got even better, because not only were they considering me, but I was, by far, the frontrunner. I thanked him profusely. Besides, the fact that he called me right away showed an affection that's usually scarce in the corporate world.

I returned to the dining room and saw María in heels, stockings, a black skirt, and a burgundy polka-dot blouse. Dressed for dinner, she always attracted attention even when she didn't want to. There wasn't a husband, father, or waiter who didn't scan her from top to bottom. I especially liked when a couple came in, one of those you can tell don't have much rapport yet, maybe a first date... where the man enters excited about the evening ahead and, upon seeing María and comparing her to what's accompanying him, his enthusiasm drops considerably. He sits down with his date and glances sideways at María, wanting her... and, what's crueler, suddenly aware of how animated he'd been with his now-tremendously-mediocre date before seeing María.

I wanted to hold off on the news, but my girlfriend wouldn't let me. She didn't stop until I'd recounted the conversation with my boss almost word for word. María's joy was so intense that, even though it was my news, she always ended up seeming happier than I was—and maybe she was.

Despite my restrained joy, I cursed the fact that I couldn't drink to celebrate—I still had half an hour of driving ahead of me—and told María to drink for me. Her eyes sparkled from the alcohol and my good news, and I didn't want to ruin that good mood by asking if she was going to respond to Álvaro.

“I might just tell him I'm not going out and leave it at that.”

“Really? Don't you want to… tell him you might go out?”

I couldn't convince her. I didn't push it either, since I quickly saw she wasn't in the mood. It seemed her happiness had brought out her compassionate side, and she didn't want to get the guy worked up for nothing.

Finally, she responded with a concise: “Hi. No, I'm not going out.” The guy was online and read it immediately, restraining himself from pushing further.

It wasn't until the exact moment we walked into the house, when María set her purse on the sofa and pulled out her phone, that she told me:

“He texted me again.”

She handed it to me to read. It simply said: “Well, that's a shame.”

I had just finished reading and was about to hand the phone back when María said:

“I'm going to the bathroom for a second. Ask him why it's a shame. And put that on. I'll be right back.”
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She strutted toward the bathroom with an overbearing air that bordered on arrogance, leaving me in charge of her phone and a conversation that could fizzle out or explode. On one hand, her trust in letting me impersonate her was reassuring, but on the other, I enjoyed it more when she flew free in that flirtation—or should I say, provocation.

I wrote exactly what she’d asked and headed to the bedroom. I started undressing while glancing over to see if he’d respond. I hadn’t even taken off my top when the phone lit up:

“It’s a shame because I’d like to see your ass,” he responded, and I stood there thinking. Nervous. I tried to imitate María’s timing, to impersonate her exactly, and ended up writing: “tough luck...”

I took off my pants and something happened that I didn’t expect at all. Of all the things I could imagine him responding with, I never would have thought I’d appear in the conversation. Because I read:

“You haven’t met up with that guy who likes to watch, have you?”

What was I supposed to say to that... The conversation definitely wasn’t going in the direction I’d expected.

I undressed completely. María couldn’t be much longer. And I looked for that harness.

My girlfriend entered the bedroom at the exact moment I was fastening it to my waist. But when she came in, she didn’t look at me—instead, she went straight to the phone lying on the bed and started reading the few messages we’d exchanged.

She stood there thinking for a few seconds too, then I saw her start typing.

“What are you writing?” I asked anxiously.

She kept writing, quite a lot, without answering me, and I killed time fully adjusting that thing, that cylinder, which was harder to fit since I wasn’t very hard.

Finally, she didn’t tell me what she’d written—she just handed me the phone to read: “That’s none of your business. And I think you want me to go out for something more than just to see my ass.” The guy had responded: “Of course not just to see it, to stick it in your ass too.”

I felt my cock surge inside that rubber sleeve—a cock that seemed to read faster than the rest of my body. Suddenly María knew how to play with him in a surprising way, as if she possessed some innate knowledge. Álvaro then wrote: “Want more?” And I stood there waiting for his follow-up for a while, during which you could see the word “typing” at the top of the screen, so surely one of those enormous, explicit paragraphs was coming, in which Álvaro gave free rein to his imagination and didn’t skimp on vulgar vocabulary. And I couldn’t believe it was the same guy from those first messages, when it had seemed impossible he’d write anything even remotely spicy.

I wanted María to be the one to read it—the longer it took to appear on screen, the more it promised. I saw she’d already shed her skirt, which she’d placed on a chair with great care, without having taken off her heels, and I handed the phone back to her and lay back on the bed, with that tremendous cylinder pointing at the ceiling. María walked around the bedroom, feigning indifference, but I knew she was tense while waiting for the anticipated response. With one hand she held the phone and with the other she was undoing the buttons of her polka-dot blouse. I knew the exact moment the message came in from her face—surprise, probably at the size of the text, or perhaps it contained a photo. She stopped her aimless wandering beneath the bedroom doorframe, and there, facing me, she leaned against it and began to read. She read nervously, touching her hair. Restless. I could see her cheeks flushing and her hand even trembling a little. Her finger scrolled down the screen and she gave me an image that left me breathless:

She tossed her head to one side, whipping her hair back, and finished unbuttoning her blouse, revealing a black lace bra, stunning, both elegant and voluptuous, with firm cups that had the difficult task of restraining those extraordinary tits. And, not content with that... once that hand finished its work... she lowered it, slipped it under her black panties... and I knew the exact instant her fingers reached her pussy. My cock swelled to full hardness, trapped again in that prison, and I didn’t know if she was reading or rereading... but she began to masturbate slowly, there, standing, leaning against the doorframe, in high heels, stockings, panties, and open blouse. Again with those slutty stockings. Again without taking off her high heels to read him. Again with her blouse open, her face flushed. With her hand holding the phone, trembling... and with the other hand exploring... giving herself pleasure, satisfaction... I thought it would be a moment, a warm-up, that this was just a prelude. But no: She closed her eyes and let the arm holding the phone drop limp. And there, standing, with her eyes closed, as if I didn’t exist, she kept going and going, giving me a private show, though it didn’t seem at all like she remembered I was there. Three, four minutes... she flexed her legs a little... began to open her mouth... and I couldn’t believe she was going to come like that. Her hand sped up, she seemed to be using two fingers to rub her clit, I saw her hand under her panties moving with exquisite mastery. After a “Mmmmm... Oh!” uttered in rapid succession, an orgasm began, shameless yet discreet, with almost silent gasps, her mouth barely opening and closing, her legs trembling at the moment of climax in a way that was almost frightening.

She finally opened her eyes. And looked at me. They were teary from the pleasure she’d given herself. What kind of confidence had she achieved to flaunt such a spectacle? What level of comfort with her body had she reached to enjoy herself like that... What superlative knowledge of her pussy, of her body, had she attained to come that way...

She snapped out of it. I thought maybe she’d had enough. She looked at her phone again. She typed something quickly, and I thought she’d wait for a response, but she came over and asked if I wanted to read. I took her phone and the first thing I read was her last message, which contained a complaint nobody would buy: “You’re a pig, you went way too far today.”

I scrolled up through the conversation and started skimming. The guy had written her a ton of stuff, suggestions, but I got to one—maybe the filthiest—that seemed to hit all of María’s buttons; he was back to insisting on fucking her in the ass and back to insisting he’d fuck her in his living room in front of all his friends, but this time they wouldn’t just watch: “I’d put you on all fours on the couch, wreck your ass, and my friends would shove their cocks in your mouth, one by one, for hours.”

“Fuck…” I sighed without meaning to. Incredibly turned on.

The guy wasn’t responding—maybe playing hard to get—because I couldn’t believe he actually thought María had been bothered by what he’d written. What came next was plain and simple: the new María, or María the cock-tease, as I’d come to call her during the act. She called me Álvaro from the first kiss and we threw ourselves into the longest and maybe most intense session I’d ever had with her. Thanks to that harness we fucked for almost three hours, during which I took her on all fours again while slipping a finger in her ass. Her tight hole welcomed my finger eagerly while she screamed, “Come on, Álvaro! Wreck me… fuck! Wreck my ass!” Not satisfied with that, we ended up using our first dildo too—the one with the suction cup at the base that we’d never used. We stuck the suction cup to the headboard and I fucked María like a bitch while she sucked the other cock, and we pretended Álvaro was skewering her from behind while his friends fucked her mouth nonstop. I watched her, eyes closed, moaning, completely gone, taking in half of that other cock as best she could… and saliva dripped from the corner of her lips onto the pillow, grotesque and copious.

During the three hours we fucked, she never took off her stockings or shoes. I pretended it was a favor she was doing me, when I knew it was the opposite. María had several orgasms, each more brutal, each more savage, and we said things I never thought we’d say or hear.

When we couldn’t take anymore, I slid inside her without the harness, as usual, feeling—or not feeling—that looseness that humiliated me, that humiliating silence. In missionary position, I thrust into her with what little strength I had left. Our bodies were drenched in sweat, sweat that had even gone cold. María raised her legs and grabbed my ass in silence, and I grabbed hers and felt them soaked and almost cold. She raised her legs even higher, flexing them so I could go deeper, and even in a position—with her legs so high up—that might have looked ridiculous, she still maintained that elegance. Again, slut and elegant in equal parts.

After three hours of sex, it seemed impossible that I could come—there was no friction at all—and María, knowing this, suggested I come on her tits, Álvaro’s fantasy, but I finally managed to empty myself inside her… feeling immense pleasure and connection. And we didn’t care that my cock, as it shrank, slipped out and semen spilled onto the bed… we fell asleep like that, practically with one body inside the other, María still wearing her stockings and shoes.

That became not just our usual, but the only kind of sex we had.


CHAPTER 25

Over the following weeks, we literally used Álvaro for that game. María would sometimes promise him she'd go out that night, stringing him along, but after receiving his filthy paragraphs, she'd end up telling him she couldn't make it after all. It got to a point where it was increasingly difficult to get him to play along, but, at least so far, he almost always ended up falling for it.

Alongside everything happening with Álvaro, I still had a nagging feeling about what was going on with Edu. Why had he disappeared? Why the rejection? But I didn't want to ask her about him again, and writing to him seemed like a betrayal. Maybe it was absurd, since I'd already done worse things behind María's back, but we were doing so well that I refused to do it.

To make matters worse, for one reason or another, María seemed unable or unwilling to ever go to the Thursday beers—which only deepened my sense of mystery, not to mention suspicion.

I only heard about him in the middle of the month, when María was heading to some conference. In passing, my girlfriend mentioned: “by the way, Edu's not going.” At least that told me he was still at the firm. During that conference, which also coincided with her going to her parents' house—meaning we went more than four days without seeing each other—it was incredibly hard not to give in to the temptation of sounding out Víctor. I think if I didn't do it, even more than out of loyalty, it was because I hoped that thanks to her firm's Christmas dinner, María might confess something to me on her own.

But in the end, María didn't go to that dinner. She said she wasn't feeling well and wanted to stay home that Saturday. That same Saturday, we hatched another plan—this time that María had dinner with her girlfriends—so Álvaro would let loose about what he'd do when he finally saw her. Too bad for Álvaro: in the end, María hadn't managed to convince her girlfriends to go to the same pubs where he was…

Those were weeks when my life had four clearly marked aspects: On one hand, our sex life was amazing. We didn't fuck more than twice a week, but when we did, the sessions were completely indescribable, thanks, obviously, to what we had going on with Álvaro. It became customary for me to slip a finger into her ass while I was inside her, something that months ago I wouldn't have even considered, but Álvaro's obsession with her ass almost forced us to do it; besides, she seemed to take my finger more and more easily, letting her focus on a more intense pleasure. As for the stockings and heels, it wasn't that she put them on specifically to fuck, but if she came home from work dressed like that, she'd make a point of taking off her skirt, or even her pants, and leave the stockings and heels on; she pretended she did it for me, and I pretended I didn't know she did it for herself.

We almost always used only the harness, but sometimes we'd go back to sticking the other dildo on the headboard and act out Álvaro fucking her from behind while his friends fucked her mouth from the front. María's best orgasms, without a doubt, came from acting that out.

Álvaro didn't always take the bait—it was getting harder and harder. The more times she stood him up, the more difficult it became, so sometimes we had to settle for rereading what he'd written on other days and looking through his photos. He also wanted his share on that front, and he asked María for photos frequently, but she didn't give him anything. Once, already desperate, he simply asked her for a photo of her ass in the white pants she'd been wearing when they met. I tried to convince her—it was nothing, nobody would obviously recognize her. But she refused, and I couldn't help thinking about what would happen if she knew about the photos of her I'd sent to Edu…

The same night Álvaro asked for that without getting anything in return, he ended up asking her if the night they'd met she'd been wearing panties or a thong. Obviously she'd been wearing a thong—unusual for her, but with those white pants being so thin, she had no choice. Well, María didn't even give him that, keeping him at bay with a “Don't be dirty, why do you care about that”—she shut down almost everything, but he'd fall for it again.

The truth is she only gave him some… let's say… encouraging responses when he, after some particularly charged paragraph, would end up asking: “do you like what I'm writing to you!?” and she'd respond, at most, with something like “not bad…” Other times he'd ask after another huge paragraph with a “should I continue?” and she'd just respond “continue,” but she really gave him practically nothing.

It struck me how Álvaro seemed to hit exactly the right note—the new note, really—because he tapped into that exhibitionist branch of the fantasy, of feeling observed, and when he came back with things like “my friends watch you while I fuck you” or something softer like: “in the pub everyone was looking at you but only I had the balls to talk to you because I'm the one who wants to fuck you the most…” María's expression would change, lighting up. The obsession with her ass wasn't equally shared; when he focused on her rear, I got the impression she was more indifferent, and we'd set it aside until I slipped my finger into her ass.

I said that was one of the aspects of my life in those weeks. The second had to do with Edu, who seemed stranger and stranger to me. I tried not to overthink it, to tell myself that maybe nothing was wrong, but I had a strong hunch that something was slipping past me.

On the other hand, there was my work life, where I got the position without much trouble—just a couple of interviews where it seemed like as long as I didn't say I wanted to kill half the office, there was no way to mess it up.

And finally, my love life with María... was at an absolutely glorious moment, so much so that between that love, that connection, and our professional stability—both of us finally settled in our careers—I found myself considering something I think we were both thinking about. The only thing holding me back from proposing was our strange sex life, but it didn't seem like that part of our lives was going to change.

We spent Christmas each with our respective families, mainly because María's grandmother was a bit ill. We were on the phone almost constantly, and the main topic was the trip we had planned for mid-January. A trip to the West Coast that we were able to finalize thanks to María finally getting some overdue vacation time she'd been carrying over; the truth was that besides the days owed, she'd worked quite a few extra hours, and that was probably key too. We weren't together on New Year's Eve either, and to make up for this separation we weren't used to, we decided we'd create our own New Year's Eve on the trip and that, before that, we'd reserve the first weekend of the year for ourselves: We went to a cabin in the woods, a beautiful one that was actually meant for four people, but we got it just for the two of us. It was two wonderful days of thick sweaters and coffee in tin mugs, of the fireplace, caresses and kisses until we fell asleep, without clocks, with almost nothing but the two of us... It was forty-six hours of pure love and two incredible hours in which Álvaro fucked her like an animal on the floor, on the rug, in front of the fireplace.

During that weekend at the cabin, I made up my mind. I would propose on the trip to the United States—I even knew the exact spot where I'd do it. She really seemed to read my mind, because sometimes she'd bring up how some celebrity or distant friend had gotten married, whether she liked that type of wedding or not, and other comments that by themselves wouldn't mean much, but taken together, the message was clear.

And then the long-awaited moment arrived. It was the day before our trip, and María had gone out to buy some things she wanted to bring. I was packing my suitcase, a bit uneasy because the next morning I'd go buy the ring I'd had my eye on, and we'd leave for the airport after lunch. But you always think you're uneasy until something happens that makes your previous worry seem absurd—and that's when one of the last people I could have imagined texted me. It was Víctor.

He said he thought he'd seen me picking up María the previous afternoon. I didn't even remember the last time I'd gone to pick her up—in fact, it had probably been the last time I'd seen Víctor. I hesitated about whether to even respond, to play dumb, but finally, thinking the matter would end there, I told him no, that it couldn't have been me. The conversation continued, and I was about to cut it off countless times. Maybe deep down I didn't want to. And the urge to ask about Edu kept hovering over everything. And I ended up giving in. As soon as I wrote it, I knew it hadn't been a good idea, that Víctor would somehow enjoy having more information than me and would dole it out little by little to demonstrate his control and superiority:

“What about Edu? Do you know anything that might interest me?”

That “that might interest me” sounded terrible as soon as I saw it written. I didn't even understand myself.

“Well... you know he's been María's boss for a few weeks now, right?”

I was petrified. I was going to write that no, I had no idea, but I had enough presence of mind to write the opposite:

“Yes, yes, of course I know that.”

“Good. Listen, what did María tell you about why she didn't go to the Christmas dinner?”

“She wasn't feeling well.”

“She wasn't feeling well? I thought she would have come up with something better.”

I was furious. Sitting on the couch, I kept glancing at the clock compulsively. I didn't understand anything that asshole was telling me, and María should be arriving any moment. That she hadn't told me Edu was now her boss undoubtedly pissed me off, but some kind of self-protection system in my subconscious was telling me nothing was wrong and, above all, not to ask any more questions. But I couldn't help myself:

“What do you mean come up with something better? Why do you say that?”

“Man, you must know María approached him to do it again, to have him fuck her again.”

My heart suddenly shot up to a hundred eighty beats per minute. “I don't believe it...” I sighed twice under my breath. My hands, which had been sweating for a while, began to tremble in uncontrollable spasms... I no longer knew where I was or what was happening.

Víctor, even without getting a response, acted like a hyena with no intention of releasing his prey:

“And Edu told her to fuck off because he's with Begoña, the intern, and since then she avoids him as much as she can because he's her boss. That's why she didn't go to the Christmas dinner.”

I didn't understand anything. I didn't believe it. Nor did I understand the sadism of those sentences. Especially now that I wasn't even responding.

“She doesn't go out for drinks on Thursdays anymore, does she?” he asked—mocking, cunning, hurtful, rhetorical.

“She doesn't feel like it,” I responded without even knowing what I was saying.

“Yeah... like the Christmas dinner. What she doesn't feel like is sitting next to Patricia, both of them fucked by Edu, knowing that now he's fucking the new girl.”

María came through the door. My phone fell to the floor.


CHAPTER 26

I could barely put down the phone as María swept into the living room, looking stunning, and I felt like I couldn’t breathe. I turned off the screen, as if I were the one doing something wrong. And I didn’t even have time to stop and think, because my girlfriend was trying to show me some boots she’d just bought and launching into a barrage of questions: “Are you taking this? Are you taking that?” I heard her, but I wasn’t listening.

I was so bewildered, and María was overwhelming me to such a degree, that I had to escape to the bathroom. I closed the door behind me and tried to calm down.

I looked at my phone. Víctor hadn’t written anything else and wasn’t online. I felt like he’d beaten me up but spared me the killing blow. The worst part was that everything he’d said fit like a glove with everything that had happened in recent weeks. The part about him being her boss had to be true, since it was easily verifiable. As for María having approached him about a repeat... the truth was I couldn’t quite believe it. I couldn’t imagine the moment, the context, in which María would say that to Edu at work. Proud as she was, I just couldn’t picture her wanting it and expressing it openly—that kind of surrender, to the point of letting him know, was unthinkable. I also didn’t understand Víctor’s strange role as Edu’s representative.

I would have asked María almost immediately if we weren’t leaving on a trip the next day. Besides, I couldn’t confess how I knew... All of it had exploded in my hands without warning... and there I was packing, my mind on the ring for the next day...

I ended up taking a shower, as if it were a way to buy time. And the water definitely calmed me down a bit. I convinced myself that Víctor wasn’t trustworthy, and if he wasn’t trustworthy, then neither was what he said. The enjoyment he took in telling me all that implied tremendous malice—someone intent on causing harm. He hadn’t told me as a friendly warning, not at all.

I continued packing, but María seemed to have a radar for everything going through my mind. It didn’t take five minutes before she asked what was wrong, said I was acting strange. I told her I was nervous about the trip, but she didn’t believe me—she knew that wasn’t like me.

I thought I’d be calmer the next morning, but the sting was still there.

I went to buy the ring—something discreet, something I knew for sure María would like—and returned home with my cover story intact: I’d gone to buy a portable phone charger and a US plug adapter, which I also had with me. I felt really stressed. Uncomfortable. I couldn’t wait to be sitting on the plane.

Another issue on the table while I finished packing that morning was what to do with the harness. Going on a twenty-day trip without it was completely synonymous with going twenty days without sex. I could have just taken it, told María I was packing it, and that would be that—but I wanted to see how she would act. I waited and waited, until the very end. She had to know, as well as I did, that we hadn’t talked about bringing it. We already had our suitcases closed, we’d eaten, we were about to call a taxi. I started to despair. I glanced at her furtively, almost imploring her to bring up the subject. As almost always, she was stronger than me. But maybe it was the annoyance I’d been holding onto since the thing with Víctor that kept me from saying anything.

We called the taxi and, after hanging up, fell silent.

There, doing nothing, in the middle of the living room... minutes from leaving. I decided to give in.

That’s when she said:

“Did you pack... that?”

I waited a few seconds to respond... It wasn’t joy—it was relief.

“What?” I asked, playing dumb.

“Well... that... for, you know, the Álvaro thing.”

“Mmm, no,” I replied.

“Well, I don’t have any more room in my suitcase. I saw you still do. If you want, pack both, if they fit. I’m going to check my passport again,” she said quickly, bending down to check her suitcase again, showing a bit of embarrassment.

I did what she asked. I did it because it suited me too. But I still had that thing lodged inside me, preventing me from being my usual self with her.

When it rains, it pours—when we arrived at the airport, we found out we were running a bit late. Sitting in the uncomfortable airport seats with María beside me, the inevitable happened. I’d say I exploded, but the explosion was internal, so, as calmly as possible, swallowing a lot of bile, I said, searching for a serene tone that wouldn’t raise suspicion:

“I want to ask you just one thing about Edu... Is he still at the firm?”

María was clearly surprised. Looking at social media on her phone, she took a moment to answer:

“Well... to be honest, not only is he still there, but now he’s basically my boss.”

I’d say I had to act surprised, but I was genuinely surprised. Hearing it from her mouth made it feel different, aside from being absolute confirmation:

“How come? Wasn’t he going to switch firms?”

“Well... I don’t know if he was bluffing or if they really were offering him that much at the other firm. But in the end they made him some kind of counteroffer, promoted him, and he stayed.”

“Damn... How old is he?”

“I don’t know... about twenty-nine, I think. Yeah, twenty-nine.”

Him, twenty-nine, María thirty-five, and he was her boss. And she’d been at the firm way longer than him. I knew I was pushing it. María was uncomfortable. I didn’t want to argue, but I was hurt and that kept me going.

“And what kind of boss is he?”

Silence. I was definitely pushing her to the limit. But she tried to act like we were talking about Edu the same way we’d talk about anyone. She finally answered:

“Well... he could be worse. Because of him I go to court more than I used to, and you know I’d rather just hole up in my office...”

“You go to court with him?” I interrupted, annoyed. That was way more important than the almost ceremonial fact that he outranked her.

“Well, sometimes a few of us go together.”

“And why haven’t you told me any of this? We agreed that...”

“We agreed I’d tell you things related to everything that happened, not trivial stuff,” she interrupted, wanting to counterattack. “I’m going to get water from the machine. Want anything?”

“No.”

María stood up. I wanted to be angry with her. I didn’t understand these secrets at this point. But I couldn’t be angry... I watched her walk away... in tight jeans and a yellow wool sweater that made her look sweet, youthful, and impossibly adorable...

You could say I was annoyed, not completely angry. And she was uncomfortable, but her discomfort only made me more and more curious.

She came back and sat down next to me again. I didn’t let up:

“Anything else I should know?” I asked, knowing the word “should” would bother her.

She seemed happy about the trip despite her discomfort, with no desire to argue and every desire to change the subject, but she held on and continued:

“Well... he’s with a girl now. A new girl. An intern. The story’s kind of crazy.”

“How so?”

“Well... let’s see... should I tell you?” she asked, clearly offering an olive branch, as if telling me this girl’s story would exonerate her for not having told me anything about Edu.

My face must have said it all. She felt obligated to explain immediately.

“Well, nothing really... the girl came... Well, the girl’s lovely, super responsible, hardworking, twenty-four years old. A kid. One of those they hire for a year or six months—I don’t even know how long they keep them anymore. So anyway, she came in talking about her boyfriend all the time. ‘My boyfriend’ she called him, ‘my boyfriend this,’ ‘my boyfriend that.’ But like, with wedding plans and everything, at twenty-four. The guy stayed back in her hometown—I think he was her first boyfriend, from high school. And well, two months later, she was hooking up with Edu.”

“Damn...”

“I know, right... and besides... Paula even said, ‘this one’s from Opus Dei,’ ‘she’s probably a virgin and all that.’ Clearly not.”

María was telling it pretty matter-of-factly. Not enjoying the gossip, but she couldn’t seem to help giving details. More than I expected.

“Do you have a picture?” I asked.

“Of her?”

“Of course.”

“Mmm...” She thought for a moment. “No, I don’t have one.”

“What’s her name? I’m going to look her up on social media,” I said, taking out my phone.

María told me her first and last name, and it didn’t take me long to find her.

“Is it public?” she asked, leaning in to look at the phone with me.

“Yeah, it’s pretty open,” I told her and started scrolling through photos. The truth was she was an absolute sweetheart of a girl. Very young. Petite. But with a really pretty face. She reminded me of Alicia, the posh Andalusian girl Edu had slept with at those conferences and at his place, practically right in front of me, but this Begoña was like the Madrid version. It was like they manufactured that type of girl in María and Edu’s field on an assembly line. Complete with pearl earrings, the perfect smile from years of braces, big eyes, straight brown hair.

“She’s a sweetheart,” María said, stealing my words.

“She really is.”

“Paula calls her the little princess. Any more posh and she’d burst...” María said, and I could hear some spite in her voice.

“Okay,” I said, turning off the screen. “Anything else?” I asked, playing intimidating with her—a role that didn’t really suit me. “I’m asking in case four days from now you’re going to tell me, ‘oh, by the way, Edu...’”

At that moment María’s expression changed. I knew I’d gone too far.

“Fine. If it'll make you feel better, I'll admit I could have told you, but talking about him irritates me,” she said, clearly in a different tone.

“Well, and that's it? He's your boss and he's never once made a single comment after what happened?”

“Look, Pablo, let's just drop it, okay? As far as I'm concerned, we're already on vacation.”

María stood up and went to check the screens. She came back and said curtly:

“Gate's in half an hour.”

We sat in silence. One, two, three minutes. It was María who stopped that absurd bleeding:

“Look, I want to put this to rest, okay? We're good. We're great. The thing with Álvaro is... intense. And we're having a great time. But Edu...”

“Edu what?”

“Look. I'm going to tell you,” she said, turning slightly toward me.

I was glued to my seat. Waiting. On one hand, I was anxious for her to just confess already. On the other, I wasn't sure I wanted to know.

“I'd rather just get this over with. If you're asking whether he makes comments about me, the answer is no. Never. Not once. He hasn't said anything that would put me in an awkward position these... in these... three months since... that. Does he make shitty comments? Yes. Every now and then he says... some macho bullshit like... 'tomorrow dress nice, the judge likes you,' well yeah, and I give him a disgusted look and that's the end of it, and then he spends a week being charming, like nothing happened.”

I was getting more and more lost. I had no idea where María was going with this. Three days ago, that would have shocked me, but now, compared to the confession I was expecting, it seemed like nothing.

“And you know what?” she continued. “You want me to tell you what I know?” she asked, leaving me hanging. “You know why I know he's a bastard?”

María was really worked up, and even raised her voice. I needed to know what was going on, right now.

“Because... what happened the day of the wedding... I know... from... very reliable sources, that he told that ugly IT guy you were talking to that day.”

“How do you know?” I asked automatically.

“That doesn't matter.”

There was a silence. She broke it. And I no longer knew if she was talking to me or to herself, using vocabulary she didn't usually use:

“And... it's humiliating enough running into some imbecile who fucked you, because it pisses me off that he ended up fucking me, without also having to see the other guy's face and know that he knows.”

“Well, María...” I tried to calm her down.

“So, if it's okay with you,” she said sarcastically, “let's drop the subject of Edu.”
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I was trying to process all that information while also figuring out whether María's anger was real or just an act to get me to stop asking questions.

It made sense that she'd be upset Víctor knew. I understood the humiliation of having someone like Edu as a boss—to him, María seemed like nothing more than another trophy to show off—and on top of that, having to run into Víctor from time to time. Beyond that, I didn't know if María was aware that Víctor probably knew I'd been there, going along with the cheating. Probably not.

And I say I wasn't sure if María was exaggerating her anger a bit, because it was pretty much expected that Edu would tell at least one or two people. I think both my girlfriend and I would have been relieved if Edu had only told Víctor within the office. And if whoever told her that Víctor knew—probably Paula—didn't know of anyone else who knew, and hadn't noticed anything strange from anyone else, deep down you could even say it was good news.

If it's hard to make up after a fight, it's even harder after something you're not sure was actually a fight—because I think we were both pretending to be angry, her to end the interrogation and me to hide my true feeling, which was bewilderment.

We sat in silence for a long while, until a rush of people heading for the boarding gate brought us back to the real world.

Once we were seated on the plane, I watched through the window as we pulled away from solid ground, struggling to believe María. By leaving out that she'd approached Edu, she was tacitly telling me that Víctor had lied. But it was clear something had happened the first week of December, that week after our getaway to the country house, when I'd decided to wait and see if she'd suggest using the harness again—and she finally did, five days later, choosing Álvaro for our game, for me to play him. Two days after that, I'd suggested fantasizing about Edu and she'd flown into a rage—about nine or ten days after she'd confessed how Edu had fucked her…

It was certainly strange that after that detailed description, after that incredible fuck where she'd remembered everything, ten days later she'd get that angry just from me bringing him up. Something had to be missing in between.

I kept turning it over in my head, trying to find possibilities, half-truths from Víctor and from María. I came to think that maybe that week they'd made Edu María's boss, and she, seeing they'd have much more contact, would have suggested talking to him to settle things and clear the air—and he, conceited as he was, would have interpreted it as a come-on. It was one of the few scenarios I could think of where she came out looking good.

There wasn't a specific moment when things went back to normal between us. Her falling asleep on my shoulder, me laughing at her sweater because she looked more like a stuffed animal than a person in it… her seatmate taking up a seat and a half and me agreeing to switch places so she could be more comfortable…. These little things, combined with the excitement of the trip, gradually chipped away at the distance between us.

Once we reached our destination, we rented a car and barely stopped moving. In a way, we came to regret planning the trip to be so hectic. We rarely stayed more than one night at any hotel… and we almost always collapsed into bed exhausted… Days went by as we bounced from one place to another, living on fast food, and I think we both would have liked some more relaxed dinners—elegant ones especially—and for me in particular, something that might bring out María's budding exhibitionism.

You have to understand that we weren't in a sexual context like most couples. Sex didn't just happen from cuddling at night or in bed in the morning. It required messages from Álvaro, which still hadn't come, or kinky exhibitionist scenarios that would push us toward me putting on that harness. Our sex was wild but not very frequent, because it required so many elements to come together.

That mini dry spell, combined with my stress over having scheduled the proposal for near the end of the trip, sometimes left me a bit tense. I even considered moving the proposal up to an earlier moment, but day by day, I managed to stick to my plan.

We didn't hear from Álvaro—who obviously knew nothing about María's trip—until one evening at dusk, when my girlfriend received a couple of his massive paragraphs. With the time difference, he would have written it in the early morning hours, coming back from a night out, but we weren't in the right headspace to read it carefully, so we decided to save it for when we got back to the hotel late.

So many days without sex and the promise of that text had us on edge, but when we read it, we felt a bit disappointed. I'd already put on that plastic cock and that night we were well-rested, so we had a good session at his expense, but we ended up relying more on his previous photos and texts than on what he'd written that day. After that fuck of more than an hour, María, tired and maybe trying to provoke him into being more creative next time, wrote asking if he never managed to hook up with anyone to come home that horny in the early morning. The guy, who seemed to never sleep, wrote back that his standards were high—if he wanted just anyone, it would be easy. María told him she didn't believe that bragging, and he ended up responding: “Maybe when I wrote you I'd just fucked someone. It wouldn't be the first time.” We didn't quite believe him, but it also wasn't necessarily a lie.

The next day was Saturday, so deep down María and I were expecting another one of those messages from Álvaro. But it never came. Days went by and he didn't write anything. It had been about two months since the only time they'd seen each other in person, and at some point the guy was bound to lose interest. Besides, María barely gave him so much as a sentence to keep him going.

We’d tried to schedule “Our New Year’s Eve” for January 31st—exactly one month after the real thing—but we’d be on the road that day, so we moved it up to the previous Friday. Besides, it was one of the few times we’d be spending several nights in the same place, so we were more settled and rested. That night we decided to have dinner at the hotel, since there was a large, airy restaurant on the ground floor that drew plenty of diners even from outside.

We were finally able to shower without rushing, get ourselves ready, and set the mood to build our excitement. I’d packed a blazer so I could at least dress somewhat elegantly for dinner that night, but I wasn’t expecting what I saw when María emerged.

I came out of the shower, dried off slowly, and got dressed in the bathroom. When I stepped out and saw her, I was simply blown away. She was wearing a long aqua-green blazer that reached mid-thigh—low enough that you couldn’t see the miniskirt I assumed she had on underneath. Whatever she was wearing on top, probably a camisole or something, wasn’t visible either. She also had on knee-high boots with a snakeskin pattern that were apparently in fashion. María had shown them to me the day before the trip, and without paying much attention, I’d thought they were tacky. But worn like this, they fit perfectly and weren’t that flashy after all. What was breathtaking was that it looked like she was wearing nothing but the blazer and the boots.

My face must have said it all because she didn’t ask how she looked. In fact, she blushed a little and asked if we should head down.

Once again at dinner, I felt that magical sensation of seeing desire in the eyes of every man who spotted her. It was a constant, wonderful tingling. And it was increasingly obvious that she was aware of that power—that she’d come to enjoy those looks from married men and the whispered comments, in any language, from the single ones. It was a subtle provocation: her curves were barely outlined, nothing vulgar, quite the opposite, with her sleeves pushed up just so and a few discreet bracelets.

Sometimes it seemed to me that the more soberly she dressed—even somewhat masculine, like that night in that straight-cut blazer—the more femininity she radiated.

And it drove me crazy every time a waiter approached, even more when she got up to go to the bathroom, and even more as the champagne kept flowing... Until finally I couldn’t help but whisper to her:

“Everyone’s looking at you...”

Her response was no longer what it would have been months ago. Gone were the “you’re crazy,” “people are minding their own business,” or “you think everyone wants... me.” No. Her response was: “Let them look,” said with commanding confidence and self-awareness.

We left dinner intending to have a drink somewhere nearby. We headed to reception to ask about a place, and as I walked beside María, it felt strange to see her in those tall boots—but she wore them as if she did every day. The guy at reception told us that since it was Friday in a business district, there wouldn’t be much of a scene, but he pointed us to a place not too far away, though we’d need a taxi. We went with that option—we didn’t really have another. Besides, that way we wouldn’t have to bundle up, since we’d go straight from door to door. Soon we were in the car, and the city seemed like a ghost town, pitch dark. But fortunately, when we arrived at the place, we discovered that at least there, for a drink or two, we’d be fine. The bar was almost entirely filled with business types who worked in nearby offices, and it looked like it wouldn’t stay open too late. Once again I enjoyed the furtive glances and craned necks... but something was missing. Something more.

After talking a bit about the trip, planning what came next, and sorting out what we had left to do, I abruptly changed the subject:

“You know it looks like you’re not wearing anything underneath, right?” I whispered, both of us perched on stools beside a small, tall round table.

“It’s a blazer dress. That’s how you wear it.”

“Well, that doesn’t change the fact that it looks like you’re not wearing anything underneath...”

“Well, I can assure you I’m wearing something,” she laughed, and I noticed the champagne and wine had hit her harder than I’d expected.

I kept looking at her. Her eyes were shining. Her lips glistened every time she sipped her cocktail. We talked about how it had been worth postponing our New Year’s Eve. And the trip, deep down, was going great—as expected, or even better. We recalled several stories from our time driving—we both spoke English quite well, but that hadn’t stopped us from getting lost several times... getting annoyed... Those little fifteen-second spats that now made us laugh.

After a brief silence, she said:

“You know what?”

“What.”

“I’m wearing things underneath... but not everything...”

I was taken aback. Pleasantly so. She certainly wasn’t one for those kinds of surprises.

I gave her a look that said I was all ears—or all eyes—and she unbuttoned the single button holding her long blazer closed. A silky black camisole appeared... satiny... dazzling despite its darkness... And you didn’t have to look hard—in fact, you just had to be within thirty feet—to know that under that camisole there was nothing but two magnificent breasts and two prominent nipples straining against the silk without any shame. I was amazed at how she kept them so perky despite their size... it was outrageous, and I realized she must have been deliberately hiding the fact that she wasn’t wearing a bra all that time, even with the blazer covering her. Perhaps she’d planned from the beginning not to reveal that secret until this very moment.

“Damn, María…” I said, and she pulled the blazer closed a little.

“What…” she said uneasily, glancing discreetly left and right.

“And that… And… panties…?” I asked, looking down, realizing what she had on underneath wasn’t a miniskirt but black shorts with a texture similar to the top—incredibly thin, more like pajama shorts.

“Yes, panties… Isn’t that enough?” she asked, teasing.

“Of course it is… Open it again.”

“Isn’t this… a bit much…?” she asked, though deep down she seemed to want to obey.

“Nobody knows us here.”

María opened her blazer again, and her tits under the fabric looked even more incredible—the outline they made was obscene, and the way her nipples showed through was outrageous. And that wasn’t all: the neckline was breathtaking. You could see not just where her breasts began, but quite a bit more… a wide valley of cleavage… Her breasts were almost completely free…

We drank in silence… I devoured her with my eyes. But something was still missing. We both knew it. It was so obvious that after a couple of minutes, without closing her blazer, she said:

“What time is it there? Should I text him?”

A tingle ran through my body. That question carried an unspoken need to play. Inevitable. I moved closer to her… brought my face near hers… got drunk on the scent of her thick hair as it enveloped me completely. I was tempted to caress her chest, but I held back and answered:

“It’s probably… like 5 or 6 in the morning there.”

She opened her purse, grabbed her phone, and pulled up her messages. She opened the conversation with him. He’d been online not long ago. María looked at me as if asking for ideas. It had been a week since she’d texted him. I didn’t know what to say. I didn’t know if he’d be awake, or if he’d take the bait again. I kissed her cheek and discreetly brushed her chest with the back of my hand—a touch that felt insufficient—so I cupped her breast closest to me, gathered it over the fabric, lifted it a little, felt her nipple in the center of my palm, and let her tit drop again.

“Shhh… stop…” she whispered charmingly, discreetly pushing my hand away. Then she brought both hands to her phone and started typing.

I kissed her face and neck slowly. She let me, typing all the while. Eventually I turned my head and read something on the screen I certainly didn’t expect. Maybe María feared, as much as I did, that the guy wouldn’t fall for the trap again. Or maybe it was the alcohol, or being on the trip made her care less. I read:

“If you’re original tonight, I’ll send you a photo.”

“What do you think?” she asked before I could digest what I’d just read.

“Photo of what?” I managed to ask.

“I don’t know. We’ll see. Depends on how he behaves.”

The excitement. The tension. The intrigue… combined with seeing María showing off her tits like that, was driving me crazy. As if that weren’t enough, I got the feeling that three or four men over fifty at a nearby table were aware of what María wasn’t wearing.

Álvaro not only didn’t respond—he didn’t even come online. The wait was unbearable. Our drinks dwindled and we started to despair. We really needed this, needed it badly. And I got the feeling she needed it even more than I did.

We were about to give up, about to leave. Despite how turned on I was by María’s exhibitionism, maybe things would cool down on the way to the hotel and we wouldn’t even end up fucking. We could reread Álvaro’s messages, but for some reason it wasn’t the same if the interaction wasn’t happening in real time.

María set down her glass. Empty. We were already leaving when, at that precise moment, one of those men from the nearby table walked past—past María’s side—and said something to her.

At first I thought it was a comment, maybe something unpleasant about how she’d been showing off her tits for an hour just feet away from them. My first impulse was to assume it was something like that and he’d keep walking. But no. María told him she hadn’t understood. He repeated himself. And María understood, and I heard it.

He asked her, in English, why she didn’t join their table. Since he used the word “you,” I couldn’t tell if the invitation was just for her or for me too. But it was obvious they wanted her.


CHAPTER 28

I couldn’t even react. Neither could María. Before she knew it, she had to step down from her stool as the man, politely, almost solemnly, apologized for not having introduced himself. I watched out of the corner of my eye as they shook hands while his two colleagues approached me and did the same. I found myself getting down from my seat to shake their hands as well.

On one side of the table, his friends invaded my space, and on the other, the man spoke to her casually, while María tried to cover her breasts with her blazer in what was supposed to be a discreet gesture but only drew more attention.

Everything had happened in half a minute. Before I knew it, my new friends had set their cocktails on our table and were asking me what part of Europe I was from.

The assault, though polite on the surface, had certainly been aggressive, and I tried to listen to them while keeping one ear on María’s conversation with the other man. I even turned my head for a moment while feigning interest in what they were telling me, getting a better look at the man speaking to María in a serious, mature voice—clear and confident. He looked to be in his early fifties, maybe a bit older, with completely gray hair and a meticulously trimmed white beard. He had great presence, great bearing. He was large but well-proportioned, sturdy, not gangly. His suit didn’t look cheap, and his jacket, when he turned his back to me slightly, looked like an enormous blanket.

The men kept talking at me, and having to pay attention to them prevented me from focusing on María. They told me they were from a nearby city—nearby by local standards, which to me seemed anything but—and that they were there on business. They didn’t explain the reason for their intrusion, but it seemed clear. They were shamelessly running interference for their colleague. And I couldn’t understand how, when I was clearly with her, having even kissed her on the cheek in their presence at some point, they’d had the nerve to approach us.

I was nervous. I kept expecting to hear María say “let’s go” at any moment, but it never came. Before I knew it, while one of them kept me occupied, his friend had gone to the bar and returned with the exact cocktails María and I had been drinking.

I tried to look at María when one of them raised his voice, grabbing my attention with a question I had to answer. Before I knew it, they were talking, and I was listening and trying to participate—to play along—discussing California and Europe, cultural differences and ways of life. It struck me that they weren’t comparing Spain and the United States, but rather California and Europe specifically.

More than five minutes passed before I managed to position myself around the table in a way that let me catch some of María’s conversation with the man. I caught isolated phrases. From him. He was flattering her.

I was still stuck with my handlers, but María’s suitor didn’t seem nearly as invasive with her—quite the opposite. He gave her space, and from what I could see of her body language out of the corner of my eye, she was more relaxed. She sipped from her glass, set it back on the table, smiled nervously when he spoke about her, and nodded serenely when they talked about something else. She let herself be courted with composure, in no rush to cut him off. He didn’t seem to be in any hurry either—quite the opposite.

It seemed like some kind of old-fashioned courtship. But it didn’t come across as fake. I heard another compliment from him and managed to look at her, at her face, and what I saw made my pulse race—her expression, especially her eyes… She was attracted to him.

It was shocking. I surprised myself with how certain I was of my read, just from that look. But it was… unmistakable. Her body language still seemed confident, but her eyes focused with such intensity… I had no doubt. Going from believing she would brush him off immediately to seeing that look hit me hard—it was unexpected, and it was significant.

My hands began to tremble. That changed everything. Everything was happening too fast. That feeling of losing control again. In theory, this trip was supposed to be an oasis amid all the emotional tension from our game. And suddenly, I found myself in the middle of this, without having planned anything, without seeing it coming, without knowing how to react. Those nerves again… and that tingling, from seeing María as the clear target of another man. But above all, it was her expression, her look that said yes, that she was attracted to him—that’s what killed me the most.

I could barely articulate a coherent word, and on top of that in another language, while I searched for María’s eyes—eyes that wouldn’t meet mine. The man kept flattering her, but without making her feel completely uncomfortable. But I knew her, and I noticed in her gestures that despite being at ease, she felt a bit intimidated. She had that meek look of not feeling in control, not in charge of the courtship. She was used to dominating Álvaro to the point of mistreating him, and there was what she’d experienced with that other kid at the country house—whom we hadn’t spoken about again, as if it were an unspoken taboo—and suddenly she found herself under attack, politely and subtly, by a man twenty years older, with that composure, in another country… with that presence, that imposing bearing, that seemed to mesmerize her.

Minutes passed until I finally managed to catch María’s eyes. I didn’t understand her look. It showed calm, yes. But I wasn’t sure if she was asking my permission to do something. I assumed not, especially because at that point it was obvious I would always want something to happen… but it caught me off guard, because I started thinking about exactly that—whether something could really happen.

I considered excusing myself to go to the bathroom so I could reposition myself on the way back to hear them. I weighed that option while continuing my banal conversation with my captors and trying to catch María’s eyes again—María, who with wide, tipsy eyes drank from her cocktail, her deep gaze fixed on him, not missing a single detail of what he was saying, with an attention and intensity that would overwhelm anyone. She stood there with her boots anchored to the floor and her blazer slightly open… open enough for her shorts and cleavage to be visible, but not so open that the silhouette of her breasts and nipples straining against the black silk could be seen… though that was something not only I knew, but everyone knew, thanks to her earlier exhibitionism. María, standing there, was a bomb waiting to go off, and it was killing me, because she wasn’t telling me anything and I had long since needed to know what she wanted.

I finally managed to move almost beside her, with the small table between us, but close enough to overhear them. She smiled and sipped from her straw while that man's expression never changed. He was like a hammer—constant and undoubtedly shrewd enough to hold María's attention like that. The more I watched, perhaps because of their builds and body language, the more vulnerable she seemed and the more imposing he appeared; and I wanted to observe him carefully, impartially, and setting aside my reservations about the age difference, I had to admit it: he was a mature man, certainly attractive.

Once again, one of my assailants drowned out their voices so completely that I couldn't catch three consecutive sentences that might shed light on what María and that man were actually discussing, and I cursed that they couldn't be like a radio I could turn off. Their interference was relentless, and I couldn't understand how, no matter how much they were covering for him, they could even attempt this kind of move on a woman with her boyfriend right beside her.

María set down her glass for the last time. I had long since finished mine and was asking the one who had bought us drinks how much I owed him. The man told me I didn't owe him anything and changed the subject, while I was already expecting María to say she wanted to leave, when I could finally hear her conversation with him more clearly.

Perhaps seeing our drinks finished, that man decided to shift gears, because I heard him clearly tell her she was the most beautiful girl he'd seen in a long time. I was surprised. Frozen for a moment. As if staying still would help me hear better.

María didn't respond to that, and I couldn't see if she'd answered with a gesture, so I turned to look at them, taking advantage of the fact that, for once, neither of the other two men was talking to me.

Then that man put his hand on María's cheek, she blushed, and I froze. His hand, which would have seemed forced on another person, didn't on him. All his gestures might have been peculiar, but they seemed authentic. His hand there gave an impression of overprotection, but also of dominance. He whispered something in her ear that I couldn't hear. Seeing their faces so close nearly gave me a heart attack. María wasn't looking for me, and that man pulled back from her ear, removed his hand from her cheek, and said in a low voice, though I could hear it:

“Are you sure he's your boyfriend?”

Something surged through my body, even stronger than before. And I didn't have time to feel anything more before María responded:

“Yes.”

“Then why doesn't it seem like it?”

The man spoke clearly and confidently. With a diction and eloquence that was seductive.

“What do you mean it doesn't seem like it?” she responded, uncomfortable, not knowing where to put her hands.

“I don't know, I'd been watching you two for a while. There's something off.”

“There's nothing off,” she replied, even more uncomfortable, reaching up to brush away a strand of hair that wasn't bothering her, automatically and hastily.

“There's something off, and you're in charge,” that man said categorically.

“Me? I'm not in charge of anything,” María smiled, trying to ease the tension however she could.

A terrible silence fell. That man reached up to caress María's cheek and neck with the back of his hand. A hand she didn't push away. And finally he said:

“Yes, you are in charge. Beautiful women are always in charge. You're in charge of him. You're in charge of me. You're in charge of this whole place…”

I was witnessing that strange, unusual courtship, and I was paralyzed, as paralyzed as María seemed to be, responding only with silences. Silences that heated the atmosphere even more and suffocated more than the man's own words—a man who seemed intent on going all the way.

“If he's not your boyfriend, why does it feel like I could kiss you right now?” he asked, and that question landed like a projectile on my body, on María's, and around the entire table.

Another unbearable silence fell. I thought she would look at me, but she didn't—she didn't react. The other two men were talking among themselves, and María's expression had shifted from nervous to overwhelmed, but she tried to feign arrogance:

“You can't,” she whispered.

“Are you sure?”

“No, you can't,” she repeated in a fainter whisper.

The man approached slowly, placed his other hand on the other side of María's face, brought his face close to hers, brought his lips to hers, and she closed her eyes slowly, in an endless flutter of eyelids, and before I knew it their lips met. María's arms hung limp and straight until that man's tongue invaded her mouth and her hands went to his waist. He was kissing her a meter away from me, standing right there, in front of me and his two colleagues, sliding his tongue into María's mouth and savoring her tongue and her mouth, and she let him wet her lips, let him invade her… let him kiss her and kept her hands subtly on his waist and made no move to stop that endless kiss that shattered my soul while killing me with morbid fascination, because of the humiliation that act entailed, that shamelessness of conquering her step by step in my presence, until kissing her, until melting with her in her mouth. Just like that. So easy. He was devouring María's mouth and I stood there paralyzed, dying inside, from jealousy and morbid fascination. And I hated him for his audacity, envied him for his confidence, and… loved María as I only loved her in those moments…

He finally pulled away from her and they opened their eyes. Their hands stayed where they were, and I waited for María's gaze—the look toward me. I think we all waited for it. And it came:

She turned her head toward me, but before she could show me anything with her eyes, a kiss landed squarely on her cheek—enough to make her half-close them. That man's hands left her face and neck to rest on María's waist, inside the blazer. Their bodies pressed completely together, his mouth traveled from her cheek to her neck, and that's when she closed her eyes completely.

I couldn't keep watching. But even looking away, I still saw the image of María half-closing her eyes, assaulted by that kiss on her neck. So suddenly vulnerable before that man. And I couldn't even sigh to release the tension. My body decided when to breathe and when not to. Without meaning to, my gaze met that of the other two men, who stood expressionless, as if they'd fulfilled their mission and no longer saw any need to talk to me.

I looked at María again, and once more she let herself be kissed. Kisses that started and ended when he decided. But what killed me most wasn't when his tongue invaded her, nor when María's heavy-lidded eyes showed pleasure mixed with surrender—it was that when he broke off the kiss, María seemed to reproach him with her gaze for not continuing to kill her with his tongue…

His colleagues off to the side, the two of them kissing—him kissing her with that utter slowness and delicacy—and me, in the middle, feeling a tremendous sense of humiliation… I felt so cuckolded, yet so aroused at the same time, that it seemed impossible to experience anything with such intensity.

María still hadn't moved her hands from her successful conqueror's waist. And his hands caressed her, always with calm and tenderness, always in accessible places, never crossing any lines. He made a show of being in no hurry, of not wanting to force María, who received those caresses and kisses with restrained surrender, letting him do as he pleased—as she had all night. Letting herself be conquered, letting herself be kissed… letting herself be caressed with a docile, even submissive demeanor I hadn't seen since our wedding day.

There was a kiss where their tongues met slightly outside María's mouth, and I felt a blow to my chest. After that kiss, she brought one hand to her hair and arranged it—preening, eyes still closed—before kissing him again. She looked gorgeous, radiant, elegant… The prize that man was claiming was priceless… And after that kiss, he whispered something in her ear and she nodded. A few seconds later, María grabbed her purse and walked with him toward the bar. The sensation that he was taking her away, snatching her from me, destroyed me even as it aroused me. He guided her with his hand on her back, at waist level, yet it seemed like he was barely touching her… And I was left alone at the table. Destroyed, but at the same time filled with a strange, pleasant feeling.

I watched them from a distance. María, leaning against the bar in those boots, wearing that blazer that made it look like she had nothing on underneath… Anyone who saw them would think: “what a gorgeous girl this older guy picked up”—or in cruder terms: “what a piece of ass this old man is going to fuck tonight.”

And the word fuck struck me like lightning. What if it was possible? I had seen the desire in her eyes, and that man knew what he was doing, and it was clear he wasn't going to stop.


CHAPTER 29

I was suffering. Literally agonizing. They weren't kissing now—just drinking and talking again. María wasn't searching for me with her eyes. And I didn't mind. In fact, I found myself enjoying that she wasn't.

My solitude made me feel everything even more intensely. Images kept ricocheting through my head—her mouth invaded by that man's tongue. The image of María's eyes closed in surrender, her hands resting on his waist, tentative, surprised, vulnerable… it only heightened my jealousy… my humiliation, and also my arousal.

I looked at them again. He said something in her ear and she laughed, and that smile she gave him killed me more than any kiss. I felt like I could faint right there from jealousy. I don't know if it was my conscious mind that gave the order, or my body acting on some survival mechanism—a button pressed automatically at the exact moment before collapse. Before I knew it, I was walking erratically toward the bar and positioning myself behind María. At that moment, the man slipped his hands inside her blazer again, holding her by the waist over the silk of her black top, while sliding his tongue into her mouth again. That was sadism. Pure sadism. His sadism. And mine.

María wasn't aware I was behind her. That I could sense through her how she was enjoying yet another kiss… My girlfriend, undeniably turned on, let herself be kissed again and again and again by that man who kept cutting off the kisses whenever he wanted, then looking at her face—and I couldn't believe his gaze didn't drift to her cleavage from time to time. She kept closing her jacket, but between kisses it inevitably fell open again, and I could imagine the view that man had of María's breasts. Her nipples probably hard. Her shameless cleavage… her tits under the fabric begging to be revealed. If just a few kisses had her this turned on, if he touched her elsewhere, something could begin that would kill me… something I thought that bold man didn't deserve… and that might end up setting my girlfriend on fire.

But he didn't. I couldn't understand how he had the restraint, but he seemed unwilling to cross that line.

Again he made her laugh, and that turned María's face toward the bar where she caught a glimpse of me from the corner of her eye. Something inside me seized the moment and decided I couldn't take it anymore, and spoke her name:

“María. María, I'm going back to the hotel.”

She stayed silent. The man drank from his glass, unfazed, not the least bit nervous. María turned all the way around, looked at me, and said nothing. So I continued:

“You stay.”

“Are you sure?” she said.

“Yes, call me if anything happens.”

“Sure?” she repeated. But the desire was there, plain to see—we all knew those eyes radiated a desire that was staggering… Her question was almost rhetorical. She didn't really ask me to stay. She didn't tell me she didn't trust that stranger and didn't want me to leave her alone… No. And that hurt me enough to leave without saying anything more.

The sensation, the feelings, the overwhelm, the suffocation I felt in the taxi, at the hotel reception, in the elevator, in the hallway, in the room… it's indescribable.

Desperation. Dizziness. The utter silence in our hotel room was killing me. Now the nerves I'd felt waiting for a message from Álvaro seemed surreal. Nerves, morbid curiosity… Images of the two of them kept flashing through my mind… scattered… fragmented… random… The confidence with which that man had approached her was astounding. And María's look of surrender, so unusual and appearing almost before anything had even started, was shocking.

My whole body ached while my mind wouldn't stop imagining, speculating, guessing what they might be doing. My imagination raced at a speed my mind couldn't digest and my cock couldn't tolerate.

I undressed. Trembling. I kept checking my phone even though the sound was on. Completely naked, I sat on the edge of the bed and buried my face in my hands. My cock was partially hard, all my muscles throbbing, chills running through me, shivering. I didn't know if I was hot or cold. I didn't know if I could sleep, collapse from the tension, or if that would be totally impossible… I just wanted to know. Know what was happening.

I wondered how that man had guessed he had a free pass to make a move on her, that her boyfriend would tolerate it, what strange vibe we must have given off for him to figure that out. I even considered that maybe María had given him some kind of look, but that seemed unlikely… Maybe it had simply been luck… I couldn't think straight enough to reach any conclusion, and the truth was I didn't care. I only cared about knowing. Knowing what María was doing. The most painful and arousing scenes my body could tolerate kept flashing through my head in equal measure.

I stayed in that position for almost half an hour. Like a drug addict trying to fight through withdrawal. Trembling in involuntary spasms. Then I heard the elevator open on my floor. My hands dropped from my face and my head snapped up. I heard heels and a woman's voice, talking to someone. It wasn't her.

I let my torso fall backward. My cock went limp, understanding nothing, coating everything it touched with that clear fluid that only knew the arousing side of what was happening. It knew nothing of my unease, my humiliation, my jealousy…

I looked at my phone. It had been an hour since I'd left them alone. I was dying there. In that voluntary punishment. Trapped within those four walls that seemed to mock me, my madness, my tension, my masochism.

When the thing with Edu happened, I hadn't felt this way. When I was in Paula's room, I hadn't felt this unease. Maybe because back then I knew. I knew Edu was fucking her, but now I didn't—now I couldn't be sure, and that uncertainty kept me permanently on the verge of a heart attack.

An hour and a half had passed. That place wouldn't stay open this late. If María hadn't come back, it was because she was spending the night at his hotel. Obviously. After that hour and a half, my mind saw with absolute clarity that María, while I was suffering, trembling masochistically in that bed, was enjoying herself, surrendering to that man, who would already be fucking her in every possible position. Delighting in María's body, fucking her without understanding—and without caring—how I could be such an idiot as to hand over such a woman. I imagined María completely naked, sweating, riding that man's hard cock, screaming in surrender loud enough to disturb the neighboring rooms in that hotel. I imagined that man kissing and biting those gorgeous, exquisite tits without understanding and without caring that I had handed them over to him. María, overcome with pleasure, would taste that man's cock with her mouth, and each time they changed positions, she'd devour it and look him in the face… and she wouldn't think of me, she'd only have eyes for that man, as she'd demonstrated for almost the entire night.

I was lost in those daydreams—which felt like absolute certainties—when I heard the elevator door again. I looked at my phone. Almost two hours had passed.

I heard footsteps. The click of heels. Coming toward my side of the hallway. She wasn't talking to anyone. And it sounded like just one person. The truth was I wanted it to be her, wanted her to come, wanted her to have done whatever she desired—but to come save me. A knock at my door. And I was glad. I felt tremendous relief that allowed me to stand up with at least some composure.

I don't know why I cracked the door open, stepped back, and planted myself naked in the middle of the room, my cock half-hard.

María entered. Visibly drunk. Flushed. Her hair wild and disheveled. She looked at me and moved forward, unsteady but determined. She let her purse drop onto the bed. And she approached me. Standing face to face, she avoided my eyes and whispered in my ear:

“Fuck me…”

“What happened…” I asked immediately, matching her whisper.

“Fuck me… please…” she begged, the words escaping in a sigh, her eyes closed, completely surrendered.

“But what happened…” I insisted again, daring to caress her face with a trembling hand.

With our eyes closed, we touched each other blindly. Face, waist, torso. I kept asking her over and over to tell me what had happened…

Her blazer fell to the floor and my dripping cock was staining her shorts and camisole uncontrollably… and she kept her eyes closed, imploring me—like never before—to fuck her.

I kissed her neck and her cleavage… and began to descend. If she was begging me to calm her down, I was begging her to tell me what she had done with him… what he had done with her…

I kept crawling downward… I slipped one strap of her black lingerie top off her shoulder, let it fall down her arm, and an enormous, swollen breast came into view. I touched it—rock hard and more erect than ever. The nipple seemed ready to burst from her body, and the areola looked impossibly wide… With that tit exposed, María moaned… and whispered:

“…Nothing happened…”

“Tell me… María…” I couldn't believe her.

I descended until I was kneeling in front of her. I brought my face to her shorts. I pressed my nose against the silk, and María, perched on those boots with that breast exposed, brought her hands to my hair, tangled her fingers there, and let out a sighing moan… repeating:

“Nothing happened… nothing…”

I looked up. And she looked down at me. Submissive. Abandoned to her. Desperate for her confession.

“Only… what you saw… we kissed…” she said, her gaze hazy with desire.

I pulled her shorts down and managed to get them off over her boots—the elastic waist made it possible—and I wanted to smell her panties without removing them. María bent her knees slightly, making it easier for me to bury my nose in her crotch and get drunk on panties that smelled like sex, heart-stoppingly so. I told her that her panties smelled like pussy. I told her they were wet… Hearing me, she tangled her fingers more forcefully in my hair… The confirmation of her wetness excited her… though she undoubtedly already knew.

I brought my hands to her panties and lowered them a little. I knelt there speechless, discovering that a thick, transparent thread of wetness from her pussy clung stubbornly to those panties… and a darker circle on the black silk betrayed extreme arousal. These weren't the panties of the elegant woman who had left that room hours before—they were the panties of a woman in heat, desperately horny.

With her panties in my hands, I literally buried my nose in her pussy. I could almost feel her soft, swollen lips caressing my face… and I breathed in again that scent of woman… that scent of a pussy aroused and opened by another man.

“God, the way you smell, María…” I breathed in ecstasy…

“Yeah…?” she asked in a whisper, throwing her head back…

“Yeah…” I answered, extending my tongue and tasting a salty, wonderful flavor, as if I were literally drinking from her pussy… “Fuck… the way you smell…” I whispered, almost to myself… while she bent her legs more so my tongue could reach deeper…

I spent a while eating her pussy, there on my knees, almost on all fours, my hands gripping her bare ass to steady myself, while she—with those enormous boots and that colossal tit exposed, giving her an incredibly sexual, striking look—caressed that tit, pleasuring herself, while holding my head with her other hand to push me deeper. She whispered shameless “eat me”s and even used her hand to set the rhythm… I kept drinking from that pussy that seemed to want to escape her body, and every time I pulled back a little I saw her lips spread wider… I buried my nose in her pubic hair, soaked through like a thick puddle, and extended my tongue again to reach the wettest parts inside her.

I pulled back. I looked at her. Eyes half-closed, she kept caressing her tit but didn’t free the other one, looking incredibly slutty. Again she seemed to revel in that exhibition, in that raw eroticism she knew she radiated. There, kneeling, gazing at each other, I reached out to slip my finger inside her, into her pussy—it slid in effortlessly, no resistance at all. And I added another finger… the same way… like it was nothing, absolutely nothing…

“You’re so open…” I whispered, and she pleaded again:

“Fuck me… fuck me, Pablo, fuck me for God’s sake.”

I stood up, facing her, and my lips found her cheek, kissing her face slowly until they met warm lips—lips that had been kissing another man countless times—and they melted into mine, now coated with what I’d brought from inside her. We melted into a filthy kiss that tasted of our mouths but also of her pussy, and she didn’t refuse it—instead she savored, through me, her soaked pussy, her pussy soaked by another, her pussy soaked by a guilty party who wasn’t me.

I pressed her. Standing there. Face to face. I released her other strap and her top slid down slowly until it bunched at her waist. I caressed her warm tits with my fingertips, blew in her ear while I kissed her, and begged her to tell me what had happened.

Finally… she brought her hands to my cock, proving that when she was extremely aroused she would touch it, and began stroking it with incredible gentleness while telling me they’d been talking and kissing at the bar until the place closed.

“And he didn’t touch you more there?”

“No…”

“He didn’t touch your tits…? Like I’m doing now…?”

“No… No… We didn’t touch each other beyond what you saw… And…” she whispered in my ear while sliding my foreskin back with impossible delicacy, “and… we went outside and he asked if I wanted him to drop me at my hotel… or if I wanted to go to his…”

My hands kept caressing her tits gently, and the more subtle my touch, the more her nipples seemed to harden… I felt almost unbearable tension from her story, while at the same time, her hands caressing my cock relieved and comforted me.

“And what did you tell him?” I asked.

“I told him I was taking a taxi to my hotel…”

“And why…? Why did you tell him that…?” I asked, not knowing what I wanted to hear.

“I don’t know…” she answered, eyes closed, her face against mine…

“Why?” I insisted, and she didn’t answer. “Didn’t you want… him to fuck you…?” I asked in her ear, moaning from the handjob she was starting to give me, trembling with anticipation to know everything.

“I don’t know…”

“You didn’t know if you wanted him to fuck you…?”

“No…”

“And what happened next?”

“Well… he insisted on driving me himself.”

“And you accepted…”

“Yeah…”

“You came in his car?”

“Yeah…”

“And what happened…?”

“He brought me here… and that’s it…”

“That’s it…?”

“Yeah… we said goodbye outside the car.”

“You didn’t touch each other in the car?”

“No…”

“Not even when he stopped the car?”

“No…”

“And you kissed at the end”

“Yes…”

“And he didn’t touch you…? Not even at the end…?”

“No…” she said in a different tone, somewhat resentful, squeezing my cock a little harder.

“And you wanted him to touch you…?”

“Yes… fuck, yes… God, Pablo, fuck me already…”

“How did you get this horny? You were wide open…”

“I know…”

“You knew…?”

“Yes… fuck… I… I touched myself in the elevator…”

“What?” I asked, thrilled and incredulous.

“Just now… coming up… fuck… I touched myself for a second… and I couldn’t believe it… Pablo, god, just fuck me already,” she begged in my ear again.

I imagined María in the elevator, leaning against the wall opposite the mirror, watching herself in it—disheveled, flushed, aroused—slipping a hand under her panties and shorts… watching herself… desperate with desire… pissed off at not having been touched… bending her knees to get a better look… gazing at herself, proud of her body, but disappointed at not having been used… her enormous tits straining against that top, not understanding… not understanding how he hadn’t wanted to touch them… lick them… and her pussy not understanding why those familiar fingers were touching her in that elevator, instead of being invaded and wrecked by that man’s cock.

María couldn’t take it anymore and pulled us both down onto the bed.

“Let me put that on,” I said, reaching for the harness.

“No, don’t put anything on… put it in me, put it in me now,” she said, surprising me. She was lying on her back, the heels of her boots dug into the sheets, looking bigger and coarser against the bedding.

I lay on top of her and she immediately grabbed my cock to guide it inside her. It took her less than two seconds to position it, and she pulled me into her. Needy. Hungry. She wanted it inside and was using me, pulling me in. I began sliding into her, all the way… and felt immense heat and wetness… I closed my eyes as I merged with her… kissed her face, her neck… and she let out a soft moan… barely a sigh. She’d expected relief and found almost none. I began thrusting forward and back, careful not to slip out, but it wasn’t reaching her, clearly wasn’t reaching her, and she tried to be patient but ended up asking me to give it to her harder. I picked up the pace, trying to create more friction, but I barely felt anything… her pussy, once again so open, was too much for my cock to fill… and she barely sighed, nowhere close to moaning.

I kept thrusting, frantically now. Her hands went to my ass to help me keep the rhythm, my elbows braced on either side of her body. I couldn’t go any faster, but she still barely panted… I had to slow down… almost stop completely, because I was spent, and she asked me to put on the harness.

She was telling me, without saying it, that she felt nothing. That her pussy, so open because another man had made her desperately horny… was too much for my meager cock… Once again that feeling that María was sexually out of my league… and that she’d been settling for years when she knew she could have, whenever she wanted, the kind of lover she not only desired but surely deserved.

I pulled out, my pride wounded again, insecure… Seeking in that fake cock the confidence to please her. As I adjusted it, I watched María—without taking off her boots—turn over and get on all fours, waiting for me, facing the headboard, wearing nothing but the top bunched around her waist and those boots digging their tips into the sheets. The sight of her was striking, intense, almost grotesque—those knee-high boots and that wide-open pussy, waiting for me… but waiting for him, for that man whose name I didn’t even know. Surely María would think of him when I entered her. Surely she’d imagine it was that attractive older man fucking her… and who knows if she wasn’t regretting having to use her imagination and that fake cock… when she could have had the real thing, mounting her and wrecking her, in his hotel room, all night long.

I positioned myself behind her and she lifted her head, looking forward. Ready to savor, finally, a good cock making its way inside her. With that thing on, I felt more confident, took more control, rested one hand on her hip and aimed with the other… I tried to enter her but couldn’t find the right spot. I brought my hand to her ass… spread her cheeks to open her pussy better and aimed again… María was getting desperate, restless, couldn’t stand waiting any longer. She tossed her head and threw her hair to one side, her whole mane falling down the left side of her neck. I managed to get the tip in and felt her sigh, watched her eyes close. Just the tip of that thing was twice as thick as my cock, maybe more, and she was infinitely grateful.

I slid halfway inside her and she purred contentedly… She let out a “god… that feels good…” and I kept burying myself in her, inch by inch, with that cock that seemed endless, that pussy that seemed bottomless… Until I was fully inside her and she, like other times, rolled her hips in a circle to feel completely full.

I started sliding into her slowly… then picked up the pace. At first she was panting, but then she was moaning… and when I felt her aroused and satisfied, I dared to whisper:

“You wanted him to fuck you…”

She didn't respond, just thrust her body back violently, taking it deeper and deeper, all the way in.

I grabbed her hips to hold her still and slid into her slowly again, so she could hear me:

“You don't understand why he didn't push harder… If he'd suggested it just one more time, he'd be fucking you right now…” I told her while I held her and she rested her elbows on the bed, burying her face near the pillow.

“Give it to me… fuck… give it to me harder!” she begged, completely surrendered yet annoyed that I'd slowed the pace.

“He should be fucking you right now… Can you imagine?”

“Mmm… give it to me, give it to me, fuck…!” she protested again, frustrated that I wasn't speeding up.

“Fuck, María… you wanted it… we all wanted it… and he wanted to fuck you too….”

“Mmmm yes… fuck… give it to me… don't be an asshole…”

Then I did speed up. Without warning. Frantically. I started fucking her savagely. So hard that I had to grab the harness strap with one hand to keep it from shifting… María began to moan, to scream, making an absolute racket that must have been heard across the entire hotel floor. She lifted herself up, supporting herself not on her elbows but on the palms of her hands, and I was thrusting into her so hard that her tits bounced against each other from the force of each push. Her “Ahhh! God!” grew louder and more frequent, but she held her head up, proud… surely imagining it was that man fucking her, that burly man, wrecking her in his hotel room and fucking her like a whore, like some slut he'd just met… and she writhed with pleasure imagining it… and I felt her close to orgasm and insisted once more that she confess she'd been just one sentence away from ending up in his hotel. And I thrust it all the way in and stayed inside her, still, so she'd be the one to move back and forth and chase her orgasm… but she didn't. She stayed still for a moment. I thought she was catching her breath before starting to move, to fuck herself and find her release, but no—she pulled forward, slowly, without finishing, leaving a thick, viscous trail smeared across that flesh-colored shaft. She pulled off and I could see her pussy, gaping wide… A mind-blowing sight…

And she said without turning around:

“Put yours in… put your cock in my ass.”

“What? What?” I asked, completely lost.

“God, Pablo… I need a cock… a warm cock… Put yours in my ass, I need to feel something warm inside me. I need… a real cock… and balls slapping against me… I can't take this anymore…” It wasn't a request—it was a plea. And she said it without looking at me… not wanting to be judged...

I started taking off the harness. Amazed. In disbelief. I left it on the bed and got on my knees behind her. My cock was semi-hard and flushed, and I grabbed it, trying to get it fully ready, trying to get it rock hard to fuck María in the ass.

I was stroking myself behind her, but she had no more patience:

“Put a finger in me,” she asked, still without turning around, embarrassed, while I stroked myself.

I slid a finger in carefully, little by little, into her ass—it went in with relative ease. She lowered her head and raised her hips so it would slide in easier.

I tried a second finger and she started to wince. She was whimpering but didn't ask me to stop. I managed to get the second finger almost all the way in, but she winced again, and an “Oww… stop… stop…” escaped her lips.

I decided to try. I straightened up a bit more, planting my feet flat on the bed, and positioned myself in a squat, aiming my cock at her ass. María kept her head down and raised her hips to make it easier for me. I brought the tip to her hole and pushed carefully. I'd never done this before. Neither had María, according to what she'd told me. I tried to push inside… I was burning with arousal while feeling terrified I wouldn't be up to it, that I'd waste this opportunity and disappoint her. I pushed harder but couldn't get in, and my cock started going soft, bending when I pushed. I pulled back and slapped my dick against her ass a couple of times to get it hard again. It was automatic, and I felt weird doing it, which made me more nervous. Then she whispered:

“Put it in me… Pablo… put it in my ass… god… however you can…” María begged, almost in tears, and that only put more pressure on me… I tried again, still not fully hard, and it bent again. And María sighed. Desperate. And that sigh killed me.

And what came next killed me even more. She turned over and grabbed the plastic cock I'd left on the bed. She asked me to turn off the light and lay down on her back, on one side of the bed. I couldn't see her well, but I could feel her. I lay down beside her and felt her there, on her back, legs spread, boots planted on the bed, sliding that cock inside herself, chasing an orgasm—thinking about that man—that would at least calm her down a little.

I heard her start to pant. I lay motionless. Beside her. I listened to her ragged breathing as her words echoed in my head, that plea where she begged for a hot cock inside her, a good hard, hot cock, and balls slapping against her… Not my pathetic little dick and our frigid dildo...

It was a tremendous humiliation to hear her start moaning beside me, impaling herself on that thing, fucking herself with that cock while thinking about that man. Surely regretting having told him no, regretting that he hadn't insisted just one more time, only one more time.

María let out a quiet, restrained “Ahhh… Ahhmmm,” yet still clearly audible, not caring that I heard her, and the bed began to shake along with her… for a few seconds those tremors gave away an orgasm—longed for but insufficient, a sad shadow of what she could have experienced, and what she was surely imagining, while she punished herself with that lifeless rubber.

My girlfriend finished coming and sighed, at least somewhat satisfied. And I wondered if she regretted it… if after that pitiful orgasm she'd had with that cold cylinder, she regretted not spending the night with that man she had kissed and looked at with undisguised desire…

I felt her take off her boots, which fell heavily onto the floor. And María turned over, turning her back to me, leaving me in a suffocating emptiness and silence. I closed my eyes and didn't even know what to feel after everything I'd been through that night.


CHAPTER 30

I had a strange feeling, a bad premonition, but today was the day—I was going to ask her, going to propose. I couldn't hold back any longer.

We were walking through the gardens of the Palace of Fine Arts in San Francisco—the place I'd chosen long ago… and I was a nervous wreck, but what was worse, something I never thought I'd feel when I bought the ring: I was terrified.

We hadn't talked about what happened with that man since that night. Days of avoiding it, dodging the issue, acting like nothing had happened, despite the enormous elephant in the room.

We kept walking and something inside me was telling me not to do it, that it wasn't the right moment, but another part of me couldn't take it anymore. It certainly wasn't the context I'd dreamed of or the feelings I'd hoped for, but I couldn't see myself going home with the ring still in my suitcase.

Evening was falling—the exact time, the exact light. This was the moment. But my feelings still weren't right. Everything felt like a bad omen. Maybe it was paranoia, but every gesture María made toward me since the night she met that imposing man seemed to be telling me not to do it.

I was walking with her, but sometimes it didn't even feel like she was the one beside me. She seemed distant… but I couldn't delay any longer. I had to get it out. I couldn't bear it another second.

It was a leap into the void. Without a net. As soon as I stopped us and my expression changed, something surged through my body. María looked surprised, and her eyes seemed to say: “I know what you're going to do. Don't do it.” But it was too late—I'd already set the wheels in motion, the rehearsed routine… And after a brief, nervous preamble… my hand was moving toward my coat pocket…

I started to pull out what was already obvious when María put her hand on my arm and stopped me.

With terrifying coldness, she stopped me from taking out the box and said:

“Pablo, no.”

I looked at her face. She seemed like a different person. She'd just killed me. She continued:

“I don't want to marry you… in fact, I'm not even sure I want to keep doing this…”

I felt like a knife was being stabbed into my chest, and something made me bolt upright. I lifted my whole torso from the bed and opened my eyes suddenly. I woke up.

I looked left and right. María lay beside me, asleep. Some light was filtering through the window. I saw María's patterned boots on the floor. The harness, the plastic cock on the bed. I was still dizzy. It couldn't have felt more real. I'd never had a dream so vivid, so visceral. But it was a tremendous relief.

I let myself sink slowly back onto the bed. I didn't want to wake her. Lying on my back, eyes open, I stared at a single point on the ceiling molding. Had it been a warning? Was my own subconscious telling me not to do it? Could I really propose to her, given what we were going through sexually?

I remembered the María from the dream. Her features sharper, she seemed older, serious… even sad… Something churned inside me as I remembered her, like an ache… something heartbreaking.

I also remembered what had happened with that man. I wondered how sexually dissatisfied María must have been to kiss a stranger barely twenty minutes after meeting him. And she hadn't done it for me. There had been a lack of glances between her and me during that flirtation, and practically no eye contact once they started kissing. I got the feeling that if she hadn't gone to his hotel to fuck him, it had only been by some miracle, some lucky misunderstanding. The thing was, when I had sex with María while fantasizing about Álvaro, and then we went a few days without doing it, I figured we'd gone a few days without fucking. But I started to think María might be keeping different count—maybe she considered that she hadn't really done it since Edu, since Edu fucked her at the wedding. Four months. That what she did with me and the harness was nothing more than a bland stopgap, an inadequate pantomime.

I searched inside myself for what I'd felt that night. And it was something different from what happened with Edu, even from my fantasies about Álvaro. I tried to explain to myself why it had hurt more. I wondered if I would have wanted María to go to his hotel, and I was almost certain the answer was yes—it excited me tremendously to think of them fucking and her telling me about it afterward. But for some reason, there was an extra layer of pain. Maybe it was because with Edu, at first, I had chosen him. Álvaro surely attracted María, but I had always given my approval. But with this guy, it had been entirely hers, entirely her choice. It was terribly selfish of me, but the fact that I hadn't participated at all in what happened hurt. Besides, the conquest had been so easy… combined with her smiles at the bar… I was almost grateful that man didn't live in the same city as us.

I turned over. I tried to sleep. But I couldn't—what María had said about a big, hot cock kept coming back to me… and balls slapping against her. She'd confessed, let it slip, that she found sex with the harness completely cold. How could we really consider basing our entire sex life on a fantasy…? Little by little, we'd backed ourselves into a dead end. I didn't know when it had gone from an extra fantasy to an indispensable element, but it had probably marked the beginning of the end.

Suddenly everything seemed terrible and, what was even worse, beyond saving.

I fell asleep, deeply distressed. Anguished. I wouldn't wish what I was feeling on anyone… what I was going through… it was too painful. What I didn't know then was that María would come to save me.


CHAPTER 31

The next morning we had breakfast at the hotel, this time with company; by chance we'd met a Spanish couple taking a similar route to ours, traveling not just with suitcases but also with two small children, a boy and a girl around four and eight years old. I chatted with the adults while María played with the kids, especially the younger one, and out of the corner of my eye I saw the same adorable María I'd always known—not the horror from my dream.

She was basically pulling his leg with a game she'd just made up, and the little boy was dying of laughter. Every time he did, María would tickle his belly, making him crack up completely. Watching my girlfriend like that, I realized what I had and the madness I'd dragged her into, and I remembered how happy we'd been before that damn game started pushing us toward increasingly dangerous limits. Even though in those moments I was thinking clearly, telling myself to end it all, to drop the fantasies, the cheating… the exhibitionism… I knew that, first, deep down I didn't want to stop, and second, there was no going back—things would never be the same again.

We said goodbye to them and I found myself thinking the same thing I'd thought back in those countryside villages—that this couple couldn't even imagine that just ten or twelve hours earlier, María had been kissing a stranger, that it was a miracle he hadn't fucked her… that if things had gone differently, we wouldn't be having breakfast right now but lying in bed together while she told me what she'd done with him. I watched her saying goodbye to the kids—in jeans, a pink shirt, and an oversized white wool sweater—and thought that if anyone told that couple what María had done the night before, they'd never believe it.

We got back on the road. A long drive to a National Park lay ahead, and I didn't know how we were going to pretend for all that time that nothing had happened. But how to bring it up… We both acted like everything was fine, but the silences were painfully uncomfortable.

I got so desperate during one of those gaps in our conversation that, without thinking, I said:

“What about Álvaro? Did he ever write to you?”

“Yeah. Quite a bit.”

“Oh yeah?” I asked, surprised. “And?”

“I haven't looked at them. I don't want him to see that I've read them. He's probably already asking for that damn photo.”

That was the only thing related to our sexual chaos. Nothing about the man from the night before. Nothing about her words about that harness not being enough. Nothing more about Álvaro. And of course, nothing about Edu.

We arrived at our destination right at sunset. The views of those geological formations… the gorges… the reddish tones… it was absolutely spectacular. One of the most breathtaking places I'd ever visited. We stayed silent for a long while, but this time the silence wasn't unsettling—almost the opposite. We were in awe, and I couldn't imagine wanting to be with anyone else… experiencing this with María made it even more meaningful. I was in the perfect place with the perfect person, the one I'd always dreamed of.

María took a deep breath, a long slow inhale, closed her eyes, and let a gentle breeze caress her face. I watched her—her face, her beauty, her peace… sitting right beside me. She opened her eyes and caught me staring, laughing.

We stayed quiet. You couldn't hear a thing. And she was the brave one:

“So… Aren't you going to ask me anything else about yesterday?”

The moment had to come eventually. Her tone was gentle. She seemed to simply want to lay her cards on the table. We both wanted that. Though I preferred to let her do the talking.

“I don't know… tell me whatever you want,” I said.

Another silence fell. Suddenly it was hard to look at each other.

“Look…” she started again, “I know we're in a serious mess… that… this isn't normal at all… but whatever it is, the problem, I know that… that we'll figure it out eventually.”

María didn't seem hopeful—she seemed certain, completely certain. She said it with a kind of sobriety, too. As if she'd been rehearsing that line in her head.

Another silence fell, which María broke, finishing the job of cheering me up:

“I don't know, we'll figure it out. I don't know if it'll take a week, three weeks, or three years, but we'll figure it out.”

That “or three years” suddenly became the most valuable thing I'd ever heard in my entire life.

I couldn't help but smile. Without meaning to.

Despite that immense and sudden joy, my subconscious immediately wanted to wade into dangerous waters I wasn't sure I'd escape unscathed:

“I don't know if everything can be fixed… María. I mean, maybe it can, but…”

“But what?” she interrupted. “Nothing's so serious that it can't be fixed.”

“Well…” I said, wondering if I should back out, “this… the excitement thing, or… I mean…”

“What?” she asked anxiously.

“Well, that… that… if I don't excite you… don't turn you on… that might be hard to fix.”

“That’s not true and you know it,” she replied, barely letting me finish my sentence.

At that moment we heard a fairly large group of people—tourists—approaching our private corner. But María didn’t even turn her head to look. She continued:

“In fact, yesterday... you turned me on... a lot.”

“Yesterday? When? Why?”

“Well... once when you looked at me, while I was kissing him.”

“You barely looked at me all night,” I said, not intending it as a reproach, but it certainly came out sounding like one.

“Yes, a few times I caught the way you were looking at me after I kissed him... And it turned me on...”

“Did I turn you on, or did the fact that I was watching turn you on?”

“It’s the same thing.”

“No, it’s not the same thing,” I said.

“Yes, because if someone else had been watching me, it wouldn’t have turned me on half as much. So it is you.”

“And why did it turn you on?” I asked, still not entirely sure what to make of it.

“Well, because... I saw... I don’t know... it’s hard to explain.”

“Try...”

“Well... let’s see... because when you looked at me... the way you did, I don’t know. Look... I’d say it was because you were judging me.”

“I judged you?” I responded, surprised, the words coming out automatically.

“Yes. You judged me. You looked at me and...”

“What?”

“Well, that look was saying... I mean... you basically called me a slut with your eyes.”

María was getting a bit embarrassed telling me this, and I was embarrassed hearing it. It still surprised me that after everything we’d been through, we still felt shy talking about these things.

“And that turned you on?” I asked, feeling somewhat comforted by this.

“Yes, it turned me on. A lot. In fact... I think a big part of... how... turned on I got, or what turned me on about kissing him... was those looks. The man was attractive... yes... but that element of... of... sinfulness...” she said nervously—I think she was pronouncing that word for the first time in her life—“well... came from you watching me.”

“And how did he end up kissing you?” I asked, when what I really wanted to ask was how it had all happened so easily.

“I don’t know... He caught me by surprise. He had a way with words... and don’t you think it’s constantly in my head that you want me to do things with other men? That eventually... well... adds up, I don’t know how else to say it. And then... seeing your face after I kissed him...”

“What kind of face?” I asked curiously, without any bitterness.

“Well... what I was telling you before... judging me. You were calling me a slut with your eyes... and I think... Look, I honestly think that without that look, it would have stopped at three kisses.”

“And why didn’t you go with him?” I asked, not entirely sure I believed her last statement.

“Go with him? Look, if I’m being honest, I don’t remember at all what I told you last night when we got back. I was pretty drunk and I don’t even know what I said. Besides, in those fantasies we tell each other... when... we’re in the middle of things... or I don’t know how to say it... we say a lot of things that, at least on my part, aren’t the truth... like they might be...”—I could tell María was getting tangled up—“like right now, I don’t know. What happened with Edu was crazy. Stupid. But that’s not going to happen again. Kissing... is... part of the game, but there’s no way I’d be capable of doing what I did again, of going all the way.”

I couldn’t deny I was surprised by what she was saying. If this was true, it meant María was in a much different place than I was—further from where I thought she’d be. A thousand questions came to mind, but I couldn’t bring myself to ask any of them.

Fortunately, that human tide eventually drifted away, and although we could still hear them in the distance, our privacy remained almost intact. We stayed quiet for a while, and I ended up sitting behind her, spreading my legs so her back could rest against my chest. The sunset was indescribable, perfect. Not so perfect was the rock I was sitting on, which forced me to shift around from time to time.

I began to caress her hair. She closed her eyes and I kissed her cheeks. Her skin, out here in the open air, refreshed by that breeze, seemed softer than ever. I gently swept her hair from one side of her head to the other... exposing her nape and neck... which I ended up kissing... drawing from her a purr of pleasure and gratitude. I never tired of kissing those cheeks, that neck, and tangling my hands in her hair...

María ended up resting her head on my shoulder, her face so close to mine it was an irresistible invitation... my lips met hers. Her mouth opened and our tongues played slowly... Before I knew it, we weren’t kissing anymore, but my hands were slipping along her torso, under her sweater and shirt... caressing her abdomen and her bra, while I kept kissing her neck, her cheeks, and blowing lightly in her ear to make her shiver.

“You know what?” she whimpered affectionately, surrendering to my touch.

“What?”

“About... what you were saying before, about how you don't turn me on...”

“Yeah...”

“Well... not long ago... I remembered something about you, and... it turned me on... a lot.”

“What...?” I whispered in her ear, while my hands cupped her bra, feeling the lace of something elegant and delicate against my fingertips, yet sturdy enough to do its job.

“Well... it's just... I hate remembering anything... that involves Edu... because he's an asshole... and I didn't want to tell you... but, when you... get really dirty, it turns me on so much... and that day with Edu... which for so many reasons I don't even want to remember... you did something so...”

“Dirty?” I asked.

“Yeah...” she said, sitting up a little, lifting her back from my chest. She reached behind her, under her sweater and shirt, and worked at the middle of her back to undo the clasp. Then she leaned back against me. I slid my hands under her clothes again, to her torso, her skin. First her waist, then her abdomen, and then I reached the cups of a bra that now felt loose, released. But her breasts were even more released—I felt them spill to the sides of her torso, taking up far more space under her clothes than before.

I kissed her neck while my hands slipped under cups that no longer held anything, giving me free rein to cup those tits I wanted to press together again, as if my hands were her new bra. They felt a bit cold, her nipples hard... the truth was we were both a little cold; the feel of her tits and the hardness of her nipples against my palms drove me crazy. And it drove me crazy too that I could barely fit each one in my hand... Her medium frame and that thick wool sweater hid a beautiful, voluptuous chest that, every time I caressed it, felt like the first time.

“And what was that dirty thing?” I asked expectantly, whispering in her ear again while I massaged her breasts with the gentlest touch under her clothes.

“Well... at the end... remember he... well, he was on top of me, and you were beside me... and he, well... he ejaculated... on me...”

“Yeah.”

“Well... he came on my belly and, well, also... between my legs, let's say...”

“Yeah...”

“And then you... wanted to, well, go down on me... and of course, it was... covered in his...”

I stayed silent, waiting for her to say more, but she didn't, so I finally asked:

“And that turned you on?” I breathed into her ear... kissing her neck, cupping tits that seemed to swell in my hands, becoming impossible to contain.

“Yeah... it turns me on... remembering it... it's just... so dirty... that you go down on me... licking up what he left on me too...”

“I see...”

“It's so dirty, Pablo... it was... so dirty...” she murmured to herself.

For a few moments I enjoyed her tits and she enjoyed my hands. Both of us with our eyes closed. I wanted only to feel, not think, but I couldn't stop my mind from churning—this could be the beginning of something, a crack of light. That I, or what I did, could turn her on in certain contexts certainly sounded better than my belief that she wasn't attracted to me at all anymore.

The surprises María had in store for me that evening wouldn't end there. After I cursed those tight jeans she was wearing—which forced me to abandon any plans of venturing lower—and she fastened her bra again... she said:

“Pablo, I'm going to do the least romantic thing in the world, but I can't hold it in anymore—I swear, it's making me laugh.”

I had no idea what she meant, and María was pulling away from me a bit. Now we were face to face, and I was looking at her with an expression of exactly that—total confusion.

“I saw a suspicious little box in your suitcase...” she said, laughing on the inside but not the outside—maybe so I wouldn't feel bad—and I couldn't react. “I saw it a few days ago... I figured you'd ask me here today...?” She smiled, gorgeous, every smile telling me the answer was yes.

Immensely happy but holding back, feigning indignation, I said:

“Well, the truth is, San Francisco was going to be...”

“Well, since I wasn't going to be able to fake surprise after seeing it... how about I ask you here?” she said, standing up.

“Go ahead,” I said, happier than I'd ever been in my life.

“Will you marry me?” she asked, solemn but playful, almost goofy.

“Aren't you going to kneel?” I asked, teasing and dazzled.

“Yes or no!?” she asked, radiant, her vitality and joy pulling me to my feet, and giving me the best hug I’d ever imagined getting from anyone.


CHAPTER 32

After that incomparable moment, neither of us wanted to embellish the actual delivery of the engagement ring. As if we'd agreed on it. María received the ring in a roadside hotel, in the middle of nowhere—not shabby, but ordinary. While she kept repeating that she loved it, I thought I never would have expected to give it to her there, but that I'd hold onto the memory from before, and surely she would too: outdoors, nearly frozen to death, with those views, in that landscape.

What María would never know was the terrible doubt I'd had—to the point of considering backing out.

I felt jubilant, like when you ask the girl you like out at fifteen and she says yes. We were coming down the stairs from the one and only upper floor of the typical motel, like the ones in the movies, and I thought that ring was absolute confirmation that it was mutual, that everything was mutual. And then I thought: not exactly everything—not if what she'd told me was actually true, that something like what happened with Edu would never happen again. And as my mind drifted to that thought, I blamed myself for not being able to set that part of my life aside even in a moment like this.

That motel with its ground floor and upper floor, a gas station… a cafeteria… We drove mile after mile and everything looked the same, and I felt like those touring musicians who say they end up not knowing where they are.

Sitting across from each other in the cafeteria, I looked at her in a daze while she browsed the menu. In that thick wool sweater, with her shirt peeking out at the collar and hem, she was tremendously adorable. Tremendously adorable, and for life. I thought it and wasn't scared at all; instead, a wonderful sensation—like order, peace, even prosperity—enveloped me like an enormous warm blanket, like the one you throw over a castaway's shoulders once he's finally safe.

Inevitably, and with enormous excitement, we immersed ourselves in a conversation about the future wedding: place, guests, style, date... and we pretty much agreed it should be discreet, with few people and without much delay—perhaps that same summer, in half a year at most.

Everything seemed close and distant at the same time. Tremendously real while also dreamlike. I was overwhelmed by this news that seemed so good it was as if it hadn't been my idea, too good to be anything but a gift from fate, and María was overwhelmed by a hamburger she had no idea how to tackle given its enormous size. That's when I saw her phone screen light up. It wasn't a text, since the screen wouldn't turn off, and María flipped the phone over with annoyance.

“Who is it?” I asked.

“Who do you think?” she asked, trying to sound weary.

“Álvaro?”

“Of course.”

I glanced at my phone, also on the table, to check the time. For Álvaro, it would be around five in the morning. I was surprised, but then remembered it was Saturday. Knowing it was Saturday led me to remember that twenty-four hours ago it had been Friday night and María had been kissing that man. Twenty-four hours ago, and it seemed like a lifetime.

“He must have just gotten back from a night out. Or he's drunk somewhere, looking for you,” I said.

María, taking tiny bites of the hamburger—at that rate, she could take three hours and fifteen minutes to finish the thing—sighed, carefully set the food on the plate, wiped her hands with a paper napkin, and prepared to take off her sweater. I didn't know how much of her warmth was from the actual temperature or from stress—stress from that enormous hamburger or from the call.

“I'm pretty fed up with him. He's starting to gross me out,” she said, now in just her pink shirt, looking splendid, her eyes and hands devising a plan of attack for that substantial dinner.

“Has he called you a lot?” I asked, somewhat surprised, since I hadn't noticed her phone ringing or lighting up all day.

“He hasn't called, but he has been texting.”

“What kind of things?”

“Things I like less and less,” she responded, revealing that she had indeed finally read that paragraph she'd asked him for.

“Why's that?” I asked, thinking she'd let me read it.

“I don't know, just a vibe I don't like. Like aggressive or sexist… I don't know… he's really starting to gross me out. I'm this close to blocking him.”

“Well, María, you ask him to write you something original in exchange for a photo. He does it, or at least tries, and you don't respond anymore… Because you haven't responded, I assume.”

“No. And definitely not with that attitude. Come on.”

I didn't want María to start hating him too much, and I also understood the guy pretty well. María—well, both of us—had been stringing him along for two months, in exchange for absolutely nothing. On the other hand, I was especially curious to read what had bothered her so much, but I didn't want to ask for her phone unless she offered.

We changed the subject and soon the cheerful María from before returned. Besides, there was something about her that seemed to suggest she wanted to do it that night—you can tell these things when you've been together for a while. The first time as fiancés, and I was disconcerted: harness, yes, no, just imagination, nothing? I remembered the two lifelines she had thrown to my ego—that thing about how it excited her when I watched her, that thing about how it turned her on when I did something especially dirty… I wondered which parts of all that jumble would end up on the table that night, or rather, on the bed.

We went up to the room and María, already stripped down to her underwear and shirt, was brushing her teeth while I undressed in the bedroom, growing more and more curious about what Álvaro might have written. I was completely naked when my girlfriend appeared, phone in hand, staring at the screen.

“Has he written more?” I asked, unable to hold back.

“No. Want to read it?”

My expression must have been answer enough because she handed me her phone, and while I opened Álvaro's chat, she lay down beside me and grabbed the remote.

I wanted to start at the beginning, right after María's request for that original paragraph, but I inevitably landed at the end of the conversation—or rather, monologue. I saw a bunch of “answer me,” “stop fucking with me,” and “you won't pick up the phone.” Even in writing, they felt like shouts. Something unpleasant.

I tried scrolling up through the conversation without spoiling what he wrote afterward, until I reached the paragraph I'd been waiting for. The moment I found it, he came online, and I had the sudden feeling that he and I were staring at each other through the screen. A strange chill ran through me, as if I were suddenly in a trench, hidden, afraid to peek over the edge. That guy never seemed to sleep.

Lying on my back, naked on the bed, I was about to read while María channel surfed, or killed time, or both. Álvaro started by saying that one recent night he'd been drinking with friends in a vacant lot before heading to a concert. Once inside, after a while, he'd spotted a woman in the distance and thought it was her—María—and followed her until, with deep disappointment, he realized it wasn't. He recounted that later that night, back home, he'd jerked off imagining it really was her, the girl from the concert, that he'd approached her and convinced her to leave the music and go with him to the vacant lot where he'd been drinking with his friends. And that once there, they started kissing, and the few people still hanging around drinking began watching them make out. After that setup, the guy had written a pretty abrupt sentence that caught me off guard: “After kissing, you ended up sucking my cock and people started gathering around us to watch you blow me real good.” Shocked, I reread that sentence several times before María snapped me back to reality:

“I see you like what you're reading.”

Without realizing it, my cock had grown hard and shifted until it was pointing toward my navel, resting against my pubic hair.

“I don't think I've even gotten to the best part yet,” I replied without hesitation, probably emboldened by the two beers from dinner.

I got ready to keep reading while María turned off the light, leaving us lit only by the glow of the television. Álvaro described how the crowd watched while she sucked him off and he ordered her to stand up and turn around. The guy spared no detail describing how he fucked María there, against a car, in front of everyone. “I jerked off so hard imagining I was fucking you against a car like a bitch!” “You were screaming so loud they could hear you at the concert!!” “My story turns you on, huh, how I fuck you like a slut and everyone watches?” “Doesn't it??”

While I was reading, María surprised me by straddling me, and my hard-on became impossible to hide.

“Well, you definitely like it,” María said, feigning indignation but with a mischievous look, in white panties and pink shirt, sitting on me but barely touching me. My cock, sensing her so close, twitched, as if trying to get her attention.

Much to my cock's disappointment, she didn't touch it, and much to my mind's disappointment, the long paragraph ended there. But I kept reading—short, scattered sentences where the guy told María things like “I know you're getting super horny while I write this,” “deep down you're just another slut, only older, but just as slutty or sluttier than the others I fuck.”

His words hit hard. It really did sound unpleasant. The guy must have been very drunk, very horny, or completely fed up with her to write that—or all three. After demanding the photo he thought he deserved, he'd even written: “I'm fucking sick of you, YOU'RE A FUCKING BITCH!! have you been laughing at me for weeks or what!??”

“Damn…” I sighed.

“What.”

“Fuck… he calls you every name in the book...”

“I told you, what an idiot...” said María as she unbuttoned her shirt, revealing a white lace bra with two enormous cups—necessary ones, at that. The more substantial her bra, the more it hinted at just how generous her breasts were.

I didn't want her getting angry or alarmed. I tried to play it down. After all, the guy wasn't wrong—we'd been at this for who knows how long.

“I don't care, he's an idiot… And a real pig,” she said, and I couldn't help responding:

“Pig… that's what he calls you.”

“Yeah… and you think it's okay for him to call me that?” she responded. It was a trap, and I hesitated—was this finally the start of the game, or should I say no, that he'd gone too far? I stayed silent. Looking at her. Disheveled from lying down, her shirt open… that enormous bra… her flat stomach, her face tired yet sensual. My cock throbbed with a life of its own, calling to her without any command from me, and her hand moved slowly toward it, took hold of it with great care, and pulled the skin back slowly, coaxing a glistening drop to appear at the tip, capturing both our attention. That movement was a clear declaration of intent.

“Hey, you think it's okay for him to call me that?” she asked, her voice soft and needy, seeking protection but also wanting to play. And she ran the pad of her thumb over that drop… spreading it slowly, deliberately, over my head, making me tremble.

“Well… it's normal… for him to be angry.”

We fell silent. She kept up that tiny movement with her finger, while her other hand pushed back her hair or stroked my thighs or stomach, restless.

“Also…” I said.

“Also what?”

“He also calls you… a dirty whore…”

“Yeah… what an asshole,” she whispered, barely audible.

María then began stroking me, very slowly. My cock nearly grazed her panties given how she was sitting on me.

“Find one of his photos,” she said, surprising me.

I lay there enjoying her slow strokes, which now alternated between one hand and the other, while I searched.

I was about to ask which photo she wanted when she stopped and pressed my cock against her crotch, standing it upright like a small mast dividing her panties left and right. And I understood—or assumed—what she wanted.

“You want to compare?” I asked.

“Mmm… just curious…”

“You bitch…” I said, not minding at all, finding the photo that clearly showed his cock gripped in his hand. An impressive cock—maybe not like Edu's, but easily twice the size of mine.

I showed her the photo and María feigned indifference, or at least tried not to look impressed.

“How far would it reach?” I asked, bringing my hand to my cock to hold it there, erect, tracing its full length from base to tip in front of her crotch.

“…I don't know… Up to here?” she asked, glancing between my cock and the screen, pointing to a spot practically at her navel.

At that moment the TV dimmed and María let the phone drop onto the bed. The screen—still showing Álvaro's cock—now cast almost more light than the TV. She brought her hand to where mine was and began rubbing my cock against her panties… with incredible sensuality, tilting her head and looking at me. She rocked her hips forward and back, grinding against me, and looked at me. Maybe—probably—she was thinking about his cock even as she touched mine, but I didn't care. Quite the opposite.

Then I remembered she'd gotten turned on because I'd watched her kiss that guy the night before, and I wanted to follow that thread.

“That thing about him fucking you against a car… I wouldn't mind seeing that…”

“Oh yeah…? You'd like to see that?” she asked, rocking her hips harder, pressing my cock tighter against her panties—against her pussy.

“Yeah, I'd like that… your slutty face… getting fucked right there…”

María watched me, intent, eyes half-closed in the near-total darkness of the room. And I continued:

“What a slut you'd be… letting that kid fuck you in front of me… and in front of all those people… You'd have to be so fucking horny to let yourself get fucked like that with everyone watching… some would be stunned… I'd… get so turned on… like most of them… and plenty would laugh too… like… what a whore…”

María pulled her panties aside… away from her pussy, tugged them forward, and slipped my cock between the white silk and her pussy… covering it… trapping it between the fabric and those lips I felt burning hot. She did it in one slow, subtle, precise movement. Then she placed her hand over her underwear and pressed, but without touching me. My cock leaked, trapped, the skin of her hands replaced by those wet, hot lips.

Our words, our movements. Everything was improvised—we still didn't know where we were headed. What fantasy to choose, what to say… but everything, deep down, seemed to have meaning, an underlying order.

María rocked her hips forward and back, rubbing her pussy against my trapped cock. The panties stretched easily, and I cursed myself for not having traded the view of her bra for her bare breasts. I was enjoying the friction, but I wanted more—I wanted to make her talk:

“Yeah, María… I'd watch you… and think… damn, what a slut… letting herself get fucked like that.”

“Oh yeah…? You'd call me a slut?”

“I'd think it…”

“You're more of a pervert…”

“You think so?” I asked, as she slipped a hand inside my briefs and started stroking me. My cock was still trapped, and I couldn't believe how skilled she was—I was melting from the pleasure of her hot hand gripping me firmly.

“Yeah… you're more of a pervert… and I'm going to get revenge.”

“Revenge for what…?” I asked, my eyes nearly closed, capturing one last image before shutting them completely: María stretching my briefs forward with one hand while the other stroked me faster and faster.

“Revenge for calling me a slut… or for thinking it…”

I surrendered. I didn't want to think anymore. That mix of Álvaro, his cock, mine, the kid's fantasy… what I'd experienced with that man the night before… there were so many things… The only sounds were the television in the background and the wet noise of my skin being worked forward and back, over and over, rhythmically, slick with all the precum I was releasing. María was giving me a brutal handjob and I was trembling and sighing, my abs contracting. I cracked my eyes open just enough to see María's imposing torso, that striking bra keeping her tits from bouncing too much from the force of her strokes.

“Fuck… María… Stop…” I begged, because as much as I wanted to come, I wanted even more for her to finally climb on top of me, to ride me once and for all.

Relentless, she not only didn't obey but didn't slow down one bit. Mechanical, skillful, perfect. Her hand covered my cock completely, and she used that power, that superiority, to torment me, jerking me mercilessly.

“Fuck… María… god… I'm going to come…”

“Then come… come on…”

“Ugh...” I groaned weakly, on the edge of surrender, caught between spasms… but my body wanted release too, especially after what I'd experienced the night before… hours and hours without being able to enjoy any relief at all, let alone a climax….

“Come on…! Pervert…!”

“Fuck…! Ugh…! María…!” I writhed, defenseless.

“Come…! Pig…! Come…!” she whispered, goading me… but she knew me. She already knew I was contracting, that my whole abdomen was vibrating on its own, that my arms were trembling and my legs tensing. I opened my eyes slightly and María wasn't looking at my cock—she was looking at me. Serious, commanding, relentless. She was directing my cock toward her body, even though it naturally wanted to point toward my belly from being so hard. I sighed, gasped, and she stopped—on purpose—knowing that stopping at that exact moment would make me explode with even more intensity. I felt myself discharge upward, a first jet, violent, and after being splattered, she resumed the handjob slowly. My spasms became vehement, almost ridiculous in their randomness, and my sighs turned into continuous gasps—seconds and seconds of gasping and releasing, splattering semen that I felt partly fall on me. But she seemed obsessed with directing it toward herself… toward her belly, toward her pussy… though I didn't know exactly where it was landing because my eyes were half-closed. She didn't complain about being covered—she just kept squeezing me, gripping even harder, emptying me, inflexible… while I rode out an endless orgasm…

I turned my head to the side. Empty, but strangely alert. That long, intense orgasm had left me ecstatic, but not drowsy.

I didn't notice her move, and she kept squeezing out every last drop—so thoroughly that I had to beg her to stop.

Finally, delicately, my flaccid cock was freed at last—from her hand and from my briefs, which I figured were soaked with what I'd released. She dropped them beside me and climbed off with strange care. I thought she'd head to the bathroom, not wanting to drip everything I'd ejaculated on her, but María had other plans.

“Do you really think I'm a slut?” she said, surprising me as she repositioned herself straddling me, but higher now, almost on my chest. Her entire crotch, bathed in white and clear liquid, hovered eight inches from my face. Her pubic hair was drenched, a white streak dripping from her navel to her trimmed hair, another thick splash on her thigh near her groin. “I think you're more of a pervert,” she said, raising her hips, placing her legs on either side of my head. Proposing, but not forcing. I looked up—her face distant, her shirt open, her enormous bra… and that pussy smeared on the outside, her drenched lips half-parted. She could sit on my face at any moment, but she was waiting for a signal. My signal. Those trickles ran down her pussy and belly; at any moment a drop—or more than a drop—could fall on my face. Despite my recent orgasm, I didn't hesitate to give the signal. I brought my hands to her ass, urging her to descend… and she lowered a bit, her pussy exposed and inches from my lips…

“You're so dirty…” she murmured… knowing she had my approval, as my tongue slipped between soft, swollen lips… that had been ravaged and crushed moments before… I savored licking and sucking… not caring in the slightest about tasting my own cum for the first time, and María writhed with pleasure when I licked her pussy and squirmed with arousal when I slurped up that white liquid, even from her thighs.

“Fuck… you're so dirty…” she repeated, using her hand to help lift my head. And I kept lapping up everything wet in my path. With my lips, with my tongue, I licked her hot pubic hair soaked with my thick cum, and she moaned, perhaps remembering when she’d done the same thing with Edu’s. My tongue worked its way into her pussy, sometimes plunging deep into her musk and sometimes pulling back to press against her clit.

Excited, horny, she wasn’t satisfied with just one hand on my head—she brought the other to her hip and rocked back and forth… Yes… she was literally fucking my mouth with her pussy, grinding herself into me more than I was burying my tongue and mouth in her. She called me names, called me a pig, a filthy bastard for licking my own cum, asked me—lost in it, rhetorically—if I liked eating my own cum… and then, right on the edge of orgasm, when I could feel her pussy melting against my mouth, she finally confessed what she’d been imagining, called me a pig and dirty again, and “you liked Edu’s cum, didn’t you, bastard!” burst from her lips just before she pressed my head harder against her pussy, just before fucking my mouth with her grinding hips, just before throwing her head back and surrendering, abandoning herself, moaning, panting, screaming through her orgasm as she trapped me there… My tongue pressed hard against her clit to please her, and she stopped insulting me, just moaned like crazy, these tremendous “aahhhmmm”s that must have echoed down the hallway, these “ahhhmmm mmmm”s as vulgar as the motel itself… bursting shameless from her mouth. And she didn’t stop, didn’t stop trapping me, crushing me, fucking my mouth with those hip movements back and forth, until she was completely satisfied.

My head dropped onto the pillow in surrender and she dismounted me. She was exhausted. And I, lucid, clear-headed, couldn’t believe how intensely sexual she felt to me. Again that sensation—one that almost scared me, or at least left me in awe—of something I could sense more powerfully each time, of what María carried inside her.

We didn’t fuck that night. It had all been strange, a mixture of everything. A mixture of Álvaro, of Edu, of what I’d read on her phone, of what excited her about me… A hodgepodge, chaos, a faithful reflection of what we were going through in our sex life, an absolute mess, with splashes—literally—of everything we’d experienced in the last ten months.

That mixture didn’t stop—the next night we used the harness. Another element added to the mix. At her request, fantasizing about an Álvaro who, no matter how much she’d practically come to despise him now, she still couldn’t stop wanting to fantasize about. And once she had her orgasm, I went back to that routine of sliding inside her and savoring how I felt almost nothing. And that was the first time I was inside her as her fiancé, and I felt an even more intense wave of love because of it.

A few days later, the trip was coming to an end. We were already at the airport, and one more surprise still awaited us. While waiting to board, María’s phone buzzed. A message. She read it, I saw her face, and I knew something wasn’t right—not right at all—because her expression completely changed. I didn’t want to pester her; it wasn’t sadness, it wasn’t anger, it seemed like worry. I thought maybe some problem at work, something extremely serious. Finally I couldn’t contain myself, and after several “what’s wrong”s, María handed it to me to read, brought her elbows to her knees, and covered her face with her hands. I read:

Álvaro Mobile: “Hey cock-teasing bitch, the other night I was with one of those friends of yours I saw the night we met and she told me where you work. I went to your job yesterday and the day before to catch you so we could talk but I didn’t see you leave. Where are you hiding?”


CHAPTER 33

We had countless hours of flights and layovers ahead of us—hours that, naive as we were, we'd assumed would be spent sleeping and talking about the wedding. Instead, they became hours for reflection, arguments, and obsessing over the gravity of that message.

First came the silences. Then arguments, disagreement. But no reproaches. It was impossible to guess or remember which of us had done more to let this situation spiral out of control. With Edu, it was clear I'd been not only the insistent, tiresome one, but the instigator. In this case, there was no one to blame.

I couldn't help thinking about my friend Germán's advice—about finding people online who, let's say, specialized in this sort of thing. People from far away, another city, discreet, everything out in the open. Not only had I ignored him, but on top of Edu, I'd added another element to our lives, another ticking time bomb. Suddenly Edu seemed downright mature and sensible compared to this Álvaro guy.

We reached a conclusion: we had to calm things down. Responding with something like “you're crazy, don't you dare show up at my office” was bound to backfire. Somehow, we had to make this kid believe everything was fine, that María had never meant to string him along or mess with him. The idea started forming—send him a photo where, of course, you could barely see anything, just to satisfy him. Then, little by little, cut him off. Maybe María could tell him she was starting something with another guy, who may or may not be me... Something to dissuade him, gently.

We decided not to respond until we got home. The last thing we wanted was to start a written conversation with him and then have to cut it off for God knows how many hours because we had a flight to catch.

Once we were back, we felt some relief—he hadn't written or called again. Mid-afternoon on a Wednesday, we were unpacking our suitcases while the possibility hung over us that this kid might be standing guard outside María's office door...

The next day I wasn't working—I had paperwork to do downtown and had taken the day off—but María was, so we ate dinner early to get to bed at a decent hour. It wasn't even ten when we were already in bed with two things on our minds: jet lag and, above all, that damn kid.

But it was time—time to write to him and calm things down. Everything was pretty well rehearsed after so many hours. María wrote: “haha, you wouldn't have seen me because I come and go pretty freely, schedule-wise and in general.” I could feel María's stomach turning as she played nice with him, after hours and hours of travel spent calling him every name in the book.

Álvaro, of course, didn't take long to come online and respond, and they started a normal conversation—and I say normal because it was practically the first time the exchange didn't consist of his sexual descriptions and our hooks to keep him going. María sighed, uncomfortable, trying to be pleasant without giving him too much, but without being curt either, walking a very fine line. After a few minutes, the kid said enough and asked for the photo he'd been dying for. It was a possibility we'd discussed, obviously. Reluctantly, María—who felt blackmailed—had to accept. I pointed out that deep down, it was only fair. If we'd been right that he'd ask for a photo, we were also right about what photo he'd ask for. My girlfriend had to respond in a way that would satisfy the kid but not get him too worked up—the thin line again.

“Mmm... A photo of your little ass in the pants you were wearing when I met you.”

“Okay, that way we're even, okay? Give me a minute...”

María got out of bed, found those thin white pants, and laid them on the bed. Then her phone buzzed. We read:

“A little thong underneath... please... make sure it shows through!”

“...Fucking pig,” María muttered, absolutely furious. She felt completely blackmailed.

She dug through her dresser drawer for a thong and snapped at me for the first time:

“You must be happy.”

I swallowed hard but didn't respond. María had to take it out on someone, and it was true that we'd both been playing this game, but she was the one who had to go through something bordering on humiliation. She wasn't being fair, but it wasn't the time to tell her that.

She put on the thong, then the white pants.

“Does it show through?” she asked, and I didn't know if she wanted it to or not. The truth was, it barely showed through at all.

Her phone buzzed again and we both read:

“Put on heels for the photo, I want that ass nice and perky.”

I could almost hear María choking down her rage. But she bore it in silence. And obeyed. She found some regular heels, the kind she usually wore to work, and put them on. A few seconds later—in her bra, thong, heels, and white pants, standing in the middle of our bedroom—she reached her hand back to take a photo of herself, of her ass. She set the three-second timer; obviously I couldn't be the one to take it. The situation was surreal, and I didn't understand how we'd gotten to this point, but at the end of the day, it was a photo of an ass in white pants—an unrecognizable ass, unrecognizable pants—and a photo that would most likely calm the kid down.

María chose which photo to send him without asking my opinion. Sighing, furious, almost humiliated. Muttering over and over: “What an idiot, he disgusts me...”

She cropped the photo a bit so only what he’d asked for was showing, and sent it. She didn’t even want to see his response. She left her phone on the bed while she took off her shoes, her pants, and her thong and put her pajamas back on. Her phone buzzed. She didn’t even turn around. I did—I picked it up and saw the photo María had sent, but now forwarded back by him, edited with brightness and contrast tweaks that made her ass somewhat visible and her thong quite visible, if not very. The photo came with a “Goood, I’m gonna jerk off so fucking hard to this!!”

María got into bed, read that, and said nothing. She set the alarm on her phone and placed it face down on the nightstand. If the guy wanted to share details about his jerk-off session, we wouldn’t find out until the next day—maybe not the best idea, considering our plans, but good luck telling María she should stay alert in case he wrote more.

The next morning my girlfriend rushed to get ready while I enjoyed the peace of my last day off. We’d already talked about keeping the wedding under wraps—not wearing the engagement ring to work, things like that—keeping everything discreet, only telling our closest friends in person. We both agreed.

But obviously, the elephant in the room was what had happened the night before, and I didn’t dare bring it up. I had to wait until María got in the shower to check her phone and make sure Álvaro hadn’t written anything else, and suddenly I got the idea to dig through her chats for the last conversation with Edu. I scrolled up and down, looking for him—and while I was at it, anyone else who seemed suspicious—but I found nothing, no unknown contacts and no Edu. I could still hear the shower running as I searched for Edu by name, opened the chat, and found absolutely nothing.

It was true there weren’t many conversations, as if she’d cleared them out not long ago. I didn’t want to dwell on it.

María and I agreed that if I finished the paperwork early, we could grab a bite together during her mid-morning break, near her office. Sure enough, by ten-thirty I was done and wandering the streets near María’s office, waiting for her to get out of a meeting. “Meeting with her new boss?” I couldn’t help thinking, knowing—ever since I’d found out—that doubts and fantasies would bombard me nonstop in this new chapter of boss and subordinate.

María had to be almost done. I was leaving a traditional bookstore—one of the few left in that area, if not the only one—when I stopped dead, staring at a gorgeous girl coming out of a café on the other side of that narrow street, coffee in hand. She was petite but graceful, wearing a burgundy suit and a white blouse. Gorgeous. Suddenly a guy approached her—looked foreign—and she seemed to be giving him directions. That stroke of luck let me keep watching her from about five meters away, across the street: big eyes, sleek straight hair perfectly styled, pearls in her ears, a total prep school princess. She flashed the tourist a sweet smile as if to say “you’re welcome” that left both him and me completely smitten. She said goodbye and I cursed that her ass was almost entirely hidden by the jacket, because it surely would have stirred something more in me—even more.

My phone rang—it was María. I told her where I was while watching that cutie walk away. My girlfriend said she was about to see me, and sure enough, she appeared in my line of sight, crossed paths with the girl in the burgundy suit carrying her coffee, waved to her, and kept walking until she reached me. She waved to that girl because that girl was Begoña, the intern Edu was fucking.

Neither Alicia nor Nati had hit me like this. Edu had fucked all of them in just a few months. And you had to add, at minimum, the girl in the red dress from the wedding, Patricia… and María…

I couldn’t help telling my girlfriend, while we ate, that I’d seen Begoña—I must have said she was gorgeous one too many times, because she cut me off. Jealousy? Or had I been too insistent? I thought about how Edu had worked his way through the whole office: from the most voluptuous and oldest, Patricia, to the most petite and youngest, Begoña, with María in the middle in terms of age and build.

María complained about sleeping terribly because of jet lag while I pictured Begoña’s petite body walking away and couldn’t fathom how Edu’s huge cock could fit inside that delicate frame. Not exactly a thought I could share out loud at that moment.

Over the following days, we settled into the routine of work and daily life. Only the wedding plans broke up that post-vacation slump. As for Álvaro, María replied when he wrote to her, playing nice when in reality she felt genuine disgust toward him. The plan was clear: we wanted her to eventually tell him she had to stop texting with him because she was starting a relationship with someone else. But she had to wait a few days to say that—it would be too brazen to have asked him for that dirty paragraph and sent him the photo only to suddenly announce she had a boyfriend. So for a couple of weeks, she’d have to grin and bear it. Fortunately, the guy seemed to calm down and started writing normal things, maybe trying to win her over that way—not out of the question. Almost every night he’d write to her and she felt obligated to respond, sighing from time to time things like “God, this guy disgusts me!” I was shocked by the hatred in those words.

But at least the plan was working—he wasn't calling her or showing up at her office door. That possibility worried me, but it gave María real panic.

Obviously, with things the way they were with Álvaro, fantasizing about him was the last thing on María's mind. So the days passed and we didn't make love. We hadn't since the trip.

As always when our sexual drought set in, I found myself wondering where we were headed—whether she could desire me on my own, whether I could live without that game, whether she'd eventually come to me out of sheer physical need. One afternoon when I was home alone, I thought about Germán and his advice and searched online: cuckold websites... possible candidates... but what I saw didn't appeal to me. "This isn't for us," I thought. I didn't like the attitudes of the guys who, let's say, advertised themselves, or that whole pre-arranged setup. All of this ignoring the most fundamental thing: María had said the thing with Edu was a one-time slip with no chance of it happening again—a version that contradicted what Víctor had said—but whatever the case, there was no way in hell I could bring up those websites and ads with María.

Around the same time, María told me—without my asking—that if Edu said anything lewd or out of line to her, whether in public or with people around, she'd tell me. Maybe she was getting ahead of the problem, since she went to the courthouse pretty often in the mornings and wanted to avoid my constant interrogations. But she never mentioned anything else, so I had to assume nothing was happening. Maybe it was true that Edu was with Begoña, settled down, not looking for more trouble.

Then came a Thursday when María told me she was going out for beers with people from work. This was news, and it somewhat undermined Víctor's version—that whole thing about María avoiding those outings to spare herself embarrassment with Edu since he'd rejected her. That explanation made less and less sense to me anyway. The thing was, I didn't seem to be the only one thinking about him while she was out having beers, because about an hour and a half after she left, she texted me:

“Do you want to be Edu tonight?”

Something surged through me. I wasn't expecting it. I did the math—we'd gone almost two weeks without doing it. Maybe that was the real reason.

I wanted to tease her a little:

“Why's that? You're asking me this with him right there in front of you?”

“Yes or no?” she shot back, not giving me any opening.

My imagination took off. I pictured a jealous María—maybe Edu was there with Begoña. I imagined María envying that intern... and my masochistic streak pictured her envious of the cock Begoña would get that night, nothing like the one she'd be getting. The comparison was devastating, humiliating.

I ended up saying yes, and she was home in less than forty minutes. She appeared in the living room with a slight glaze in her eyes and shed her coat and purse. She told me she was going to the bathroom for a moment, and as she walked down the hallway, her phone beeped from inside her purse. María doubled back, grabbed her phone, and read. After a few seconds, she said:

“I told you I'd tell you everything Edu said to me.”

I was surprised, nervous. She handed me her phone to read. Edu had just texted her. It was the only message in the conversation:

Edu: “Tomorrow wear a little skirt to the courthouse—I know this judge.”

“Can he be any more of an idiot?” María asked, barely giving me time to finish reading.

I stayed quiet for a moment. She seemed to want my verdict. Finally I asked:

“So what are you going to do? What are you going to say to him?”

“I'm not even going to respond...”

“And what are you going to wear tomorrow?”

“Are you kidding me? Whatever the hell I want—that's all I'd need...” she said, a bit tipsy and visibly angry, maybe disproportionately so.

I started to worry her anger might ruin our date, our role-playing game. I heard María in the bathroom. Then heading to the bedroom. I heard closet doors opening. That struck me as odd. I walked down the hallway to our room. I pushed open the door that was ajar... and there on the bed lay the harness with that enormous plastic cock. And there was María, in sandals, that peculiar gathered skirt—somewhere between pink and mauve—and a white shirt, dressed like she'd been at the wedding, and like two months ago, when she'd confessed what she'd done with him in that hotel while I was away. I looked at her face, her eyes: I saw raw hunger. Desperation.

“Put that on... and fuck me... Hard...” she said, as turned on as she was flushed.


CHAPTER 34

I was surprised, shocked, and felt a growing excitement.

Surprised, because I hadn't expected it at all. True, we'd gone two weeks without sex, but I hadn't picked up on any arousal from her during that time. And then there was Edu, again. A month ago, at the airport, she'd told me she never wanted to talk about him again. Two months ago, we'd gotten incredibly turned on remembering what happened at the wedding. It was like she changed her mind every four weeks. I couldn't make sense of any of it. If I'd been a mess for almost a year over all this, she was clearly even more confused than I was.

María turned toward the dresser, somewhat embarrassed. And me, as I said—shocked. Shocked to see her face, her gaze, so hot and aroused, her body language so feminine yet so heated. Shocked by those clothes, transporting me back to that night—or almost morning. The perfume—she'd put it on again... the importance of that scent...

I moved closer and noticed she wasn't wearing a bra under her shirt, just like in Edu's room—she hadn't overlooked that detail either. I got her to turn a little so I could kiss her, and got a strange kiss—one that seemed more wanted by me than by her. I started it, and María ended it before I could even touch my tongue to hers.

“Come on... put that on...” she whispered.

I obeyed. I started undressing. We had our backs to each other. And I couldn't help wondering if wanting to do it while thinking of Edu was simply because we'd gone two weeks without, and she didn't want to think of Álvaro—who, in her exact words, disgusted her—or if there was something more. I wondered if there might be something more in those messages she received, in those mornings at the courthouse, in those meetings where he was her boss...

I adjusted the harness, wondering how horny María had to be to want to do it while thinking of Edu. I was convinced this was a surrender—she hated admitting she was attracted to him. She'd admitted it bothered her, that it humiliated her to have succumbed to him; she found it humiliating that he'd fucked her—she'd admitted that to me—and there she was, dressed like that time, longing for me to thrust that enormous cock inside her, ready to scream his name. It couldn't be easy for her to ask me for this, this time without the excuse of having to tell me what happened in her room while I was with Paula. It couldn't be easy to admit it to me, let alone to herself.

I turned toward María, and what I saw left me speechless. So much so that I didn't want to announce I was ready. I decided to pretend the harness was taking longer than it should, staying silent, watching what she was doing.

María had taken off her skirt, which was now at her ankles. I didn't understand why she'd put it on if she was going to take it off so quickly—maybe to get herself in the right headspace, to remember. Certainly not for me. And nothing that was happening in our bedroom was for me or because of me. But that wasn't what had me shocked, motionless, stunned... What's more, there were no panties anywhere. María's bare ass appeared before me, covered almost completely by the bottom of the white silk shirt, but you could tell there were no panties; I didn't see them tangled with the skirt on the floor—maybe there never had been any. But that wasn't what was killing me either. When I'd gotten close to kiss her, I hadn't noticed that our first plastic cock, our first dildo, had surely been sitting on the dresser the whole time. That dildo wasn't calmly resting there now—it was in María's hands. With her back to me, forgetting I existed, she was working that thing inside her pussy with both hands... It was unbearably brutal, suffocating... seeing her with her knees bent... sliding that in, that enormous flesh-colored cock, gripped chaotically by her delicate hands, as if I didn't exist... In sandals, her bent legs looked more slender, strong, and toned... and her pussy, eager and hungry after so many days, welcomed that rubber cock with astonishing ease... I couldn't even breathe.

I was so frozen that María ended up turning her head. And looking at me. She fixed her gaze on me without stopping, slowly drilling her pussy with that thing. I didn't know if she was chasing pleasure, opening herself up, or both. She looked at me with teary eyes, and I couldn't understand this brutal, almost instant arousal. Ten minutes ago she'd walked in like it was any other day, and now she was sliding an enormous cock inside herself, more than half of its eighteen or nineteen centimeters, with a distant look...

Was she remembering? Was she imagining? I asked the third question out loud:

“Does Edu turn you on that much?”

María responded with a “shhh” as if that bothered her and, after leaving her pussy orphaned, said:

“Come on... put that in me.”

I still couldn't believe what I was seeing, couldn't believe her ecstatic look of desire, couldn't believe what I'd just seen—how when she pulled the dildo out of her pussy, I'd glimpsed for an instant that tremendous, savage, animal cavity.

I took a couple of steps toward her—just enough to get within her reach—and she reached back to grab that cock strapped to me, a bit longer and especially thicker, that would replace the one lying soaked halfway up on the dresser.

I brought my hands to her hips... and let her be the one to guide that thing to the entrance of her body. For a few seconds... it seemed to be giving her a bit of trouble... and my cock, my real cock, trapped in that cylinder, couldn't take that punishment anymore.

“Come on… help me a little…” she panted, desperate, unable to manage… and brought her hands forward, gesturing for me to try. She leaned against the dresser and I used one hand to guide it properly. It was tricky for me too. I asked her to bend her knees more. She obeyed. I then used my other hand to spread her lips… which felt tender… and very, very hot... and then I managed to guide the tip to the entrance of a pussy that had gotten soaked in record time… and that welcomed that cock, the tip, which was the widest part, with an ease that left my heart on the verge of collapse. When María felt that tip, she didn’t let me be the one to thrust my hips forward, or at least didn’t have the patience to wait for that… instead she pushed herself backward, impaling herself… I felt how, inch by inch, with her knees bent and the heels of her sandals anchored to the floor, she drove herself backward, taking that rubber cock brutally… Her moan was singular, whole and prolonged… an “aahhhhhmmm” that built from soft to loud, all the way to the end, as if she’d been planning and craving this for days, as if she’d been telling herself for days that when she took that cock she’d take it all in one go.

I was so stunned that I whispered:

“What’s gotten into you…”

María tilted her head to one side, her hair falling to one side of her neck, eyes closed… she only said:

“Give it to me…”

I brought my hands to her ass to spread her pussy a little wider. Her lips seemed like they wanted to escape… to pull free and follow that flesh-colored cock. It was incredible. And I pulled that cylinder almost completely out of her body… and drove my hips forward again, burying myself to the hilt…

“Uuuufff, bastard…” escaped her mouth, the word drawn out as long as that deep thrust lasted.

Once I’d shoved it all the way in, I pushed her forward a little and she had to take two short steps.

I started fucking her. Slowly. We weren’t saying anything. I assumed she was imagining Edu was the one fucking her, but I wasn’t asking. I wanted her to be the one to open up, to confess what was happening here, what all this was about.

María took advantage of my relatively gentle movements to hold onto the dresser with one hand and use the other to unbutton her shirt, which was growing damp with sweat and already sticking to her back… Once she’d unbuttoned it completely, she didn’t bring her hand back to the dresser to steady herself, but moved it to one of her breasts to caress herself. I loved fucking her like that, slowly, holding her by the hip, while she panted and caressed that enormous tit that her delicate hand couldn’t possibly contain.

I gathered her shirt up a bit on one side to see what she was doing, to watch that caress, and I saw how she kneaded that tit, and in doing so, pressed it toward her body, toward her torso, so that the other tit seemed to hang even more heavily, with nothing to contain it.

I was hypnotized by that image, by those caresses and by that other tit hanging so heavily, when I heard from her lips a shocking: “Ummm…! Ahh…! Come on! Edu! Bastard! Give it to me harder!” I heard that and thought I’d die from how turned on I was. So much so that my cock almost wanted to explode right there inside.

I didn’t know why, maybe because I suspected something had happened and she hadn’t told me, because I suspected she was hiding something from me… the thing is I didn’t want to obey… and I wanted to break out of her game by saying something that would surely piss her off. I picked up the pace a bit. I caressed her ass and gave her a little spank. After that “clap” she protested outwardly but appreciated it inwardly. I leaned my torso forward so she’d hear me clearly, and whispered against the nape of her neck:

“Edu? Edu’s fucking Begoña right now…”

María didn’t react. She kept moaning and panting to the rhythm of my thrusts. As if she hadn’t heard a thing. I insisted:

“He’s fucking her brains out…”

She continued with her “ahhh!” “ahhhhmmm!” “give it to me!” “give it to me…! fuck!”, pretending it didn’t hurt her, and my sadistic—and masochistic—streak continued:

“Begoña’s getting Edu’s cock… real cock… not this rubber shit…”

María’s response was a strange “Ummm… bastard, fuck...” She was acknowledging that it bothered her, but she wasn’t getting angry. I picked up the pace and her panting and moaning gave way to near-screams, and that hand caressing her tit had to shift from caressing to holding her tits in place, keeping them from bouncing against each other with the movement, with the fucking that was becoming frenzied.

I wasn’t going to stop:

“He’s got her on all fours… with his huge balls slapping against her,” I whispered. My chest now pressed to her back. Leaning over her.

I didn’t recognize myself, but I continued:

“It pisses you off, doesn’t it!? Or are you jealous!?” I asked… incredibly turned on… waiting for her to say yes, but she only felt that enormous cock splitting her in two and moaned and screamed those “ahhh!” “ahhh!” each one more shameless and desperate than the last. When suddenly, from her mouth came an unexpected “Harder, idiot!” that I knew wasn’t for Edu, but for me, and I, somewhat enraged, grabbed her by the hair and picked up the pace, now brutally, as hard as I could. With one hand I held her by the hair, pulling, forcing her to lift her face forward, and with the other I gripped the harness so it wouldn’t shift. The fucking against that dresser was brutal—she had to grab onto the wood with both hands and her enormous tits bounced against each other non-stop, the sound of my pelvis slamming against her ass was deafening, so much so that her screams barely rose above that hollow slapping sound. María began screaming like an animal, she was coming, coming without needing to touch herself, holding on there with her enormous tits bouncing free, I kept pulling her hair harder and harder and her “Ahh!! Ahh!! Bastard!!” became incessant and continuous, like twenty seconds of screaming that, non-stop, repeating those “Ahhhmm!! Aaahhmmm!! Bastaaard!!”, which she ended up mixing with his name, throwing in “Aaahhmmm!! Edu…!! Give it to me…!! Bastaaard!!” that were driving her wild with pleasure and making her come, that wounded my pride but at the same time had me on the verge of coming too. She felt herself coming and repeated his name while I felt her falling apart, flooding that plastic cock while thinking about him. She rode out a brutal orgasm there, standing, impaled, and I couldn’t believe it or understand any of it…

I thought after that she'd want me to take off the harness. At least to rest a bit. But no. Not at all. Two minutes later, the only thing that had changed was our position—from standing against the dresser to the bed, me on my knees behind her, her on all fours.

Since I hadn't come, I had no excuse to ask for a break, and she, though ecstatic from her orgasm, didn't seem to have had enough. On all fours, shirt stuck to her body with sweat, hair plastered to her forehead and face, she was calling me Edu again, and I was telling her again that Edu was fucking someone else. I spanked her ass while repeating it, and she screamed with each impact. Then I spread those cheeks almost cruelly, revealing the dark hole of her ass... I brought my fingertip to it... and immediately, brusquely, she pushed my finger and hand away—because anal was the fantasy with the despised Álvaro, and right now, Edu was the one fucking her.

After my mistake, I went back to talking about him—but not the way she wanted. Instead, I brought Begoña back into the equation, to mess with her. I told her I didn't understand how Edu's huge cock fit... in that tiny body... that massive cock was made for her, for María... “Fuck... that cock only fucked you once... it should fuck you every night...” I panted, breathless, in her ear while I fucked her and she announced her second orgasm... “Don't tell me he'd rather fuck that kid than you...” I kept panting against her neck... and she let out those “Umm!! Give it to me...!! Edu...!! Fuuuck!!” And I insisted: “He fucked you so good, huh...!” “He really knew how to fuck you...!” “In the end he fucked you good and proper...!” and she responded with “Yes...!” “Fuck...!! I'm coming...!! God...!!” And I insisted:

“In the end he fucked you, huh!”

“Yes... he fucked me!”

“He fucked you good, huh!”

“Yes!! God!!”

“Tell me!”

“Yes!! Ahhh!! Ahhh!! He fucked me...!! That bastard fucked me!! I'm coming!! Aaahhh!!” María screamed, gone, writhing with pleasure, impaled on that enormous cock... producing a wet, liquid sound from her incredible wetness, a grotesque, brutal “squelch” “squelch” that overlapped with her screams, with her “Edu fucked me!” that drove me wild with arousal and made all my hair stand on end...

Again, she couldn't easily pull away from me, impaled as she was in that shocking way. I had to back up carefully, revealing that flesh-colored member, tremendously smeared, practically covered in whitish clumps... that left me stunned... transfixed.

When she was freed, her pussy showed an indescribable gape, and her lips, battered, didn't bother—perhaps no longer had the strength—to close back up. And she collapsed. Forward.

We both knew how this had to end. It was crystal clear. On my knees, facing her, I took off the harness while she turned over and positioned herself on her back, pulled her shirt aside and caressed her tits... I started stroking myself, aiming at her almost naked body. Her hair spread across the bed, her legs apart, her pussy reddened and open like never before... It took no more than six or seven strokes before I started spilling—the longest spurts landing on her belly, the thickest streams on her pussy. María pulled the shirt aside so I wouldn't stain it, though thanks to Edu, that shirt was good for nothing more than playing our game. Looking at her through half-closed eyes, I splattered María and spilled shamelessly on her body... a few endless seconds in which I felt the release and María received each impact in silence, watching me, never stopping rubbing her breasts, whose nipples seemed ready to burst from her enormous tits.

Ecstatic, bewildered but happy, I finished my orgasm and managed to see more clearly. María's belly was stained with that white liquid, but especially her pubic hair, the outer lips of her pussy, her groin... that whole area was completely smeared. María didn't need to ask me, not in words, not with her gaze. A few seconds later I was crouching before her, between her legs, licking up my own cum... and my tongue played at spreading all that hot, thick liquid between the thicker outer lips and the finer inner ones, equally tender, of María's pussy... And she called me a pig... and a pervert... and reminded me that I'd tasted Edu's cum... and I felt her back arch, her torso rise, her hands release her tits, letting them spread across her torso, to grab my hair, pressing my head against her crotch, announcing her third orgasm. Third orgasm that she began to scream, again shameless and scandalous. Third orgasm that I tore from her by burying my tongue in the deepest part of that cavity that reeked of sex, pressing that clit smeared with all that white, dense, burning liquid that tasted salty yet cloying in a strange but terribly arousing way.

We lay on the bed, exhausted, drained... I didn't understand any of it. I didn't understand this resurgence of Edu.

We didn't talk, but we could feel each other there, sweating, breathing. The heat was suffocating.

María was the first to show signs of life, trying to take off her shirt with difficulty since the silk was stuck to her body... And she headed to the bathroom, still wearing those elegant high-heeled sandals, letting the splatters I hadn't licked up drip to the floor along the way.

While I listened to the faucet running in the next room, I thought maybe it had just been an isolated incident—the result of getting worked up, of going two weeks without sex and not being able to fantasize about Álvaro anymore. Maybe there was no reason to overthink it.

I wouldn't realize how wrong I was until six days later.

The next morning, Friday, María went to the courthouse in a skirt. I thought maybe she'd just dressed that way because she felt like it. But she wore a skirt to work on Monday too, and Tuesday… and on Wednesday something happened that set off all my alarms. In those ten months, maybe nothing had ever thrown me off so much.

That Wednesday morning, María was in the bathroom drying her hair while I ate breakfast. I couldn't stop thinking about whether she'd wear a skirt again. Maybe if she did, I'd ask her what was with all the skirts lately, since it was getting harder to believe it was just coincidence—normally, three or four days out of five, María wore a pantsuit to work.

That's where my mind was when I went to the bedroom for my shoes—I always grab them there and put them on in the living room. Once in our room, I picked up my shoes and saw María's phone light up. I was getting into the bad habit of snooping, but I couldn't help it. What I read left me stunned, astonished… made my heart sink:

Edu: “Remember to wear the preppy pink shirt—Víctor's going to be there today.”

Dumbfounded. Motionless. Frozen. Stunned. Paralyzed. I couldn't believe it.

I reread it over and over. I had just enough presence of mind not to open the chat, because if I did, María would know I'd read it. And I needed to buy time.

I left the phone where I'd found it and walked to the living room with my shoes, moving erratically, like a zombie. I sat on the couch. I tried to think.

My mind was racing faster than I could process. The questions flooding my head came so fast I couldn't even connect one to the next.

María came out of the bathroom. I heard her go to the bedroom. She wasn't there long. Soon I heard her approaching the living room. Her heels clicking down the hallway. As soon as she walked in, I looked at her. She was carrying her phone. She wore a gray skirt suit and a navy blue blouse. Then she stopped in the middle of the living room. She looked at her phone. Read something. She didn't react at all. Her face gave nothing away, absolutely nothing that could give me any clue. And she turned around and went back to the bedroom.

Two minutes later she appeared in the living room in the same gray skirt suit but now with a pink blouse. She said goodbye as if nothing had happened.


CHAPTER 35

She closed the door behind her and I was left alone with myself and this madness. What had just happened? Could there be any logical explanation? Something that would exonerate her? What was going on between her and Edu? And even harder to believe: what were the three of them up to? My head was spinning. Víctor? The same Víctor who repulsed her? The same Víctor María claimed to feel violated by because Edu had told him what they'd done at the wedding? Could it be a different Víctor? I'd never heard that name except when referring to the IT guy at her office. Damn… The same Víctor who had written to me practically volunteering to replace Edu?

I could spend all morning sitting on that couch mulling it over. Or pacing around our living room coffee table for hours, dazed, trying to figure out what was happening. But I had to go to work. Or at least try. In the car, my mind drifted back to last summer, to Edu telling her which bikinis to wear, and her obeying. Because there were things I didn't know, things I hadn't wanted to know, because of that strange latent excitement I didn't want to destroy by making María confess everything. Not to mention that I could never know everything anyway, since I knew things I couldn't ask María to confirm—my source of information was an Edu I'd been secretly in cahoots with.

The bikini thing could have been more excusable. Two adults flirting—one constantly cheating on Nati, the other caught up in our game. But this… with Víctor in the mix, Edu with a supposedly more stable girlfriend… and having already fucked María four months ago… It couldn't be just flirting anymore. It was something more, something different.

At work, I tried to focus on two ideas. The first: I was sure that despite how bad this looked, María hadn't done anything. I trusted her completely. Yes, there were things during those months that hadn't been clarified—not just the bikini thing, but also things they'd written at night, that photo of Edu's cock, and more. Things I'd always wanted to remain between them. Things sometimes half-hidden. But never anything that made me think we were crossing from a consensual cuckold game into actual infidelity.

The second idea was that I didn't understand why she wasn't telling me. If she knew how much it would turn me on to find out she was playing some game with Edu, why wasn't she telling me? It was our game, both of ours—in fact, it was the engine of our sex life. The only real engine, even though she sometimes tried to fight against that, suggesting she desired me without needing the game.

I came to the conclusion that I had to know. This wasn't information that would blow up in my face if I admitted I had it. In the summer, I couldn't tell María I knew she was obeying Edu, wearing the bikinis he asked for to the beach and his house—that would have exposed me. But what happened this morning was different. I'd come off as a snoop, yes, but she'd be the one who'd have to give the real explanation.

That night we'd planned to go out to dinner at a restaurant. We had a dinner date we'd been postponing for several weeks. It had been a while since I'd told her I wanted to take her out to celebrate my job change. That's where I'd tell her I'd seen her phone by accident and that I wanted her to explain what was going on.

I was mulling over these thoughts when a coworker asked if I was coming down to lunch with him—they'd made plans with Álvaro, a pretty nice guy who was always socializing by the coffee machine. Álvaro. Immediately my mind went to him, to the other Álvaro. Around the same time María had been wearing skirts to the office and courthouse, setting off my alarms about Edu, she'd also been texting with him a bit at night. She let me read everything they said to each other while she sighed, insisting he disgusted her, that she wanted to cut him off already. The curious thing was that the guy had toned down, let's say, his erotic intensity in his messages, and was telling her about his life and asking María about hers, as if trying to charm her. I think María interpreted that as insolence, as if it were audacious for some college kid ten years younger to think he had any chance of winning her over. In fact, that insolence seemed to repulse her even more than those last crude, sexist messages. Enough time had passed since he'd last written something dirty to her that María could tell him at any moment she'd started seeing someone—me—and couldn't write anymore. We agreed that as soon as the guy wrote something sexual or asked for a photo, that would be the signal to cut him off for good.

I tried to work that afternoon, but I couldn't help imagining María at the office, dressed the way Edu had asked—or ordered? I pictured her there, but when I tried to imagine her doing something special as a result of that request or order, nothing came to mind. I couldn't see the context that would explain that message.

I got home before her. When she arrived, we'd change, get ready, and go to dinner. I started getting really nervous. What if she ended up revealing something serious? What if it was so serious it blew everything up? I couldn't imagine life without her—I'd die. But if she'd lied to me, if she'd failed me… It would be so painful that even if I stayed with her, everything would be different. That “different” was what had me on the verge of a heart attack. I didn't want anything different. I wanted things to be the way they were. The way they were on the trip… when we'd gotten engaged. I was afraid a confession from her would invalidate that moment. It would be terrible.

I heard the elevator. Her heels on the landing. The key. She came in, tired, or acting tired. There was something about her that made her play up how work was killing her. She looked gorgeous when she pretended to be exhausted.

She took off her coat—more of a trench coat, really, since the days had been rainy but not too cold. She set down her purse and leaned back on the other sofa in our living room. There she was, reclining, dressed the way Edu had told her to. We talked a bit; I pretended as best I could. It was going to be hard to make it to dinner without letting everything out.

The television was just noise. We fell silent and she checked her phone. Eventually she sat up a bit and shifted so we were facing each other.

After a while she spoke. Unexpectedly. Her words made me swallow hard, and my heart immediately decided it needed to pump a lot more blood.

“Pablo… I have to tell you something.”

“Don’t scare me,” I said, trying to be funny. But I was scared. Of course I was scared.

“Look… I told you that whenever anything happened with Edu, I’d tell you. Right?”

I was caught off guard, thrown off—after so many hours thinking, almost rehearsing how I would confess to María that I’d seen that on her phone, and suddenly she seemed ready to confess of her own accord. I didn’t want to say a word, nothing that might interrupt her. I simply nodded. I was afraid.

“Okay,” she continued, “so anyway, it turns out that… last Friday, I don’t know if you remember… No, wait, of course, it would have been Thursday, when he texted me to wear a skirt to court because the judge something or other, right? Do you remember?”

María wanted to involve me in her story, but I wasn’t up for it.

“Well, so anyway,” she continued, somewhat nervously but pretending she wasn’t, “the thing is I wore a skirt on Friday, but because I felt like it. And then that day, all morning he was teasing me about how I’d done well, that we’d definitely win the case that way. You know, joking around, the way he gets when he’s in a good mood. You know sometimes he’s charming and sometimes he’s an asshole,” she said, looking for my confirmation, but I wasn’t giving her anything. “And so… well, in the end we laughed about it for a bit. Well, not that much, but I found it kind of funny. Silly stuff. And then this week, I don’t know why, he kept going with it and said something like, aside from the judge, I was driving the IT guy crazy too—you know he disgusts me…” She paused, and I, as kindly as I could, saved her with a “yeah.” “And anyway… so, the IT guy too, like the judge, and he told me he’d said he liked me when I looked really preppy, or something like that. He said it half joking, half to make me uncomfortable, because you don’t have to be Sherlock Holmes to know that guy disgusts me. And he started bugging me about how on Wednesday—meaning today—this Víctor guy was going to come, and that I should wear something really preppy. He says in a pink shirt Víctor finds me especially posh. In fact, he told him I’m a snob… or something.”

“And you’re wearing pink. You changed today,” I said suddenly, unable to contain myself.

María was visibly surprised. She wouldn’t have expected me to notice her change of clothes.

“Yeah… well. Silly stuff. I thought it was funny to play along with Edu, and that’s all.”

“That’s all?”

“Yes, that’s all—what else would there be?” she asked, counterattacking, as she always did when she found herself backed into a corner.

“Come on, María… you have to understand this seems pretty weird to me. That Víctor… how do I put it… a few weeks ago at the airport it was all a terrible drama because Edu had told him what you’d done at the wedding, and now you’re… conspiring… I don’t know how to say it—with Edu so that… Víctor freaks out or whatever, seeing you dressed like that…”

“That’s not what this is about,” she interrupted.

“Then what is it about?”

“Look, you know how Edu sometimes… well… draws you in… or whatever, and before you know it you’re playing his game. And I honestly don’t think Edu told Víctor… that he was going to tell me… to dress a certain way… and then I was going to listen to him… and then whatever. I really think it was just silly stuff between us, Edu and me, without Víctor knowing anything.”

María was very smart. I couldn’t believe she actually thought Víctor hadn’t been in on it with Edu from the start.

“So then what happened? You dress like that and Víctor freaks out, looks at you… what happened?”

“Well, nothing happened. Víctor was around. If he was looking at me, I didn’t notice.”

“And Edu? Did he congratulate you for obeying him?” I asked, feigning anger, but that wasn’t what I felt.

“Don’t be silly, it was just stupid stuff,” she said, sitting up. Until she was standing. In front of me. In high heels, stockings, a skirt, gray blazer, and pink shirt. She looked tired, it was true, and tense, but she was… stunning… standing there.

“No, seriously. He must have said something to you.”

“He didn’t say anything to me.”

“All day?”

“No.”

“I don’t believe you.”

“Well, believe it,” she said, moving closer to me, sitting astride me.

“And now?”

“Now what?”

“Well, is he going to tell you how to dress when Víctor’s around or when you’re meeting with whatever judge?”

“Would you like that?” she asked sharply, with that quick wit that made me doubt she was really so naive about the Edu-Víctor duo. I even wondered if she suspected I’d seen her phone—her confession had been suspiciously abrupt.

“I’d like you to tell me everything.”

“I’m already telling you.”

“With a bit of a delay.”

“Oh, so it has to be instantaneous.”

If there was one thing that made her look even more beautiful than when she pretended to be tired, it was when she got defiant like a teenager.

We fell silent. I couldn’t resist anymore. I’d surrendered to her the moment she sat on top of me. We filled that silence with a kiss. Soft. Tender. Our hands overlapping on our cheeks and necks. The warmth of her tongue sent a jolt through my body, and my cock twitched as if someone had hit a big red button. Soon my torso was bare and María was caressing me with exquisite care while her tongue drew circles inside my mouth and traced lines over my lips. She seemed especially into it. Horny or just trying to please me—those were the two options.

Her mouth moved down to my neck, and her whole body slithered downward, leaving a trail of kisses across my chest, my nipples... my abdomen... I sighed, tilted my head back, and closed my eyes. When I opened them again, María was kneeling on the floor between my legs, unbuckling my belt... It was clear what she was about to do. I couldn’t even remember the last time she’d initiated this—just like that, out of nowhere.

Her generosity was suspicious. María being so accommodating... Had she done something she needed to make up for? Was she going to suck my cock to ease her conscience?


CHAPTER 36

She didn't give me much time to think about whether her guilty conscience might be calling the shots in that living room—María yanked down my pants and underwear in two quick tugs, making me lift my hips so she could get them off. My cock sprang free, as always, oblivious to my paranoia and overthinking. My girlfriend, ever meticulous, decided to strip me completely before getting down to business.

While my swelling cock wept onto my belly, my mind kept trying to figure out what was happening. I wondered if María truly desired me, plain and simple—no fantasies, no games. Whether seeing that cock—which couldn't even claim to be average—would excite her, simply because it was mine, because she wanted me. My girlfriend had already tried having “normal” sex after what happened with Edu, and it had been a complete disaster. So having her between my legs now, with clearly no intention of fantasizing about Edu or &Aacute;lvaro—what was driving this? It could be one of two things: either easing her conscience for having done something not quite right, or a second attempt at having a normal sexual relationship—this time with her fiancé. The first option worried me; the second seemed like a last desperate attempt that bordered on self-deception.

Meticulous. Teasing. Focused. She kissed the inside of my thighs, making me shudder. She didn't touch me. She rested her hands on the couch on either side of my body, planting those kisses ever closer to my cock, to my balls, giving me suggestive looks—looks that said she was both invested and in control, as if to say, “I may be the one on my knees, but make no mistake—I'm the one in charge here.” Me naked and her fully dressed, jacket hanging open—I watched her stick out her tongue, eyes on me, and lick my balls… lifting them slightly, unsticking them from my thighs… then letting them drop. She did it again, lifting my whole sack with her tongue, eyes locked on mine, then letting it fall. I sighed, and her response was to escalate the sweet torture: she closed her lips around them, bit down gently, and tugged backward—lightly biting my balls while her eyes never left mine. I gasped, rewarding her. And my cock kept dripping that thick, clear fluid.

My mind was lucid enough to conclude that whether what drove her to suck my cock was renewed excitement for her fiancé or a guilty conscience, I'd have time to figure it out.

After those bites—something I'd never seen her do—she raised her torso slightly, still on her knees but more upright. Never breaking eye contact, she began unbuttoning that pink shirt—the one that apparently drove Víctor crazy, either because of how preppy it was or how preppy it made her look. A stunning white lace bra appeared before me, with large, substantial cups that covered her tits with authority. The open jacket, the open shirt, that impressive bra… her enigmatic gaze… I saw more care and interest than genuine arousal.

My cock throbbed at the sight of her like that, and she leaned forward again. She brought two delicate fingers to that dark, neglected shaft and slid them along it as if caressing something precious, as if testing its texture. Those two fingers reached the tip and worked to pull back the skin. They began. I sighed as she pulled all the skin back at once, releasing a fresh drop that was turning that spot on my belly into a small puddle. She moved my cock away from that little pool of precum and angled it toward the ceiling. Those two fingers slid down to grip my cock at the base, and she swept her hair aside with one hand, gathering it to one side of her neck, eyes on me, and brought her mouth closer… her lips pursed and blew on that glistening tip… and she smiled, radiant… and looked at my cock, then at me, stuck out her tongue and brought it to the head, tracing a complete circle around it; the touch of her tongue on my exposed flesh sent me to heaven, that full revolution lifting me higher still, and I had to close my eyes, that flutter of my eyelids she must have taken as a sign of total approval, because she made another circle, and another, and another… and I felt my cock weeping, as if with each circle another drop welled up, and another, and one of my hands went to her head, to her hair; perhaps she thought that hand was a plea for her to finish me off, though it had only been a reflex, but maybe she took it that way, and she plunged down onto me, all the way, taking my cock completely… I opened my eyes: she had her eyes closed, hands on the couch, my cock buried to the hilt, her lips pressed against my pubic hair—and then she opened her eyes: she was looking at me with my entire cock in her mouth.

I thought she'd start a rhythm that would kill me… but her mouth slowly withdrew, pulling away completely… and my cock fell free.

We stayed silent for a few seconds until I said quietly:

“Do you want to get on top?”

“No… today is about you,” she answered—which lent more weight to my guilt theory than to any notion of renewed attraction.

Right after, she grabbed my cock again and angled it upward, then brought her torso closer, pressing it against her bra, nestled between those enormous cups. She squeezed her elbows together slightly, as if trying to trap my cock there, and said:

“I need one of those bras with a front clasp for moments like this.”

If that comment surprised me, so did the fact that she suddenly stood up.

“Should we save dinner for another day? Friday or Saturday?”

“Sure…” I answered, completely at her mercy, as she headed toward one of the dining room chairs to undress and leave her clothes there.

“I think for dinner, then, I'm going to give you a gift… or two…” she said with her back to me, and I sighed, hoping it was altruism driving this and not guilt.

She took off her blazer and blouse and carefully placed them over the backs of the two chairs, while I noticed that from kneeling, her skirt had ridden up toward her waist, just enough to reveal the lace tops of her dark stockings at mid-thigh. Those stockings made her look even more feminine. Did she wear them for that reason? To feel more like a woman? Or did it go further—was she trying to provoke? Though you had to catch her in an unguarded moment to know they were thigh-highs and not pantyhose. She never wore pantyhose anymore—they seemed matronly to her now, she'd told me not long ago, educating me on the matter. Matronly since when? Since she'd become aware of her power? Since Edu became her boss? Both?

The gray blazer on one backrest, Víctor's pink shirt on another, and her hands reaching for the back clasp of her bra. Something stirred inside me, as if I hadn't seen her tits a million times. I felt like a carefree family man at the beach when a stranger—who happens to be on the neighboring towel—reaches behind her back, signaling that his peaceful afternoon is about to change.

Her bra hung over the shirt: one enormous cup draped on the front of the backrest, the other on the back. In heels, stockings, and skirt, she walked toward me. Her colossal tits bounced slightly during those few steps—an almost unfamiliar sight, seeing her walk so freely. But if that swaying left me dazed, those beautiful, enormous, symmetrical areolas dazed me even more. They seemed bigger every time I saw them, and the bigger they seemed, the more of a woman she seemed.

She positioned herself between my legs again. I hadn't moved an inch. My cock was still hard and as big as it could get. The skin of my glans was still pulled back, and the semi-transparent puddle had grown thanks to her stunning freed torso. Again those two fingers. Again that tongue out, again that artful circle. Again her tongue circling, a prelude to her mouth opening and taking my cock completely. Whether intentionally or not, when she pulled her mouth away, my cock emerged completely soaked with her saliva. Either way, it was impossible not to throw my head back and close my eyes when María sucked me to the base. Once my cock was trapped inside, she moved her tongue slowly but firmly, my shaft enduring random but precise attacks from her tongue.

María finally pulled her mouth away and placed my cock between her breasts. She seemed ready to do to me what she'd only done with Edu. She held my cock with the fingertips of one hand while bringing her other hand to one of her breasts so it wouldn't escape. I didn't know if she'd had any trouble with Edu's cock, but given the size of mine, she had no difficulty at all getting my cock wedged between her two tremendous tits. María, with one hand on each tit, pressing them together, almost made my cock disappear completely. It was unfair. The best of her against the worst of me. Like the best striker facing the worst defender. There was nothing to be done. Even though María didn't show particular skill in those movements—perhaps the only sexual act I'd seen her perform for which she didn't seem to have innate talent—she still managed to jerk me off with her tits, up and down with enough ease. I wanted to moan, to let go… but I also wanted to watch. María looked down at my cock so it wouldn't slip out, perhaps still lacking the confidence to jerk me off with her tits while looking at me… That turned me on so much that, even though I didn't feel as much pressure on my cock as when she used her hands, I was on the edge of orgasm almost immediately.

María pressed her breasts together with her delicate hands, but didn't manhandle them; she gathered them subtly and brought them together without diminishing their beauty at all… The tip of my cock appeared and disappeared, and after a short time—perhaps a couple of minutes into the rhythm—she finally raised her gaze. We looked at each other while she jerked me off with her tits. Up and down. Up and down. At a steady rhythm, neither fast nor slow. And she grew so confident that she even tilted her head playfully, making subtle movements with her hair, never stopping the compression of her tits, never stopping the rhythm that made my cock appear and disappear—my cock that was already desperate to explode right there. She was doing to me what she'd done to Edu, something I'd never asked for, something I hadn't asked for even after learning she'd done it to him. Perhaps somewhere in my subconscious lurked a strange thrill rooted in the fact that she'd only given that tit-fuck to him, and I hadn't wanted to break that—though now I still had the thrill of knowing he'd been the first.

I saw a white drop emerge, almost without realizing it, before I even felt my climax, and María must have felt it, but she didn't alter the rhythm or stop looking at me… and another small drop came out of me, and then I did begin to enjoy that orgasm, looking at María, or rather watching how she looked at me, while feeling disappointed in myself for not splashing her more forcefully… more virile… I tried to hold her gaze, but the pleasure was becoming immense… and from my cock, the drops gave way to real hot cum, spurting out like a fountain of thick, dense white liquid… beginning to create an enormous stain that kept growing between her tits… With half-closed eyes I resisted surrendering completely, because I wanted to keep watching how María didn't flinch and, elegant, even cocky, continued that rhythm, killing me, draining me—and it seemed she was even enjoying the feel of all that hot liquid defiling her beautiful breasts.

The last shudders were slower, and then I did close my eyes. I felt her breasts continue that up and down motion, but now in longer, slower strokes, as if wanting to empty me entirely, almost wanting to wipe clean everything that had spilled down my shaft, as if she wanted to leave me looking like nothing had ever come out of my cock.

I felt my cock released and would have loved to watch her pull away, clutching her cum-covered tits… but she didn't give me time. I heard a “Fuck… I'm going to shower” and when I opened my eyes I only saw her naked back, her legs, and her skirt disappearing into the hallway.

I collapsed onto the sofa and turned my head. As I heard the shower running, my gaze drifted to her cell phone sitting on the coffee table. It was tempting. Bad habit. Had Edu written her anything else?

The funny thing was, what really made me grab her phone was thinking about Paula. If something was going on, it would surely show up in the conversations with her confidante, the one she texted all day long.


CHAPTER 37

I didn't have much time. María wasn't going to wash her hair that night, just her body, mainly the affected area… I opened the app and the first person I saw in her conversations was Paula, but I wanted to look for Edu first. I didn't even have time to get nervous—I spotted his name right away along with that last message I'd already read. I didn't even need to open the conversation. Once again, like months before, that same mixture of disappointment and relief.

But the next test remained: Paula.

Reviewing their conversations, I nearly had a heart attack. They talked constantly, and every time I scrolled up there was a real chance of finding something dangerous, morbid, and harmful—maybe thirty-three point three percent of each. I kept scrolling and found nothing. Nothing about Edu. Nothing about anyone. Work. Gossip. TV shows. Emojis. Meaningless photos. Laughter. Coffee. Complaints. Nothing about Edu. Nothing about me, even. And I ended up reaching the very top of the conversation, which surprised me. I went into the conversations she had with me to confirm, and yes, every four or five days it seemed like she did a cleanup of the chats. A light bulb went off—I noticed the shower had stopped running, but I had to push on. I looked for Álvaro and scrolled up and up through the conversation, and sure enough, she hadn't deleted anything from him. Those explicit paragraphs, those “I'd fuck you like a bitch” messages—she didn't want to lose them, no matter how disgusted she was. María was coming out of the bathroom while I read one last message I didn't remember, and it left me stunned: “I'd put you on all fours on the couch, tear your ass apart, and my friends would stick their cocks in your mouth, one by one, for hours.” I exited the conversation and set the phone on the table just in time, as María appeared in the living room asking what we'd have for dinner since we weren't going out that night.

The next day, whether by chance or to avoid suspicion, María went to the office in a dark blue pantsuit. I felt something strange. Maybe deep down I wanted something more to happen. Maybe deep down I needed to sense that María had a side… individual… emancipated… when it came to our game, and it even frustrated me that there was nothing, that there was no danger. Obviously, once I thought about it, I practically cursed myself for feeling that way.

The curious thing was that, even more than her own confession that Edu's message hadn't meant anything, what made me almost completely rule out that something strange was happening was that chat with Paula, in which there was absolutely nothing. So I stopped suspecting and moved on to needing to suspect. And probably because of that need, I texted her that Thursday afternoon, asking if she'd go for beers with the people from her office. She replied no, that she was tired, that work was crazy, that she'd be leaving late. My mind immediately jumped to imagining she was staying late with Edu… but she didn't even give me that, because she ended up leaving almost at the usual time and called me while heading home.

That Thursday night we were already in bed, lights off, and I was trying to sleep while María tossed and turned beside me—strange, since she usually falls asleep right away, especially during the week. After about ten or fifteen minutes of her seeming unable to sleep, keeping me awake with her constant position changes, I felt her make a move. She came at me from behind, hugging me… and her hand started wandering to less innocent places. I couldn't even remember the last time we'd had spontaneous sex.

That night I discovered that María wanted to try again. She wanted to go back to being a normal couple, to having normal sex. I didn't know if this was because, now that we were engaged, she'd decided to give it one last shot, or if fantasizing about Edu or Álvaro had become too unpleasant for her. It was true that she felt real rejection toward both of them. With Edu sometimes not as much, but deep down there was clear repulsion most of the time. With Álvaro it really did seem to be genuine disgust.

Her initiative led to mediocre sex. Silent. On top of her, in missionary, I slid inside her and kissed her while she mechanically brought her hands to my ass. I knew things weren't going well, but I couldn't have imagined that a few minutes later, something she said would stop me cold:

“Just finish, if you want.”

I didn't say anything, but I was angry. If she knew so well that without the game it was impossible to get turned on, I didn't understand why she'd started this in the first place.

The next day we postponed our dinner again and had a quiet weekend, even an especially affectionate one, only disrupted when we made love on Sunday—again at her initiative, and again bland sex where I blamed myself for not knowing how to turn her on and blamed her for not seeming to want to put any effort into it.

Those two horrible fucks, Thursday and Sunday, didn't affect our relationship at all—everything that happened between us that wasn't strictly sexual, that wasn't just those minutes of sex. The affectionate kisses, the hugs, the laughter… all of that remained perfect, and on top of it, every time we planned things for the wedding there was a mutual excitement that only brought us closer.

The following week began, days passed, and we didn't have sex, which was almost a relief. It seemed María was giving up after those two failed attempts: We could never have a normal sexual relationship again; we both had to accept it. The problem was that there was no news from Edu either—I'd checked a few times, something I wasn't proud of—and he hadn't written anything more. Her conversations with Álvaro were getting shorter and blander.

Thursday arrived and María told me she'd go straight home from the office. I'd made up my mind—I was determined to talk about it, to put everything on the table. I waited for María to come back from work, pacing between the kitchen and the living room. I wasn't desperate, but it was already so obvious that our sexual relationship wasn't normal that I felt the sooner we talked about it, the better for both of us. I also didn't really know what to say to her. What was clear was that it had been three weeks since the last time we'd fantasized about Álvaro, until the guy had ruined it by showing up at her office to find her… Two weeks since we'd last fantasized about Edu… And in between, two horrible fucks and that titjob that had seemed more like a favor she was doing me than any real desire on her part. I thought about suggesting we use the harness again, which we'd only used once since the trip we'd returned from three weeks ago. And I was starting to seriously consider suggesting we meet someone online. I told myself that option had never appealed to me, but I thought about just testing how María would respond to the idea. She had to be realizing, like me, that we needed to find a solution.

I figured if she came home tired or not in the mood, I'd put off the conversation until the next night—Friday, when we'd be going out to dinner for sure.

María surprised me by coming home way more cheerful than I'd expected. Once again, I felt ashamed of my paranoia and grateful for my good luck. We were each on our own couch, and I kept going back and forth about whether to bring it up; I hadn't considered that I might not want to have the conversation that night just to avoid ruining such a great mood. I was picking out a series for us to watch while she laughed at my indecisiveness... She was too adorable to bring up something so serious.

Then suddenly her phone buzzed and she told me Álvaro had texted her. Apparently the guy had just finished exams and, after sharing that information—which mattered a lot to him but meant nothing to María—he'd told her he'd been drinking since four in the afternoon. My girlfriend thought it was incredibly childish and said she didn't get why we kept texting him back. So we started this kind of fun, almost funny brainstorming session about what to say to get him to stop writing without being too harsh—just in case he showed up at her office. We were right in the middle of that when María suddenly blurted out, “holy crap!”

“What's wrong?” I asked, knowing Álvaro must have written something pretty intense to get that reaction.

María was staring hard at her phone.

“Come on, tell me...” I pressed, curious.

“Damn... he just... sent me... like...”

“What.”

“He just sent me like... four pictures of his dick...”

“Seriously?”

“Yeah...”

“Out of nowhere?” I asked, hoping she'd let me see them.

“Out of nowhere, we weren't even talking about anything.”

María stood up. Her expression had completely changed. More serious. She walked past me and handed me the phone. She said she was going to change and that we needed to text him now and tell him she had a boyfriend.

My girlfriend walked down the hallway while I looked at those photos. The first three were pretty similar—him gripping that huge cock with his hand. You couldn't see much more than his hand and his dick. I read some of the messages; the most telling one said: “I'm drunk and horny as hell, what do you think?” The fourth photo was a kind of selfie, him sitting down, showing his face, his bare torso, and his enormous cock held in one hand—with this creepy, degenerate look on his face. Right then another photo came in with the message: “I'm gonna jerk off so hard to this.” When I saw that fifth photo, I couldn't believe it.

I heard María's bare feet padding down the hallway. She came into the living room wearing one of her silky pajama sets—the kind with pants and a top—and sat down on the same couch as me, at the other end, without looking at the phone.

“We have to cut him off now. What should we say?” she asked.

I could barely focus on what she was saying—I was still staring at that photo.

“What's wrong? Did he send more?” she asked.

“Well... he sent another photo...”

“God, this guy... he's in love with his own dick... we're cutting him off today. Did you see his face in one of those photos...? What a psycho look... It's creepy, well, not creepy, he's just a spoiled rich kid... but still...”

I could hear María talking, but I could barely process her words—I was still staring at that last photo. Finally I managed to react:

“Want me to show you the last one?” I asked.

“Yeah, come on, let me see it. I'm cutting him off right now,” she said, and then she saw that fifth photo.

As I watched María's face, I pictured what I'd just seen and what she was now seeing: his massive cock, rock hard, veins bulging, the head dark and almost disproportionately thick compared to the shaft—and in the background, a laptop screen displaying the photo of María's ass in those white pants, the one she'd sent him.

“Oh my God... That's disgusting... what... what a pig...” María said, visibly shaken, her voice dripping with contempt.

She threw herself into typing a response. I think that photo gave her every right to be the one to cut him off. It was an endless minute where I didn't know where to look, and bringing up anything about our sex life felt completely out of the question. “Tomorrow's another day,” I thought, cursing that kid's clumsiness—because María had surely found him attractive at first, the night they met. Who knows what might have happened if he hadn't turned out to be so inept, crude, and childish, not to mention a total creep.

When she finished writing, she waited a bit—it looked like they were still going back and forth. After a while, the conversation seemed to be winding down, so she handed me the phone to read and headed to the kitchen, saying she wanted to eat.

I read:

“Sorry to cut you off like this, right when you’re sending me this, but I’ve been seeing a guy for a little while now, and, as you can imagine, I can’t keep writing this kind of thing. I honestly think we shouldn’t write to each other anymore. I’m sorry to end it this way, but please understand my situation. I hope you get it. Kisses”

Álvaro had asked her afterward:

“The guy you were with the night we met?”

“Yes,” María had responded.

“The one you told me liked to watch?”

“Yes, but now we’re serious and it’s just the two of us, no weird stuff.”

“Ok… Ok…” he had finally responded, I’d almost say surprisingly.

After that, I really didn’t want to bring up anything important. We grabbed a quick bite and lay down on the couch in front of the TV to watch a show until we fell asleep.

Lying there next to her, I felt bad; I felt guilty for being the one who had started this whole game.

The next night, I would bring up what we were going to do about our sex life, no matter what.


CHAPTER 38

I woke up a few minutes before the alarm went off. My head was spinning with doubts and speculation. I had no idea how María might respond when I asked her about our sex life—or rather, about its future. I thought about Edu; in three weeks it would be a year since I'd met him, almost a year since this whole madness had begun. I thought about that and about what Víctor had told me—that she'd tested the waters with him about going again, those strange messages, especially the one involving the IT guy, and since that message, nothing. Nothing on her phone and nothing she'd told me about. I wondered if it really could be just an isolated incident. I even thought about maybe reaching out to Víctor, talking to him under some pretext... And I also thought about Álvaro—on one hand he wasn't trustworthy and was way too weird, but at the same time it was a shame he'd disappear from our fantasies.

The harness, the guy from the country house, the man from the trip, her moments of exhibitionism. They all seemed like band-aids to me. Quick fixes for a real problem: I was obsessed with seeing her with others, but she wasn't willing to do that. Just her, on her own, turned me on—but she no longer got turned on by me unless we added elements from our game. And above all, she wanted a kind of sex from me that I couldn't give her.

That Friday morning we were getting ready for work, and it was one of those mornings when we were pretty in sync—having breakfast, showering, getting dressed—so we'd leave the house at the same time. She was sitting on the living room couch in a skirt suit, looking at her phone while I headed to the bedroom for my shoes. When I came back, I caught her.

It wasn't intentional, but since I always put my shoes on in the living room, I was walking down the hallway in socks, so she must not have heard me coming. When I passed through the doorway, I saw María in the same position—sitting, legs crossed, elegant, waiting for me, phone in hand. What I didn't expect or want to see, but had no choice but to see, was María scrutinizing the photo on her screen: Álvaro's huge cock, with her ass visible in the background.

I walked past her without saying anything, heading to the other couch, and she must have suspected I'd seen it because, somewhat flustered, she said:

“Oh my God... I need to delete these photos... if someone gets ahold of my phone...”

She certainly didn't give the impression she'd opened the conversation and photos to delete them.

At work, I couldn't stop thinking about what solutions I could propose if María was really willing to stop fooling herself and take the step of changing our sex life. Going back to the harness was a band-aid, but meeting people online seemed too extreme, so I couldn't reach any conclusion. I also thought about what would necessarily come first: how to approach the question of how she saw a way forward for our sex life. I wanted to bring it up with confidence, with maturity, without drama; I wanted, above all, for her to be the one talking.

I'd leave work before María, but one of my bosses asked if I could drive him to the train station afterward, so we couldn't leave the house together for the restaurant. So I went home, changed into something more comfortable for dinner—dress pants, a t-shirt, and a crew-neck sweater—picked up my boss, dropped him at the station, and drove straight downtown to the restaurant, where María should already be waiting.

In the end, I opted to leave the car in an underground parking garage near the restaurant, so I didn't waste time trying to park. That meant I wasn't late—I actually arrived about fifteen seconds before her, just in time to see her approaching. It seemed like a joke. I let out an involuntary “damn...” That firm stride in heels along the sidewalk... that elegance, dark elegance—high heels, stockings, leather skirt, silk blouse, coat, small bag hanging from one shoulder, all black... it was a spectacle. You could tell she'd showered again; her hair was shining with extra volume, long, so long... The open coat gave a clear view of her breasts contained under the silk of her blouse. Her heels made her even more powerful, lifting her from five-seven closer to five-eleven. She reached me: her full lips, her expressive eyes... happy, smiling. Everyone on the terrace was craning their necks. She noticed, and shy, the first thing she said to me, with a wide, embarrassed smile, was:

“What are you looking at...”

“Well... what everyone else is...”

We leaned our faces together in a strange kind of kiss-hug. Not quite kissing, not quite hugging. Like a love that crashes together but doesn't know how to express itself.

We sat down to dinner. We talked about work. About the trip. About the wedding. Maybe it was my paranoia, but I got the feeling that as soon as there was a brief silence, she'd bring up a new topic, as if afraid I'd bring up sex. “It can't be—no matter how smart she is, she can't be psychic,” I kept thinking. But on the other hand, our last two horrible fucks would have given her something to think about, and she'd know I'd been mulling it over too.

The wine was going down and I'd set dessert as my deadline... I kept putting it off and putting it off, and my tension kept rising. I was convinced I was going to end up bringing up the subject disastrously, that everything I'd pondered and rehearsed wasn't going to be any use.

We already had the dessert menu in front of us—the flans, tiramisus, cheesecakes, and panna cottas... I started getting more and more nervous. But by pure chance, while talking about work, Edu's name came up, and I asked if he'd asked her again to dress a certain way, verbally or by text. She told me no, that lately she didn't see him as much, that he was on a case with Amparo and she was handling other things with another boss. I was going to ask her to understand why I found it surprising that strange message hadn't led to anything more, that it was an isolated incident, but I let it go. I made a sharp turn and asked her about Álvaro, whether he'd written her anything else. She said no and took her phone out of her bag to confirm it, then put it on the table.

With desserts in front of us, I was out of excuses. The moment had come. My hands were trembling when I heard María say:

“I'm going to give you my gift. Well, two actually.”

“What gift?” I asked, surprised. There wasn't a bag anywhere, and I couldn't imagine what she could give me that would fit in her small purse.

“I figured you wouldn't even remember I was going to give you a gift or two.”

“No, I don't remember.”

“About two weeks ago… the night that…”

“The night that what?” I interrupted her clumsily, rattled by nerves over the topic I was about to bring up. That sentence hadn't been meant to be said out loud.

“Nothing, it doesn't matter, that's beside the point. By the way, you got lucky with this table.”

I still didn't know where she was going with this. I hadn't reserved any particular table, and I told her so. It was true that we were tucked away in a corner—I could see the whole dining room with my back against the wall.

“So?” I asked anxiously.

María, blushing, turned her head slightly, surveying the entire room.

“If the waiter comes, let me know, okay?” she said nervously, hair falling across her face.

I said yes, not understanding a thing, when her hands went to a button on her blouse. I froze. She undid the first button.

“Let me know, okay?” she insisted in a whisper, her hands trembling.

“Yes…”

And another button, and another, and another and another… All the buttons… She stayed like that for a moment, the black silk blouse unbuttoned but still held closed, revealing nothing.

No one in the dining room could see anything but her back.

“Is anyone coming?”

“No, of course not.” I had no idea what was happening, but I was on edge. Then suddenly, subtly, she opened her blouse a little, and there before me was a black lace bra, semi-transparent, her areolas and nipples clearly visible through the fabric… The only opaque parts were the outline of the black cups and the lace itself, but the patterns didn't cover everything, leaving parts of her areolas and nipples exposed. It was incredible. I was speechless. Her breasts looked enormous, her areolas and nipples showing through… I could have died right there.

“Is anyone coming?” she asked in another whisper. I shook my head, barely listening—ninety-nine percent of my attention was on what I was seeing. But the surprise didn't end there: she brought her hands to the center of her bra, where there was a front clasp… María worked it subtly until it came undone. She was flushed, bright red from the alcohol, the embarrassment, the risk… and then she opened the bra from the front, slowly… revealing almost all of her enormous breasts as they fell free… Her nipples pointed at me, beckoned me, her areolas exquisite… she even seemed to have goosebumps there, on her areolas… Her torso like this was stunning, breathtaking… her breasts hung forward and spread slightly toward the sides of her body… yet still lifted a little, crowned by the nipples of a woman in her prime… Then she closed the bra again, and I exhaled, and she did the same, her breath making her bangs flutter… She began buttoning her blouse—one I didn't recognize, but it looked anything but cheap.

And then I remembered the night—yes, it would have been about two weeks ago—when María, being especially giving, had pleasured me with her breasts and had kicked herself for not having a bra that opened in front… so she could do that sort of thing without undressing completely.

María, still blushing, said:

“You have no idea how hard it was to find one that opens like this in my cup size…”

“Really?”

“Yes… I went crazy looking for it… and… to top it off… guess who I ran into at the lingerie store? The neighbor.”

“What neighbor?”

“The one from the fourth floor… Arturo, I think his name is.”

“The one from the fourth floor…? That sleazebag? Isn't his name Jorge? And what was he doing there? Isn't he single or divorced or whatever?” I asked, remembering a day when she'd taken a while coming back from taking out the trash. I'd seen them talking from the window and had even gotten jealous.

“I don't know, but there he was… and I was playing dumb… but come on… he must have seen me…”

We sat in silence for a moment… and I started thinking about that gift… about that bra, that lingerie… The gift was undoubtedly wonderful, but suddenly I felt strange, even bad. I thought María was still fooling herself. I didn't need that lingerie to get aroused—I desired her like never before. She didn't seem to understand, or at least seemed determined not to understand, that although I had started the game, the real problem now wasn't that she didn't attract me, but that I didn't attract her. I didn't need that heart-stopping lingerie to want her. And I no longer really believed in that theory of hers—that by feeling more powerful, more desired, she'd get more aroused, which would help her desire me more. That chain of superlatives: “Since I feel more like a woman, I get more excited, everything excites me more, and you excite me more.”

For almost the first time in my life, I think, I actually felt sorry for her: she kept lying to herself to save our sex life.

María fought to recover from her blush and, looking splendid and charming, said:

“Well, you still haven't said anything, but I can tell from your face that you liked it. Do you want to see the second gift?”

I was about to tell her how much I'd liked that first gift when her phone lit up. She glanced at the screen and said quickly, annoyed:

“Mmm… it's Álvaro.”

“Damn… What does he say?” I asked, surprised, though for the past twenty-four hours I'd had a feeling the guy wouldn't disappear so easily.

After María read it, she handed it to me. I saw a huge paragraph: The guy said he understood everything perfectly, but he needed to see her, even if just one more time, to—his strange, exact words—“close the chapter.” He also said that night he was having some drinks at his place, “just chilling” with some friends, and afterward they'd go to a new club. He suggested she stop by his place, have a drink, just one. He ended with “so you can see it's just to close the chapter, that I don't want to try anything weird, come with your boyfriend if you want, seriously it's just so it doesn't end like this, like you don't even exist, I think deep down you owe me that.”

We sat in silence.

“Tonight?” I asked.

“Yeah, but come on, not a chance,” she replied.

“I don't think he believes we're actually together.”

“I'd love for you to stick your tongue down my throat right in front of him,” she said, surprising me—disgusted with the guy and using language that was completely unlike her. Anger, or alcohol, or both.

“Hey, that's not a bad idea,” I told her.

She looked at me suspiciously, and I continued:

“We just finished dinner, we can have a drink here if we want, then we go there, have another one to his health, make out in front of him… he sees it's real and there's nothing left for him to chase… and done, he leaves you alone.”

Silence fell. Then I said:

“Although, since the guy's a bit crazy…”

“He's crazy… but harmless… I mean… I'm not the least bit scared to go to his place. And his Taburete-type friends… they scare me even less.”

“So what do you think?” I asked, not really sure what we were doing.

“Well… kissing you in front of him… would have its appeal…” she whispered, in her constant quest to find something exciting in me, to feel turned on by involving me.

The shot after dessert helped us decide… and María asked him for the address. His place was pretty close—we could even walk there. We ordered a gin and tonic right there at the restaurant while I asked her about the second gift. She replied:

“You'll see it later, when we get home.”

“No gift until we get home?”

María sat there thinking—she was scheming something… And I was scheming too, deciding I'd postpone “the conversation” with María until the next day; her gifts… that thing with Álvaro… too many emotions for one night. After about fifteen or twenty seconds, she said:

“Look… to lay it out… we go to that idiot's place… we make out… he sees you kissing me… and then we go to ours… and there I'll show you the second gift.”

“And…? Will I like it?”

“I think so… I give you that… plus… what you've already seen… and you give me a kiss and some groping in front of that idiot. What do you think?”


CHAPTER 39

The proposition was impossible to refuse, though María seemed calmer than I was. It wasn't that I was afraid of those guys, not at all, but I think I was more aware that Álvaro probably had it bad for María, and not just sexually. We sipped our gin and tonics while I recalled certain aggressive messages from Álvaro—furious, bordering on violent—because she wouldn't write back, wouldn't send him photos, wouldn't answer his calls.

I also thought about how the worse our sexual encounters got, the more hopeful María became whenever an idea emerged that might fix that disaster. She was framing this whole groping-her-in-front-of-him thing as revenge, to mess with him for all that harassment and for the scare he'd given her by showing up at her office. But it was clear she also saw her plan as a way to get turned on and end up fucking me that night with total abandon. For her it was a total win-win: screw over the guy she'd been reluctantly texting for weeks and fuck her fiancé hard, the way she wanted, proving to herself that fucking me satisfied her completely, without needing anyone else.

I, however, didn't see things that way. I thought that apparently innocent and conciliatory proposition could easily be a trap, and I also thought that fucking while remembering how we'd screwed over Álvaro wouldn't solve anything—wouldn't mean her lack of desire for me would just disappear.

María—tipsy, sweet, cheerful—sipped from her glass, and it seemed like everything was falling into place for her, like she felt more liberated. Maybe she'd been planning that bra scene for a while too, and pulling it off had left her relieved. The truth was it had been amazing—unusual for her to take that kind of risk in public. On the other hand, she seemed convinced that kissing in front of Álvaro would get him to leave her alone, which would be the second relief, and all in the same night.

The conversation drifted to gossip from her work, which she almost always wanted to share with me and which interested me more or less depending on my mood. The topic turned to Begoña, and visibly tipsy, she asked if I thought she was pretty. It seemed like an absurd question, really; I could only screw up if I went overboard with superlatives, so I wanted to be honest but measured. Taking advantage of her question and her incipient—or rather, already established—drunkenness, I asked her about Edu and Álvaro, how she'd rate them physically if she had to compare.

“Well... Edu's better looking.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah... I mean... Edu really turns heads. Álvaro's just kind of sexy, that's it.”

“Kind of sexy?” I asked, surprised. “I thought you'd put him more in the cute category, or something like that.”

“No... no,” she said with total conviction. “Not cute at all, it's the opposite—he's got a certain something, but like... actual beauty... feature by feature, there's nothing special.”

“And cocks?” I said, uninhibited, playful, convinced that putting it that way—half joking, half serious—would get her to spill.

María looked at me with feigned shock. Then she made a series of faces... like staring off into space to think it over and deliver a serious verdict amid the general joking tone.

“Well... Edu's, right?”

“I don't know, you tell me.”

“What do you mean, I tell you?” she asked playfully, implying that deep down, I'd seen both too, just like her.

“I can judge size... but that whole thing about... pretty... that you mentioned once... not really.”

“Oh... I don't know. Size-wise Edu's seems bigger, but... like... pretty or well-made... I don't know.”

The truth was that Edu's seemed a bit bigger to me too, though Álvaro's also appeared well above average. I remembered the impact of seeing Edu hard—I'd never seen anyone, other than myself, with a hard cock pointing at the ceiling. It had certainly been imposing.

I was surprised to suddenly find myself talking about both their cocks, and above all, that María was being so casual about it. I pointed this out, reminding her that according to her, she couldn't stand them.

“They're both complete assholes,” she confirmed with a permanent smile, before sipping from her glass.

We decided to have another gin and tonic there. We weren't in a hurry, and I think we both felt that arriving relaxed at Álvaro's place would make everything easier.

After finishing that second drink, we walked down the street toward his place. We weren't talking much, weren't hatching any plan. I pictured a crappy student apartment with three or four people, a couple of bottles on a coffee table, some juvenile chatter, and cuddles and kisses with María here and there. If the opportunity came up, if people were standing around, some serious making out under Álvaro's gaze, so the guy would leave us alone and to turn us on... And whispers between kisses about whether he was watching or not, and descriptions of what a loser face he'd make when he did.

How wrong I was.

As soon as I rang the intercom, I heard more background noise than I'd expected. Old building, large, a lobby that had seen better times. Elevator noisy, ancient, creaking, metallic. María and I looked at each other and smiled, half drunk, half nervous, expectant.

Once on the landing—door ajar, light, music. I pushed it open. Maybe I should have asked María first if she was sure, if we were sure. But I didn't, and before I knew it, we were standing in an enormous living room-kitchen. The music wasn't too loud, but my guess of three or four people had ballooned to twelve or thirteen. The cramped hole I'd imagined turned out to be a huge, spacious apartment with high ceilings and several hallways converging on the room where we stood, as if the living room were some kind of enormous roundabout.

Álvaro appeared out of nowhere looking proud, like a satisfied master of ceremonies. I was surprised to see him after several months; he seemed different, though he still had those green, bulging eyes, that young face with a few pimples, that lanky, awkward frame, and that outfit of tight jeans and striped shirt—the private university look.

They exchanged kisses on both cheeks and he and I shook hands. Right away, the guy informed us that “his chill drinks had gotten out of hand,” which was just his way of bragging about his ability to draw a crowd, and he disappeared down one of those tunnels with our coats and María’s purse.

María’s face, like mine I imagine, screamed “what are we doing here.”

Standing there, still not daring to take the four or five steps that would make us part of the group—fifteen people instead of thirteen plus two—I noticed there were more guys than girls. While some were around Álvaro’s age, twenty-three or twenty-four, others looked about twenty-eight, which helped María and me blend in.

Speaking of not standing out, my eyes landed on a brunette dressed in black with a long white vest that reached almost to her knees—a knockout who did anything but blend in.

“My God... Pablo, what is this?” I heard María say beside me.

I couldn’t give her a clear answer, and she continued:

“One drink and we’re leaving,” she said—half question, half statement—making it clear that her priority was shifting from messing with Álvaro to getting out of there.

“Yeah, yeah,” I said, and we walked a bit, skirting the crowd that didn’t seem to have noticed us, until we reached a crummy round table with glasses, ice, and bottles. It was like traveling back in time ten years.

Obviously it didn’t take long for Álvaro to reappear. Visibly drunk, he talked to both of us, not just her, as if trying to show maturity and wave a white flag at the same time. María looked at him with weariness, arms crossed, drinking from her cup, listening but not always looking at him. Showing up with me, combined with her look of disdain, should have hurt him more than a boxer’s hook, but the guy pontificated, full of confidence, as if convinced his fight wasn’t lost until the bell rang.

My girlfriend glanced at me from time to time, sending clear distress signals. More people joined the conversation, along with introductions. It was uncomfortable, nonsensical. The only way I could think of to salvage this disaster was to endure the introductions, move away a bit, kiss, let him see us, finish our drinks, and leave.

After about twenty absurd minutes, María finally told Álvaro to hold her plastic cup and asked where the bathroom was. The guy, smitten but feigning composure, his hands now occupied by both cups, directed her: “second door on the left down the middle hallway”—which gave you an idea of how big this place was.

María made her way through the heart of the party while Álvaro asked me:

“So you’re a friend then?”

I was caught off guard. I asked him to repeat the question. He said exactly the same thing, but almost shouting.

I didn’t know if he was messing with me... or if he was trying to tell me he hadn’t believed María when she said we were finally together...

Before I could sort through my thoughts, he kept talking:

“It’s just that she told me she was with someone now. A guy I’d seen her with the day I met her. I don’t know his name. I told her to bring him, but she came with you. Do you know if she actually has a boyfriend?”

I went from surprised to perplexed. Was he really this confused? Did he not realize I was the guy from that night?

I don’t know why. The moment I did it, I asked myself what the hell I was doing, but I ended up telling him:

“Well, honestly, I don’t know if she has a boyfriend or not.”

“Really?” It was like the heavens had opened up for him. “You’re her friend and you don’t know?”

I understood then why I’d done it. Deep down, I wanted to see him go after her... I was hopeless. I cursed my shitty obsession, my shitty flaw... There was still time to backtrack, to tell him he was confused, that I was her boyfriend... but I didn’t.

“No, I don’t know. We’re not that close, actually. She suggested I come, so I came.”

“Ah, okay, okay,” he said, trying to hide that this was the best possible news for him.

Some guy spoke to him and he set María’s cup on the table. María? I scanned the room and saw her coming back from the hallway. She had to cross through several groups again when a guy stopped her, made her turn around. I thought she’d shut him down instantly, but to my surprise, she at least agreed to a brief conversation. As I watched them, I tried to guess what they were saying—the typical questions, I assumed: “who do you know here?” “who invited you?” “I’m so-and-so.” Right away I could see that María’s expression toward this guy wasn’t the disgust she’d shown Álvaro, though that wasn’t exactly a high bar. Through the gaps between heads, I made out a guy with somewhat curly hair slicked back, a bit shiny—probably gel—and an unkempt beard, wearing a blue shirt. A kind of preppy-slacker type. He already had a receding hairline... he seemed older than most of the crowd, maybe twenty-eight or thirty. He put his hand on María’s waist to speak in her ear. She alternated between looks of surprise and half smiles. He handed her a drink, as if he had two and was giving one away. María took a sip and listened to his witticisms.

It couldn’t have been more than two minutes, but it felt like an eternity. There I was, surrounded by strangers—which is to say, more alone than ever—drinking that undrinkable rum, watching through the crowd as María let that guy flirt with her. Those jokes he kept cracking clearly had only one intention.

The charade continued until the guy pointed to something behind her, still joking around, and she seemed to tell him she wasn’t going to do it. The negotiation went on, and I shifted position to get a better look at whatever was down that hallway he kept pointing to, but I didn’t see anything special. After a couple of minutes of laughter, María headed down the hallway and flipped a light switch in some room—maybe turning off a light that was on, maybe a bathroom light she’d left on.

María came back into the living room then, but she didn’t enter the way she had the first time.

In ten minutes, everything had changed: María didn’t have a boyfriend until proven otherwise, and—more importantly—María was starting to like herself.
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She didn't enter the living room the way she had half an hour earlier, or the way she'd arrived at the restaurant. It was like watching months of evolution condensed into minutes or hours. Her gestures, her glances, that confidence—all the opposite of timidity and blushing. If María was especially beautiful when she seemed unaware of it, she was incredibly sexy when she showed she knew she was hot. It seemed that after flipping that switch in the hallway, she'd also flipped some internal switch of her own.

María was held up again by that guy, but then she sought me out. We tried to read each other from a distance, with just our eyes. There was no reason to think the original plan wasn't still on, though it would have to be delayed: wait a bit for the place to empty out, drink a little more, then kiss and grope each other so Álvaro would see and finally end his harassment. Harassment that kept getting postponed, as I watched him drinking more and more while also watching María from a distance. Perhaps he was looking for courage in that alcohol—courage he'd shown through his phone but that didn't surface so easily face to face.

I found myself absorbed into a new circle that included that striking brunette. If María seemed to have suddenly realized she was hot, this alluring woman seemed to have been born knowing it. Despite being fully aware I had no business there, the wine from dinner, the shot, the drinks at the restaurant, and the new drinks here freed me to set that aside and strike up a conversation with her—one I couldn't say who had started—in a relaxed atmosphere. Apparently she'd finished journalism and was doing a master's degree, and when I told her about my work, my degree, she said she'd actually considered studying the same thing as me years ago. We talked about how curious that was, given how different our fields were, and that led us to discuss the tendency of women toward more social careers and men toward more technical ones.

She seemed pleasant, interesting, and projected closeness, though it felt more like a trap, since there was always a wall—or a watchtower—she'd probably built over years, placing herself very high up and whoever wanted to talk to her very far below. And I don't mean in terms of height, though that brunette in heels was stratospheric, taller than María. As she talked to me, I detected an Andalusian accent she seemed to want to hide by turning it into a posh lilt, and I determined she wasn't wearing a jumpsuit but two pieces—black pants and a top—aside from the long white vest. When I dared to look directly at her face, I saw Romani-like features... very dark skin, black eyes, and very long, dark, wavy hair, which, combined with proudly large hoops hanging from her ears, created a striking and exotic image.

It was hard for me to keep track of everything: I had to stay sharp in my conversation, observe María, monitor Álvaro, and still find the time and attention to appreciate that girl's features and try to guess what body might be hidden under those clothes... I ended up concluding that in the chest department she wasn't bad at all, though she didn't reach María's level, that she was slimmer than she might seem at first, and I wouldn't learn much about her ass even if she turned around, since that vest would cover everything.

While our conversation and manner were perfectly chaste, the same couldn't be said of what that guy was up to with María. He kept leaning in closer and closer to talk to her, and my girlfriend let him, though she sometimes pulled back a little. María wanted to feel good about herself and be liked, but not create an awkward situation.

And the inevitable question arrived, as Sofía—that was the brunette's name—ended up asking me who I'd come with. I discreetly gestured toward María, hoping she wouldn't ask what my relationship was with my companion, since I wouldn't know what to tell her—whether to continue with the lie or risk contradictory information circulating. But she made no mention of María, only of her pursuer, saying: “Ooh, watch out for Guille, he's dangerous,” revealing with that short phrase an unknown fact—his name—and one that seemed obvious—his objective.

Our pleasant conversation continued, as did Guille's advances—every time he spoke in her ear, it looked like he was about to kiss her... making me nervous at times. It would be absolutely crazy, but I was starting to see in María that intangible something—a mix of flattery, cockiness, and freedom. Flattery from her pursuer, cockiness from this new version of María, and freedom dangerously granted by me.

But if I was getting nervous, Álvaro must have been in a similar state, as he ended up fearing Guille would beat the alcohol to giving him courage and decided to intervene. I also found myself pushed aside, in my case by a blond guy—very stocky, seemingly foreign, with a large head crowned by a mini ponytail despite being almost shaved everywhere else. I was surprised they hadn't interrupted us sooner, considering the value of the prize.

Sofía turned her attention to her new suitor, and I decided to head to one of those enormous, worn sofas. Álvaro and Guille were competing for María's attention. Álvaro lankier and younger. Guille broader and more mature, but both equally posh and eager, with the same desire to succeed. When Álvaro appeared, María found her balance—she neither looked at him with such disgust nor was so receptive to Guille, positioning herself in a middle ground for both. Guille eventually gave up, leaving María with Álvaro, and headed toward the sofas as well. The blond guy who'd been talking briefly with Sofía also retreated. All those withdrawals seemed more like pauses, breaks, a regrouping of forces.

Without my asking for it, that sofa area where I'd retreated became the command center for the two guys. I didn't expect any introduction at that point either, but María's recent suitor extended his hand and simply said “Guille,” and I found myself shaking it and giving my name—my hand not offered with such confidence, nor my name spoken with such cockiness. And there our exchange ended, as he began talking to the blond guy, revealing to me that his name was Mario and that he wasn't foreign at all.

If there was anything more thrilling than watching María get hit on by Álvaro, it was watching her while simultaneously listening to Guille talk about her. That excitement again, those nerves… that thrill of seeing your girlfriend get hit on right under your nose and hearing them talk about her so openly, right in front of you...

“Did you see the girl I was talking to?” Guille asked Mario, completely indiscreet, loud enough that he didn't care if I or anyone else hanging around the couches heard him.

The blond guy was harder to hear, but his glance at María and the look on his face that followed said it all.

“Fucking Álvaro, man, he had to come bust my balls,” Guille said, annoyed but also getting it, like he was accepting the challenge.

Soon Guille, also looking toward María and Álvaro, was telling Mario—or almost seemed to be talking to himself:

“Damn, that bitch is so hot... and she's got tits... you can't tell with the shirt and all... but I'm telling you, this chick gets naked and you'd come just looking at her. Damn... she'd be such a good fuck,” Mario listened and looked at them too, “She's... fucking destroyable, man...”

The blond guy just smiled, like he agreed. And whatever the quiet one didn't say, the guy with the slicked-back curly hair made up for, continuing:

“And you're going for Sofía, right? Well, good luck... she's tougher... I was after her for months and got nothing...” And we both looked over at the Andalusian, who, sober and untouchable, was showing off her charm and her walls to another suitor.

“Who's that guy?” Mario asked about the guy talking to Sofía, and I couldn't make out Guille's response. After a pause, he was back at it:

“Damn, Álvaro really fucked me over... he's so annoying, plus he's turning her away from me, see how he's turning her? As soon as he moves in he hogs them all. But hey... this house is lucky for me... last time I came here, remember? I think it was summer... remember?” He was talking to Mario, who nodded with his permanent half-smile. “Damn... how we both went at that girl...”

I froze. I got even more nervous and wanted to hear more clearly. I moved to the edge of the couch, drinking what little was left of my drink, slowly, as if hiding my face behind it with each sip, watching María let Álvaro try to pick her up while she glanced at me from time to time, keeping tabs on me and letting me know she had Álvaro under control too. Meanwhile, Guille continued:

“Damn... how we both went at her... and look, I'm not into seeing other dicks... it gets weird, damn...” He smiled. “But today, no way... today the one in black is all mine... I don't want to see any more dicks, and if she won't let me use her bed, you'll let me use yours, right? Plenty of beds here.” He was talking to Mario, assuming all the answers to his questions were yes. “And if not, I'll take her somewhere and fuck her wherever.”

I felt as guilty as I was aroused, listening to those crude remarks about María, as if she were an object, just another slut on any given night for those guys, especially for that cocky bastard. I even felt a slight erection hearing those intentions, which were nothing more than fantasies... but the desire in his words was so raw it made my skin crawl.

“Damn... fucking her... can you imagine...? She's just... God... I want that filly all to myself! I swear, man, I don't want to see any more cocks while I'm fucking her...” he said again, drunk, repeating himself, tiresome and unpleasant... stuck in a loop.

Mario said something to him, pointing at Sofía, that I didn't catch. But what I did manage to hear was them practically making a bet afterward—that Mario would get Sofía and Guille would get María. I couldn't tell if they were wagering something real or just sleazy macho pride... but they were scheming something like that. Again, that repulsion, but at the same time chills and a morbid fascination hearing him talk about María like that.

“Who'd she come with?” Guille said clearly, and I didn't want to—or didn't dare—say a word.

“No idea, right?” he continued chattily, looking at her again, watching how Álvaro kept getting closer, trying to pull her aside, and María met his attempts with cool distance, almost haughtiness. “The girl was laughing with me and stuff... I don't know... I'm not really sure what her deal is.”

After those sudden doubts, he started planning with Mario to go somewhere nearby to buy booze because, they said, this stuff was shit. They finished their drinks quickly while Mario worried about whoever was pursuing Sofía, and Guille and I watched the persistent Álvaro. Finally, they both left the apartment with the clear intention of coming right back with more and better alcohol, eager for round two.

Suddenly I found myself alone on that huge couch, not really knowing what to do. This wasn't going how it was supposed to, but I was nothing more than an extra with almost no say in anything. My sudden solitude didn't last long, though—María finally shook off Álvaro and came over to me. Her arrival came with a look, knowing and suggestive, that made it clear she had no intention of abandoning the original plan.

I stood up to meet her. Flushed, tipsy, beside me, the two of us standing in that living room, she looked at me with obvious signs of wanting to kick off the plan. There didn't seem to be as many people now, maybe seven or eight, and Álvaro was watching us as María moved closer to me, like she wanted to start... and I... didn't want Álvaro to find out we were actually dating, so I suggested to María that we make ourselves a drink. But I just wanted to buy time.

We stepped aside a bit, the two of us again and then the world—the way I secretly liked it, the way I truly felt our game was. While I poured her a drink at a shabby table in that living room, I scanned the room for Álvaro but couldn't spot him. In the bathroom? In his bedroom? Sofía had her back to us, so after handing María the drink, I leaned in close and asked how she was doing.

“Fine…” she responded, tipsy.

“How's it going with Álvaro?”

“Is he watching?” she asked, facing me with her back to everyone else.

“Yes,” I lied, and she leaned her face toward mine, equal parts affectionate and tired. But she didn't want Álvaro to see affection—she wanted him to see something else. Her face turned and her lips found mine. A soft, slow, tender, heartfelt kiss that didn't seem like it would deepen—but it did, and her tongue, cold from the drink and wet for many reasons, found its way to mine.

“Screw him…” she whispered in my ear after that heated kiss.

“Yeah? Is he being that pushy?”

“He's an idiot…” she murmured against my ear as our lips met again.

I kissed María with my eyes open, making sure Álvaro was still gone and that Sofía—the only one who might catch me—still had her back to us. I felt guilty, even as a sixth sense told me that María, despite her closed eyes, might somehow sense mine were open. On top of all that, I kept one ear trained on the front door in case Mario and Guille came back. I felt nervous and suffocated, juggling so many threats at once.

My girlfriend pulled away, set down her drink, wrapped her arms around me, and clasped her hands behind my neck.

“Is he watching?”

“Yes…”

“Then touch me…”

“Where…?”

“Wherever you want.”

“Fuck…” I sighed.

“Caress my tits… or… well… whatever you want… screw him…” she said with teary eyes, drunk.

I stayed quiet. Frozen. María with her hair disheveled, flushed, her tits visible through her shirt, in that leather skirt… in heels… she was begging to be fucked right there… Add to that how badly Álvaro wanted to fuck her… how badly Guille wanted to fuck her… I was about to explode… I slid one hand to her tits, over the black silk shirt, and pressed my lips to her cheek, then her neck… I bit gently… and she moaned, maybe even exaggerating the way she threw her head back, thinking Álvaro was watching. I pulled back from that bite and whispered in her ear while caressing her breast and her hair:

“What if we go to the bathroom…”

“Mmm… he can't see us there…”

“He just left.”

“Really?”

“Yeah…”

“Screw him…” she repeated that phrase that sounded strange coming from her.

We stayed quiet. Looking at each other. Her eyes held excitement and satisfaction, though restrained, as if her revenge was still incomplete.

“He must have gone to his bedroom… to cry,” she said, strangely sadistic.

“Or to jerk off…” I whispered in her ear.

María didn't smile. She took my hand as if to lead me to the bathroom, as if announcing to the whole room that she was taking me there to do everything.

By that point, all I knew was that Álvaro was still nowhere to be seen and Mario and Guille hadn't come back. Whether Sofía saw us parade through the living room, I couldn't say, though that was certainly a minor concern.

We went down the hallway and reached the bathroom—door ajar, light off—which told me that if Álvaro was in a bathroom, it wasn't this one. I felt relief, and as soon as we stepped inside and closed the door, María attacked me.

“What face did he make when he saw us?” she whispered after the first kiss we shared in there.

“Imagine…”

“No, I can't imagine—you tell me…” she said anxiously, putting me on the spot to describe an expression I hadn't seen. I wriggled out of it as best I could:

“Well, it should be easy to imagine, though, well… if he knew you were coming with a boyfriend… he should have been prepared for that.”

“Well, he seemed… like he wasn't giving up.”

“No? Did he say something? Did he try to...?”

“Kiss me...?” she interrupted.

“Yes.”

“He didn't,” she said, surprising me.

The dim lighting in that cramped space revealed a María who was intensely sexual, aroused, as if she radiated more energy than those battered light bulbs.

“He didn't?”

“He didn't.”

“Does that mean the other one did?”

“Yes, the other one did,” she responded cockily, revealing that some of Guille's moves hadn't been warnings but genuine advances.

“And?”

“And nothing... Obviously nothing.”

After those words, my hands went to her breasts over her clothes and hers went to my ass. A thrust of my hips pushed her toward the sink, and there we ground against each other, desperate, turned on. My fingers went to her buttons and she whispered:

“What do you want to see?”

“Your tits...”

“Oh yeah?”

“Yeah... your tits... but first your slutty bra...”

“You think it's slutty?” she purred teasingly in my ear, while her hands grabbed my ass and pulled me toward her, wanting my hard cock to press against her, still firmly guarded by her leather skirt.

“You know it is, it's a slutty bra,” I said in her ear as I undid the second button.

She sighed, turned on, and I asked her about Guille—if she liked him, if she thought he was hot...

“Mmm... he's hot... he's really hot...”

“Yeah?” I asked, surprised and excited. It turned me on like crazy to hear that from her mouth. I bit her neck and undid another button.

“Yeah... he's hot... but he's an idiot.”

“Another idiot? What were you two talking about so much?” I asked, savoring the feel of her bra with one hand while the other kept working on her buttons...

“Mmm... I don't know... he told me something about founding his own company... a daddy's boy... I'm sure daddy founded it or bought it for him...”

“Well, you were laughing plenty...”

“Maybe I was laughing because he's hot. If he's hot, it's easier to laugh,” she said, provoking me.

“He's hot and he wants to fuck you... you know that, right?”

“Well... of course... of course I know.”

“Fuck... María...” I said before kissing her, bringing both hands to the cups of her bra.

Right then, with our tongues wrestling, wet, with my hands trying to grab those big, elegant cups, and her squeezing my ass hard through my pants, we heard noise behind the door—someone was trying to get in, startling us.

After that attempt, which made the worn-out latch rattle, a couple of hard knocks on the door.

I stepped back. María with her shirt open, her nipples and areolas visible through the bra... her tits looking like they wanted to escape... her neck flushed from my kisses and bites, her full lips, her disheveled hair, her distant gaze... I couldn't hold back. I didn't care if they knocked the door down. I moved closer to kiss her and she let me, and my hands went to her legs, starting to slide up—but that was off-limits. Her hands stopped mine and she said:

“Shhh... that second gift later... at home.”

I didn't understand. She pushed me away. Two more sharp knocks on the door. And María started buttoning her shirt, her ass against the sink, watching me.

“We make out a little more... and we go home. I still want to see that idiot's face while you feel me up....” María said, still burning with desire, her eyes locked on mine.

She finished buttoning her shirt, but with one button fewer than when she'd come in. Accidentally? On purpose? That way you could see a bit of cleavage, and with a little effort, the edge of her black bra. She chose to go out first, and I wanted to stay and take the chance to relieve myself of all that liquid I'd been drinking. We'd meet in the living room. When she left, I didn't hear her tell anyone there was still someone inside. It seemed whoever had been knocking had given up and found another bathroom.

When I pulled out my cock to piss, I noticed with surprise that quite a bit of precum glistened on the tip, and my underwear was damp with drops I hadn't felt escape. And I thought that was it—I couldn't keep up my charade anymore. In the living room I'd kiss María. Guille, Mario, and Álvaro would see it. At home we'd fuck like crazy, and more or less everything would have finally turned out as we'd planned.

At that moment, I truly thought that's how it would go.

I flushed the noisy toilet and caught my reflection in the bathroom mirror. Tense, tired. Disappointed by what could have happened, yet relieved that nothing too significant actually did. The thrill came with suffocating stress—something I was still far from controlling.

I left the bathroom, back through that dark hallway, toward the light, toward a living room that no longer seemed so enormous with fewer people around. I saw Sofía, always in the middle and always tangled up with suitors, and I saw Álvaro with Guille, both standing, both trading glances, their eyes fixed on one of the sofas. I followed their gaze as I walked closer and saw Mario talking with María, the two of them sitting on a sofa, and I saw it, and I froze.

I saw the second gift.

María was talking with Mario, her demeanor toward him distant and haughty, almost arrogant, as if once again playing hard to get, but, like Sofía, with a permanent attitude of “me up here and you down there,” a drink in her hand, showing a hint of her bra and one stocking-clad leg crossed over the other. And I knew exactly what Álvaro and Guille were talking about and why. Because sitting like that, crossing her legs like that, her leather skirt had ridden up, showing not only the lace band at the thigh of those stockings, but a black garter belt... straps climbing higher...

The image was devastating.

At the same moment I took it all in—that garter belt that elevated María to another level entirely, that shameless cleavage—I heard Guille say:

“Holy shit... she looks like such a slut...”
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I was completely absorbed by that image. As if someone had turned off the music, as if time had stopped. I remembered feeling something similar months ago, that weekend at the country house, in that bar, when I came back from the bathroom and saw María showing the lace of her stockings… and half the bar staring at her. But this was another level—the garter belt was visible too, and there were the hyenas watching and judging her.

And I realized I had never seen María as sexual as she was that night; even at the restaurant, before we'd even entered that dive, she had a different look, as if she were another woman. And that bra, those stockings, that garter belt… it wasn't about the garments themselves, but about the decision to buy them, to wear them... For me? Or for herself?

If María radiated a sexuality that left that room breathless, the comments from Álvaro and Guille sent my dark arousal through the roof. Every whisper, every insult, was a stab to my heart and blood rushing to my cock. I didn't feel bad about tolerating those insults—I stored them in my memory to recite to María once we were in bed. I had absolutely no doubt that telling her how they'd called her a slut and a cocktease would make María moan, on the verge of orgasm.

It was true that her image radiated nothing but the very meaning of that insult, cocktease; there, with that garter belt, with that pose, letting herself be desired, first by Álvaro, then by Guille, now by Mario. I didn't know if these last two knew about the texts María had been asking Álvaro for over the weeks, about the dick pics she'd received… If they knew, their opinion of her would be even harsher and more damning.

And then Guille blurted out, “But who the fuck did she come with?” and I knew, with Álvaro present, that this was going to force me out of my hiding place. If that question made me uncomfortable, Álvaro’s answer made my pulse race:

“With this guy. I’m still not sure if he’s her boyfriend or just some fling of hers who likes to watch.”

I didn’t even have time to react. I just stood there witnessing them talk about me, without saying a word.

“Watch what?” Guille asked, scrutinizing me.

“Watch her hook up with other guys, I suppose.”

Both of them looking at me, talking about me. Me, petrified.

“Come on, don’t fuck with me. I don’t believe any of that,” Guille responded, and Álvaro seemed to want to drop the subject. He asked Guille to switch targets—Guille could go after Sofía and leave María to him. Guille didn’t understand any of it.

“You’re screwing with me,” Guille insisted, and I stayed frozen, feeling my heart pounding, as if I stood before a tribunal with the power to hang me or save me. I hadn’t said a single word.

“Yes, damn it, leave María to me—the two of us have history,” Álvaro said, revealing that Guille knew nothing about those messages and photos.

“But what history?” Guille asked, unwilling to give up. Then he turned to me, visibly drunk:

“So are you her boyfriend or not?” he said in a nasty, cocky tone.

I stayed silent. I was about to say yes when María and Mario joined us. Mario did so abruptly, saving me… I was terribly nervous and frozen, fully aware of the pathetic, timid, meek image I was projecting in front of those emboldened, drunk rich kids.

Guille kept staring at me until I couldn’t hold his gaze anymore and looked at María, who could kiss me at any moment, leaving the whole circle in a situation as unsustainable as it was incomprehensible.

Something inside me wanted to preempt that likely move by María that would make everything explode, so I told her I’d get us one last drink, took her half-empty glass, and stepped away—just the five steps needed to escape that suffocating situation. I didn’t know what the fuck I was doing, what the fuck was happening, what the fuck I wanted… I was practically having a heart attack, trembling with nerves, utterly humiliated by those brats, pouring drinks into our two glasses while out of the corner of my eye I watched Sofía join the group, slipping in between María and Guille, clearly more interested in him than in María. Álvaro wasted no time approaching María, and Mario sought refuge with the only other girl left at the party, a short girl with no particular charm—a last-minute leftover.

I returned to the group after that reshuffling, handed the drink to María, who was listening to Álvaro with obvious weariness, and, stepping away from him slightly, she whispered to me:

“Who the fuck is this? She just pushed me.”

“I don’t know.”

“What do you mean you don’t know? You were talking to her for half an hour and she’s shoving her ass into me and pushing me.”

“I talked to her for two minutes,” I told her, surprised by the animosity, and certainly wishing she’d forget about Sofía and focus on Álvaro.

And the one who seemed determined to make María forget—not just Sofía, but everything that wasn’t him—was Álvaro, who started whispering in my girlfriend’s ear, his gaze growing increasingly vacant, at times giving the impression he’d taken something, something other than alcohol.

While Guille and Sofía leaned in closer and closer to each other, María put up with Álvaro, listening to him half-heartedly, her eyes drifting toward the other couple with barely concealed interest. I couldn't tell if María's fascination with those two stemmed from annoyance over that supposed shove or jealousy.

Everything was rushing forward, as if the end of parties made everything happen faster. I stepped back and had a moment to wonder when Álvaro had figured out I was the guy from the first night; maybe it had come up casually while talking with María, maybe it hit him halfway through the party… the point was he didn't care at all that I was there as he kept moving closer to María, his mouth hovering just centimeters from her face. Seeing María standing there, with that guy's mouth practically grazing her lips every time he spoke… knowing that even though she found him annoying, she'd always found him attractive… that she knew about his cock, that huge cock… and that she knew I didn't just consent to this, I wanted it… it made me incredibly nervous… What if he kissed her right there…? In front of everyone?

The added humiliation of knowing that some people at the party knew we were together, or at least had strong suspicions… it only turned me on more… My cock was getting hard again from that mix of arousal, humiliation, and intrigue, the anticipation of what María might do, because, as always, once we'd reached this point, she was in charge—she and only she.

And then everything sped up. Standing two meters from both couples, I saw the first successful move—but it wasn't from Álvaro. It was Guille, kissing Sofía, which shocked me and, I honestly believe, got under María's skin. She wasn't looking but she was looking…

Mario was leaving the apartment with the short girl, keeping things innocent, while far less innocent were Guille and Sofía's kisses half a meter from María. She stoically endured Álvaro's advances, surely cursing the fact that she couldn't swap suitors. And then came Álvaro's full-on assault—he pressed his lips to María's cheek after whispering in her ear, as if taking advantage of pulling back. A pullback that would presumably end at María's lips, since she had her head turned slightly toward the other couple, blatantly watching Guille and Sofía kiss passionately. Álvaro's hands on my girlfriend's waist, their faces pressed together… And Álvaro's lips moving toward María's. And she pulled away. Just barely. Just enough for Álvaro's hands to stay where they were. For his face to stay close. She gave him almost everything except her lips. My heart was pounding, I was turned on—I definitely wanted that kiss, and I no longer knew if María wanted it or not.

And then a second attempt—and this time I thought she'd give in. Again that kiss on the cheek, their faces pressed together, María watching Guille and Sofía's tongues intertwine. And Álvaro's lips moving toward María's mouth… and she… subtly turned her face away. Toward me. She looked at me. With glistening eyes—from excitement, from arousal. Because of Álvaro? Because of Guille and Sofía? And as she looked at me, she let Álvaro's hands slide down from her waist to her leather skirt, to her ass… and she let him kiss her cheek. He took the fact that María didn't push his hands away as a sign to keep trying, and his mouth went for her lips again… seeking the corner. María looking at me, not asking permission, but telling me: “He's going to kiss me… and if he does, I don't know if I'll be able to stop…”

When suddenly Álvaro changed tactics, and instead of trying to kiss her, his hand moved to lift María's skirt, maybe to caress her thighs—a strange and unnecessary move. María pulled back slightly, just enough to put some distance between their mouths… and she whispered something in his ear. I couldn't hear it, and it killed me not to know. He whispered something back, and she pushed his hands away.

But Álvaro refused to give up and tried to move in again, and this time she shoved him away openly, putting a definitive end to the game, the flirting, his advances—all of it.

I felt the urge to move closer. I knew it probably wasn't a good idea, but I did it anyway. I reached them just in time to hear him say: “Sure?” with a cocky tone—cockiness the alcohol had been fueling for a while now, and who knows what else. She didn't bother to respond.

María stepped further away from him—about a meter, which in that context felt like a kilometer—and the three of us watched as Sofía and Guille headed to one of the sofas to continue their party, which was both private and public at the same time.

Álvaro looked at María with a frustrated expression, unwilling to accept defeat, but her final rejection, combined with my sudden presence, forced him to back off. A few seconds later, he went to turn off the music—music I hadn't even noticed anymore—and then disappeared down the hallway.

Once he was out of sight, I asked María quietly:

“What's wrong?”

“I'm leaving. This guy's a creep and I'm done with him. Do whatever you want.”

“But what did you say to him? Why's he leaving?”

“I told him to bring us our stuff.”

While María displayed that annoyance—or exaggerated it—I glanced over at Guille and that gorgeous brunette making out on the sofa, and I couldn't help thinking it was getting to María. I realized that since I'd come back from the bathroom, she hadn't done anything to find me, to follow through on her plan of kissing me to mess with Álvaro; ever since Guille had forgotten about her to go after Sofía, she seemed to have completely forgotten our plan.

María and I, planted in the middle of the living room, standing there to the soundtrack of Guille and Sofía’s kisses… It felt like any moment Álvaro would show up with our coats and it would all be over.

“So what now?” I asked, almost hopeless.

“Nothing, then,” she responded, surely knowing that I’d also forgotten our initial plan the moment I saw Álvaro making a serious move on her. We’d both “forgotten” our plan, for different reasons. I was struck by how coldly she’d responded and how she stood there, not looking at the couple on the couch, dignified, as if nothing had happened, as if she weren’t wearing that slutty garter belt, that extra unbuttoned button like some cock-tease, as if she hadn’t gotten no fewer than three guys worked up at the same party. She responded with dignity, as if it wasn’t eating her up that Sofía had beaten her.

If the way she said “nothing, then” was defiant, its content was devastating, filling me with a terrible disappointment that this time didn’t come mixed with relief, because yes, because this time I was willing to suffer whatever nerves and unease it took just to see her with that preppy rich kid who’d spent months sending her dick pics and describing how he’d fuck her…

I only held onto a ray of hope because what María said was one thing, but that look… that look, so heated, so sexual, was still saying something very different.


CHAPTER 42

The wait felt endless and the situation inexplicable. I wondered what had stopped María. Always that yes-but-no with her. With Álvaro, with that man from the trip… Something always seemed to make her put the brakes on; a flash of sanity, a hope of having a normal relationship, a pride that kept her from giving herself to “just anyone.”

The sound of Sofía and Guille kissing made me look. Maybe sober I would have been embarrassed, but my drunkenness had gone from controlled to serious, especially over the last hour. They weren’t holding back in the slightest, kissing desperately, like they’d wanted each other for a long time, their hands still over their clothes but going straight for the most sexual spots. Tits, pussy, asses… cock… always over the clothes, but skipping the tamer zones… And I felt a jolt when I saw Sofía kissing Guille with her eyes open, looking toward us, and then I knew María hadn’t exaggerated when she implied Sofía had started the war, because I noticed the brunette’s gaze wasn’t directed at me but clearly at María. Not satisfied with that, Sofía pushed Guille away, stood up, and mouthed a “let’s go”—but a “let’s go” that pointed not toward the exit but toward the hallway. A few seconds later the two of them were heading down that dark tunnel, crossing paths with Álvaro who was coming with our things, but not before Sofía shot María one last look, and I remembered hearing Guille say he’d been trying for months without any luck, and I thought the night of sex awaiting him with that brunette bombshell was surely thanks to María.

Álvaro’s bare feet and blue pajama pants partly explained his delay; he’d paired them with the striped shirt he’d worn earlier. That strange mix of going-out clothes and sleepwear signaled that without María as incentive, there was no point in keeping the party going. He handed me the two coats and gave María her purse. His green, bulging eyes looked bright and bloodshot, and I suspected again that maybe more than just alcohol was running through his veins. His blond hair, his lanky frame… despite that still post-adolescent build, I could see, taking him in as a whole, the attractiveness María had seen in him from the start.

I turned around and opened the door to the apartment. I took one last look at the living room before heading to the landing and saw Álvaro whisper something in María’s ear. She turned her face away, pulling back a bit, somewhat drunk, overdoing it, not even giving him the customary goodbye kisses or whatever he’d been asking for. After that snub, I didn’t want to wait around to see if it was really the last one or just the second-to-last, so I walked over to the elevator and pressed the button.

In the sudden solitude of that landing, I realized things hadn’t gone as expected, and I had mixed feelings—I wanted to get out of there, yet I knew that since nothing had happened with Álvaro that night, it never would.

I heard the elevator approaching, but I didn’t hear María’s heels following. I looked toward the apartment door—still open, just as I’d left it, expecting my girlfriend to be right behind me.

The elevator arrived and the doors opened. There I was, reflected in the mirror of that worn compartment, looking drunk and holding both coats. The truth was, having seen Álvaro and Guille… and now seeing myself… I had to admit those guys were definitely better looking than me…

I looked again at the apartment entrance. No one was coming out, and something started building inside me.

It couldn’t be.

I stood frozen. I don’t know why I didn’t move. I strained to hear, but there was nothing. I figured Álvaro was probably making one last attempt—after all, he was facing not only the solitude of his bed but having to endure Guille and Sofía’s party too. I took a couple of steps toward the door. My pulse started racing. Two more steps, and I stopped at the threshold, still not looking, still not entering. Then I heard something. Just enough to know there were people in the living room I’d just left, but I couldn’t make out anything more. I asked myself what I wanted to see when I finally went in, and I didn’t know. Then I heard a footstep, a heel clicking… and I couldn’t take it anymore. I looked in.

What I saw was like shooting up the most pleasurable, addictive drug… My whole body reacted, my senses sharpened… that tingling in my hands… that sudden sweat…

I felt jealousy, pain… but above all… a terrible, twisted thrill…

…They were kissing…

Álvaro and María were kissing, eyes closed, in the middle of that living room. Their kisses were gentle, restrained… and my soul was breaking even as I got aroused. I moved closer, close enough to hear those kisses, their faces tilting one way then the other, kissing from different angles. Their hands stayed in safe places. María held her purse in one hand and rested the other on his chest. He had one hand on her waist and the other on María’s neck and face, going for soft, intimate kisses, which fucked me up… killed me...

They both had to sense me there, but they didn’t care. I stood holding María’s coat, watching my fiancée kiss that preppy kid… watching that brat taste her tongue and lips. Finally… he was getting what he wanted… after weeks and weeks of María swearing she couldn’t stand him, the kid was finally kissing her, and María was admitting, by letting his tongue invade her mouth, that no matter how much she disliked him, she couldn’t deny he turned her on… excited her…

I felt that pain and realized I was perhaps even more hooked on the pain itself than on the thrill of seeing María with another man. It hurt me while it excited me... and I wasn't the only one getting excited, because between kisses you could see a flushed María... a María with a drunken gaze, but above all lit up, horny... and then there was Álvaro and the bulge in those blue pajamas... that obscene silhouette... that huge cock covered by blue cotton, straining upward, seemingly held back only by María's body as she resisted touching it with her hands.

If his cock wanted to escape from those pajamas, mine wanted to do the same from my clothes. It was amazing how instantly my cock responded to seeing María give herself to someone other than me. Standing two meters from them, I had a front-row seat to those tongues touching, to Álvaro attacking her with his tongue while restraining the rest of his body... I wanted more. With each kiss, I wanted a deeper one. Every time I caught a glimpse of one tongue slipping into the other's mouth, I wanted to burn that image into my memory... every time they separated and looked at each other for a split second before kissing again, I wanted a hand to dare venture somewhere bolder.

But, to the surprise of Álvaro and me—and perhaps María herself—she pulled away. The sound of that last kiss hung in the air as the guy's cock found room to tent more prominently. María tilted her head, looking dazed, perhaps dizzy from closing her eyes after drinking so much. I didn't even have time to wonder if this was the end or just a pause, because she decided to imitate her rival, saying “let's go”—which wasn't for Álvaro, but for me, and it wasn't to go to his bedroom, but to go home.

María had him right there. She had him right there and she saw it. She looked at it. Her gaze went to that bulge, to that huge cock she knew exactly how it looked. And still she wanted to stop. She knew I wanted her to do it. She knew she'd already done it with Edu. And still she wanted to leave. I knew it was unfair to her, but a phrase kept bouncing around in my mind, a desperate “nobody's asking you to like him... it's just fucking...” Álvaro tried to approach again and she refused his invitation once more, and my mind still couldn't understand what made her stop everything—when it turned her on, when it turned me on... when we all wanted it... I thought that of all the possible explanations, the one gaining traction was her pride... A pride that fought against her eyes as they brazenly stared at that blue bulge.

Her gaze shifted, first to those bulging green eyes, then to mine, telling me with that look that we were leaving.

She turned around, not giving him a chance for one more move, and her heels echoed toward the exit. All three of us aroused, eager for more... for much more... but she was in charge, and she didn't want to go any further with that brat she couldn't stand, and surely she'd soon regret even that minute spent kissing him.

Before I knew it, I was closing the door of that house behind me and María and I were stepping into the elevator, leaving Álvaro with a hard cock and me with my heart about to explode.

My girlfriend looked at herself in the elevator mirror and saw, as I did, that plunging cleavage, but she didn't button up. She saw, as I did, that her nipples showed through the transparent bra and silk shirt, but she did nothing to hide them. And she saw, as I did, in her face, in her flushed cheeks, in her tousled hair, in her half-closed eyes, in her lips still wet with the saliva of that preppy kid she claimed to hate, that her arousal was beyond words.

I couldn't think of what to say. I couldn't reproach her for anything, but I cursed how close we'd come. My arousal and my drunkenness were doing the thinking for me, and had me on the verge of saying something I'd surely end up regretting.

We reached the lobby and I was about to hand her the coat when I saw her rummaging through her purse. A tiny purse with not much to rummage through.

My “what's wrong” overlapped with her “where's my phone?” and I understood what she was looking for.

In that gloomy vestibule, with my drunkenness, with my dizziness... after seeing those kisses... I didn't have the mental capacity, or anything left in me, to remember if she might have left it at the restaurant or if I'd seen her with the phone after dinner. She kept repeating “but where is it” while continuing to rummage through that tiny space, and the idea of going back up began to take shape.

“Is it locked?” I managed to say.

“Yes, I set the lock today,” she said. “Could these guys have stolen it?” she asked.

More convinced the phone had fallen from her purse than that those kids had any real intention of stealing from her, we found ourselves in that elevator again, but now going up, about to return to that dive.


CHAPTER 43

As we rode up in that elevator, I checked my watch—it was almost three in the morning. We'd been drinking for who knows how many hours, and María seemed to be keeping her composure better than me. At least she radiated a dignity that covered up her intoxication to some degree, even though it was clearly simmering beneath the surface. A triple dignity, because she was pretending that Sofía taking Guille away hadn't bothered her, pretending that those kisses with Álvaro hadn't affected her, and insisting that losing her phone wasn't due to any carelessness on her part but rather that Álvaro had lost it—or who knows, maybe even stolen it.

María stepped out of the elevator first; I watched her elegant walk, her heels, her leather skirt covering that garter belt she still didn't know I knew about. She rang the doorbell before I'd even gotten out of the elevator, with commanding decisiveness. I was a bundle of nerves about returning almost immediately to the scene of the crime, while she waited at the door as if nothing had happened—or at least that's how it seemed, or at least that's what she wanted to project.

A second ring coincided with Álvaro opening the door—barefoot, in blue pajama pants, his striped shirt now fastened by only a couple of buttons at mid-torso, as if he'd just thrown it back on. María fired off a “Where's my phone?” before the guy could say anything, or even manage to look surprised.

And before I knew it, the three of us were back in that living room, which was a disaster—bottles, glasses, ashtrays, and sticky stains all over the floor—and María was saying to him defiantly:

“Either you stole it or it ended up in your bedroom.”

“There's nothing in my bedroom,” he replied, not backing down.

“What do you mean there's nothing? Go look,” María ordered him as if they hadn't just been kissing as equals, as if they were teacher and student, or mistress and servant, as if there were some vast hierarchical gulf between them.

“I'm telling you there's nothing,” he replied—lucid, awake, alert. He certainly didn't seem like someone who'd been about to go to sleep.

The guy didn't seem to have any intention of going to his bedroom to look for her phone, nor did he offer to let María go look for it herself, and it was she who paraded past him with an exasperated huff, heading down that dark hallway for the umpteenth time, as if the house were hers. He followed behind her, seeming to tolerate her as little as she tolerated him, and I brought up the rear, still carrying both coats, feeling like a sidelined vassal, following in the footsteps of my girlfriend and the guy who had just kissed her.

Álvaro called out “to the left,” pointing María toward his bedroom, and my girlfriend disappeared down that side, where the hallway ended, leaving a couple of closed doors on the right as we passed. Once in his bedroom, I couldn't believe what a pigsty it was—old furniture and clothes everywhere, a musty smell, and darkness. Plus the walls were a strange pinkish color, nothing like the rest of the house, like a mismatched patch that didn't belong.

It was Álvaro who switched on a lamp on the nightstand, which sat beside an unmade, shabby bed with bars on the headboard and footboard. It's not that the rest of the house was particularly modern, but that bedroom really transported you—and dramatically so—to another century. María was rummaging through a table, not caring about messing up what was already messy, and Álvaro, after switching on that grimy lamp, went over to her—whether to help or to stop her—telling her it was impossible for it to be there.

“This place is a pigsty... It's impossible to find anything...” María said, backing up a bit, stepping away from that table, her heels catching on clothes and papers strewn across the floor. She made a gesture with her hands, as if she didn't want to touch anything else, as if everything there disgusted her and might contaminate her.

Álvaro still wasn't backing down, firing back:

“Relax. I told you it's not here.”

“Then where the fuck is it?” she asked, standing just a couple feet from him, and that's when my own lightbulb went on. I started searching the pockets of María's coat. On the second try, my hand hit something hard and thin... undoubtedly her phone...

“I came to this fucking house with it,” she said, using vocabulary that didn't even suit her, just as I had to make my presence known, telling them I'd found it, that it was in her coat.

It's not that I expected an apology, and I didn't think Álvaro expected one either, but I did at least expect her to lower her tone. Instead, she said:

“Well, I didn't put it there.”

Álvaro protested, fed up with her, asking what all this suspicion was about, and she continued:

“You took it out of my purse and then got mixed up and put it in my coat.”

Álvaro responded, but not to her face—he turned away, his voice lower, as if giving up on her, though his words were perfectly audible:

“You're a fucking nutcase...”

“What did you say?” she asked.

“You heard me.” He turned around, pissed off, facing her head-on, the two of them standing between the bed and that table. From my spot at the foot of that cot, I watched them at an angle.

A silence fell, the first since we'd entered that bedroom, and it was broken by Sofía, who was undoubtedly in the bedroom next door, clearly enjoying herself quite a bit more than the three of us.

It was obvious all three of us were listening to those moans, those “ohh...” “mmm,” timid, at least for now, but María pretended not to hear anything and insisted, enunciating every word:

“I asked you what you said about me.”

And Álvaro, who wanted to wound without raising his voice, who didn’t shy away from the fight but waged it differently, said calmly:

“Look... if you regretted leaving and want more, there’s no need for this charade.”

“What the fuck are you talking about?”

“I’m saying if you want to fuck, just tell me and that’s it.”

I could see María slapping him, or at the very least walking out without another word, but she just stared at him with revulsion, as if she couldn’t believe such arrogance.

I slipped the phone back into the coat pocket and set both coats on a chair, keeping my eyes on them. What Álvaro did next threw me off and added fuel to the fire—he grabbed his cock over his pajamas, just like that, without taking his eyes off her. María didn’t look down but at him, and said, trying to wound:

“What the hell are you doing...? Are you in love with your cock or what...”

“And you?” he asked, surprising me again, surprising us again, using his free hand to grab one of hers and pull it toward his cock. María resisted, but in doing so, she couldn’t keep their faces from ending up inches apart.

I couldn’t even breathe. I didn’t know if María would slap him or if Álvaro would attack her; I thought at any moment his mouth might seek hers, even with that tension, even with that constant hatred hanging in the air.

Another silence, and once again Sofía made her presence known. More moans... more “ahhmmm” “ahh” and Álvaro and María’s faces inches apart, one of his hands gripping her wrist, but he couldn’t get any further. And she pulled free... and María’s hand hung there.

“What, you think I’m going to lose my mind just to grab it? That the second I touch you I’ll go crazy?” María repeated, a little drunk.

“You’re already crazy...” he said. An uncomfortable silence followed, until he continued:

“And you really liked the photos.”

“Yeah... I loved the photos, I’d never seen anything like it in my life...” María said, trying to be ironic. “You’re in love with your cock... seriously... you couldn’t be more ridiculous...”

Álvaro moved his hand away, leaving his cock more exposed, and his bulge looked enormous—that huge cock couldn’t stay contained in those pajamas much longer.

Four, five, six seconds... Sofía almost screaming now... and María’s hand came to life. Staring at him... face to face, since the height difference was offset by her heels and his legs being spread apart... she brought that hand over that blue bulge.

The two of them face to face, and my girlfriend was grabbing that huge cock through his pajamas.

I thought I’d die. It was killing me...

I didn’t know if Álvaro saw this as a truce or a surrender, but instead of pausing to savor the touch of her hand, he immediately brought his mouth to María’s lips—lips that pulled away—and I thought I’d die, again, their faces pressed together but she wouldn’t let him kiss her... and María began to grope, to feel that bulge, pulling her face back a bit more, looking at him, telling him with that withdrawal of her face, but not her hand, to be grateful her hand was there, but not to try kissing her again.

For a few moments I didn’t exist, and everything was building: Sofía’s moans, María’s vulgar groping over that cock hidden under the pajamas, and Álvaro and María’s heated gazes. I could see his face more easily than hers, since she had her back partly to me, though my position was practically perfect.

“Touch me underneath,” he said then, serious.

“Sure... and I’ll jerk you off, right?” she said, even more serious.

“Wouldn’t be bad.”

“What I want is for you to leave me alone,” she responded, already stroking along the shaft lying horizontal... almost like she was jerking him off through his pajamas. She seemed to want to touch him with indifference, as if she didn’t care, unimpressed, but it was hard to believe.

The guy didn’t respond, and she insisted:

“I’ll jerk you off and you leave me alone, delete my number and stop calling me and stalking me...”

“Stalking you?”

“Yes.”

“If you’re talking about showing up at your work, that was one day when I happened to be passing by... don’t be so full of yourself...”

María kept running her hand along that elongated bulge with disdain, and I didn’t know whether to believe him; she’d been assuming for weeks that this guy was obsessed with her.

“I'll jerk you off and you leave me alone…” she insisted, clearly wanting to get this tense exchange—and everything else—over with as quickly as possible.

“Sure… sure…” he replied, his voice dripping with sarcasm.

“Yes or no? If you'd rather, I'll leave you here… hard.” She wanted to settle this once and for all, using words that sounded strange coming from her.

“Okay…” he said, forcing a smile, always looking to needle her with his responses. I feared that mocking grin would ruin everything, but María refused to take the bait this time. She stopped the groping, stepped back a bit as if preparing for a new task, and that cock jutted out parallel to the floor, pointing at her, accusing her… She brought her hands to the elastic waistband of his pajamas… pulled it away from his body, toward herself… she had to stretch the fabric far from him to free it without touching it… and she uncovered it, just enough, just enough for that huge cock and his balls to hang free… his dick bouncing up slightly when released, now pointing not forward but upward.

The image was striking. The guy with his pajama pants pulled down and his shirt half-buttoned, revealing that thick cock—but above all, long—almost completely shaved… and María still wasn't touching it. She wasn't even exposing that dark glans, still partially covered by his foreskin. All of this underscored by Sofía's constant moans… I was breathless, and my girlfriend left me even more so when she sought my eyes for the first time—but it made me happy, her gaze telling me I was part of this too…

Álvaro unbuttoned those two buttons on his shirt, exposing a smooth abdomen—no defined abs, but not a gram of fat either—and a hairless, pale chest that made him look even thinner… He pulled his pants down a bit more and they fell to his ankles, revealing thin legs… creating the impression not just of thinness… but that his body was practically all cock… And he noticed how María kept looking at me before she would begin, according to their agreement, the handjob that would finish Álvaro off and put an end to everything.

That preppy kid, seeing how María was looking at me, including me in what she was about to do, glanced at me then back at her. His expression was unmistakable—he clearly thought not only was she crazy, but we both were.

And I, perpetually on the verge of a heart attack, shivering with excitement, dizzy from the alcohol, barely maintained enough lucidity to realize that pact was hard to believe—that María's intention wasn't to jerk him off in exchange for being left alone, but that she wanted to do it as a demonstration of power, to show him who was in charge and who had always been in charge.


CHAPTER 44

This wasn't the María who'd trembled with nerves in Edu's room, though it seemed to me she was faking more confidence than she actually felt. I, on the other hand, was on the verge of collapse, almost like the first time, and I wasn't pretending anything—I wasn't even trying to enjoy it. I was just trying to survive.

Álvaro, standing with his hands on his hips, shirt open and pajama pants around his ankles, might think—if he looked at María—that we did this all the time. But one glance at me would tell him nothing could be further from the truth.

María shifted her gaze from me to Álvaro—a look that included me while dismissing him. She reached out while watching him and ran her fingertips along his shaft. She was touching it for the first time, and I could almost feel it through her… but she showed no emotion, no reaction, always pretending it didn't affect her. But I knew it did. I knew the weeks, the months we'd been through… that cock, hard, hot… I knew she'd been craving it desperately.

And then, keeping that expressionless look, she brought her other hand there too and began stroking him in the opposite direction of a normal handjob—delicately, as if pulling a rope.

“You come quick and we leave,” she whispered, her voice barely a thread—only audible because Sofía and Guille must have been catching their breath.

“Yeah…”

“Yeah?” she pressed.

“Yeah… though if you're gonna jerk me off like that…” he replied.

María didn't react, and at first she kept up that strange movement, as if she knew exactly what she was doing and when she wanted to do it. A few moments later, she tilted her head in an exaggerated gesture, tossing her thick hair, and brought one hand to his balls—cupping them slightly and tugging—while with the other, using two fingers, she pulled his skin back, revealing a dark, glorious, glistening glans. She fully exposed that head, wider than the shaft—a pretty cock, according to her—which she'd seen countless times in photos and now uncovered, fondled, and treated with a tenderness and admiration she certainly didn't have for its owner, as if they were two separate things.

Álvaro stood motionless, hands on his hips. And me, practically dying, I took a couple of steps closer to get a better look, to watch that glans glisten… I approached, ashamed and afraid he'd say something to me.

Another exaggerated toss of María's head, her thick hair swinging to the other side, and again that strange massage on his balls, as if milking them. She alternated her gaze between his eyes and that cock—she couldn't deny it had her mesmerized. Álvaro's eyes were locked on María's, and I was grateful he wasn't looking at me. Then María brought both hands to his shaft, one after the other, and there was still more cock than she could cover. She wanted to include me again, looking at me, and I knew this could be a mistake. María was doing this for me, I was convinced—she was looking at me while showing me she couldn't wrap her hands around it, to turn me on, the way she knew it turned me on. But that made Álvaro speak:

“You like it, huh…”

María looked at me from five feet away, eyes glistening, as she started stroking him. Her gaze said it all: “Look at this huge cock—I can't even cover it with both hands.” I appreciated the gesture, but I dreaded what Álvaro would say next, and he continued:

“I've got a nice cock, huh… right?”

María looked back at him, at those bloodshot, bulging eyes. He lifted a hand from his waist to caress her face, and she pulled back slightly to avoid his touch. Then he changed targets and went for one of her breasts over her shirt—she immediately pushed his hand away, leaving his cock with only one hand on it, and followed the rebuff with a sharp: “Don't touch me…”

“Seriously? You're giving me a handjob and I can't touch you?” he asked, putting his hand back on his hip as he started feeling the effects of her one-handed grip. You could tell she wasn't caressing anymore—she was gripping harder now, and you could already hear the wet sound of his foreskin sliding back and forth.

María didn't respond, and I thought I was going to die right there. My cock was about to explode in my pants… but I didn't dare undress. Álvaro seemed to read my mind, making me squirm as he enjoyed that incredible handjob, shifting his gaze toward me:

“What a handjob your girlfriend's giving me… aren't you jerking off?”

“No,” I said, my voice so low and nervous I wasn't sure he'd even heard me.

But he definitely had, because a few seconds later he said:

“What do you mean, no? Come on, jerk off… look how hard she's got me,” he insisted, maybe trying to bond, but I felt completely violated by his request.

María adjusted her stance, her heels digging more firmly into that dirty floor, and went back to massaging his balls while picking up the pace—her thick hair swinging from side to side again. The wet sound of his foreskin sliding back and forth over his glans became rhythmic, filling the entire bedroom. Me, stunned. Álvaro, savoring it, gloating about having her there jerking him off, proud of holding back. That ability to delay his orgasm made him bolder:

“Keep going… fuck, you're so good at this…” he panted, closing his eyes for the first time.

He stood with his hands on his hips, shirt open, wearing a lewd, unpleasant half-smile, while María jerked him off with everything she had, her breasts bouncing from the motion beneath her black shirt.

“Ugh… what a great handjob, María… I'm close… and your boyfriend watching, fuck… so good…” he panted, eyes closed almost the whole time now… but something seemed off to me. It seemed like he was further from coming than he claimed… his tone was too clear… his legs weren't shaking… and his gasps didn't signal an imminent explosion.

“Are you coming?” María asked, her voice serious, as if jerking him off like this wasn't turning her on, as if that cock didn't drive her crazy.

“Oh… yes… keep going a little more and I'll come…” he responded, spurring María to go even faster, to the point that I'd never seen her hand move at such speed.

Ten, fifteen, twenty seconds at that brutal rhythm. That sound was all I could hear along with my heart pounding, and I couldn't tell anymore which was beating faster—the handjob or my heart. The guy kept his eyes closed. I was dying to see him explode. María was destroying him, wrecking that already reddened cock, the sound growing more intense, the tip getting wetter…

“Are you coming or what?” María asked, desperate now, and I, tempted to sit on the bed so I wouldn't collapse from the excitement, noticed how her fingers were soaked with the semi-transparent liquid that guy had been leaking for minutes.

Álvaro didn't respond. He kept his eyes closed. He wasn't getting worked up. Nothing in his face or body over the last minute suggested his orgasm was any closer. And María began to slow down… until she stopped completely. And pulled her hand away.

The guy opened his eyes while María, unable to keep going, used her left hand—the one not covered in pre-cum—to pull her shirt out from her skirt.

“Are you finally going to undress?” Álvaro asked, cutting as always.

And she, after completing that first task, with her right hand hanging limp so as not to get anything on it, brought her left hand to her shirt to unbutton it. One by one. The image of María standing there, in front of that cock that always seemed about to explode, unbuttoning her black silk shirt was to die for. While she did it, struggling with only one hand, he said:

“You think I'm going to come just from seeing your tits?” And the question cut deep, because that was exactly what María believed would happen.

My girlfriend, without responding, finished unbuttoning it completely and immediately pulled each side of her shirt aside, revealing that almost completely transparent bra, with those areolas and nipples clearly visible—elegant and crude at the same time. The guy let out a “fuck…” that came from his soul, and María brought her sticky hand back to his cock to finish him off once and for all. She placed her other hand on his hip, and he didn't protest that he could touch her but she couldn't touch him—instead, without taking his eyes off María's torso as she started stroking him again, he said:

“Fuck… what… what huge tits… fuck…”

María tilted her head, moved closer to him, aware of her power, convinced it was only a matter of seconds before Álvaro came thanks to what she was showing him. And he remained more focused on María's body than on the handjob he was receiving, saying, visibly drunk and possibly high, the first outrageous thing that crossed his mind:

“What a slutty bra… huh… You dress her like that?” he said suddenly, looking at me, freezing me but exciting me at the same time. “Fuck, what nipples you have, fuck… I'm losing my mind,” he insisted, emboldened, and brought both hands to those cups. María, desperate to finish or too turned on to stop him, let his hands clumsily grope her tits through that bra—one hand on each cup—a bra that had supposedly been bought for me.

“What a pair of knockers you have… fuck…” he whispered almost in her ear, close enough now.

“Come… come on…” she responded, her voice weaker now, from desperation or excitement.

Their faces pressed closer. The handjob sped up. The groping over those cups grew rougher. And their faces came together. Álvaro panted in her ear without letting go of that bra, and María closed her eyes, still holding him by the hip with one hand while stroking him as fast as she could, like she wanted to rip that cock right off his body. Both had their eyes closed when his face turned and he kissed her cheek, and María didn't open her eyes, didn't push him away, and I knew what was coming. Their lips met and their mouths opened and merged in a torrid, desperate kiss, their tongues tangling with frantic need, and María kept jerking him off… and that kiss broke and I saw their wet lips and their closed eyes and she whispered “co-me…” to him, a plea… surely said while extremely aroused. But the guy held on and kissed her again, filled her mouth with his tongue again, and I had to sit down, overwhelmed, on the verge of passing out. María brought the hand that was on his waist to her bra, to open it from the front, to free her breasts. She managed it right away, and her bra opened, those cups parting wide, and her breasts were free, naked, and Álvaro's hands stopped groping that slutty lingerie to touch skin, to touch the perfect skin of María's incredible tits, to feel those huge nipples jutting from her body, to caress those gorgeous, expansive areolas, all without stopping kissing her… without stopping destroying her and driving her wild with his kisses, and without his cock exploding.

Sitting there, I watched as María couldn't keep up the rhythm of that handjob from below, couldn't stay immune to the caresses on her breasts and the kisses from above. She faltered, gave in, at least for a moment, and wrapped her arms around that preppy kid, surrendering to those kisses, eyes shut tight, letting that deeply flushed cock—precum dripping heavily from it—press against her torso and stain her leather skirt, her silk shirt, her bare abdomen indiscriminately… And his kisses traveled down to her neck; he bent to kiss her and María kept her eyes closed and he cupped her breasts with both hands and I knew what was obviously going to happen, and there I sat, barely five feet away, practically having a heart attack, blown away as I watched him leave a trail of saliva from her cleavage to one of her nipples while she tangled one hand in his hair and used the other for something that absolutely killed me… she grabbed that tit the kid was starting to work on… and offered it to him, cupped her beautiful breast and offered it up for him to kiss, in a gesture as intensely erotic as it was incredibly dirty. The guy took the tit she was offering and started licking that nipple, circling it with his tongue… and María let out a whisper, a “you like them…” meaning her tits, that tit… And Álvaro didn't respond, just stayed bent over, eating, devouring that nipple, sucking it until it nearly pulled free from her body, sucking and releasing it until it glistened, then moving to her other tit. María kept one hand on the back of his neck, fingers in his hair, while the other went back to that enormous cock pointing at her—and despite already staining her, that thick slickness just kept flowing, more of it now dripping from the tip down to the middle of her thighs.

Stunned, frozen, I hesitated to pull out my cock. I couldn't take it anymore. I thought I was going to die from the excitement, thought I might come without even touching myself… and Álvaro pressed her breasts together and kneaded them… devoured them eagerly, hungrily, and I noticed María's tits looked bigger and more swollen than ever… and if that guy's cock seemed out of proportion with his body, so did María's tits at that moment… I thought I'd come without even touching myself watching María resume the handjob while the guy sucked her other nipple now, making a sound that was almost unbearable to me, and she gripped his hair… when she herself, bringing her mouth to his ear, whispered something that killed me:

“Do you want me to suck it…?”

Álvaro, engrossed in that intense feast on her tits, didn't respond… and María's insistence killed me even more:

“Do you want… me to suck it… huh?”

“Yes…”

“I'll suck it… and you come…”

“Yes…” he responded, pulling back from her a bit, revealing those incredible tits flushed red and soaked with his saliva, those huge areolas and rock-hard nipples standing fully erect.

On one hand, I wanted it to never end, but on the other I felt like, just as in Edu's room, I'd have to leave at any moment, because it was becoming too painful, too unbearable. And on one hand, I saw María as capable of anything, judging by her burning gaze, by how huge her tits looked from how turned on she was… but that “and you come” she'd just said made clear she had no intention of fucking him, that she was still holding to her plan—she wanted him to come so we could leave.


CHAPTER 45

María stepped back a bit, dizzy—from the alcohol, sure, but more likely from the excitement… and those kisses… and that groping… and all that tension... If it had been hard for her to pretend she wasn't turned on when she started that handjob, now, after those kisses and that intense breast worship, hiding it was impossible. Those flushed cheeks might have been from the alcohol, but that look in her eyes, those swollen breasts, and those hard nipples gave her away.

I started getting an almost unbearable headache, like a premature hangover, my blood pulsing in my temple while Álvaro refused to let María step back so far and brought his face close to hers. Again their faces pressed together… and again that kid wanted to kiss her… constantly seeking a deeper connection. If it bothered me, if I got jealous when María's mouth opened for him and her eyes closed… it bothered me even more when she, just seconds after receiving the kiss, wrapped her arms around him. That image was pure pain—seeing her surrender like that, seeing her tongue touch his and her arms wrap around his neck. Again, with their bodies pressed together, that kid's cock bumped against and smeared random parts of María's clothes and body. His hands went to her face when he kissed her… making me even more jealous… and to her breasts… caressing them at first and squeezing them after… turning me on like crazy, because I knew what that touch was like, I knew what that skin was like, I knew what it was like to caress her colossal yet delicately textured breasts, and I knew what it was like for your fingertips to suddenly meet her rock-hard nipples…

As I watched them kiss, I seriously considered leaving. If just watching them kiss was killing me, I knew I couldn't bear what they'd announced, what María had told him she was going to do to him. Besides, after everything she'd said about him, after so many nights telling me—while they were texting—that he was an idiot, a kid… making me wonder how that spoiled brat could possibly think he had a chance with her… it killed me how she was now kissing him desperately and had just announced she was going to suck his cock.

Just like in Edu's room, I only wanted to leave with one last image—I wanted to see the position. I already knew the what, but I was missing the how. That kiss ended and María stepped back again. The kid put his hands on his hips again and, after taking one last look at those glistening breasts, he looked at me, freezing me in place, and I don't know what he saw, but I don't think he could believe anymore that I was used to this, just as he could no longer believe that María was doing this as part of a deal.

María reached behind her back, under her shirt, to unfasten the bra, and ended up holding the garment—now in two pieces—in her hand. That kid's cock was pointing straight at her, and María then looked at me, expressionless, reached out, and handed me that bra; that bra bought for me and shown so shyly at that restaurant hours before—now she was giving it to me. I reached out and took it, crumpled, in a gesture that surely meant no harm, but made me feel tremendously humiliated. Álvaro's perpetual smirk only added to that gesture from María, making me feel terrible. But when I thought things couldn't get more humiliating, when I thought they'd lie down on the bed or that the kid would sit down, it was María who, lifting her skirt a bit to make her maneuver easier, to the point of showing the garter belt—my second gift—began to kneel… She was kneeling… in front of him...

She was going to suck his cock right there, three feet away from me, kneeling before that brat while I held her bra…

I'd made up my mind—I was going to leave. I stood up while María, once again, caressed his balls and either didn't notice I was leaving or didn't care. And the kid looked at me, and I thought he'd say something to me, but he said it to María, while looking at me:

“Suck it good… I've imagined this so many times.”

He said it while staring me down. Maybe he knew I was too overwhelmed to protest, and he definitely knew María was too horny to cut him off. Suddenly he had all the power, uninhibited by the alcohol and his new status.

Then María, kneeling, opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue toward that enormous sac hanging down, bringing her mouth down there, between his legs… and gave those heavy balls a light lick… making that cock, still pointing forward, throb on its own. Álvaro let out a moan, an “mmm” of pleasure, from that caress, but above all from having her there, submissive, kneeling, and, elated, said with delight:

“Ufff… all the times I've jerked off imagining this… don't disappoint me…”

For him it seemed to be a game, a macabre game, that confirmed something I'd suspected: all those times María had called him every name in the book, he was probably thinking the same about her.

Standing next to María, I watched as she didn't react to any of those comments—she only reacted to the stimulation his cock and balls gave her, as if the only thing that mattered was right there and she shouldn't waste energy on anything else anymore. And I don't know why I remembered at that precise moment seeing her arrive at the restaurant, so elegant… I couldn't imagine that those same clothes on that same girl could lead to such a slutty image… looking like such a whore… with those stockings and that garter belt clearly visible now that her skirt had ridden up as she knelt, and that silk shirt open, those breasts hidden under the refined shirt but disproportionately large for her torso once her shirt had opened… about to suck his cock… it couldn't be the same girl… in the same clothes…

María pulled me out of my reverie then, lifting her face until her lips hovered just inches from that imposing cock. She rested her hands on her own thighs, looking up at him, ready to do something I didn't think he deserved—but I didn't want to stop—ready to do something she knew he didn't deserve, but she couldn't stop, and then she stuck out her tongue and gave a little flick to the tip of that dark, almost violet glans, nudging it upward… and another little flick… and he watched her and she watched him…

She still wanted to be in charge—with those minimal flicks of her tongue, she was telling him she wanted him to beg her to take it in her mouth. Another flick, and a bright, transparent drop appeared there, emerging from nothing… a drop María dissolved almost immediately as her tongue traced a circle around that very dark, glistening glans, and I could feel through him again, feel what it's like to have María caressing the tip of your cock with her tongue… but he said nothing… and another caress with that tongue… and she pulled her face away for a moment, gathered her hair and swept it all to one side of her neck, letting it fall forward, down one side of her torso, completely covering one breast and leaving the other completely exposed... and an eager “fuck…” escaped from Álvaro, glimpsing what was coming, and she half-closed her eyes, wanting to kill all three of us, and slowly began taking that huge cock into her mouth… the entire head… until it bulged in her cheek, her mouth distorted by that impressive shaft.

“Ohh…!” Álvaro whimpered, closing his eyes and letting his head fall back a little… And if he was dying from pleasure, I was dying from the thrill of watching María begin to move her head forward and back, slowly, rocking her neck forward and back… without using her hands… in small, rhythmic movements…

My girlfriend was sucking that kid's cock… on her knees… That kid she claimed she couldn't stand… Hurting me, yet at the same time leaving me frozen with excitement.

“God, fuck…!” he sighed, as she began to torture him with that desperately slow rhythm.

The image was utterly hypnotic. It was like being in a dream. And soon Álvaro's gasps were drowned out by the wet sounds of that slow blowjob. The saliva from María's warm mouth mixed with the precum from Álvaro's burning cock, creating a cocktail that was both audible and incredibly wet... I couldn't bear so much pain… and at the same time so much arousal… having your girlfriend three feet away, sucking the cock of a kid twelve or thirteen years younger than her... without using her hands... already letting a trickle of saliva fall from the corner of her lips from that intense sucking...

Not satisfied with that, María wanted to show her power, to demonstrate her composure mixed with authority: She took that huge cock a little deeper into her mouth and held her head still, making Álvaro look at her and connect with her as she gazed up… There on her knees, with those big eyes, looking at him, hands-free, completely still… I didn't know what she was going to do, and then she brought her hands back to her hair—without opening her mouth, without releasing the cock—and swept all her hair back behind her. And still she kept her mouth right there, while she began unbuttoning the cuffs of her shirt… slowly, without releasing that huge cock from between her lips, without closing her eyes, looking at him… until she'd unbuttoned those cuffs and rolled her sleeves up to her elbows, and then, only when she was ready, she resumed that movement of her neck forward and back, that slow, impeccable cock-sucking… heart-stopping… something she'd never done to me like that, and I didn't know how she made it so arousing, so sexual… I couldn't understand how sucking him like that could look so elegant and yet so incredibly slutty.

When Álvaro felt her start sucking him like that again, he closed his eyes, and for a few moments she kept going just like that while I began to feel dizzy—seriously dizzy—to the point where I thought I might actually vomit. I didn't know if it was from the alcohol, the tension, the nerves, the jealousy… the arousal…

María picked up the rhythm just slightly, barely at all, and her breasts began to sway rhythmically too, glistening, now catching the saliva falling from her mouth—that saliva and precum dripping onto those swaying breasts, creating an even more hypnotic, dreamlike image. So much of that mixed liquid was falling on her breasts that I knew she wasn't doing anything to stop it—quite the opposite, she was enjoying that overflow from the corner of her mouth and that new sensation on her torso.

Álvaro, after those first minutes of what seemed like immense pleasure, managed to compose himself and opened his eyes… and began speaking in a low voice. I didn't know if he was saying it to fuck with me, to fuck with María, or just talking to himself, not caring what we thought. He murmured, “fuck… the way you suck it...” and then, “It's amazing, fuck...”—none of which made María alter her rhythm in the slightest. “What a slutty mouth you have… fuck...” he said, killing me, again without her missing a beat, and then he reached out and placed his hand on her head, matching the rhythm of her neck movement, even smiling between gasps as he settled his hand there. Not satisfied with that, he said clearly, now placing his other hand on her head as well:

“All the cocks you must've sucked, huh…”

I couldn't believe what I was seeing… and María's rhythm picked up—it did because he started thrusting his hips forward and back a little faster, and he said:

“How many cocks have you watched her suck, huh? A hundred? More?” he asked me with contempt while—rather than letting her suck him off—he slowly fucked her mouth.

“More than a hundred, for sure,” he said, pulling his hips all the way back until María's mouth was free and a huge stream of precum and saliva fell, surprisingly thick, onto one of her breasts.

Then he brought one hand back to his hip and kept the other on María's head, pulling her hair a little as he thrust his hips forward again, pleased with himself, cocky, as if to say that after María's show—that overacted pause—now it was his turn, and he shoved his cock halfway into her mouth. María protested then, with a muffled sound… A “mmmm” of protest, but she didn't stop him, and he pulled out, pulled his soaked cock out of my girlfriend's mouth and shoved it back in, hard, almost violently… And she took it, again, as best she could. And another and another and another thrust… and that sound was no longer liquid but guttural, from that cock reaching her throat… and then she had to bring her hands to his thighs to keep him from shoving it in so hard and so deep.

That bastard, with one hand on her head, pulling her hair up a little, would lean back until his cock came out shiny and soaked from her mouth, only to fill it again immediately, fill her mouth with his cock until it deformed that cheek again and pull it out. He accompanied those demeaning movements with his “ufff” and his “fuck… so good…” and on one occasion when his cock didn't go in right, he let out an “open your mouth, fuck…” that sounded tremendously demeaning, but María didn't react, didn't protest, and I'd known for a while why she didn't protest—since the night with Edu, she'd wanted that dirty, demeaning, grotesque sex again… that I… didn't know how to give her. That guy maybe thought he was winning, that he was winning because he was humiliating her, but he didn't know that, deep down, she was winning too.

And not even after he stopped and started jerking off inches from her face was she going to lose. Not even when he told her “I'm going to come on your face” did María get upset, because she found it humiliating, but she couldn't help wanting it to happen, because her pride was fighting her arousal and arousal was winning. And not even when he aimed lower and was already jerking off frantically and said “no… better on your tits… on your slutty tits…” did María back down, but instead brought her hands to her breasts, offering them to him, serene, horny, anxious, still wanting to hide her arousal, but trembling and looking at him with incredibly slutty eyes. And María lifted her face and felt a thick rope land on one of her breasts as he let out an “ohh, fuuuck…!” and another hot rope accompanied by a “take that… slut… fuuuck…!” that she received with composure all over her areola and nipple, and that white jet splashed onto her skirt, and another and another and another thicker one, always on her tits, in a brutal cumshot that she'd asked me for once and I hadn't been able to give her, and he stopped insulting her, seeing it was useless… and gave himself over to pleasure while he kept soaking her.

María received about six or seven thick ropes while she cupped her breasts and looked up, holding the gaze of that guy who was unloading, horny and aggressive, as he'd proven to be in those dirty messages he sent her.

When Álvaro finished, he leaned back a little, panting, dizzy, eyes closed. And María, with her tits and hands soaked, was looking for somewhere to clean herself. I—I don't know why—placed her bra on the bed and stepped back a little, positioning myself like at the beginning, between the foot of the bed and the wall. She got up, trying to keep his semen from dripping off her breasts… looking for somewhere to clean herself. She let her arms fall free and, unable to find anything, ended up heading in my direction until she reached me.

Face to face, her tits bathed in that guy's semen, while I watched him take off his shirt and turn toward a nightstand, she said to me in barely a whisper, almost trembling, tremendously horny, her gaze distant from what she'd just experienced:

“I'm going to the bathroom to clean up… and we're leaving…”

And I heard that whisper… while I watched drops of white semen fall down her tits… bathed… that white liquid falling in thick trails… an image that left me breathless.

Then María suddenly brought one of her hands to her belly, quickly, because she felt a thick drop sliding rapidly down from between her breasts, and after that, brought her face close to mine and whispered:

“Let's go, please…”

And I didn't know if she was begging me or her pride was begging her arousal.

I couldn't react. It was impossible. The image was enough to kill me right there. She, desperate to clean her hands immediately, moved that stained hand away from her torso and brought both hands to her ass, over her skirt, wiping herself there. I couldn't respond, couldn't say anything. I just looked. I watched Álvaro, completely naked, pale, lanky, rummaging through the drawers of his nightstand, looking for something, while María, after wiping herself on her leather skirt, brought her hands to her shirt, to the upper part, around the second or third button from the top, and it seemed like she was going to take it off, but what she did was open it a little more, almost pulling it back to her shoulders, and looked down, checking the damage, checking that defilement of her breasts, with a look that said “fuck, look what he did to me…”—a look that had little anger and a lot of arousal.

Just then, as María looked at herself and I looked at her, another thick white drop began to slide down. Instinctively, I reached out to catch that dense white drop trailing from one of her breasts, down her belly. I felt its viscous warmth against her warm body, and my hand rose automatically to cup one of her breasts, feeling even more of that hot liquid mingling with the warmth of her skin. I caressed her breast with my hand wet from Álvaro's cum. María looked at me. I looked at her. This felt familiar. This was ours. And I understood that this blend was what we'd been searching for—María's freedom with Álvaro, where she called the shots and took things as far as she wanted, always knowing I'd be okay with it, mixed with our own moments of connection, intimate and ours alone.

I brought my other hand to her other breast while Álvaro climbed onto his bed and slipped off the other side, disappearing from the bedroom and heading down that dark, endless hallway. I had no idea where he was going. In silence, I caressed María's cum-covered breasts as we gazed at each other, and we began to hear Guille and Sofía starting a second round, her moans becoming evident again.

María savored those caresses as I fondled her breasts, dying at the feel of that cum on her delicate skin. Then she moved closer, our lips brushed, and she whispered that we should leave… though the whisper wasn't convincing. And while Sofía's “aahhmmm!” surrounded us, María's lips became too tempting to resist. I kissed her, or she kissed me, this time without holding back, without the embarrassment of Edu's room. Because now there was nothing to hide—I'd already watched her suck that guy's cock, already knew that kissing her meant tasting sex, tasting cock, in her mouth. Our tongues merged while I felt Álvaro's cum on my hands and the taste of his cock in my mouth through María's… my cock was ready to explode from so many emotions at once…

My tongue played with the tongue that had just been wrapped around that guy's huge cock, and she seemed so slutty for doing it, and I felt so filthy for enjoying it, that yet another drop soaked my underwear.

María finally broke the kiss, bringing her hands to my waist and pressing her face against mine. We stayed there, pressed together, connected, my hands still on her breasts, and she whispered to me again, desperately:

“Let's go, please…”


CHAPTER 46

Nothing was stopping her from leaving, but maybe she was asking me to make a decision for her that she couldn't make herself.

Suddenly we heard Sofía's moans grow closer, much louder, and it wasn't because she was moaning more intensely, but because someone had clearly opened that bedroom door. María and I pulled apart, leaving her closer to the exit, and I watched Álvaro emerge from that bedroom, leaving Sofía with those moans that hadn't ceased or dropped one bit despite him barging in on her, and he entered the bedroom where María and I were.

My girlfriend, with her back to him and facing me, didn't see him come in with something in his hand.

María and I, standing, motionless, looking at each other. Me telling her with my eyes that we'd leave if she wanted. Her telling me with hers that I should be the one to decide. And her not knowing that Álvaro, completely naked, was entering the room and dropping something on the bed. María had to sense him, to feel him moving into place behind her, but she didn't see him drop a condom on the bed, next to her bra torn in two.

Álvaro pressed his chest against María's back and she never stopped looking at me as she felt him. I stood petrified less than two feet from her as he brushed her hair aside with one hand to kiss her newly exposed neck. Then he brought his hands to her breasts, damp, sticky, but no longer as soaked since I'd collected most of his cum in my hands. Each of that lucky kid's hands on one of those tits, while he practically bit her neck, and María placed her hands over his. Always looking at me, always telling me with those big eyes, “You stop him... because I can't.” And I knew that part of María did want to stop him, because she still thought this kid, whom she couldn't stand, didn't deserve to enjoy her body, didn't deserve to end up fucking her.

Álvaro then lowered his hands to María's leather skirt and began hiking it up, with some effort since it was tight, especially around her ass, where he had to give a couple of hard tugs upward, until he'd uncovered that garter belt almost completely and those black panties entirely. María in heels, stockings, garter belt, the skirt bunched at her waist and her shirt open, kept looking at me; her image... indescribable... anyone who saw her... without knowing her... would think she was a total... whore, in those clothes, it was incredible, impossible for her... And I couldn't think, couldn't decide... I only felt... and watched... watched as Álvaro crouched down, knelt behind her and began kissing her ass. The ass he'd longed for so badly. As he knelt, I could see between her legs that the kid's cock was coming back to life and already showing more than considerable size.

I couldn't process the thrill that so many things gave me; the thrill of seeing that cock spring back to life, the thrill of that slutty image of my girlfriend, her gaze, the thrill of Álvaro kneeling behind her kissing her ass, the thrill from Sofía's moans now crystal clear with that door open, and the thrill of what came next, which killed me—tired of pushing María's panties aside to kiss her ass, he started pulling them down, pulled them down to almost her knees, and María's pussy came into view, trimmed, groomed, with that carefully maintained hair, and I looked at those panties stretched between her legs and could see a very dark stain in the middle of that black silk. Dizzy, frozen, astonished, I watched as Álvaro, kneeling behind her, slid his tongue somewhere between her cheeks, while bringing one of his hands around front to caress that pussy, making María close her eyes... After feeling it, he pulled his face back from her ass and said in a low voice:

“I thought you'd have it completely waxed. I don't know why.”

María, who had closed her eyes while being kissed down there, opened them after hearing that and looked at me. And Álvaro pushed her to lean forward. So far forward that she ended up placing one hand on my chest. María, standing in the middle of that room, let him eat her ass while she leaned on me. And I, perplexed, motionless, watched as her eyes half-closed and then looked down, and saw Álvaro working her pussy with his hand while eating her ass...

María wasn't moaning. Maybe she didn't want to give him that, and for a few moments all you could hear was Sofía moaning and, sometimes, María's pussy thanking him, wetly, for what he was doing with his hand, overruling María herself.

I didn't need that sound, the sound of her moans, to know that Álvaro was undoing María down there, because I had her gaze, her mouth half open... her trembling hand on my chest... She was holding back her moans, but couldn't help bringing her other hand to one of her tits hanging huge... and grabbing it, caressing it... and, after that movement, she whispered to me, without Álvaro hearing, wanting to involve me again, but humiliating me at the same time:

“Take it out...”

I looked at her, astonished, and she insisted:

“Take it out... don't be embarrassed.”

Tears were welling up in my eyes from the pain of seeing her there, horny, truly longing for that kid to fuck her, and wanting to involve me, wanting to make that moment ours even though it was undoubtedly humiliating for her to let herself be violated like that by this guy. I couldn't even breathe anymore, my heart wanted to explode... and I couldn't even recognize myself there; like in Edu's room, I felt like I wasn't there, but was watching the three of us from outside.

Álvaro pulled back, leaving that ass and pussy abandoned. I looked down and saw María's sex wrecked, splayed open, her lips parted over that soaked hair. María straightened up completely again while he grabbed the condom and got ready to open it. My girlfriend took my hand then and tried to guide it to her crotch, to her sex, drawing me in, unlocking me; I felt her wet pubic hair against my fingertips… and I don't know if she pushed me or if my fingers moved on their own, wanting to explore that mess… that opening, that wetness… they started sliding inside, two fingers, without any resistance. I slipped my middle and ring fingers in, all the way, and she didn't even flinch. I pulled my soaked fingers out almost immediately, surprised, scared, while Álvaro pulled the latex from its wrapper and said:

“Want me to fuck you like this? Standing?”

Me. Dead. Sentenced. Having a heart attack. Still with those two fingers stretched out and drenched. María horny, almost gone, but still projecting some semblance of self-control. And she looked back—not at him, but at that cock pointing straight up again.

María watched him put it on, shocked, nervous, and he insisted:

“Standing up then? Turn around, I'm gonna give it to you good.”

María turned back toward me and brought one hand to those bars at the foot of that old cot. She leaned forward. Álvaro was going to fuck her, right there, both of them standing, half a meter from me—he was going to fuck her, facing me. María with her legs slightly apart, those panties halfway down, binding her thighs, turned her head again and whispered:

“Be careful…”

Álvaro made a face… and tilted his head, as if dismissing something, muttering to himself. And then, once he was sure he had it on right and with María already looking forward again, he positioned himself behind her and let his cock slide between her legs, jutting out in front. And I watched that sheathed cock stroke María's pussy from outside. His mouth went to her neck, he pulled her shirt collar aside a bit, kissed her there and said:

“Careful, nothing… I know you like it rough…”

María tried to keep her eyes open and held still, enduring those bites on her neck and that cock rubbing against her pussy, sliding between her thighs.

“I'm gonna fuck you good and proper…”

This was a done deal and he seemed to want to gloat… delaying the inevitable. Knowing he had María completely at his mercy.

“You think I don't know you've been fucking with me for months…? You think I don't know you two were messaging me to get yourselves off at my expense…?”

María looked at me intently. I was having a heart attack, wasn't myself, already outside my own body, in some unreal limbo… my heart couldn't take anymore, I wanted to die so I wouldn't have to suffer anymore… I felt like crying from that arousal, from that pain. My only escape was to jump over the bed, since they were blocking my way, but I couldn't even muster the strength for that. Again, like months ago, I only had two options: leave… or jerk off watching that bastard, who had caught us, fuck my girlfriend.

I undid my belt and unbuttoned my pants while he kept slobbering on her neck and rocked his hips forward and back, grinding against María's thighs and swollen lips, saying:

“You're both freaks… you've been fucking with me for months… How many people do you message…? How many have fucked you in front of him, huh?” he whispered in María's ear—she couldn't stand another second without him inside her.

I opened my pants, knowing that if I touched myself I'd come. Knowing that if Álvaro saw, he'd humiliate me. My underwear was one thick, hot stain… and María let go of those bars and reached back to Álvaro's nape, her mouth seeking his in a contorted twist… and I freed my cock while they kissed… while their tongues tangled and he cupped her tits again. María's other hand went down to Álvaro's cock, she bent her knees a little, and like that, standing, she tried to guide him inside her. I brought two fingers to my cock, pulled my skin back, watching them the whole time, about to die, about to explode, my head slick with a thick pool of precum, my shoved-aside underwear soaked… while my girlfriend, heels anchored to the floor, bent her knees, desperate for that cock to fill her… never stopping kissing him… never stopping kissing that preppy kid she claimed to hate… and like that… bending her knees a bit, that cock began to disappear inside her body… all that flesh sliding into her… and she finally felt, four months later, a big, hot cock filling her… and I wanted to see her face wrecked with pleasure… but that kiss wouldn't end… I stroked my cock just once and felt myself coming… just from that one stroke… and that kiss ended and her face turned forward, toward me, and that hand went back to those bars, holding on… with Álvaro's cock buried to the hilt…

He brought one hand to María's hip and the other to her hair, pulled it a little, and after a sharp, precise thrust that nearly lifted her onto her toes, he whispered in her ear:

“I've been wanting you so bad… fuck…”

That gangly kid—pale, bug-eyed, with his almost-adolescent pimples—was nailing her with precision, giving her a pleasure I couldn't give her. He didn't have Edu's beauty, that amazing body, that dominance. He wasn't on their level, not Edu's, not María's, but he was giving her something I couldn't.

My girlfriend leaned forward a bit and stretched out her other hand, reaching for me, for my chest, while Álvaro began to fuck her slowly. María started panting… nothing like Sofía's loud, constant moans… and I stopped touching myself because even the slightest contact would make me come… and I was grateful that María's body hid my small cock so Álvaro couldn't see it.

María had to close her eyes, letting out those “ufff”s that weren't for me, and that tremendous thrill of feeling your girlfriend like that, moaning for another man, killed me and at the same time made me feel more alive than ever—again as if this was what was real and everything else in my life was just absurd, insipid anecdotes, emptiness. Having your girlfriend there, standing, leaning against you, being fucked by another… seeing her pleasure-filled face each time he thrust into her… ignoring my small cock because she wanted another one, the one she finally had inside her now… no cold dildos, no absurd fantasies, finally real, fucked, penetrated, filled, drilled by that kid who didn't deserve that cock, who didn't deserve the luck of finding her, of finding us…

María, one hand on my chest and the other gripping those bars, moaning, with those arousing yet devastating “ufff”s, was telling me with each moan that that cock was destroying her. With my pants pulled down, my small cock perpetually on the verge of exploding, I watched hypnotized as he fucked her right in front of me, after everything. I opened her shirt a bit to see how her tits, still sticky from his cum, moved rhythmically with each thrust. Having your girlfriend like that, your fiancée, being fucked, impaled just inches from you… her huge tits bouncing free, eyes half-closed, moaning, gasping, those “ahhhmmm”s, those “ahhmmm… god…”s—it was so painful and so arousing that I couldn't even breathe.

I pulled my hands away from her shirt and Álvaro started picking up the pace, his pelvis already slamming against María's ass, creating that hollow sound. I stepped back a bit—I wanted to see them better—took a couple steps backward and pulled up my underwear so he couldn't laugh at me. And María was gripping those bars with one hand, the other on her thigh… leaning forward… taking that fucking with composure… her “ufff”s had long since turned into near-screams, those infinitely arousing “ahhmmm!” “ahhmmm!”s.

That guy was enjoying having her like that, sometimes pulling her hair, sometimes grabbing her ass hard. He sped up even more and said:

“Fuck, this is amazing… You're loving it, huh…!”

María, eyes half-closed, looked at me and brought the hand from her thigh to her breasts, holding them, keeping them from bouncing against each other now that Álvaro had picked up the pace. He pulled her hair and she didn't protest.

“You're getting fucked good…! You're loving it!” he said, pulling her torso up by her hair so he could speak almost directly into her ear.

He fucked her like that, both of them standing, whispering in her ear… telling her over and over how much he'd wanted to fuck her…

“All the times I've jerked off imagining this… damn…” he panted in her ear, completely lost in it, while his hips kept going, relentless, forward and back, creating that sound… making María moan, now rivaling Sofía.

María, between screams, when she could, tried to look at me, tried to connect with me, wanting to involve me again but killing me at the same time. For a few moments, like that, both standing—my girlfriend's torso, imposing, with her colossal tits, her pussy taking those thrusts with composure… me watching that cock slide in and out with force… splitting her in two. I had the feeling María was looking at me not to get even more excited—that was impossible—but rather to maintain our tacit pact, to include me, almost as a favor. Something I could confirm shortly after, when Álvaro finally pulled out and told her to get on the bed.

I pulled my underwear up completely so he wouldn't see me, and she didn't hesitate to obey. She wasn't looking at me anymore, and I still held out hope that it was out of shame—that she was ashamed, since she hadn't even protested. She pulled her panties all the way down, took them off and left them on the floor, then brought her hands to the zipper of her skirt. Before I knew it, my girlfriend—in heels, stockings, garter belt, and shirt—was lying on the bed, on her back, not looking at me, and that guy, with that enormous, perpetually hard cock, disproportionate for his thin body, his unfinished frame, was approaching her. He was going to lie on top of her and fuck her like that, calmly, both of them forgetting about me.

And I wanted her to look for me, but she didn't.

That was already more than I could bear. I could barely walk as I left them kissing, him on top of her, rubbing his cock between her legs, not yet inside her. It was unbearable. Insufferable. Even more painful when, from the doorway, I saw that it was María who reached out to grab that cock… to guide it inside herself…

And she wasn't looking at me. I no longer existed. I couldn't take it anymore.

I left.


CHAPTER 47

I zipped up my pants and left that room at the end of the hallway, passing the other open door where Guille was fucking Sofía in what was turning into a sex marathon.

In the darkness of that hallway, I closed my eyes and still saw my girlfriend on her back, reaching out to grab that kid's huge cock, desperate to be fucked again. Are you that needy? Do I give you so little cock…? I asked myself, unfair and guilt-ridden… when a wave of nausea hit me and I could barely find the bathroom door.

Dry heaves wracked my body as I knelt in front of the toilet… feeling like I'd vomit any second. Sweat covered me, I was hot and cold at the same time, shivers running through me, and all while images of María being fucked by that kid flashed through my mind. Hard again and regretting handing her over like that… I thought, devastated, as I started vomiting into that disgusting toilet.

Emptying myself like that didn't cure my nausea. The hole in my stomach was still there, and my heart pounding nonstop was killing me. After the silence that followed vomiting, I heard their moans again, and I couldn't even tell whose was whose. It was what I wanted and I still knew it was what I wanted, but at the same time I couldn't bear it. I spent several minutes practically hugging that toilet, kneeling, in a half-conscious limbo, listening to them fuck, each couple doing their own thing… while I tried to imagine what position he'd be fucking her in now, whether he was still on top of her or fucking her some other way.

I managed to get up. I looked at myself in the bathroom mirror. Devastated. Haggard. I rinsed my mouth. Splashed water on my face. My hands were trembling with a life of their own, and I felt like I could vomit again at any moment, despite knowing there was nothing left in my stomach.

I stepped out into the hallway. I was going to leave. I was going to leave that house. That dive I'd entered to mess with Álvaro and get ourselves off… and that I'd be leaving while listening to María moan from being fucked by him.

I approached the end of the hallway again. I'd turn left, leaving to my right the tireless gasps, purrs, and moans of Sofía, and enter Álvaro's bedroom to grab my coat and leave.

Dragging my feet. Exhausted from all the anxiety, terrified of what I might find, I walked down that hallway and turned left.

I entered Álvaro's bedroom again and the first thing that hit me was the sound of squeaky bed springs combined with shameless moans. I didn't even want to look, but I could sense the position. I was dying. I grabbed my coat from the chair where I'd left it, and I couldn't avoid looking any longer:

Álvaro, lying on his back, and María, in stockings, garter belt, and open shirt, squatting and facing me with her back to him, now shoeless, riding up and down on his cock, satisfied, full, savoring that long stroke, the ability to rise and fall, to bury it and pull it out, to fill herself and release herself from that huge cock in long movements. I looked at her. She was looking at me. But she no longer saw me, I knew she no longer saw me—in fact, she ended up closing her eyes while she kept riding up and down. And Álvaro spanked her ass with one hand while the other pulled her hair... María took that pull and that spank without flinching… delighted, delighted with that filthy sex, delighted with that treatment and that cock… Her tits bounced proudly, she bounced in ecstasy… shameless… letting out tremendous “Ahhhmmm!” “Ahhhmmmm!” constantly…

Álvaro gave her another spank… and María brought both hands to her tits, cupping them from below without covering those wide areolas and those hard, impressive nipples. Taking that spank, taking that hair pull, and listening to him, listening as he gave her exactly what she wanted:

“Fuck… what a slut you are… you fuck so well…” said Álvaro, eyes closed… and María enjoyed it even more, feeling more like a woman... and more of a slut, exultant, exuberant… proud… She was discovering or confirming that she needed more, that her body had been created for better sex, that her kinks, her sexuality needed to be satisfied this way… The image of her bouncing on him while holding her tits, silk shirt open, garter belt, stockings, again that combined image of elegant and slutty… Her thick mane, her neck movements, enjoying herself, fucking that huge cock all the way to the balls, rising and falling… her face… slutty… her moans… her tremendous, real “Ahhhmmm!”… That was María's reality, the reality of the sex she wanted to have and believed she deserved.

Tears were welling up in my eyes… and my body decided for me… and I was leaving… leaving again down that hallway, coat in hand, leaving behind the rhythmic sound of those springs protesting every time María rose and fell… María's incredibly sensual moans... and those spanks on her bare ass. And I didn't know if Álvaro was repeating it or if it was my mind doing it, but that phrase from Álvaro echoed in my head again, that “Fuck… what a slut you are… you fuck so well…”

I didn't know if Álvaro was like that, if he was that uninhibited during sex, or if he'd figured out a while ago that this was exactly what María demanded, what she was looking for, but he turned out to be an even more aggressive and dominating lover than Edu.

I reached the living room, which was in almost total darkness, and a tremendous wave of nausea rose through my body. I thought I'd vomit right there on the floor. I sat down on the sofa as best I could. I was trying to catch my breath. A few tears escaped my eyes, and it could have been for any number of reasons. I lay down for a moment on my side, because lying on my back would only make me dizzier… and I closed my eyes.

A noise startled me. I didn't know what it was, but it made me realize I'd fallen asleep. I had no idea how long I'd been there, twisted up on that soft couch. I had the impression that what woke me was a door slamming, maybe the front door. I strained to listen and heard footsteps—a woman's, in heels—on the elevator landing.

I checked the time. I wasn't sure exactly, but maybe I'd been on that couch for an hour. And I didn't know whose footsteps those were—maybe a neighbor from across the hall, though the slam had sounded closer. Or maybe I wasn't sure. Or maybe it was Sof&iacute;a, who might have left, thoroughly satisfied.

I sat up for a moment. Dry mouth. Unbearable unease. Horrible discomfort. I put my hands to my face. I let out a heavy breath. What I'd just seen between María and Álvaro felt like it had happened a lifetime ago, yet it was still vividly etched in my mind.

I stood up and heard again, in the distance, a woman's moans… Again that mixture of arousal and pain that hadn't disappeared even while I slept. Again I didn't want to know, but I needed to know. Again my subconscious, my drunkenness, or my fantasy madness—which was now real—decided for me, and I found myself walking down that hallway like an automaton, not knowing what to expect, not knowing what to feel, not knowing who would be fucking… whether those moans were Sof&iacute;a's… though if she'd been the one who left, they could only be María's… As I got closer, sometimes those cries sounded like María's and sometimes like Sof&iacute;a's. My heart was pounding out of my chest, but I was terribly tired… tired of these nerves… I reached the end of the hallway and saw there was no light on the right, so… it had to be María… it was the light from Álvaro's bedroom that was on.

The door was ajar. I didn't want to see it, but I wanted to see it. Like self-destructive masochism, like a gambling addiction… I didn't know why I was doing this to myself… but those moans compelled me to push that door open.

I pushed it open a bit and the volume shot up… and a wave of heat and the smell of sex and latex washed over me. But if those two senses made me shudder, when I added what my eyes took in, I died. I literally died right there. I no longer felt pain in that moment, perhaps because the scene was so sexual, so impersonal—unlike seeing Álvaro kiss and fuck María in missionary—that what I felt far more strongly was arousal. And disbelief.

The lighting was darker than before—a black garment, surely María's shirt, lay draped over the lamp. And I discovered that Sof&iacute;a wasn't the one whose heels I'd heard on the landing. And I discovered why I couldn't tell whether the moans and cries I was hearing were María's or Sof&iacute;a's. Because they were from both of them.

Yes, from both of them. And it wasn't Álvaro fucking María now—it was Guille.

The image was so sexual, so brutal, that I almost had to lean against the doorframe. I saw Guille and Álvaro with their backs to me, naked, kneeling on the bed. They had Sof&iacute;a and María on all fours, side by side, taking it from those two guys. Those two beauties, on all fours, taking the cocks of those two preppy boys, each one enjoying it more than the last, each one screaming louder. The guys' asses clenched as they thrust, driving the women wild with pleasure. Sof&iacute;a had her t-shirt bunched up at her waist and nothing else. María still had the garter belt and stockings, but no longer the shirt, which was indeed draped over the lamp. María looked the most like a slut, and she was screaming the loudest.

I walked a bit closer and they noticed my presence, but they didn't stop. Dead, like a ghost, as if someone were controlling me by remote control, I circled the bed until I could see them in profile, almost head-on. Sof&iacute;a looked at me and held my gaze. María did too, but then lowered her head, though she didn't stop moaning.

It was Sof&iacute;a who spoke:

“What are you looking at, bastard…? If you record me, I'll kill you. If you record us, I'll kill you,” she said, never stopping as she took Álvaro's thrusts, and I wasn't even surprised anymore. Nothing could faze me now because I had surpassed all limits—I couldn't feel anything more.

María lowered onto her elbows, her face buried in her arms, while Guille slid into her rhythmically. Guille, with his slicked-back hair, a bit of a belly, that mediocre body—I had the impression, though I wasn't sure, that he was fucking María without a condom.

Sof&iacute;a had her palms flat on the bed. She was taking Álvaro's thrusts with more composure than María was taking Guille's, with more pride, and her substantial breasts—though not as large as María's—hung enticingly from her torso.

Me. Motionless. I felt so awful I wasn't even getting hard. I couldn't anymore. I couldn't take any more.

Astonished. Standing. I watched as Sof&iacute;a closed her eyes in pleasure, no longer caring about my presence, dismissing me as harmless. I noticed the dark moles dotting that brunette's body, her face too, and her generous hips—fuller than María's—and her huge hoop earrings swaying rhythmically to the beat of that brat burying himself inside her to the hilt.

While her former rival and now companion enjoyed Álvaro's cock, María raised her head and placed her palms on the bed too, so that her enormous breasts hung from her torso. And she looked straight ahead, taking Guille's thrusts, but she didn't look at me—she only had to turn her gaze slightly, but she didn't… she just enjoyed it, panted… letting out constant “Aaahhmmm!” “Aaahmmm!”… looking ahead but not at me, and she began to tilt her head, tossing her hair, savoring it, proud… as if she weren't letting herself be fucked by a stranger while another woman got fucked right next to her, on the same bed.

I didn't recognize her—couldn't recognize her like this. Guille grabbed her and yanked her toward him, gripping that garter belt, that garter belt she'd bought for me…

Nothing seemed to matter to her—not that I was watching, not that he was the second one to fuck her that same night, not having a stranger beside her getting fucked too, in the same bed. She didn't care that her tits bounced against each other, creating a grotesque image. She didn't care how he tugged on her garter belt, or grabbed her ass hard, or slapped her now and then. No. She just enjoyed it—enjoyed that filthy sex and her own sexuality. Maybe she knew exactly what a slutty image she was projecting, and that was precisely what hooked her, what made her not only not want to stop but never want it to end. If Sofía's face showed pleasure, if her moans showed pleasure, María's face, contorted with delight, was shocking, overwhelming—pure pleasure.

And for me, out of all of it, what killed me most, what hurt beyond bearing, was that she wouldn't look at me. That she'd let herself get fucked like that by those two kids and wouldn't even deign to look at me.

Guille, sweaty, with that small, round belly that made him look especially strange and ridiculous, delivered the final blow:

“She's your girlfriend, right?” he asked, pulling her hair.

María let herself be fucked, let herself be humiliated, let her hair be pulled, forcing her head up… and he repeated to me, while she kept moaning:

“But is she your girlfriend or not?”

That question carried a desire for humiliation—double humiliation, aimed at María too—almost psychotic.

Álvaro laughed, looking at me, never stopping as he fucked Sofía, and with that image of the two of them on all fours getting fucked by those kids, I decided to leave.

I couldn't take it anymore. I just wanted to get home. As if I'd be safe there… As if being home would somehow mean those two rich kids hadn't fucked my girlfriend...

But at that moment, Álvaro pulled out of Sofía. That huge cock sheathed in transparent rubber came back into view. The brunette, who looked exhausted, didn't protest, just let herself collapse forward onto the bed. Álvaro pulled off the condom, let it drop to the floor, climbed off the bed and headed toward me… passed right by me… and approached María. His intentions were obvious… Maybe I would have preferred more resistance, or any resistance… though really, at that point, it was absurd… but the eagerness… María's eagerness… the eagerness with which she took Álvaro's cock… in her mouth… was too much… And I wondered if that display was necessary, that punishment… Guille was fucking her from behind while Álvaro shoved it in her mouth… Was that expiation really necessary…? Were those bastards really going to exploit María's horniness like this, my fantasy, her lack of rough sex…?

Sofía turned over, and on her back, shameless—maybe accustomed to these situations, maybe not—began to caress herself, to masturbate… while beside her, Guille continued, rhythmic, fucking María, gripping her by the garter belt, thrusting that incredible woman—a woman he couldn't even believe he was fucking—against his friend. A friend who, with his perpetual smirk of satisfaction, guided his cock so it wouldn't slip from María's mouth… She, eyes closed, muffled her moans of pleasure from Guille's cock with Álvaro's cock in her mouth.

“…What a slut she is… god…” Álvaro panted, looking at Guille. The two exchanged glances and smiled. Meanwhile, María continued with her muffled “Mmmm! Mmmm!” around Álvaro's cock, and Sofía masturbated, oblivious to everything.

Álvaro pulled back a little, a few centimeters, just enough for a strand of precum to form a bridge between the tip of his cock and María's lips. She opened her eyes. And she didn't look at me—she looked up at that kid, whose movement seemed designed to make María chase his cock with her mouth. I looked away. I wasn't totally sure, but it would be too painful to watch María humiliate herself, desperately seeking Álvaro's cock with her mouth… I looked at the floor, saw several used condoms… María's high heels… her black panties… Then I was startled by the sudden increase in noise from the bed springs creaking. And I watched as Guille picked up the pace, one hand on his hip, admiring himself as if watching in an imaginary mirror, the other going to his hair like a tic—strange, unpleasant. He was fucking María at full speed while fixing his hair and blinking rapidly in another kind of repulsive tic… And as the springs creaked, María moaned louder… eyes closing… while Álvaro seemed to caress her face, her hair, with strange delicacy. It was all so bizarre, like a play created to destroy me and kill María with pleasure. Guille began to moan, almost feminine, high-pitched, and María, oblivious to his tics and strange unmanly sounds, continued with her “ahh!” “ahhh!”—eyes closed, Álvaro's cock just centimeters from her mouth.

It was all so painful, so shocking… so degrading and yet so arousing...

Álvaro couldn't hold back anymore… and shoved his cock back in her mouth… turning those “ahhh!”s into muffled “mmm!”s around his cock… More than I could bear.

Humiliated. Pushed past my limit. I walked like an automaton, leaving María filled by two cocks in that bed.

I left the bedroom. I was going home. There was no turning back.

I stopped by the bathroom first. I tried to vomit, but couldn’t. I was empty. Completely drained. That weakness overwhelmed me when I reached the living room again, back into that darkness. Everything felt like a dream. I thought I was going to pass out—in fact, I let myself collapse onto the couch and couldn’t tell if it had been my choice or if I’d blacked out for a split second.

I slipped into a limbo. A state that didn’t feel real, yet didn’t feel like dreaming either. I couldn’t tell if I was asleep or not, my mind questioning itself. I heard moans and wanted to stop them. Like that dream I’d had months before, where I wanted María to give herself over, but at the same time didn’t want her to, and I wanted to stop it but couldn’t—couldn’t because I was asleep, because I was asleep again on that couch.

And I heard heels again, but this time I knew they were in that living room, and they were leaving. I knew it was Sofía because I cracked one eye open and her shoes and the bottom of her pants appeared in my blurry field of vision. Sofía opened the door and left. I was almost sure it wasn’t a dream, but not certain. I closed that eye. I thought I heard moans but wasn’t sure. I didn’t know if I slept. But I knew time had passed, a long time since Sofía had left—if I hadn’t dreamed it—when a man’s voice startled me, probably woke me. He was saying something. I didn’t understand him. I opened the same eye again. And that man was leaving too. I hadn’t understood him, but his voice hung in the air, echoing around the living room, and I held onto it, and I realized it had been Guille, and finally it reached me, delayed, what he’d said, and I would have died if I weren’t already dead; his exact words were the culmination of the madness I had created, of the fire I had ignited, his exact words were: “Álvaro’s fucking her in the ass, in case you want to see it.”

Drenched in sweat. Clothes completely wrinkled. Shivering. I looked at my watch. Almost eight in the morning, but the room was still in near-total darkness.

I wanted to see it, but I wasn’t myself anymore. And I knew I wouldn’t see María there—I’d see someone else.

I put on my coat and walked down that hallway for the second-to-last time.

I didn’t hear panting, or moans.

They were screams.

Determined, because it wasn’t me anymore. I walked. I approached. The door was open.

I didn’t want to think. Or imagine. Why bother. My body, my breathing, my heart—everything was already in such anguish that it no longer felt like mine.

I didn’t peek in. I walked straight into that bedroom. I planted myself there knowing that beyond unbearable, I couldn’t feel anything more. And that’s how it was. The image was grotesque. Brutal. Humiliating. For me. For María. Even though she was enjoying it. Even though it was exactly what she wanted. What she’d been craving for four months, since the wedding.

Álvaro, on the bed, almost standing but more like squatting, and María on all fours, face buried in her arms, legs nearly together… I could see her pussy, wrecked, her lips swollen red, almost pushed outside her body… and that wasn’t the hole Álvaro was filling. That kid had his huge cock buried in María’s ass, halfway in or more, and she was screaming into the sheets and her arms—screams of pain and pleasure that were utterly devastating.

Álvaro would pull his cock back a little, then push to go deeper, and María’s scream would turn gut-wrenching. Both their muscles completely tense. He was destroying her. Álvaro was finally getting what he’d been promising us for months—that he was going to fuck María in the ass. An ass that had been virgin until that moment, that couldn’t take a cock like that, no matter how much experience he had fucking this way.

I couldn’t see María’s face. She didn’t even know I was there, and probably Álvaro didn’t either, but it was undeniable that the thrill and desire outweighed whatever pain and the obvious humiliation of having that kid—the one she claimed to hate—fucking her in the ass, taking that forbidden hole that had been off-limits to everyone until now, except him.

Too brutal. Too filthy. Too humiliating to see my fiancée in that dump, on that cot, letting herself get fucked in the ass by that preppy kid.

“Shhh… easy… once it’s all the way in, it starts to open up…” he told her, feigning tenderness, but you could see it clearly—his expression, that smile behind his eyes… his triumph… his contempt… his depravity.

With those words, I left. With those words and María’s resulting scream, one last gut-wrenching “Aaaahhhhh!” that told me Álvaro was going even deeper.

That hallway, for the last time. That living room, for the last time.

I closed the door behind me. I left. Leaving much of myself behind too—or my old self—in that dive.

The situation was brutal. Devastating. And even then, I didn’t yet know that María wouldn’t come back to our house for another four or five hours.


CHAPTER 48

The elevator descended and I closed my eyes, still feeling like I was in that bedroom, unsure whether I wanted those images crossing my mind seared into memory or not. The creaking of the elevator car reminded me of hours earlier, riding down with María, leaving, feeling that twinge of disappointment. Now it had happened—everything had happened. The question was whether too much had happened.

The cold, the hangover, and the glare of dawn hit my face as I stepped onto the street. I walked, retracing the path I'd taken with María that night—everything was different, inside and out. I couldn't understand what had happened, how everything had spiraled out of control, at what moment it went from nothing to something, from something to everything, and from everything to too much.

When I entered the underground parking garage to get the car, I thought about María taking a taxi back to our place, and strangely, I felt pity. But pity for what? For her? For me? I also wondered if it was fair—if I was being fair blaming her, because I was blaming her, blaming her for going too far. Did she have that much pent up inside her? Had she been living that repressed with me? Did she crave rough sex so badly that she'd throw herself into that madness with those punks?

The drive home, the arrival, my last attempt to vomit—this time in our bathroom—the whole time I kept asking myself those same questions. I didn't want to blame her, but I couldn't help it. And that last image, Álvaro squatting behind her, taking her from behind… did she really want that? Was there really another María?

I got into bed and kept checking the clock compulsively. I couldn't understand why she wasn't back yet. And more questions: Was it really necessary to fuck for five or six hours or however long they'd been at it? Would she really never come to her senses? Wouldn't a single orgasm be enough to satisfy her?

I was more shaken than when the wedding incident had happened. What happened with Edu could have been a heat-of-the-moment thing, fueled by alcohol, after months and months of flirting and attempts… with a genuinely attractive man… but this, this was something else. In fact, it made me think that what happened with Edu had been about Edu, but what happened with these punks wasn't about them—it was about it not being with me. I fell asleep with that agonizing thought in my head: that María kept fucking because she was telling herself who knows when she'd really get to fuck again.

But if anything tempered my anger, it was that I'd never lost my arousal. From the first kiss with Álvaro, I hadn't stopped being ecstatic, excited, captivated by what María was going to do. How could I blame her when, even as I tried to sleep, I still felt that erection, my cock leaking, and I kept replaying images of her sucking Álvaro's cock, or him taking her from behind, or Guille impaling her from behind—all of it driving me wild with that sick fascination. I wondered if it was even fair to ask her to enjoy herself so I could watch, but only enjoy herself just enough—just enough that it wouldn't hurt me.

It couldn't be fair or unfair. I could only feel. Feel that sick fascination, feel jealousy, feel humiliation, feel pain… I even felt betrayed by when she'd stopped including me. And while I tried to remember at what point María had shut me out in that apartment… I fell asleep.

Every noise in the building, every footstep from the neighbor upstairs, every creak of settling wood—they were all little alarm clocks that didn't just wake me, but reminded me I was alone, that María still hadn't come home. And that was excruciating.

I'd slept but hadn't rested, and I couldn't put it off any longer. I looked at the clock—past eleven. I thought about calling her but immediately dismissed the idea. I didn't dare. I pictured her phone ringing and Álvaro picking it up, answering me with that perpetual smirk of cockiness and triumph, telling me he was still fucking her, that he still wasn't done with her… it was too painful… and I was too much of a coward.

How do you get up on a Saturday morning? How do you put on pajamas, make yourself coffee, have breakfast… how do you do all that knowing your girlfriend, your fiancée, is being fucked by some punk? It's unbearable. And the worst part is that while you're doing it, it hurts—because you're sick—because while you're having breakfast, you feel those nerves… and imagining what she's doing excites you and hurts you, hurts you because it's twisted. And you blame yourself.

I heard the elevator open while I was sitting on the couch. When I recognized María's footsteps and heard her key in the door, I felt the most immense relief. And I realized that peace, that feeling of safety, wasn't me being home—it was both of us being home.

I'd spent so many hours thinking about myself that I hadn't considered how she might be feeling. I was so certain I had changed after what I'd experienced that I hadn't stopped to think about whether that night would change her too, or how much, or in what direction.

She walked into the living room. Dressed in black, like at dinner, but no longer elegant—worn down, fatigued, used… finally satisfied? Those phrases bubbling up from my mind confirmed that my accusation was still simmering beneath the surface. I saw her and she felt my presence, but didn't look at me. She took off her coat and purse and let them drop onto the other couch. Still didn't look at me. Her face showed nothing. Just exhaustion.

I stood up, but she circled the coffee table on the other side, walking with purpose, as if nothing had happened. Without looking at me. She wanted to leave the living room. Ignoring me.

I came up behind her after she'd already passed me. I stopped her. She stopped. I hugged her. My chest against her back, my arms wrapped around her. I wanted to feel her. I squeezed her a little tighter. I inhaled and felt love, suddenly, an overwhelming love. And, paranoia or not, I could smell the sex, her sex… that smell… of man, of sweat, of latex… from that bedroom, that wouldn't fade, that kept enveloping me. It felt like all of her smelled of sex, like if she'd run into any neighbor in the elevator, they would have known she'd spent the night fucking.

“Let me go… I want to take a shower…” she said, her voice a weak lament.

Countless phrases flooded my mind, each more accusatory than the last: “You must be satisfied now…” “Did you sleep at all or were you fucking until now?” “Did his huge cock fit in your ass in the end?” “Yes, take a shower… it’ll be for the best…” I thought them all, almost at once, but held onto just enough sanity not to say them. Yet just thinking them turned me on.

She didn’t try to break free and I didn’t want her to leave. I closed my eyes and the image of Guille taking her from behind while Álvaro shoved his cock in her mouth flooded my mind… and my hands rose instinctively, and that embrace stopped being chaste, and I discovered she wasn’t wearing a bra, because my hands started groping, over her black silk shirt, those bare nipples, those breasts sucked and marked by Álvaro… and who knows, maybe by Guille too.

I caressed those breasts over the silk and kissed her neck. From behind. And she didn’t protest. In my pain, I started getting aroused. Without ejaculating, without orgasm, while I groped her and nearly bit her neck, I understood that in that feast of sex, I was the only one who hadn’t gotten off, and that wasn’t fair. I suddenly understood that I deserved it, that it was my turn.

I turned María around. Face to face. She looked serious, as if she didn’t want to show any emotion. Her eyes were red. But I saw she was surprisingly distressed. Just tiredness? I felt unease, a protective instinct, a sudden urge to shelter her. I pressed my face to hers, felt her cold skin, kissed her cheek, and whispered.

“Are you okay?”

María didn’t answer, but her arms wrapped around my neck in an embrace.

With our faces pressed together, unable to see her, I could feel a sob, a whimper.

My girlfriend, with that embrace, was seeking refuge in me, but my body only wanted one thing: to be selfish. A selfishness that my mind remembered had ruled her, which evened the score, so immediately my mouth went to her cheek, and right after to her lips. To kiss cold, used lips… and I wanted a deeper kiss, a sexual kiss, because I also believed I deserved sex, and I wanted to feel her tongue and she let me, and, paranoia or not, I could smell cock in her mouth… and while I unbuttoned her shirt, I lost myself in a kiss I wanted to make filthy, to better taste the cock, or cocks, that mouth had devoured, and she gave me the kiss, gave me her tongue, perhaps understanding that yes, it was my turn, it was my moment.

That’s surely why María didn’t protest when, after opening her shirt, my hands went to her thighs. And she let me discover she was no longer wearing the garter belt, let me discover she had come back from that house without panties.

With her shirt open, her skirt bunched at her waist, and my mouth at her ear, I whispered:

“Some things are missing here…”

She didn’t respond and I, with my face pressed to hers, caressed one of her enormous breasts with one hand while the other traced through the pubic hair of her pussy. She didn’t reply, didn’t defend herself. I asked her to sit on the couch and she didn’t object—no doubt she understood that after her countless hours fucking those rich kids, now it was my turn. My turn to savor, to taste the torrent of smells and fluids still on her defiled body. I half-fell on top of her on that couch, hiked her skirt up more and, while I kissed her again and again tasted Álvaro’s cock in her mouth, I caressed her stockings along her thighs… and spread her legs. I knelt in front of her then, wanting to savor the sight, wanting, rock hard, to see that beauty, mine, worn out by that night. I wanted to lock away that image—María with her disheveled hair, her teary eyes, her open shirt, her enormous breasts, her skirt bunched at her waist, her stockings, her high heels… showing me a destroyed pussy, reddened… battered, humiliated…

How could I not smell that, how could I not bring my nose and mouth there upon seeing those open lips, parted, battered… I could smell cock and latex even from a distance… I brought my face there and a thick musk hit me… and I stretched out my tongue and ran it along one of those parted lips and felt it impossibly soft, utterly pliable… It seemed like he’d been fucking her until the last moment, that he hadn’t wasted her, that he’d squeezed every last drop from her, used her until the final second.

I buried my mouth there, knowing she wouldn’t feel anything anymore, that I’d feel it all, but it was my turn.

I didn’t even want to look at her. I didn’t want to connect with her, just as she hadn’t with me. And she didn’t even deign to breathe heavily, or moan, or even bring her hand to my hair, to my head, to set the rhythm of that pussy eating I was enjoying even as it became painful. I buried my tongue and plowed through her depths searching for wetter, hotter spots, spread her already-open lips and defiled what was already infinitely more defiled. I savored that scent of sex, of cock, and wondered if they’d fucked her without a condom, but I didn’t ask.

At one moment, with my tongue completely inside her, I shifted my head slightly to look at her. And looking up, I saw María, my girlfriend, my fiancée, with her face tilted to the side, eyes open. Her mind elsewhere. Legs spread, slutty stockings on, panties god knows where, and her mind elsewhere.

I pulled my tongue and mouth away, tugged down my pajama pants a bit, and moved to enter her. María still wasn’t saying no to anything, though I knew her mind wasn’t with me, and that she was dying to shower and get into bed.

I pulled her toward me so her body rested closer to the edge of the sofa, and she let me. I searched for her eyes, wanting them to show me what she was feeling more than wanting to connect, but she wasn’t there. And for myself, by myself, I guided my cock to the entrance of her pussy, gently parted those worn lips with two fingers… positioned the head at her opening… and began to slide slowly inside her. I closed my eyes as I entered her… as I felt an immense heat embrace me, surround my cock… and, as expected, I felt nothing, we felt nothing, María didn’t even flinch and I got aroused by barely feeling those walls, those stretched walls, wide open from having taken not one but two cocks, one enormous and the other still unknown to me.

I began a slow rhythm, sometimes thrusting at a slight angle, trying to feel at least something. I opened and closed my eyes, watching her tits bounce with each stroke—her shirt open, her torso bare, her heels planted on the floor as if nothing were happening, her face turned to the side as if nothing were happening.

After a few minutes of silent fucking, with only my breathing audible, I finally pulled out of her and started stroking myself right there, kneeling. María looked at me then and said:

“Where do you want to come?”

Her tone was ice cold, and I was about to call her out on it when I saw tears welling up in her eyes.

“I don’t care,” I said, shocked by her expression on one hand but incredibly turned on on the other, never stopping my hand, desperate to come, to release, to finally let go.

“Come on me, if you want, but be careful not to get any on the shirt or the sofa.”

She said it in that icy tone—I couldn’t understand how it could be so neutral yet so heartbreaking at the same time.

For a few seconds I stroked myself, aiming for her belly, until she realized her silk shirt was at risk and sat up to take it off.

For the next several seconds I stroked myself over her body, but I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t come like that, over her… My body was begging to explode right there… but the whole situation was so strange… so pitiful…

María, using the excuse of not staining the sofa, asked me to stand up. I stepped back, not really knowing what she intended, and she sat up and knelt there in the middle of our living room, took my whole cock in her mouth… cupped my balls gently… then pulled her mouth away, brought two fingers to the tip of my cock as it pointed at her, and started sucking me fast… Her hand frantic, her mouth hungry, hard, relentless… sucking me brutally… I closed my eyes… suddenly she was destroying me, suddenly finishing everything. In barely half a minute she had me ready to explode… maybe because I couldn’t see her anguished face, maybe because of the wetness of her mouth against my almost dry cock… but I was starting to explode in her mouth… feeling indescribable pleasure… panting… moaning… and I wasn’t thinking about anything… not about the way she was sucking me, or the way she’d sucked Álvaro, or the way they’d fucked her… no… I only felt myself exploding inside her mouth… hot jets bursting into her, freeing me, sending me into ecstasy, making me nearly lose consciousness…

After an “Ohh… god…” escaped me unfiltered, she didn’t stop… Not even when she must have felt me finish… she kept going… squeezing out every last drop… until I had to tell her to stop.

María, job done, stood up and left the living room. I let myself collapse onto one of the sofas, listening to her click down the hallway in those ever-present heels. Then I heard her spit in the sink… and heard her turn on the shower.

Lying on that sofa, I eventually pulled myself together, tugged up my pajama pants, and a second or third wave of hangover hit me. If I’d thought my orgasm would bring back my clarity, I was wrong.

I heard María leave the bathroom and head to our bedroom. She was surely desperate for me to go to her—maybe not to talk about it, since it was too soon, but just to feel me close, to know I didn’t blame her. But that’s not what I did. Far from it.

Once I figured María was in bed—if not asleep, then close to it—I dug through her purse and grabbed her phone, but it was locked. Then I searched the pockets of her coat and found her ruined garter belt, her bra torn in two… and her panties…

María was desperate for me to come to bed and hold her from behind, to tell her everything was fine, that it was just sex, that it didn’t affect our relationship at all—if anything, it made us stronger—that I was dying, more than ever, to marry her. Instead, what I did was grab her panties, find the wettest spot—no longer a dark stain but a dried-up epicenter—bring them to my face, and start stroking myself, remembering how they’d fucked her.


CHAPTER 49

If guilt hadn't hit me with my first orgasm, it certainly did with the second: With María's panties pressed to my nose, my pajama shirt pulled aside and my pants halfway down, I stared at the mess of my cum coating my pubic hair. An almost compulsive jerk-off, replaying the images: María on her knees sucking Álvaro's cock… María on all fours getting pounded by Guille from behind while she sucked Álvaro… María getting fucked in the ass by that kid… I hadn't even finished coming when I was already asking myself what kind of sick mind could jerk off like that, with his girlfriend's panties over his face, while remembering all of it.

I barely made it to the bathroom without making a mess. After cleaning up at the sink, I showered—which meant that after María's shower, this was the last trace of what had happened being washed from our skin.

Once in the shower, I cried.

It wasn't sorrowful weeping—it was a strangely calm crying, born of helplessness, of rage, of not being able to control it, of not being able to control myself. Tears fell and merged with the shower water while I berated myself for letting things go that far, but above all, for not wanting to stop, for not being able to stop.

There was no solution. I could never have normal sex again. No matter how much I told myself I'd protect María, support her, I knew that deep down, I wanted it to happen again. No matter how much it hurt—especially how they'd both fucked her, how she'd let Álvaro take her ass—remembering it turned me on… and my mind was already scheming to experience it again.

After putting María's underwear back in her coat, I went to the bedroom for workout clothes. I was determined to go out—I didn't know if I'd run, given my state, but I needed at least to walk in the fresh air. I thought María was sleeping, but as soon as I entered the room, she asked me to bring her phone. That neutral, cold voice again, leaving me even colder.

I left her phone on her nightstand and we didn't exchange a word. I got dressed in the living room, headed outside, and immediately ruled out running—I walked at a brisk pace instead. Soon I started remembering what had happened at Álvaro's place and… inevitably… I got hard… got turned on… while walking… and I was ashamed of myself. I tried to think about “what now,” but I assumed that until I talked to María, I couldn't figure anything out. After what happened with Edu, she'd told me she wanted nothing to do with him or the game, but now, after that madness with those kids, after four months of deluding herself that I actually turned her on… I was convinced María would have finally reached a different conclusion, something real, something final.

Leave me? I wasn't ruling anything out anymore.

I tried not to think about anything sexual while I walked. I kept beating myself up for it. How was it possible to be weighing whether María might leave me while my mind simultaneously replayed and imagined every sexual detail of what we'd experienced the night before? But I couldn't help it. And maybe for the first time in my life, I was grateful for my inadequate dick, because with a normal cock, given how thin my short workout shorts were, my near-constant hard-on during the walk would have been obvious. My mind didn't just replay the most intense moments, the most sexually charged ones—it imagined everything that could have happened during all those hours when I hadn't been there. The worst part was that after seeing her face twisted with pleasure while she rode Álvaro with her back to him… after seeing how she devoured Álvaro's cock while Guille pounded her from behind… she could have been capable of anything. And what about Sofía? We'd never discussed any kind of interaction with another woman, and it didn't seem like something María would do, but… was she even the same María?

And then there was the matter of her letting Álvaro fuck her in the ass… Anal sex with María wasn't exactly taboo, but it had never been much of a focus for us. It was something she'd never done with anyone, something that was probably meant to happen with me someday. As I thought about that, I remembered Edu criticizing me for having barely done anything with María—no anal, not even titfucking… Maybe those were things I'd assumed María would do with me when the time was right, and suddenly I realized they were things she'd done with them for the first time.

I kept leaking into my underwear on that walk, wondering if he'd finally fucked her ass all the way… if he'd made her come that way… and along with the arousal, I also felt a certain indignation toward María, because I kept asking myself if all that surrender had really been necessary… fucking for so many hours… letting both of them fuck her at once… letting herself get fucked in the ass… I wondered again if she'd really been that desperate… Because with Edu, having seen her nerves… her intimidation, almost her awe… her surrender to him made more sense, but what she'd done with those kids was fucking for the sake of fucking, a release, getting outside the house what she couldn't get at home… Suddenly I found myself remembering what Víctor had said, about María testing the waters with Edu to do it again—what if that had been true? What if after Edu rejected her, she'd had no choice but to pursue Álvaro as consolation? Consolation in giant air quotes.

I got home and ate. Alone. I didn't want to wake her. I lay down on the couch afterward and managed to sleep. In fact, I slept more deeply than I had that morning. The sound of the shower woke me—María was showering again; it was already past seven in the evening. A while later she appeared in the living room wearing shoes, jeans, and a thick pink sweater. She still wasn't saying anything to me. She put on her coat and then felt what was in the pockets. She didn't seem to remember. Then she went to the bedroom, to throw some things in the wash or put them away.

She came through the living room again and just told me she was going out for drinks with Paula. “To tell her how well they fucked you?” I thought.

Once again, alone in the living room, I started thinking, and the idea that she might leave me grew stronger. In fact, it made more sense that she’d meet Paula to ask for advice about what to do with our relationship than to brag about her sexual enjoyment. I started to seriously worry.

I got up from the couch, more to distract myself than to keep torturing myself with that speculation, but I ended up checking what she’d done with the underwear from her coat. She had indeed thrown the panties and shirt in the wash and put away the skirt, garter belt, and stockings. I was tempted—sickeningly tempted—to jerk off again with those panties before they were washed.

I went back to the living room and María had texted me. Foolish me—I thought she’d be asking if I wanted to go out to dinner with her. After all, it was Saturday night. But what she actually said was that she’d be having dinner with Paula, and if I was hungry, I should go ahead and eat without waiting for her.

Don’t wait for her—again, just like that morning—and I wondered if this torture was fair. If she wasn’t the one who’d gone too far, if she wasn’t the one who should be giving all the explanations. I wondered why I had to be the one who was scared. No matter how much I turned it over in my head, I didn’t know who owed whom an apology, who had to answer to whom.

María came back around eleven and I was already in bed. Too many emotions, too much stress, and maybe too much fear. I wanted to ask her “what now,” but I wasn’t sure I had the nerve.

She came into the bedroom and did something that hurt me…


CHAPTER 50

While I fiddled with my phone, she grabbed one of her two-piece pajamas—white silk jacket and pants—and took it to the bathroom. I listened as she changed, brushed her teeth, and dried her hair with the blow dryer, something she did sometimes when she came home cold. The fact that she changed in there killed me. Why? What was the point? I tried to remember—maybe she'd done it that way before—but it was really out of the ordinary.

She came back to the bedroom and got into bed. I wondered how many words we'd exchanged since she'd returned from Álvaro's place. It was too much. The silence, the uncertainty—too painful. I was ready to ask her to talk, even at the risk of hearing something I didn't want to hear... when her phone lit up.

“Who could be calling me at this hour?” María muttered, and I—beside her, yet miles away—saw that no name appeared on the screen, just a nine-digit number.

My girlfriend finally answered.

“Yes? ... No... I don't know who you are... Ahh... I see... Yes... no, right... Yes... Álvaro sure took his time giving you my number.”

María's responses were curt, almost arrogant. I was ninety-nine percent sure it was Guille.

“Yes... well, in bed... ... No, of course I'm not going out. ... Yes... ... No... I'm telling you I'm in bed... ... You're drunk... good for you...” she responded with utter indifference. “No, I'm not sleeping alone, no. ... What? With the guy you know. ... Yes. Of course, I live with him. He's my boyfriend, you know that...”

The guy kept talking to her, and I sat there uncomfortable—uncomfortable with the conversation, with her tone of superiority, that cocky attitude that seemed somewhat put on.

“No, of course not...” There was an especially long silence—the guy was talking to her and she didn't react at all—until she continued. “Ah, you want to come over? I see... to fuck me, right?” She said it and I froze. “I don't know... kind of weird... telling me like that, don't you think? ... No... don't worry about my boyfriend, he'd be thrilled. ... I'm serious, you've seen him yourself,” she said, even more curtly. “Yes... of course... yeah, yeah... ... Well...” “Yes, yes... the location... I'll see... Oh, I don't know about that. There's a lot of noise, I can't hear you. ... ... Yes, better now. ... Well, anyway... yes, I'll see, okay... ... Yes, right... bye, bye.”

María hung up.

“Was that Guille?” I asked.

“Yes,” she said, setting the phone on the nightstand.

“And?”

“What do you mean, and? You heard. He asked if I was going out tonight, I said no, and he said he wanted to come here and fuck me.”

That word hit me like a bolt of lightning, like an electric current splitting me in half. How could she talk about something like that so casually? What kind of sadism was this?

“And what did you tell him?”

“I told him, or he asked me, I don't know, if I was alone, and I said I was with you. He still can't believe that you, as my boyfriend, want everyone to fuck me.”

“I never said I want everyone to fuck you.”

“Well, three guys have already fucked me, and you're thrilled,” she said, getting out of bed and heading to the closet.

I don't know why I asked what I did—it was the first thing that came out of my mouth. I wanted to counterattack, to show her she couldn't dump everything on me, but it probably wasn't the best way to make that point:

“And who was better?”

“Who fucked me better?” she asked, rummaging through one of her drawers like it was nothing.

“Yes.”

“Of the three?”

“Yes.”

“Well... these two fucked me good... but Edu is Edu.”

Every word she said carried terrible weight, but I tried to stay unfazed.

“Oh yeah? And Guille...? And Guille's cock? How was Guille's cock, I mean.”

“Guille's... well... not like Álvaro's, nowhere near Edu's... it's... normal... a normal cock... a man's.”

That “a man's” was a stab, a revenge aimed at me, completely uncalled for. I didn't understand how we'd started this absurd conversation or where her attitude was coming from. I got the feeling she wanted to pin everything on me, that she felt bad because she knew she'd lost control and wanted me to bear all the guilt, to free herself of any responsibility. I knew her pride, and I knew that giving herself to those brats had messed her up, and that blaming me was a lifeline for her conscience.

María rummaged through her little jewelry boxes, taking off a small pendant she'd worn to dinner with Paula.

“So Guille's going to come over now and fuck you?” I asked seriously, using that word that hurt me so much, putting Guille and fucking in the same sentence, but I always had that masochistic streak.

“It's what you want.”

“No, it's what you want.”

Silence fell while she looked through those tiny boxes and I didn't even know what to say. And again, I blurted out something that had been eating at me, without thinking through the consequences of bringing it up:

“What about Edu? I thought that… well… that there was a certain preference for him.”

“Yours or mine?”

“Both of ours.” I couldn't get over how cocky she was, how casually she talked about topics that had always been taboo and now suddenly seemed banal.

“… Well… look… He actually texted me this afternoon.”

“Oh yeah? What did he say?”

“Look at it if you want. The pin is 1606.”

June sixteenth is our anniversary. Discovering her password like that felt strangely painful—it made me think even more about what we were doing to ourselves.

I grabbed her phone, typed those numbers, went into the chats. His was the last message she'd received. I read:

“Víctor's going to be there Monday. You know, come dressed preppy”

“What's this?” I asked, shocked, but knowing it wasn't new, and that she'd already given me explanations that weren't entirely convincing.

“Well… the truth is it kind of turns me on to obey his stupid little demands,” she confessed, killing me.

“Oh yeah?” I asked, feigning curiosity, when what I felt was pain.

“Yes.”

María closed the drawer and came back to bed. Her tits showed through her pajamas. Her face was serious but sexy, beautiful, composed, intimidating. I didn't understand how I could be turned on in such an aggressive, cocky context… but I couldn't help it.

“So why don't you hook up with Edu again?” I asked.

“Because he's with Begoña.”

“Ah, so that's why.”

“No, that's not why.”

“Well, that's what you just said.”

“No, I just said he's with Begoña and why would I even consider anything if he has a girlfriend.”

That “I consider” instead of “we consider”—I didn't know if it had slipped out unintentionally or on purpose. And there was no stopping my counterattack, my suicide:

“He has a girlfriend and you're jealous,” I said as she got into bed.

“I'm sure she's satisfied,” she said, wounding me. Punishing me again, unjustly in my view.

“I don't think he'd say no to doing it again. Even if he's with Begoña.”

“You think so? Want me to meet up with him Monday? And you'd be thrilled, of course, to have him fuck me again.”

“Yeah, why not,” I said, forcing it, but extremely tense… knowing I had no control over that conversation. And not knowing how much of it was real and how much was revenge, her wanting to screw me over.

“Yeah… and I can meet up with Víctor too… the three of us can get together. Edu, Víctor, and me, right? And you too, of course, or don't you want to watch anymore?”

“Are you serious?” I asked, trembling… playing it cool, but terrified.

“Of course. Text him yourself. Tell him… tell him yes, that I'll wear the preppy pink shirt that turns Víctor on… and… that the four of us could meet up Monday for drinks.”

I still had her phone in my hand. Heart pounding. Unable to believe it.

I didn't know what to do. I still didn't understand anything. Then I saw a message pop up at the top of the screen from a number—it had to be Guille—saying: “Seriously, I'm coming?”

I started texting Edu. My hands were shaking… my fingers were shaking… I kept writing, making mistakes, deleting… it took me forever to finish. When I was done, I read it over before sending:

“Okay, I'll dress like that, by the way: Do you want Víctor, you, Pablo, and me to meet up Monday for drinks?” As I read it, I glanced over at María, who was pulling magazines from her nightstand like it was nothing, fiddling with her alarm clock.

“So should I send it?”

“Didn't I already say yes?”

Stunned, unable to believe what was happening. Unable to understand how María could go from one extreme to the other in twenty-four hours, I sent that message to Edu.

To top it all off, I saw that Edu was online. I felt a wave of dread. But I kept up the act, pretending everything was fine.

“Guille texted you again. Asking if you really want him to come over.”

María said nothing. And I, as always, without knowing why, said:

“Would you rather have Guille come over, or meet up with Edu on Monday?”

“Are you seriously asking me that?” she said, settling back onto the bed.

“Yes.”

“Well... I thought you knew how much that guy turns me on.”

“I assume you're referring to Edu.”

María didn't respond, and I didn't know if all of this was serious or just torture. I didn't know if she was really going to send Guille our location and he'd show up in a few minutes to fuck her... I didn't know if we'd actually meet up with Edu and Víctor on Monday... I had no idea if it was all a giant bluff, a punishment, or if María really wanted everything to change from that moment on.


To be continued.

Thank you for joining me in these pages! If you enjoyed it, a positive review on Amazon helps me continue writing and reach more readers.
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