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CHAPTER 1

I knew I could fight to wake up, but I preferred that limbo, that hazy space between dreaming and drifting, because that half-conscious dream was showing me truths more clearly than if I were fully awake.

The place was vivid, familiar to me in the dream—a friend’s house. I felt comfortable. I was surrounded by people I knew, people I could be myself with. Yet there was an unease inside me; something had changed. It was disheartening, painful. And irreversible. There hadn’t been a single blow, but a gradual process. Everyone there knew it, though we didn’t talk about it—not because of my pain, but because the break had happened long ago.

My only relief was that small awareness of knowing you’re dreaming, but I didn’t want to leave. I wanted to stay in that house, in that living room, helping serve dinner, to see what those feelings might reveal.

My chest felt tight, as if I couldn’t get all the air I wanted. The absence of air was the absence of María in my life.

I made trivial conversation while wondering whether I had done absolutely everything possible to make María leave me. Almost a full year of scheming, conspiring, manipulating, pushing—all toward one goal.

The curious thing was that I didn’t feel guilt. And I didn’t feel it precisely because her final attitude balanced things out. As if her enjoyment in her sexual encounters exonerated me. As if revealing things to her that she secretly wanted made her as guilty as me, since I hadn’t planted a feeling in her—I had only set it free.

But the pain was terrible. And even without guilt, there was an awareness of the madness of it all.

Germán sitting next to me. My confidant, my real confidant. Because my other confidant had been Edu. What absurd madness—or maybe not. My friend looked at me with understanding eyes yet without understanding me, feeling empathy for my pain but not for my behavior. There was also a permanent “I told you so” in his gaze. And I knew I hadn’t heeded his advice, though I couldn’t remember what it had been, beyond finding a formal, professional third party, so to speak, as if that would fix anything. As if the problem were who and not what.

I noticed my arm falling asleep more and more, pulling me further from that conscious dream and deeper into reality. The numbness made me physically aware—of myself and my surroundings. A sofa, a familiar sofa, a smell of nothing, because your own house smells of nothing. Almost fully awake now, I remembered what I was doing there. I remembered writing to Edu with María’s blessing, how she hadn’t responded to Guille’s proposal to come up to our place and fuck her. “Why not?” I had asked, feigning detachment. “Because all I need is for that idiot to know where I live,” had been her sadistic response. And that sadism had grown, turning to spite, when—after shutting down Guille’s visit and leaving the date with Edu and Víctor up in the air—she had started questioning me. A pernicious interrogation, dripping with superiority. Judgmental. To the question “Why do you always end up leaving when they start fucking me the way you can’t?” I couldn’t answer. And after the second or third time she berated me with harsh words, I decided to leave the bed and retreat to this uncomfortable sofa. Not without first receiving her final blows—phrases I had never heard from her: “Deep down you’re a coward. You want them to fuck me but then you chicken out and leave. You’re a piece of shit.”

“You’re a piece of shit.” She had never spoken to me like that, nor had she spoken to anyone like that in my presence. And the worst part wasn’t the content but the rage that came through in her voice, her tone, her expression.

I freed my arm and opened my eyes. The darkness was almost total. It struck me as curious that just twenty-four hours earlier I had also slept poorly on another sofa—in that madness, so vivid in my mind, with such clear images, yet at the same time feeling so distant. Like a sealed compartment in my life.

My life, the night of the wedding with Edu, and my life again. My life, the night in that dive, and my life again. The paradox was that those compartments were when I had felt most alive.

I looked at the clock—it hadn’t even been an hour since I had fled my own bedroom. It had seemed longer. I had come to the living room, leaving María there, but bringing all the unknowns with me. Only one thing seemed clear: I didn’t regret it. Even knowing there was the looming danger that María would leave me, I didn’t regret it. Even knowing that María had met with Paula the previous afternoon, probably to ask for advice or to talk about leaving me, I didn’t regret it. Despite feeling sick for enjoying the way I had handed my girlfriend over to those two preppy kids, I didn’t regret it.

Those two guys, that dive, that night. Even while thinking about something else, images of everything that had happened kept flooding back… María kissing that guy she said she hated... María sucking Álvaro off… My girlfriend riding him… The moment she stopped including me, stopped looking at me… The four of them in bed… Álvaro taking her… in the ass… Her moans of pain and my silent pain. As if that weren’t enough, I wondered what else—what else had happened in that bedroom during all those hours I had been absent. How had the four of them ended up together, the two friends and the two rivals, in the same bed? Why had Sofía left? What happened when the three of them were left alone? Guille’s words: “Álvaro is fucking your girlfriend in the ass, in case you want to see it.”

And the Edu situation, always present, always running through everything. What was going on between them. And Víctor... that magnetic, charismatic, attractive yet somehow repulsive forty-something who seemed to know everything and wanted to circle like a vulture over whatever might happen. María's clothes; dressing in a skirt on Edu's orders to please the lucky judge, dressing preppy for Víctor, or in whatever bikini he wanted. And that more provocative phase at the office? Competing with Patricia? To feel good about herself, to remain the top performer at the firm, or to obey him? I'd always wavered between the first and second possibilities, and now the third hovered over me.

My mind was a hurricane, replaying everything I'd been through and all the unresolved issues, with the underlying feeling that neither my mind nor my body could handle it all.

I rolled onto my back, more comfortable, settling into my improvised bed, and then I heard footsteps, barefoot steps, approaching. I felt her arrive. I felt her coming. My girlfriend. My fiancée. María. The one I loved most and would never love anyone else as much. HER. The one who held all the answers.


CHAPTER 2

A sixth sense, an intuition, or maybe just so many years together—but from the moment I heard those distant footsteps, I knew this visit was about burying the hatchet, not picking a fight. My certainty was soon confirmed:

“Babe…” I heard in a whisper. “What are you doing here…”

I stayed silent. I knew she knew I wasn't asleep, and I knew this was the closest thing to an “I'm sorry, I went too far” that I'd ever get from her. That's how apologies worked with María—disguised, implicit, more about tone than substance.

My silence was feigned dignity, and she continued:

“Come on… Either I sleep here or you come back. You don't have to sleep out here.”

I sat up and tried to find her in the dark, but it was too dark to see anything. I got up from the sofa and could make out that she was wearing the white silk top from her pajamas but not the bottoms—it was pretty hot, actually, the heating excessive for an unusually warm February. She took this to mean we'd be leaving the living room together.

“Did you sleep?” she asked, already walking, flowing ahead of me toward our bedroom—a question she wouldn't have asked in any other context.

“I slept and I dreamed.”

“Oh yeah? About what?” We were speaking barely above a whisper, as if there were actually someone to wake.

“Mmm… I don't remember,” I said as I stripped off my pajamas completely and we got into bed.

The bedroom was lit by the glow of city lights, enough to let me look into her eyes. We lay on our sides, facing each other.

“What,” she said, looking at me—tender, sweet, almost cuddly.

“What do you mean what.”

“What are you looking at.”

“You.”

María smiled, more with her eyes than her mouth. She moved closer. Kissed me. Her lips on mine. A short kiss, but soft and wet, completely innocent except for the way she tugged at my lower lip as she pulled away.

“I can't stay mad at you,” she murmured.

Before I knew it, one of us—or both—had decided to kiss again. And again. And again. And the idea started hovering there: doing it, making love, having sex, normal sex, with my girlfriend, my fiancée. Normal sex was precisely the most abnormal thing for us.

As I caressed her breasts through the silk of her pajamas and our legs tangled together, I realized this wasn't the María who'd been in shock after what happened with Edu, and that scared me as much as it reassured me. It scared me to think what kind of woman, after what she'd been through just hours ago, wouldn't be more affected—what kind of woman wants to fuck again after something that extreme. I never would have expected it from her. But on the other hand, it reassured me, because the idea of a breakup or anything like it seemed more distant if she was responding like this, so naturally.

She was the one who helped me undo the buttons of her pajama top, she was the one who slipped off her panties, and she was the one who reached for my cock—all of it so natural—while I focused on turning her on with my kisses, my tongue exploring her mouth, and little bites on her neck meant to draw out soft complaints, tiny sighs, always nearly silent, as if we were college kids or teenagers sharing a room with someone we didn't want to wake.

I couldn't remember the last time we'd done it like this—without the harness, without texts from Álvaro, without thinking about Edu… It was, strangely enough, strange. And the fact that we both knew how unusual this was made it all even more bizarre. Hovering over every kiss, every caress, every little bite was a thought in both our heads: “what madness we've been doing for months.”

My hand teased the entrance to her pussy while she stroked me, our mouths pressed together and open, our eyes closed. Her hand sped up and her legs squeezed mine when I tried to go deeper, when a sighed “oof… easy” escaped her lips—a surprising complaint that reminded me what her pussy had been through just hours before.

When her stroking sped up and I worried I'd finish before we'd even started, I shifted, positioning myself over her. María spread her legs, ready to take me without any more preamble. I planted my hands on either side of her body, wanting my cock to find its way inside her on its own, to slide in almost accidentally from the friction, from being so close; I wanted to watch her face as I entered her, I wanted to fuck my girlfriend while looking into her eyes, after so many months of seeking the exact opposite—pretending I wasn't me, wanting her to imagine I wasn't me.

After a few seconds of our hips moving in sync without my cock finding its way inside, María, her eyes never leaving mine, breathed an imploring “put it in”—which, strangely, didn't make me feel more like a man, as you'd expect after everything, but made me feel even more love for her.

I reached down to guide myself, and soon felt her pussy tighter than I'd expected. Another small sound of discomfort escaped her.

“Should I stop?”

“No, no, keep going,” María answered, determined.

It certainly wasn't the stretched, open pussy that had welcomed me that same morning. It was a closed, somewhat sore pussy that seemed to be pushing my mind to remember everything that had happened with Álvaro and Guille, but I refused to leave that room, to leave María, her gaze, and that connection.

As I heard a sigh tinged with regret, my cock gradually entered and adjusted to her, and she, with a precise hip movement, ended up taking me completely and sighing—perhaps not so much with pleasure as with relief. I was divided in two: the Pablo who was dying of love while making love to her, and the Pablo whose mind kept filling with accusations. After all, the idea was there—that two guys, not one, had to fuck her for hours for her pussy to be affected enough to feel my small cock inside her.

“What’s wrong?” she asked, probably sensing I was somewhere else. It was true—her moans had transported me to the reason behind them.

“Nothing…”

For a few moments my cock moved in and out of her body in small strokes, careful not to slip out. Never breaking eye contact. My palms flat on the bed, our eyes locked. She opened her mouth in soft gasps and brought her hands to my ass, matching my pelvic movements with her hips, slowly—as slowly as that sore pussy was opening up and getting wet. Then María surprised me:

“Do you want… to know…?”

“Know what?”

“What happened… the times you… left.”

I slowed my rhythm a bit. I didn’t expect that. I thought. I thought while looking at her. Her eyes. Her tender lips. Her torso exposed with her pajama top hanging open. Her magnificent breasts, which jiggled like jelly with the slightest movement of our bodies back and forth.

“No… not today…” I responded.

María didn’t respond, and I thrust into her a little faster again, in a fuck that was wonderful and somewhat sad at the same time. And it was sad because I didn’t know how much was real, how much was genuine desire on her part, and because I knew that this could be enough for her that night, that it could be enough for us that night, but that it would never be like before again.

Without thinking, I asked:

“What do we do?”

“About what?” she asked, still guiding my hips with her hands on my ass and her own waist, still breathing through her mouth—a question that seemed designed to buy time.

“About us, about our sex… about… what happened yesterday… about Edu… about…”

“Yeah…” she interrupted me. “Well… this… fuck like this… fuck like this… slowly, looking at each other, every night.” That “looking at each other” didn’t surprise me, because we had never looked at each other like this, throughout the entire act, while we were doing it, and it was obvious she was noticing it too.

“It’s not enough for us, María,” I responded dryly, convinced, being the mature one for once.

My girlfriend didn’t respond, and one of my hands went to caress her breast, to feel her areola and her nipple… all while still sliding into her slowly, all while still feeling her…

“Did you tell Paula?”

“About yesterday?”

“Yes.”

“No…”

“Why?”

“Because… because it’s too much.”

It was true. It had been too much. My mind flew, for a second, to when I walked into Álvaro’s room and he was fucking Sofía while Guille did the same with María, to when I saw him slide it into her, thrust it into her… and… I didn’t know if he was fucking her without a condom or not. I couldn’t hold back:

“And… did you do it without a condom?” I asked suddenly, tense, seeing a problem there where I hadn’t seen one before.

María’s silence killed me. A “fuck, María” formed in my mind but didn’t leave my mouth, because I didn’t want to start a war of reproaches. It was the last thing the moment needed.

“But they didn’t come inside, right?” Each question sounded strange to me, impossible to utter—you never imagine you’ll have to say certain things.

“No, not that,” she said quickly.

“And if… and if… I don’t know… we find someone,” I asked, knowing I was pushing it with all these questions and surprising myself by blurting it out like that, after all the thought I’d given that possibility.

“Someone? Someone for what.”

“I don’t know… a stranger, maybe someone who does this for a living, who isn’t someone we know. Who… I don’t know… something to… focus this, to channel it, I don’t know.”

María fell silent, and I didn’t know if she was weighing the possibility or digesting the idea that I was right—that denying we needed a third party would only cover up a truth, a need that would explode on another night when things completely got out of hand for both of us.

I insisted, even knowing that idea didn’t fully convince me—it never had, though I still didn’t know why.

“Someone who… you know, discreet, in another city, more arranged… found without rushing…”

“I don't know… Pablo… We… we're getting married in a few months.”

“So?”

“Well… I don't know… yesterday was crazy, what happened with Edu was crazy… I think… we can chalk this up to pre-wedding craziness… We can get married and look back on this as just some wild thing we did before the wedding, and that's it.”

It was surreal to be having this conversation like this, with my cock sliding in and out of her, with my hands caressing her torso, with her hands on my ass, our breathing ragged… after what we'd experienced just hours before… And it was surreal that María would say that self-deception out loud.

“If you want…” she interrupted my thoughts. “If you want… ahmm,” she moaned softly. “This summer… after we get married… we can look into that, with a stranger, with someone… normal.”

“Normal?”

“Well, someone who does that for a living, if there even is such a thing.”

“Of course there is,” I said with the nagging feeling that something about that plan didn't sit right with me, though I was certainly relieved by her concession.

“And Edu?” I asked.

“Not Edu, not Álvaro, not Guille—never again,” she said, more serious now.

“No… I mean that thing you two have going on, dressing the way he tells you to. Has he responded?”

“No, he hasn't responded. And… well, about that… Ufff… Mmm…” She closed her eyes and squeezed my ass harder. “Well… I don't know… It's like… I… I like that… I don't know how to explain it. It's not that I like it, it's that it… draws me in… or gets me hooked… that he's paying attention to me. It's… I don't know if it's the right word… because maybe the word is too strong, but it's like it's… exciting that… you know, that he's paying attention to me.”

“Does it turn you on that he orders you around?”

“No… it's that… it turns me on that he's paying attention, I don't know how to explain it. Though I don't like that he involves that guy.”

“Víctor?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“Because… amm… uff… like that… Pablo…”

“Why?”

“Because he's disgusting, because he knows what happened at the wedding… because he gives me the creeps… I can't stand him.”

“If Edu agrees to meet up, we should meet up. The four of us,” I said, knowing I was pushing it.

María closed her eyes and let herself drift a little, and I, emboldened by feeling like I was giving her pleasure—even if it wasn't mind-blowing sex, even if María probably wouldn't come this way—but at least it was me, it was my cock, and not some plastic toy inside her, insisted:

“We should meet up… And it's just that… I want to see you, I want to see you with him. I want to see that excitement you're talking about, when he's paying attention to you. Even if it's just once. I want to be part of that.”

At that moment something startled us. It was her phone, vibrating on the nightstand.

It was a short vibration, a single buzz, announcing a message—just one, not a call. Edu? Guille? Álvaro? Despite the undeniable curiosity, neither of us looked away; our eyes stayed fixed on each other. Somehow, without either of us making any move to grab the phone, we found ourselves having sex face to face, both lying on our sides now, legs intertwined, no longer with me on top of her.

Face to face, with my cock sliding in and out of her slowly, caressing each other's hair, our faces, our mouths always so close... I didn't know it yet, but that fuck could be the beginning of our salvation.

Once we turned our backs on that suitor lying on the nightstand, it was María who wanted to know more. To do so, she pulled back a bit from me, her face angled as if to focus on me, as if to read my expression as she asked her questions, as if I might reveal more by what I didn't say than by what I did.

After several false starts, she managed to ask me what it was that drove me crazy, the real and deepest reason I longed to see her with others. The truth was it wasn't easy for me to explain. Because it was kinky? Because it was humiliating? Until she asked a less predictable question:

“But what do you see in me in those moments?”

I brought one of my hands to her ass to pull her closer, to be completely joined with her as I answered. As a single body, without moving, while I partly covered one of her breasts with her pajama top and watched her nipple poke through the fabric, I answered:

“I see… I don't know, I see you… I see like several different Marías… The first María who… when you were jerking Álvaro off… even when you sucked him off… It's just that… seeing how you're in charge… how they desire you… but at the same time how you control them… because later… when you let yourself go more… when they fuck you hard, even when they're degrading you… I don't know, I got the distinct impression that you were still in charge, that… I don't know, that they thought they were taking advantage of you when you were taking advantage of them just as much or more.”

And it was true—even in the rawest moments of those sexual acts, even when Guille or Álvaro was pounding into her roughly, she had given the impression that she was still in control, through her gaze, her body language… her composure.

María listened closely. She seemed satisfied with my explanation.

“And with Edu?” she asked.

“With Edu it's different.”

“Why?”

That question put me at a crossroads. I shifted my hips toward her and uncovered her breast again. My thrust made her eyes half-close. How to put it. With Edu, what was different—what excited me so much—was her nervousness, how he impressed her, how he intimidated her, how turned on she got. With Edu she wasn't in control of anything; her nervousness, her lowered gaze, it was like submissive anticipation, an “I crave yet fear whatever you want to do to me.” It seemed like a chain of command. With Edu at the top, María below him, then Álvaro and Guille below her, and me at the bottom… Or was I actually at the very top? It was strange, but in that mix of dark fascination and pain from watching María fuck other men, the fascination made me feel euphoric while the pain buried me beneath all of them. I didn't know if I was conducting the orchestra or if the orchestra was conducting me, but what was undeniable was that I had chosen the song.

“Tell me, why?” she insisted, pulling me from my thoughts.

“Well… because… You can tell that with him you're not in control,” I said, trying not to be too direct. For some reason I didn't want to reveal that maybe it was that kind of latent submission to Edu that excited me about watching her with him.

“I'm not in control?”

“I don't know, less in control. You don't seem as confident.”

María didn't seem to take that as well. Probably because it didn't fit with her perpetual pride.

“Anything else?” I asked, wanting her not to pull on that thread any further, still not really knowing why.

“No…”

We continued that calm, meaningful fuck. Our mouths found each other again. I was on top of her again, and as soon as I picked up the pace a bit, I began to feel myself getting close. María knew it as well as I did, but she didn't ask me to speed up or slow down—she left the duration to me… and I knew she couldn't come like this, though that didn't mean she wasn't enjoying herself. Knowing me as she did, she whispered in my ear, our faces pressing closer together, to come inside her, since she knew I was about to. I pulled back a bit, resting my palms on the bed on either side of her body. We looked at each other. She caressed my face. I sped up for a few seconds until I stopped completely, and I came hard inside her, inside her pussy, inside her body, looking into her eyes, savoring her face, her, that madness, and that serenity finally in the intimacy of our bedroom.

I lay down on top of her and we fell asleep. Just like that. Without cleaning up in the bathroom. Without checking our phones. Without talking. There were still many unknowns, but the most important thing was still safe.

The next morning, Sunday, I didn't want to seem anxious, but in a way I was. I didn't want to ask—I waited for her to show me her phone when she was ready.

Sitting there having breakfast, amid caresses and affection, juice, coffee, and toast, María eventually slid her phone across the table toward me. There were two pieces of news. The vibration from the night before had been Guille insisting on coming over to fuck her, and in a tone similar to Álvaro's he had written, “Come on, where do you live, I want to fuck you again,” which only somewhat surprised me but still caught me off guard, since that drunken proposition clashed with our peaceful Sunday morning.

And the second piece of news was Edu, agreeing in a mature, curt way to the four of us meeting for drinks the next day after work. That kind of meetup seemed crazy—I didn't even know what could come of it—but it was undeniable that I was completely hooked on seeing María with Edu, even if it was just over a beer. On top of that, Víctor would be there, and if everything went as planned, she would also be dressed for him, at Edu's request. It was insane. But my girlfriend hadn't refused yet; I hadn't received an explicit “no” when I had more or less told her I deserved to be part of that game.

I thought about asking directly to make sure we were really going to do it, but I didn't. I let it go. I couldn't quite believe it—that she would accept this, with Edu, again, when we had barely recovered from what happened with Guille and Álvaro, when I still didn't even know so many things that had happened with them… After weeks and weeks of getting nowhere with my intentions, that madness with those preppy kids had happened… and barely three days later Edu could be back in our game. It almost seemed too good to be true.

The decision, as always, would be María's—a decision I would learn that same afternoon.


CHAPTER 3

There at breakfast, I watched her, and she seemed so serene it gave me chills. Not that I would have preferred it—not at all—but it would have been easier to process, would have seemed more “normal,” if she’d told me she couldn’t take it anymore, or distanced herself, or left the house for a few days, or asked me for space, asked me to leave. I didn’t know what exactly. But something. Something to show that crazy night with Álvaro, Guille, and Sofía had actually shocked her. I wondered how she could just go on like this... how we could go on with our lives... It was as if behind all her refusals to my proposals stood a woman with almost superhuman composure.

María announced she was going to shower and left me alone with her phone, her gesture implying she had nothing to hide—that the only way to handle this was with complete mutual trust. Trust I had broken, though she didn’t know it, months ago, when I was scheming and conspiring with Edu, even going so far as to send him photos of María that were originally meant for me. Anyway, things that were painful to remember.

Edu in, Edu out. I’d never known the real reason we stopped dealing with each other. He’d sought to humiliate me, that was certain, and maybe he hadn’t gotten the response he wanted, or he’d simply gotten bored with me. Maybe he’d realized he didn’t need me, that I contributed nothing to fucking my girlfriend—which had ended up happening anyway. The truth was we had no arrangement, absolutely nothing since the wedding night—a night, or rather early morning, or even morning, when despite his history he hadn’t behaved all that badly, certainly hadn’t tried to finish humiliating me when, in that context, he’d had me completely at his mercy.

I looked at María’s phone, scrolling through the complete conversation—from Edu’s first message, that “Monday Víctor’s going to be there. You know, come dressed preppy,” to my response, pretending to be María with her blessing: “Okay, I’ll dress like that. By the way: Do you want the four of us to get together Monday for drinks? Víctor, you, Pablo, and me?” and his last response: “That’s fine, Monday we’ll see each other, the four of us.”

I thought about my response, written while María was trying to hurt me. How quickly we’d reconciled. And not a trace of impact on her. Just a few hours of anger, a fight I fled from, and forgiveness disguised on the couch. I remembered how, after fucking Edu, I’d seen her tremendously shaken, as if her world was crumbling. And now, barely twenty-four hours after her bacchanal with Guille, Álvaro, and Sofía, she seemed so composed, so serene, so unfazed... And that lack of impact ended up impacting me. What kind of woman isn’t affected or shaken after a marathon of sex with three strangers?

We ate at home and decided to go for coffee at a terrace near a department store. The day was especially strange, cycling through all four seasons every fifteen minutes—the sun would come out, then it would rain, then it would get hot, then a cold wind would pick up. María wore gray pants, a white crew-neck t-shirt, and a long trench coat, hoping to be prepared for whatever the weather threw at her. We were just about to reach our destination when a downpour hit, driving us into the adjacent stores without any real intention of shopping.

We killed time on the ground floor in the perfume section until it cleared up, and I wandered off a bit, ending up in the men’s cologne area. When I turned back to María, a salesman was offering her samples to try. María looked imposing with her trench coat open, her chest straining against her white t-shirt... Again that sledgehammer effect of her tits under a t-shirt, as opposed to the subtlety of her silhouette when she wore a button-down... The salesman certainly wasn’t missing a thing, laughing a bit too eagerly with my girlfriend, who from a distance also drew attention with her thick mane of hair and her elegant bearing; that trench coat made her look even more slender, lending her finesse and elegance while her breasts under the t-shirt added power and presence.

I didn’t feel jealousy, or pride, seeing her with him. It took me a few seconds to identify what I was feeling, until I realized it already had a name—one I’d known for a long time. I rediscovered that paranoid, masochistic feeling of believing I didn’t deserve such a woman.

We ended up riding the escalators with no fixed destination, and there, in the side mirrors, I caught a glimpse of us: me, ordinary, nothing special, like anyone else, and her, on another level, in another world... anyone who saw us would whisper to the person next to them that they couldn’t believe the woman I was with.

We reached the next floor and she started browsing clothes, as she always does, without warning, and it wouldn’t have been anything special except for what I saw her take to the fitting room.

Something surged through my body. And I thought about how the most innocent-looking acts can actually be the most revealing.

To get to the fitting room she had to pass in front of me, and as she did, she said, blushing slightly:

“The one I have is already a bit worn out.”

I certainly didn’t need her clarification—it was unnecessary—but at the same time, it was tremendously revealing. María was trying on a pink shirt, like the one that turned Víctor on, to wear the next day... obeying Edu. The truth was I got hard as if instead of an ordinary shirt she was trying on the sluttiest, most erotic and obscene garment imaginable. At the entrance to the fitting room I could feel my cock throbbing, straining upward; the only reason I didn’t slip my hand into my pants to adjust it was that my small member, even in that state, wouldn’t draw attention.

María came out of the fitting room and offered a quick “it fits well,” letting me know she was taking it, that she was retiring the other “worn out” one—which for her could mean a year or two had passed since she’d bought it. I was struck by her blush when she confirmed she was buying it... After seeing her fucking savagely not even two days ago, this embarrassed her... And I couldn’t deny there was a strange sexual tension as, at the counter, María pulled out her card to pay and I asked “split it?” and she said no, capping it off with:

“It should be fifty-fifty with those two.”

She said it with a mix of embarrassment and amusement, a kind of nervous energy, without quite smiling.

We left the store and, with the sun finally out, decided to try for that long-awaited coffee. We made a halfhearted attempt to dry the dark chairs, but it was useless, so we opted to stand at one of the high tables. She put on her sunglasses and I sipped my drink while taking in the striking picture she made—she seemed to be all hair, glasses, and lips, her mane having grown thicker in the humidity while her glasses and lips had their usual commanding presence.

After a brief lull in our conversation, my eyes drifted to the bag resting on the ground—the bag with her shirt—and again something stirred inside me.

“Just tomorrow, okay?” she said, surprising me, catching me red-handed.

Her plan seemed clear: have that date with the four of us the next day and never repeat it. Forget about Edu, Guille, and Álvaro, focus on organizing the wedding, and afterward, maybe—and only maybe—explore finding a third person, a professional, or at least someone completely outside our circle whom we could find online.

My silence was taken as acceptance, and María pulled out her phone from her purse. She unlocked it and I knew something was up. She couldn’t help being expressive when certain messages came in. Or rather, depending on who sent them.

“I’m going to have to block them,” she said, setting her phone on the table.

I turned her phone and read:

Álvaro cousin bday: “Good afternoon, miss”

The message said nothing more than that, yet it carried a mocking undertone, something almost repugnant. It was hard to explain, and I sensed María had felt the same thing I did—or surely something much worse. I realized then that deep down I didn’t know how things had ended between them; all those hours the previous morning when they’d been alone... but I had a hunch it hadn’t ended well. I had the persistent feeling that María, without quite regretting it—perhaps because of the sexual release it had provided—did feel ashamed, and that in a way, she felt she had betrayed herself by agreeing to be fucked by them, especially by Álvaro.

“So disgusting... honestly...” she insisted, met with my silence, as if seeking backup for her criticism.

“Yeah... the tone of that message is disgusting,” I said as she put her phone back in her purse, and I noticed a certain haughtiness in her expression—again that sense that nothing could faze her. I wanted to take advantage of the moment, that pride of hers, knowing a question from me wouldn’t throw her off, that disgust wasn’t a feeling that would make her clam up. So I asked her about them, about the two guys; I ended up asking directly which of the two, Guille or Álvaro, was the better lover. I knew she’d be frank this time because she wasn’t the sadistic María from hours earlier, the one who had only sought to hurt me.

“You’re asking me this in public and not in bed?” she said with a half-smile.

“No one can hear us... and you don’t have to tell me everything... just a few details...” I replied, feigning calm, though I was incredibly tense imagining what I might hear.

María stirred her coffee with a straw, elbows resting on the table, those enormous sunglasses hiding her eyes—eyes I wished I could see, so they could tell me what her mouth wouldn’t.

“Well...” María was thinking, and I couldn’t help picturing her being fucked by each of them. Images of Álvaro taking her missionary, images of Guille thrusting into her from behind...

“Guille has more game... he’s more seasoned...” she confessed, and I couldn’t believe she was telling me this in public. “He’s older...” she added, still thinking it over. “With Guille you get the feeling that... that you’re being fucked by a man... Álvaro, as good a lover as he is... and he is... he’s still a kid.”

“He is? Is he that good?” I asked, matching her tone—neutral, conversational. We weren’t whispering.

“He’s a beast—not rough, well, that too—but the bastard... I don’t know... He knows what he’s doing,” she replied calmly, stirring her coffee. I don’t think she realized the weight of her words.

María, radiating striking femininity—that look, those clothes, that body language—leaning there, so womanly, so feminine, answered my questions with remarkable composure, almost arrogance. She spoke of Álvaro as a lover the way an athlete praises a worthy rival, with genuine recognition, as if she felt it was only fair to describe him as nothing short of a stud.

“He also wanted you more. Maybe that’s why,” I said, probably because my subconscious couldn’t fully accept such glowing praise.

“Could be... but...”

“What?” I asked impatiently, noticing—or maybe just imagining, maybe it was paranoia—a deeper blush spreading across her face, her cheeks...

“Nothing...”

“No, tell me,” I insisted, watching her, and I could swear her chest looked fuller under her cotton t-shirt, her trench coat parted on either side of her breasts.

“Well… he definitely wanted to.”

I stayed silent. Looking at her. Waiting for her to say something more. Until she continued with something that knocked the wind out of me:

“I swear I don’t know how many condoms he used.”

I stayed quiet. Shocked. María sipped through her straw, again as if she had no idea what she was telling me.

“Seriously?” I managed to say, trying to sound casual—I’m not sure if it was to keep from alarming her or myself.

“Yeah… he had a box in the closet, which he must have noticed later because…”

“Yeah, I remember the first one he put on—he went to get it from somewhere,” I interrupted, nervous, aroused, realizing only now that María had known he’d gone to another room for that first condom.

“Well, that…”

“But how many did he use?” I asked without thinking, immediately aware of how childish the question probably sounded, while also realizing that maybe Guille had been the only one who’d been inside her without a condom.

“Fuck,” María exclaimed, surprised—and surprising me—her expression telling me someone was approaching, someone we knew, someone coming up behind me.

I turned around immediately. It took me a moment to recognize her—she was walking toward us with purpose, dressed in workout clothes and carrying a designer bag. With her hair pulled back in a ponytail, she looked nothing like the last time I’d seen her, all dolled up for her birthday. It was her cousin, and María and I didn’t know it yet, but she’d come to talk about Álvaro too.


CHAPTER 4

It wasn't that I particularly resented her cousin's interruption—I would have resented practically anyone barging in at that moment. There they were, greeting each other with fake enthusiasm, and then I was going through the motions of the obligatory two-cheek kiss, while those decidedly unchaste images of María with Álvaro still swirled in my imagination, and her words kept echoing in my head: “I swear I don't know how many condoms he used.”

They started talking about family matters, and I noticed a barely disguised admiration from the cousin—whose name I couldn't even remember—toward María. A simmering admiration that I attributed to several things, including the fact that my girlfriend, despite coming from a good family, had never traded on it. She'd made her own way, graduated near the top of her class, started working while pursuing a master's degree, and never asked anyone for help. Beyond that, there was a more feminine admiration for María's clothes and overall elegance. Maybe that's why her cousin wanted to know what she'd bought once my girlfriend mentioned we'd been shopping.

María didn't want to take the shirt out of the bag, and her cousin practically ended up yanking it out herself in a burst of annoying hyperactivity.

“It's just a shirt for work, nothing special,” María said, trying to shut it down. She looked uncomfortable.

“I see, something classy for the office,” the cousin said, visibly disappointed, as if she'd expected a trendy dress or something more modern. She stuffed the shirt back in the bag. From her expression, “classy” seemed like a euphemism for stuffy.

“Do you have to wear suits all the time? Can't you dress a little more casual?” she asked, drawing out that “casual” in a prissy tone that put María in a bind—the last thing she wanted to discuss was her work wardrobe. Those clothes in particular. My girlfriend, baffled by the cousin's persistence, looked like she was two questions away from snapping and blurting out the truth. Obviously she couldn't. She couldn't say something like: “Well, here's the thing about this shirt—there's a guy at my office who's now my boss, who, by the way, fucked me about five months ago, and he's taken to dictating what I wear to work. This time, he's telling me what to wear for a friend of his, some forty-something guy I don't trust one bit, though I have no idea why he's involved. Oh, and my fiancé, standing right here, knows all about it and is thrilled that I do what he says. And me? Why not admit it—I don't exactly hate indulging his whims...”

Fortunately for María, her cousin let it drop and the conversation drifted elsewhere. I kept half my attention on them in case they said anything interesting or relevant to me, while the other half of my mind was busy searching for a way to get back to the topic that still had me excited and on edge. For that, I had to wait for a goodbye I was desperately hoping would come.

María had taken off her sunglasses and seemed to want this conversation over as badly as I did. Luckily—and partly because María wasn't giving her much to work with—we finally heard the words we'd been waiting for:

“Well, we should see each other more often,” the cousin said, slinging her bag over her shoulder.

María was wrapping up a cliché-filled goodbye, and just when it seemed like the farewell couldn't possibly drag on any longer, her cousin said:

“So how long has it been since we last saw each other?”

“Ugh, I don't know,” María said, pretending to rack her brain. I was pretty sure she knew exactly when.

“Since my birthday, right?”

“I don't know. Maybe.”

“Yeah, I think so. Can you believe it... November 25th, and we're almost in March.”

“Didn't we see each other at Christmas?” María was trying to steer away from that date.

“No, no. Since my birthday. You left so early, girl. And you seemed like you were having a good time—I even told my friends I was surprised you were leaving, that... oh, by the way... You know that guy you were talking to forever? Sorry,” she said, suddenly turning to me, “the girl flirts, it is what it is. You're probably used to it by now, and if not, get used to it.”

I was stunned. Both by that sudden—not quite an attack, but definitely a jab—and by her implicit mention of Álvaro. María looked equally surprised, and we were both definitely on alert.

“No, I don't know who you mean.”

“Yes, María, the guy—well, that tall kid with the big eyes, the one with the pimples. Tall and skinny.”

“No, I don't remember. Like you said, it's been a while.”

You could see my girlfriend blushing. She'd said she didn't remember as a reflex, and now the cousin wouldn't let up with her description, trying to jog her memory—leaving María stuck having to maintain her story that she didn't remember.

“Girl, you have to remember.” The cousin had latched onto a topic and wouldn't let go—just like with the shirt. María looked like she wanted to disappear, and I was dying for the cousin to get to the point about why she'd brought up Álvaro.

“Anyway, you must have been drunk, even though you didn't seem like it. Anyway. It's just that if you don't remember, the story loses something. The thing is, he ended up hooking up with Marga—you know who Marga is, right?” María nodded impassively. “Well, so... It's just insane... With a college kid. When you left, we were all like, can you believe how shameless kids are these days? I mean, look... Marga is kind of easy... Everyone can do what they want, but... he's just a kid, you know? And Marga, well, Marga is older than me, she's probably almost your age, maybe a year younger, thirty-three or so, and I think he was like twenty-one or twenty-two. And listen, I swear, if we hadn't gone over like 'what are you doing,' there would have been more than just kissing, you know? It's just unbelievable that you don't remember—he talked to you forever. And when he saw you weren't interested, he went after Marga.”

María stared at her. Not at me. To me, her cousin seemed more like twenty than thirty—or even ten. She'd gone from prissy to childish. She wouldn't stop talking, and she couldn't possibly know how dead-on she was with the topics she kept bringing up—how she'd hit the bullseye first with the shirt, and now with Álvaro.

“She almost… I mean, seriously, we were all floored… She almost… did it with a college guy. You'd have to be… such a slut. No, look, I'm serious. A few kisses, fine, but when she was planning to leave with him… A friend told me, I don't remember who, she said: what a whore, and she was right,” she said, as though alarmed at pronouncing that word.

“Okay, that's enough,” María said, almost without meaning to, visibly fed up.

“Yeah, I'm rambling. Anyway. We should hang out another day, right? What do you think?”

María ended up saying goodbye rather curtly, and we were alone again. Now the word that had landed hard was the one her cousin had pronounced forcefully, yet with embarrassment: “Whore.” Her cousin had called her a whore to her face without knowing it. “You have to be a whore to fuck a college kid when you're pushing thirty-five,” she had essentially told her. What would she think of María then, her high-and-mighty cousin, if she knew what she'd done—not only with Álvaro, but with another guy, and even sharing a bed with another girl, not two days before.

My girlfriend fell silent. Somewhat distant. And I feared her conscience might catch up with her, even if thirty hours late. It certainly wasn't the moment to bring up what had happened with Álvaro and Guille again.

I wanted to break the silence by finding common ground. It was obvious this wasn't her favorite cousin:

“What a motormouth.”

“A chatterbox,” María said.

“And what a knack for hitting on certain topics,” I pointed out, wanting to gauge her state of mind without poking the wound directly.

“Yeah. I swear I don't know who Marga is.” She smiled. Almost laughed. Suddenly looking relaxed.

I let a few moments pass. And, as usual, seeing her relaxed state, I couldn't help pushing a little:

“You didn't get jealous…”

“Yeah, right… tons. Come on… are you done?” she said casually, referring to my coffee.

I moved a little closer to her and we ended up face to face. María smiled again, mischievously. Again, not a trace of being affected. It seemed I had given that “whore” from her cousin much more weight than she had. My lips sought hers and found them… The feel of her soft lips with the aftertaste of coffee drove me wild… I wanted to feel her tongue, and she pulled back a little—I got the impression it was more because we were in a public place in broad daylight than from lack of desire.

María pushed me away slightly, playfully, and said in a low voice:

“You're going to have that crazy woman in your family...”

“Worth it,” I concluded, knowing I was right, looking into her eyes.


CHAPTER 5

It seemed like the afternoon for chance encounters. Which, on a Sunday in a medium-sized city, wasn't all that surprising. As we were heading home, we crossed a plaza full of children, and between the swings and slides, I spotted a childhood friend with her husband and son.

I chatted with her for a while, keeping an eye on María as she interacted with her son, who must have been about three or four. Maybe because I was a bit worked up—mainly from María's half-confession—it seemed like there were four or five very attractive mothers in that plaza. Not so much my friend, who had as much charm as she lacked in looks. To be mean about it, the kid was so cute he didn't look like her at all—an adorable little thing, blond and curly-haired.

Every few sentences my friend would exclaim, "Marco, leave her alone!" seemingly not realizing that María was thoroughly enjoying the child's company.

"Look at him, he's like a little gentleman…" my girlfriend told me, enchanted, once Marco shot off toward who knows where and his father had to chase after him. It was true—he did seem like a mini person, partly because of how they'd dressed him.

It wasn't the first time I'd seen María so at ease and happy around a small child. I'd seen it before on our trip to the United States with the son of a Spanish tourist couple. In those moments I couldn't help feeling afraid—afraid of not managing to be a normal couple. Afraid of ruining everything. Afraid of not having that future with María.

On the other hand, there in that plaza, I thought… I still found María's attitude extremely surprising… so composed two days after that sort of orgy… and on the eve of our meeting with Edu and Víctor… That Sunday was like a train, a quiet train, a silent car, traveling between two stations—one that had been crazy and another where I had no idea if anything would happen or absolutely nothing.

We said goodbye and María, half joking half serious, playfully suggested we invite them to the wedding. More for the charming curly-haired boy who'd touched her heart than for my friend.

We got home and I put on my pajama pants and a t-shirt, since we weren't going out again. María's half-confession was still in my head, but I didn't say anything. Maybe later that night. Anyway, it felt strange to think about Álvaro and Guille when we were twenty-four hours away from Edu and Víctor, as if I couldn't fully enjoy her hypothetical confession knowing the next station was so close.

I grabbed my laptop and sat at the living-dining room table, leaving María in our bedroom. Apparently she wanted to do a seasonal wardrobe swap—"put away the thicker sweaters"—and probably remove the tags and try on the shirt with three or four things like she always did when she bought something new.

Alone in the living room, after checking the three or four homepage sites everyone has, without much conviction or eagerness, I poked around on my search engine to see what it might offer regarding finding a man for our game. The truth was it all seemed very far off—we were at the end of February and the wedding would be the first Saturday in June… Besides, for some reason, I still couldn't quite see that path working, and I still couldn't quite see María accepting. Yet some kind of inertia kept me typing different phrases, searching for something that could be a starting point.

I typed "Looking for guy for threesome" and found a hundred thousand pages. But that wasn't it. Guy to watch? I'd be the one watching. So then what? The truth was I resisted typing the word "cuckold." A word that used to excite me when María said it about me, but now didn't quite fit what I felt or was looking for. The thing was, I still didn't understand myself—it wasn't just the thrill of seeing her with another guy that was killing me. There was something more, and I didn't know what.

Even without explicitly typing it, words like "cuckold" or "bull" kept appearing on different pages—words I didn't feel comfortable with. And maybe because I wasn't very skilled at this, porn pop-ups started appearing everywhere, and I spent more time closing them than actually finding any page that might be useful.

María suddenly walked into the living room, startling me a bit. I was glad that on her way to the entrance—where the trench coat she'd come to get was hanging—she couldn't see my screen. In her underwear and the new shirt, which she was clearly trying on with other things, she grabbed her trench coat and asked what I was looking at on my laptop.

"Well, porn, actually," I said casually, and it was true—a window was still open showing a brunette enthusiastically enjoying two guys.

María smiled, as if not entirely convinced, thinking I was probably messing with her.

While checking her trench coat pockets, standing there barefoot in pink in the middle of the living room, she asked:

"Yeah… yeah… Does it seem too bubblegum pink?"

"What?"

"The shirt."

"Is it the new one?" I asked, I don't know why, since it was obvious.

“Of course it is.”

“I don't know, maybe.”

“Too pink? Yeah?” When María started in with questions like these, there was no easy way out.

“No, no, it's fine.”

“It's just that the other one was more of a dusty rose… I think this one's too loud.”

“Well, now you have both…”

“Yeah… I don't know,” she said, unconvinced. “Are you seriously watching porn?”

“Yep,” I replied, as if some sixth sense told me the more casual I sounded, the less suspicious it would seem.

“How come?”

“Oh, nothing, I was… browsing other sites and it popped up.”

“Sure… you were on Wikipedia, right?” she laughed.

“Something like that,” I said, closing the window—not that one, but another one with CORNEADOR splashed across the top in huge letters.

I had a feeling María might come over any moment, and I'd much rather she catch me watching porn than see the cuckold page. I didn't want to seem eager about searching for a third party online—besides, I wasn't.

Sure enough, María set the raincoat on the sofa and came over, curious. Porn had never been a taboo subject between us—or a non-taboo one, for that matter. It's not like I was particularly into it anyway. We'd certainly never watched it together. Not for any particular reason, really.

“Oh wow, you really are,” she laughed beside me. “I thought you were kidding.”

And, to my surprise, María went quiet. Staring at the screen. Five, ten, fifteen seconds passed as we watched a muted video of a girl lying on her side on a bed, a guy thrusting into her face to face, while behind her another guy kissed her back and caressed her ass, letting his cock brush against her cheeks without trying to enter her from behind. All three lying on their sides in what looked like a kind of sandwich—calm, for the moment.

Taking her silence as curiosity, I decided to turn up the volume—give it some sound, at least. The woman's moans filled the room—she looked older than the two guys, by the way—when María broke the silence:

“But is it real?”

“Real how?”

“I mean, they don't look like actors, do they?”

“Mmm… I don't know, maybe they're not.”

It was true—the video looked homemade, though it did seem somewhat staged.

Another five, ten, fifteen seconds passed, María standing beside me, watching the screen without a word. The girl's soft moans filled our living room, and my cock was starting to stir, lifting away from my balls millimeter by millimeter.

I started feeling really strange. Both of us, strange. Just a few hours after what we'd experienced at Álvaro's place, there we were… acting shocked by porn… which was absolute child's play compared to what we'd been through. But it was María's attitude—so clinical, so neutral—that pushed us both to act as if nothing had happened.

After almost a minute of this, the guy in back grabbed his cock and you could see he was trying to work his way into her ass, all while the guy in front kept thrusting into her slowly.

“Damn…” María said, absorbed in the scene.

We both watched intently as the guy in front paused, staying inside her, to make it easier for his partner to get in.

“Do you like the girl?” María interrupted, pulling me partly out of the spell, away from the magnetic image of the guy in back trying to get inside her. “She's pretty, isn't she?” she pressed.

“She's alright, yeah,” I replied as that curly-haired brunette—who reminded me a bit of Sofía, though she didn't really look like her—reached back to help the eager lover still trying to work his way into her ass.

“Nice tits, right?” María surprised me again, visibly affected by the video, maybe talking just to break the tension, to mask how much what she was seeing was getting to her.

“I prefer yours,” I replied, and it was true—the girl, or woman, had a nice pair, like María's, or close to it, but her areolas couldn't compare. The size of María's areolas put her breasts in a league of their own. María's areolas and nipples created a visual impact—her breasts, her whole torso—that always put her in another dimension.

The guy finally seemed to get inside her from behind, not without difficulty, while I thought about how I never would have imagined watching porn with María like this—just like that, no planning, no scheme to convince her. Let alone with the Guille-Álvaro episode so recent and the Edu-Víctor one looming even closer.

I didn't know if it was the compliment about her breasts or maybe the thrill of watching that woman skewered by two cocks at once, but María, slowly, tactfully, erotically, delicately, began positioning herself, mounting me with her back to the screen. She sat on me, her panties inches from my crotch, which was straining and leaking, desperate to escape my pajamas. I wondered then if maybe something else had turned her on like this… or had she already come to me aroused? María pulled off my shirt and started kissing my neck, and I kept thinking—yes, she must have already been turned on in her bedroom, getting aroused as she tried on the shirt she was wearing to follow Edu's orders… getting aroused imagining herself… picturing herself with Edu and Víctor the next day.

While María kissed my neck and chest with soft, subtle touches, the girl in the video started moaning louder, and another thought crossed my mind: What if María had been in that same position with Álvaro and Guille? Was it possible? Even if they hadn't both been inside her at once—since it seemed obvious Álvaro had tried to take her ass in the position I'd seen—I figured it was possible María had been sandwiched between two bodies, in a position like the one in the video. The most arousing part was that both theories—getting turned on by dressing up for Edu and reliving the position from the video—weren't mutually exclusive.

I found myself searching for María's lips as she moved slowly, her hips rocking forward and back, rubbing her panties against the small bulge in my pajamas. I felt her full, thick, wet lips, and my tongue quickly found hers. Something surged through my body when our tongues touched. Like it was always the first time. But María broke the kiss subtly, and with her eyes closed, whispered in my ear:

“Keep watching…”

María was telling me not to abandon that woman to those two guys. To keep watching them fuck her together. And I savored the view of that video and María's touch all over my body—sitting on my thighs, riding me without really riding me, kissing my neck again, my earlobe… my chest…

The barrage of moans from that voluptuous woman clashed with the delicacy of María's kisses and hip movements. My hands went to her ass, matching the rhythm of her hips. Her skin felt warm, and I pulled her black panties aside, pushing them into the crack of her ass so I could knead that intoxicating flesh with both hands—palms and fingers—making my own temperature rise.

“What are they doing?” María whispered in my ear when she heard the volume spike.

“Well…” I stammered, incredibly turned on. “Well… one… one has her on all fours and is giving it to her in the ass, and… the other is lying next to them… jerking off.”

“Yeah…?” she asked, threading her fingers through my hair and biting my neck lightly.

“Yeah… Does what they're doing to her turn you on…?”

“Mmm… It turns me on that it turns you on…” she answered.

“Yeah? Well… you could… free me…” I whispered back in her ear, using a strange word, but it was the one that came out—a clear plea to end the torture of my cock trapped under my pajama pants.

María stopped torturing me and brought her hands to the waistband of my pajamas, slowly pulling them down. Finally revealing my cock, rock hard, though ridiculous compared to the guys in the video—cocks that weren't anything special anyway.

Sitting on top of me, she leaned back a bit and brought both hands to my cock. She gripped it firmly, then released it, exploring it in a way that surprised me. Then she brought two fingers to the tip and pulled back the skin of my head with exquisite delicacy, making me shudder. Nervous, I brought my hands to one of her buttons, unbuttoning her shirt a bit to reveal the start of a cleavage I knew would kill me, and a bra as dark as it was substantial. María began spreading the pre-cum dripping from my tip with her thumb, killing me, making my breath catch… sending an uncontrollable surge through my entire body.

“See?” she asked, surely unaware of the havoc that thumb was wreaking, shifting to the side so I could keep watching the video.

“Yeah,” I said, sitting up a bit to shift my laptop to one side for a better angle. “Want me to skip ahead a bit?”

“No… No, I like hearing her.”

María cupped my balls with one hand while the other kept spreading that pre-cum, her fingers massaging my whole head. On the screen, one guy kept pounding that brunette's ass while the other kept jerking off, watching them like it was nothing.

“Enjoy it, because tomorrow it's over…” she said, looking at me without letting go of my cock. A cock she'd neglected for weeks, maybe months, and now pampered as if she felt she owed me.

“Tomorrow what's over?”

“Well, those two. Well, all of them.”

I couldn't quite understand her. Not just what she was saying, but her level of arousal… How composed she was. She'd fucked for hours Friday night, Saturday morning… She'd fucked me when we got back Saturday at noon, after leaving Álvaro's place. And we'd made love Saturday night. And now it was clear we'd fuck again. Yet she seemed set on everything ending after the meetup with Edu and Víctor. She seemed to want to go from everything to nothing.

“Yeah, you already told me—tomorrow and that's it.”

“That's right… Tomorrow… you see how… they look at me and that's it.”

“How do they look at you?”

“Yeah… Víctor will look at me with that creepy old psycho pervert face of his…”

“And…?” I tried to coax more out of her.

“And that’s it… And… Edu...”

“And how is Edu going to look at you?” I interrupted while my hand—trembling, racing, betraying me—moved to unbutton another button on her shirt, making her neckline plunge literally to her navel, exposing the enormous cups of her bra holding breasts that seemed to breathe with a life of their own.

“Well, Edu…” she began, shifting from tracing circles with her thumb over my tip to gripping my cock with three fingers and stroking me slowly. “He’ll look at me with that cocky face of his… and that indifference…”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah… with that cocky face, acting like… like he doesn’t remember that he fucked me too… like he fucks so many girls he can’t even remember…”

“I’m sure he remembers you,” I said, feigning composure, but reeling from her words, from that “acting like he doesn’t remember that he fucked me too.”

“So anyway… enjoy tomorrow… because this is all coming to an end… and besides, I’m going to block those two idiots.”

“Have they texted you again?”

“Yeah, Guille.”

“Not Álvaro?”

“No, but you saw he texted me this afternoon.”

“Right. And what did Guille say?”

“Bullshit,” María said, her expression making clear she wanted to drop the subject, squeezing me harder with her fingers.

I brought my hands back to María’s ass and followed her command to look at the screen again. Now the girl was jerking off both guys lying on their backs, one cock in each hand. And again I wondered if María had done that during the time she’d been alone with those two lucky brats.

“Do you want me to smell tomorrow?” María said, catching me off guard again.

“Smell? What do you mean?”

She stood up then, her eyes drawn to the screen where the woman had abandoned the double handjob and was now eagerly sucking one of the guys, while the other was already moving around behind her.

María unbuttoned the last button on her shirt. Took it off. Never taking her eyes off the video. She reached back to unhook her bra… which fell forward, relieved to be free of its burden, her breasts responding gratefully, spilling forward and slightly down. Her colossal tits right there before me, and she turned away casually, watching the screen. Watching a guy enjoy an enthusiastic blowjob, so enthusiastic the brunette’s tits swayed with the motion, while the guy behind stood stroking himself, as if still deciding whether to fuck her or not, or which hole to take.

To my surprise, María put her shirt back on. She buttoned three or four buttons and sat back down on me. She lowered herself until I could feel her pussy through her panties, the black silk pressing against the shaft of my hard cock, and whispered in my ear:

“Do you want my shirt to smell like sex tomorrow?”

Equally amazed and aroused, I didn’t know what to say. My hands went to her tits over her shirt, and my mouth sought hers, but she denied me her lips.

“Keep watching.”

I obeyed and saw that the guy behind had decided to lean forward and eat the girl out—her pussy or her ass, I couldn’t tell—while she stayed fixated on wrecking her other lover’s cock with her mouth and one hand.

María lifted herself up a bit… and… out of the corner of my eye I could see her pulling her panties aside with one hand while grabbing my cock with the other… She wouldn’t let me kiss her. She wouldn’t let me look at her. She only let me feel her colossal breasts under her shirt… She controlled everything that happened there, even if it didn’t make much sense. I began to feel her guiding my cock to the entrance of her pussy, felt her soft lips brushing my tip, felt that pussy opening for me without needing any stimulation at all. María lowered herself onto me, onto my cock. That enormous, powerful, eager pussy engulfed my body, swallowing a cock overwhelmed by the heat and the way those walls stretched around it. She let out a soft sigh that blended with the muffled moans of the woman in the video—muffled because her mouth was full—and she pressed on with her game:

“…Make me sweat… Hold on…”

I looked at her. She let me. I squeezed her breasts harder through her shirt as she made the first circle with her hips; a perfect circle with my cock buried inside her.

I still didn’t quite understand her plans when she lifted herself up a bit, shifting from circles to riding up and down on my cock. I looked down and watched half my cock disappear and reappear with her new rhythm. I saw the lips of her pussy like they had a life of their own... gripping my shaft with each stroke… It was killing me with pleasure… Made me close my eyes... and I heard:

“Hold on, okay… and make… make us smell like sex… Make… Make my tits sweat…”

With my eyes closed I listened to those surreal requests while feeling indescribable pleasure as her body moved against mine, like a boat rocking, burying and unburying my cock slowly in short, deliberate strokes… Gripping her breasts, I didn’t know what to say… and only managed:

“Is that what you want?”

“Yes…”

“And you’re going to smell like sex all day tomorrow?” I asked, eager to play along with her game, though afraid I wouldn’t be able to keep up, still incredibly turned on.

Obviously she’d shower, and the shirt would hardly smell like sex the next day no matter how much we fucked. We both knew it. But we’d decided to play along with this kinky little game of self-deception. I no longer doubted that María had gotten turned on in her bedroom trying on the shirt. I no longer doubted that she’d lived out some of those positions from the video just hours earlier.

I brought my face to María’s breasts as she rode me with an incredible rhythm and flair, and she let me kiss, lick, and bite them through her shirt. In a burst of lust bordering on fetishism, I drooled all over that shirt—the one bought for Víctor and Edu.

María moaned louder not as she rode me faster, but as I bit and drooled more on those huge tits through the shirt. I got her nipples to show clearly through the fabric while the girl in the video went from panting to screaming, the guy behind her thrusting hard while the one in front jerked off in her face. I wanted to hold on, but it was hard. María rode me fast but careful not to slip off, knowing my size. I tried not to come, but wherever my eyes went I found something that would make me explode... I could only see that video standing in for María with Álvaro and Guille, or María’s incredibly aroused face as she rode me, her thick hair falling down her back, her hands on my chest, pleasuring herself, maybe enjoying herself more than me.

And my mouth was pushing me toward the edge too, unable to stop kissing that pink fabric again and again, feeling those firm tits through the shirt—a shirt that stood for Víctor and Edu. Because there weren’t just two of us there, not even three like we’d sometimes been when fantasizing, but six people in that strange fuck... in that frantic ride: two in the video, two on her shirt, and two on the chair. That frantic ride where María was sweating more and more, making me think maybe she was right and could soak that shirt with the smell of sweat and sex for the next day.

María brought one hand to her clit, chasing her orgasm, and I gasped—letting her know I wouldn’t be able to hold back if she started moaning. She read me and stopped. Hugged me. Still. Suddenly everything stopped. Our world stopped, but the video kept going relentlessly. I felt María’s heart pounding against my chest, racing, alive, euphoric, while one of the guys jerked off aiming at the woman’s face as the one behind pulled out, ready to come on her ass.

“Do you want to come? Can you hold on?” María sighed in my ear while one of the guys grabbed the camera and focused on the brunette as he jerked off in front of her face.

I stayed wrapped around María, watching as those two guys quickly covered the woman’s face and ass with cum. She closed her mouth and eyes, willing and submissive in equal measure, without a trace of exaggeration or fakeness—making it seem more likely the video wasn’t staged.

“Do you want to stop for a bit?” she asked gently. The truth was, if she moved her hips even a little, I’d explode.

The video ended and I managed to catch my breath. María leaned back a little, revealing the dampness of her shirt around her tits, showing my saliva that had soaked through to her breasts.

“No, we can keep going,” I said, knowing I wasn’t one movement away from coming... but two or three...

“Did the video end?” she asked without turning around, since she couldn’t hear anything.

“Yes,” I said, looking down at how, having leaned back with her elbows on the desk, the base of my cock was now visible—gripped by her pussy, which seemed to want to pull me deeper.

María, hair partially covering her face, a bit sweaty now, looked down at her breasts soaked with my drool and said nothing.

“What did you think of the guys in the video?” I finally said, buying time.

“I didn’t really notice, to be honest.”

“You noticed her tits but not... their cocks?” I asked, aware of how strange this was—how strange it was to have María mounted on me, my cock inside her, her nipples showing through that shirt wet with my saliva.

“Well, I don’t know... they seemed normal...”

“Like... Guille’s?”

“Yeah, could be.”

“And that’s... what? On a scale of one to ten.”

“Guille’s cock, one to ten?” María asked, serious, focused, unsurprised by the question.

“Yeah.”

“Size or shape?”

“I don’t know, overall.”

“Well... I don’t know, maybe a six. Six, six and a half.”

“And... Álvaro’s?” I asked, bringing my hand to one of her buttons again.

“Don’t take it off.”

“No, no,” I said, unbuttoning just one button to enjoy that blessed cleavage again, though I knew she wanted to keep fucking with the shirt on.

“Well, Álvaro… an… eight or nine.”

“Eight or nine?”

“Eight and a half…”

“Not bad…”

“Well, you saw it,” she said, and she had a point.

“And Edu’s?”

“Well… clearly a ten,” she said with painful quickness.

“Damn…”

“Nine and a half or ten.”

“Wow…” I sighed.

“He has a… tremendous cock… Well, you’ve seen it too...”

I stayed quiet for a moment. The truth was I hadn’t just seen it—I’d even touched it, if only for a second.

I felt somewhat recovered and couldn’t contain myself anymore, so I tugged her shirt toward me, signaling she could ride me again, that she could fuck me again. The truth was that she was undoubtedly the one fucking me, sweating and soaking that shirt with the smell of sex a while longer.

María pressed her chest to mine, and her first movement up and down was more intense than expected. But I couldn’t ask her for another break.

“Move forward and back instead,” I told her.

She obeyed, beginning to move her hips forward and back. I attempted the kiss that had been denied me, and this time, almost surprisingly, it was accepted. I savored our mouths melting together, our tongues meeting… One of my hands went to her ass to match her hips’ rhythm while the other roamed to her neck, her hair, her face, her breasts—everything I could touch, caress, and feel. Her hands went to my face when she kissed me more eagerly, to my hair, pulling it when she felt my cock deeper inside her… Her hip movements forward and back became frantic, her hair falling thick down her back, filling her shirt with sweat, fulfilling her plan, while her breasts strained against the shirt from the front, completing it.

I slipped my hands along her torso, under the shirt, and felt her hot belly, sticky with sweat. It was true—we were creating sweat, creating sex, in a strange, bizarre, fetishistic plan… One of my hands stayed on her belly while the other traveled up and caressed one of her breasts under her shirt… those warm breasts… soft… crowned by a rock-hard nipple… those breasts that I could feel were sticky, sweaty… María pressed even closer and began to move even faster; she was fucking my cock forward and back, sitting on me, with a speed and style that had me on the edge of orgasm. Her hips struck me in sharp thrusts, forward, while I kept delighting in her huge sweaty tits and looked up at her—watching how she pleasured herself, how she rode me, how she mounted me, energetic, euphoric, with her tits dancing under her shirt soaked by my saliva, a dance I didn’t want to completely neutralize with my caresses because I wanted to see them swing free. She rode me full of power, lust, and elegance, in that plan as surreal as it was strange and tremendously filthy… With her eyes closed… with one hand on my chest and the other on her waist, with arrogance, with authority, she was killing me and had me about to come… and after several of my gasps she knew there was no turning back for me and whispered, with her eyes closed:

“Come… Come if you want…” and that phrase was the final trigger for my cock and my whole body to say enough.

“Fill me up… Mmm… fuck…! Give… give it all…” she said haughtily, with a small but heartfelt moan, her eyes still closed, her words slow, her hips frenzied, relentless, with a haughtiness that killed me and made me ejaculate, empty myself, come inside her pussy, overwhelmed, bringing both my hands to her soaked breasts—soaked from her sweat and my saliva—breasts I couldn’t cover completely, making me feel small, tiny compared to the gorgeous body riding me… I was coming and coming and I could feel María’s pleasure and satisfaction at my orgasm, because my climax kept going… and I even felt proud the longer my pleasure and ejaculation inside her lasted, inside a María who kept working her hips and her relentless body, squeezing me… until leaving me completely dry. Empty.

She stopped. Again. She brought her torso to my body. Again. I felt her chest pounding. Again. I felt her damp shirt and her wet breasts. I inhaled her hair, her neck, and smelled sex. Truly filthy sex. I felt her nipples digging into me, piercing through her shirt to reach my chest, nipples that didn’t soften no matter how long our embrace lasted. I felt my cock throbbing and dripping inside her. We were in no hurry. I didn’t understand how, after months of thinking she no longer desired me, we could have had such an amazing fuck, but it didn’t seem like the moment to figure out why.

That embrace ended because we started to feel everything I’d released inside her seeking a way out toward my groin and the chair. María finally stood up. A thick, white liquid dripped from her pussy, her shirt still wet in the areas I’d drooled on, her nipples still marking those damp spots with exaggerated shamelessness. She brought one hand to her crotch and stayed still. I pulled up my pajama pants, got up, and went for toilet paper, which I brought back immediately so we could clean up.

After cleaning up, María took off the shirt and hung it over a chair.

“We're crazy,” she said as she examined it. The truth was, it was unwearable.

With me in pajama pants and her wearing nothing but her panties, I hugged her from behind:

“I love you so much, María.”

“So much?” she asked sweetly, accepting my embrace and making it her own.

“Yes.”

“Of course, of course you love me so much,” I felt her smile as I buried my nose in the nape of her neck and breathed in the scent of her thick, sweaty hair.


CHAPTER 6

We were riding high—completely exposed. At times, out of control. And here I'd thought that after what happened Friday night, María would retreat into a shell and not want to come out for a while.

I was riding high because the next day I'd see Edu, after so many months. I'd see Víctor, who had once written to me practically offering himself as María's lover in a way that had turned my stomach. On top of that, María would be dressed the way Edu had requested—and to please Víctor. And as if all that weren't enough, my girlfriend had just come from what amounted to an orgy with two young guys and another girl two nights before. But even so, what really made me feel like I was living through pivotal, momentous times was María's own attitude. While we were having dinner that Sunday night, I realized that over the weekend, María had probably spent more hours fucking than not. And then there was that spectacle with the shirt—her idea... Watching porn... A whirlwind of sexual events that left me stunned and, maybe, on the verge of alarm.

Under other circumstances, I would have struggled to sleep, but if María's weekend had been physically and emotionally intense, it had also been tremendously intense for me psychologically. I'd close my eyes and my imagination would race, memories flooding back. I desperately needed María to fill in the gaps about what had happened with Álvaro, Guille, and Sofía on Friday night and Saturday morning. I was also nervous and uncertain about what would happen the next day with Edu and Víctor—but I fell asleep within minutes anyway. I crashed from sheer exhaustion and emotional overload.

The next morning was just another Monday morning, but it wasn't. María and I went through all the mechanical, routine tasks—almost timed to the second—of having breakfast, showering, brushing our teeth, drying our hair... in a synchronized choreography that was noisy yet wordless.

I got dressed in the bedroom while María was still drying her hair in the bathroom. I grabbed my shoes and headed to the living room. I listened to the news on TV, putting on my shoes while stealing glances at María's shirt still hanging on the chair. I don't know why, but at that moment I had a gut feeling she'd back out—that she'd use the excuse that the shirt wasn't in good shape to jump ship right before reaching our destination. I could have gone to the bathroom, said goodbye, and left, but instead I killed time on my phone on the couch, worried about how this would play out.

The thing was, despite María being fairly predictable, I feared a sudden mood shift, a return to reality, a flash of maturity. A "that's enough, this has gone too far."

I heard the dryer stop humming and the click of heels approaching. I turned off the TV reflexively, as if I'd been caught doing something wrong, and stood up, absurdly pretending I hadn't been staring at the shirt the whole time—like a kid in one of those psychological experiments about resisting temptation. She appeared before me with her thick, glossy hair, wearing black heels and a gray skirt, a black bra visible, a matching blazer in her hands. She set the blazer on a chair and, without looking at me, carefully picked up the pink shirt.

I didn't understand why it made me so nervous. Nervous—and surprisingly, uncontrollably aroused.

She picked it up and looked it over. As if checking for damage. Confident. Serene. She started putting it on, buttoning it with one hand while grabbing her purse from another chair with the other. Like it was nothing.

“Shall we go?” she asked without looking at me, tucking the shirt into her miniskirt.

“Yes.”

She put on the jacket and turned toward me for the first time. She slung the purse over her shoulder, then opened her jacket, presenting her bust—her impressive chest under that shirt and bra—her flat stomach, her calm expression.

“It's fine, right? Your saliva isn't corrosive or anything,” she said wryly, though without smiling.

“No, no, it's fine.”

The truth was, the shirt had gotten as restorative a night's sleep as I had. No one could imagine the games and abuse it had been subjected to just hours before. A mixture of relief, arousal, and renewed awe at María's composure washed over me.

Once we were in the elevator, María fixed her hair and adjusted her blazer while desire took over. From behind, I pressed my crotch against her ass and brought my hands to her waist.

“Don't start...” she said, more in Monday mode than I was, as if it were just any Monday...

“I'm not starting anything...”

“Well... today it ends...” María said, watching herself in the mirror, not meeting my eyes in the reflection—what seemed to be her new favorite phrase—and asked:

“How long have we been at this?”

I didn't want to tell her the truth. I didn't want to tell her that I knew the exact date—March ninth of the previous year. The day Edu had come with some other guys to see her, and the night I'd dreamed he humiliated me by kissing her right in front of me, and then they did more than just kiss. The elevator reached the ground floor as I told her we'd been at this for almost a year.

“Already?” she said, clearly surprised. “Well, it'll go down as a crazy phase we went through... And we need to get our act together with the wedding, because my mother is starting to drive me crazy about how we still haven't planned anything,” she said as we stepped out of the elevator.

She was going for a standard goodbye and I was going for lips, tongue, and whatever else I could get. I got lips, a feel of her ass through her suit skirt, a bit of tongue, and a “come on... enough...” delivered with a smile. I called it a win.

How’s anyone supposed to work on a Monday like this? Impossible. The hours dragged. I set eleven in the morning as my target, and it was five till when I couldn’t hold out any longer and texted her:

“How’s it going?”

Five minutes later I got a “Fine” and five seconds after that—or however long it took me to type it—she got a “Have you met up? Have you talked?” “Wait, I’m swamped” appeared on my screen and landed like a slap on the wrist, punishment for an impatient, annoying kid.

I went back to work, half-heartedly, my head somewhere else—and in that somewhere else, Álvaro and Guille still lingered. Images of those kids fucking her kept flooding back... Fuck... And she was just going to block them? As if nothing had happened? Like it was just a physical release? Was she going to forget it just like that?

My imagination flew from the past to the future then, landing on Edu. His sudden reappearance in our lives never ceased to surprise me. Or maybe I’d been so preoccupied with Álvaro that I hadn’t noticed Edu had always been there. In fact, I couldn’t deny that various clues had come my way. I was already questioning whether María’s obedience about what to wear to work had been two or three isolated incidents or a constant thing for weeks or months. Could it have been going on since summer? Her fulfilling his requests about bikinis in summer, then in September during Patricia’s time, then in winter when they went to court together? Could she have been indulging those whims all those months, running alongside everything else, with the oasis of their incredible fuck at the wedding? Her prize? Her reward? No, it couldn’t be... The wedding had been everyone losing their heads, nothing planned. But what about afterward? And that time Víctor told me María had tested the waters with Edu about a repeat? No, I didn’t believe that. It was impossible.

Víctor... that dark, inscrutable IT guy... Had he already seen María dressed like that? Did he know the reason for her outfit? Almost certainly. Or maybe it was just Edu’s game. I imagined Víctor eyeing her with lust in the hallway, or maybe going to María’s office under some excuse to undress her with his eyes... taking in her tits... her legs... I wondered if he jerked off thinking about her, if he imagined her riding him every time they crossed paths... If he stroked his dirty cock in the office bathroom thinking about her...

That was me. The guy who worried about things he didn’t know, then immediately buried those worries by imagining all kinds of filthy, kinky scenarios stemming from that very uncertainty. And there I was... getting hard... sitting at my desk. That’s when Murphy’s Law kicked in—I got dragged into someone else’s shitstorm, one that threatened to mess with my departure time.

Focused on putting out the fire so it wouldn’t disrupt my plans, even eating at my desk to save time, I got a message from María just after three.

“We’re meeting at nine at the usual brewery, the Thursday spot.”

I read that sentence several times. In a way, it was disappointing. Having it at that bar took away... the secrecy... gave it too much of an air of normalcy.

I responded with a terse “okay,” without bothering to warn her I might be late, and went back to work. But again, it was hard. Now that the meeting had a location, my mind flew more easily to the scene. How would we sit? How would Víctor look at her? How would María look at Edu? How would Edu look at me? What would we talk about? What was this meetup really for? Was no one going to try anything? But try what? It was like mixing four chemicals together, stirring, and waiting to see what happened. The truth was, it didn’t make much sense.

Inevitably my mind drifted to more suggestive territory. If María was so sure this meeting would end everything... Was she going to do something? Was she going to tease Víctor and then tell me about it? Had she thought of something? Imagining her getting that forty-something all worked up... turning him on until maybe she let him touch her leg, her thigh under her skirt... the old guy daring to do that right in front of me, her allowing it, and Edu watching me at that moment... Fuck... I got hard just thinking about it...

I grabbed my phone and... after typing and deleting a few things about Víctor and her, I decided to calm down and sent:

“The shirt doesn’t smell like sex, does it?”

I got a response right away:

“Haha. No.”

“We got a little carried away.”

“We got carried away. A LOT,” she wrote in huge letters.

I wrote back that I might be late leaving work, and she responded, annoyed, telling me to try not to take too long. I figured she didn’t want to be alone with them.

I was about to put my phone face down to focus on finishing my unfair task when I saw Edu was typing. I almost dropped my phone.

All I’d seen was the notification at the top of my screen—that he’d written to me. I had no idea about the tone, the length… the content… But the feeling was bad. Suddenly all his sadism and superiority came crashing down on me, teleporting me months into the past. In an instant I felt what I used to feel when I messaged him—not just his sadism and superiority, but… fear. My trembling finger finally opened the chat with him. My entire being braced for an impact that—fair or unfair—I always felt I deserved, always felt came with the whole package, something you couldn’t avoid if you wanted contact with Edu again. I took a breath, as if I’d run out by the time I finished reading… and I read:

“Don’t talk to me today. Whatever this is, it’ll be with her, with Víctor, and with me. I thought you’d learned. I see you haven’t. I told you to stop being an idiot. Don’t respond to this.”


CHAPTER 7

One of my bosses walked past my desk and I dropped my phone. I stared at my computer screen, but I wasn't seeing anything. I couldn't reread the message, and I really needed to because I'd read it quickly and haphazardly.

I felt threatened. I felt inferior. The timid, frightened Pablo emerged from within me. The Pablo I'd been for months around Edu. But soon a battle began between my body and my mind—my body was pumping adrenaline, making me sweat from nerves, making me shrink and feel small, but my mind rebelled and started telling me that Pablo no longer existed, that time had passed since María and I had flown free, without needing Edu. We'd broken free from him and his control, his dominance. We owed him nothing.

My mind kept forming phrases that bounced around in my head. The one that repeated most often was “María and I are in charge,” accompanied by another: “We’re meeting because she and I want to.”

I knew there was some self-deception in that, but deep down I wasn't wrong. We were meeting because María and I wanted to, and besides, I couldn't let myself be that timid Pablo anymore. I couldn't allow it—for my own sake, for the psychological stress it caused. I'd rather fight against myself than against Edu.

My boss disappeared down a hallway and I had two options. First: reread the message, continue my internal struggle, endlessly obsess over why we were going to that meeting, what could happen. Or second: let it go, stop thinking, work so I could leave as soon as possible and show up at the brewery with María. Nothing more. I chose the second.

Now I placed my phone face down on the desk and buried myself in finishing my task so I could leave as soon as possible.

I managed at least enough concentration, but time kept slipping away, always working against me. When I was finishing up, I knew I was already running late and grabbed my phone to see if María had texted me. Imagine my surprise when I discovered… that my battery had died.

I looked up to see if any colleague could lend me a charger, but hardly anyone was left. I didn't want to beat myself up over my bad luck or my carelessness in not noticing earlier that my phone battery was dying, so I decided to calm down and get back to work.

Once I managed to escape that torture and was in the car, looking for parking near María’s office, I wasn't dwelling on whether I'd rushed through one of the reports… but on what I'd find once the four of us were together… All day, I'd never really been focused on work—only on that brewery, on our meeting with our game.

I tried to hide it, but the nervousness coursing through my body was obvious. I parked halfway between her office and the brewery. I checked the time. María was unlikely to still be at the office. It was too late. I steeled myself. Showing up at the brewery alone with the three of them already there wasn't my dream scenario, but there was nothing I could do about it now.

Standing tall. Determined. As if my body language could mask the pounding of my heart, I walked toward my destination—a destination I always seemed to seek reluctantly while yearning for it, like a drug where you know the worst parts are at the beginning and end, but you can't give up the ecstasy in between.

I turned the last corner and, without time or inclination to imagine what I'd find, I came upon a scene I didn't expect. I saw them. And I saw something that no matter how much I'd thought about it, I couldn't have foreseen or imagined.

Yes, indeed, as I got closer it became clear—there were more people there than expected. In addition to María, Edu, and Víctor, completing the circle around two tables pushed almost together were Begoña and another woman.

I was torn between disappointment and relief. The reception was cold. Víctor shook my hand and introduced me to the stranger, a heavyset woman who looked rough for her early forties or great for fifty, with medium-length platinum blonde hair above her shoulders.

“Sara,” she said, and I imagined an h at the end of her name—perhaps because she sounded foreign to me. I thought German or something Central European.

I didn't have time to think about whether this was a setup or what was happening. I looked for María to see if she could tell me something, but all I could tell from her eyes was that she wasn't on her first beer. I introduced myself to Begoña—gorgeous in a light salmon-colored suit, jacket and pants, with a white lingerie top that gave her a more youthful air than when I'd seen her in a darker shirt and suit weeks ago. Her big eyes, her straight brown hair, her white, perfect teeth, her angelic face—the face of a good girl. None of that had I forgotten, nor what María had told me about how she'd come to the city with a boyfriend, even thinking about getting married, and how she'd left him for Edu shortly after meeting.

I sat down. Uncomfortable. Víctor was to my left in his black shirt and black pants, his hair pulled back in a ponytail, his rectangular glasses, and that air of never wanting to be where he was while somehow controlling everything. He looked more gaunt, with furrows rather than wrinkles, and thinner. To my right, Sara started talking to me and I listened while trying to figure out the connection. She wasn't from the office, that was for sure. Given her age, maybe one of Víctor’s flings. She wore white pants, a fitted light blue sweater, and a dark blue blazer over it. I discovered she was Dutch at the same moment I raised my gaze and saw María and Edu sitting together, far from me, with that constant sense of discomfort, of tension. María had an outdoor heater next to her whose flames seemed to be getting to her—flushed and overheated, she'd already taken off her jacket and sat with her pink shirt sleeves rolled up, talking to Edu in short sentences.

I grabbed a beer and finally had something to hold onto while Edu left María's side to focus on Begoña, leaving my girlfriend free for Víctor to chat her up. After some awkward silence with Sara, I felt compelled to tell her about a trip through Holland during my college years—I'd visited a friend who'd been in Leuven, Belgium, and we'd toured both countries. That got her talking and bought me time to analyze what I was seeing, and I started piecing things together: Edu wanted María to talk to Víctor, maybe even get intimate with him... and my girlfriend's flushed face wasn't just from the heat of the space heater or the early buzz from the beer, but also from the extreme discomfort of being forced to talk to Víctor. The terrace was too loud, especially with a big group right next to us, to hold a six-way conversation, so we'd split into three pairs—though two of those pairs were swapped.

Sara somehow pulled me back to the real world. As if there were two worlds. The morbid game that four of us knew about, and the blissful ignorance of Begoña and Sara. At one point, the Dutch woman captivated me so much that I wondered if it might be a strategy, but I dismissed it as too Machiavellian even for Edu.

Sara and I hopped from city to city as my eyes hopped from María to Edu to Víctor to Begoña. I couldn't deny that María's discomfort excited me. Maybe this was her final favor. Her way of closing the game. Maybe she'd known it before I did.

I looked at Víctor, leaning toward her, trying to be funny and clever. His sleazy gaze, his stale smell. I looked at María, her flushed cheeks, her attempt to escape that conversation, her crossed legs, her heels, her pink shirt styled perfectly—which excited me because I remembered what had happened to it hours before, and which excited Víctor for god knows what reason, some fetish for stuffy lawyers or posh girls. And I looked at Edu, perpetually tan, with that perfect little mane, in his gray suit and white shirt, talking to Begoña as if from an altar, while that angelic sweetheart gazed at him with admiration and an almost sexual intensity, expectant, reminding me of when I'd seen María with Edu at the wedding, in his room, always with that look of restlessness, as if they were always waiting for some exciting order or demand.

If Víctor's staleness—dandruff visible on his shirt shoulders—assaulted me from the left, Sara's dense, stately perfume attacked me from the right. Her ample chest strained against her tight blue sweater. I wanted to think, but she wouldn't let me. I had to surrender and dive fully into her conversation, and to do that I decided to be indiscreet, until I got her to reveal that I wasn't far off—she was there for work, barely knew anyone, and had met Víctor online. Maybe it was the alcohol, or that she didn't know I was with María, or both, but I started to wonder if she wasn't considering a swap where I'd be the chosen one and Víctor the discarded.

Begoña, who'd shed her blazer a while ago thanks to another nearby heater, stood up as if intending to pay and leave, and my eyes fixed on their own accord on her slender figure and her medium-sized breasts under the white silk of her camisole top. I imagined for an instant Edu fucking her... and her surrendering... as María had surrendered... She turned and chatted for a moment with an acquaintance at another table, giving me a view of her pert, tight ass under her suit pants. And my mind raced to Edu thrusting into her from behind, destroying her... and I couldn't imagine even half his huge cock fitting inside her body, inside that small pussy of that slight beauty.

It seemed that Begoña's departure coincided with the noisy neighboring group's, so finally a voice could be heard addressing the whole group—it was Begoña's, excusing herself, saying she was leaving.

“I have to go now... I have to finish some things.”

After a brief silence, she added:

“It's just that my boss really rides me...” she said without any intention of a double meaning, though the innuendo was obvious to anyone with a dirty mind.

She ended up whispering in Edu's ear, though I could hear it, asking if she'd come to his place afterward, and the answer was a curt: “I don't know.” An Edu who didn't even stand up to say goodbye to her with a kiss. Maybe it was that coldness that made her seem permanently hooked, permanently afraid, despite being—in theory—a fully official couple.

Víctor stood up too, but he headed inside, probably to use the bathroom. Leaving María relieved but also newly uncomfortable—stuck next to Edu, the two of them in silence. Silence that Sara broke with her loud foreign accent, audible to all four of us, asking if I'd met Víctor at a wedding. It was a question she already knew the answer to, revealing that Víctor had told her something about me, but the most important thing—something she couldn't know—was that for her it was just small talk, but it hadn't been at a wedding, it had been at... “the wedding...” with all the tension that stirred up.

I answered yes, under the watchful gaze of María and Edu, as if in a play, and Sara, oblivious, ended up asking the two of them if there weren't hookups among coworkers at those kinds of events.

It was impossible not to notice the heat and discomfort in María. If Edu was gloating at the memory, he hid it well—his stony expression didn't change. Yes, this was the Edu María had warned me about, the “I fuck so many I don't even remember if I fucked you too” Edu.

The “yes,” “no,” “I don't know” and shrugs from María and Edu weren't enough for a Sara as indiscreet about office hookups as I'd been with her earlier—so indiscreet that she drove María crazy, who finally stood up, saying she was leaving.

“Wait. Don't be in such a hurry,” Edu snapped, serious, gripping her wrist firmly. A strange act, completely out of context.

Sara uncomfortable. Me, surprised. And María... who for some reason didn't have the strength to resist...

This wasn't the María with Álvaro or Guille. This wasn't the María with Víctor. This wasn't the María with me. This was the María with Edu.

“Stay a little longer,” Edu said, releasing her, in a more conciliatory tone.

María sat down.

She seemed to want to pretend that something forced her to obey. Like a rebellious teenager who complies to avoid worse consequences. But it wasn't true. She obeyed because there was something sexual in those commands. Something sexual she was hooked on.

“Are you hot? Do you want me to ask the waiter to turn that off?” Sara said, protective, with that accent, wanting to save her and achieving the opposite.

For some reason, María hadn't looked at me the entire time. As if this were something she had to deal with alone, or as if she were the star who couldn't acknowledge her audience during the performance. As if she wanted to show me what she was like with him, because that would excite me, as if she knew her submission would excite me and that if she looked at me, it would lose a certain magic. Though on the other hand, I got the feeling María wasn't fully aware of that submission.

Her flush... Her discomfort... Her blush... didn't improve when Víctor reappeared, and instead of sitting in his seat, he stood behind her. And Edu whispered something in María's ear... Something that made her blush even more... And Víctor must have been getting a full view of her cleavage, half her swollen breasts... almost down to her bra...

And the thing was, Begoña's departure, the alcohol taking its toll, the sudden silence... gave Edu and Víctor a much more favorable setting to play with her... to make her uncomfortable.


CHAPTER 8

I told myself it was a shame that, with Sara talking to me, I couldn't think about everything that was happening, but that wasn't the real shame—the real shame was that it kept me from enjoying it. The thing was, I didn't want to overthink each party's intentions, the motivations of Edu, Víctor, or María; what I wanted was to enjoy it, and not as a mere spectator, but as a Big Brother who wasn't a judge but a participant.

If Sara was talking to me, I could, more or less, let my gaze drift to Víctor standing behind María, to Edu sitting next to my girlfriend; I could see the two hyenas circling and disorienting the lioness who'd been left alone. But if Sara asked me something, I was forced to answer her, to think, to look at her more carefully, to pretend I was paying attention. I was forced to put my manners ahead of that voyeuristic temptation that had me alert and fixated on that hunt.

María still wasn't looking at me, projecting self-sufficiency to deal with the harassment. Edu was whispering in her ear while Víctor lit a cigarette behind her and tried to join the conversation. My girlfriend subjected to two sources of heat: the relentless heater and the shameless Víctor. She wasn't saying no to Edu with words, but she seemed to be doing it with her whole body. Whatever Edu was whispering in her ear made her just as uncomfortable as having Víctor scrutinizing her from behind—if not more so.

She uncrossed her legs only to cross them again, switching which one was on top. She touched her hair. She said something to Edu. It was all an act, a performance meant to project that nothing could disturb her. Then Víctor placed one of his hands on her shoulder. I stopped hearing Sara, who, lost as she was, seemed to sense that something strange was happening too. Something that was nothing, yet everything at the same time. María felt his hand there and did nothing. And again Edu said something in her ear. I couldn't make it out, but it seemed like he was encouraging her to do something, with hand gestures that seemed to say “why not” or “it's up to you.”

María burned with discomfort, her cheeks flushed, her pose still cocky yet violated, the outline of her breasts under her shirt seeming to become even more noticeable, and I was amazed that her annoyance and disgust at the harassment was giving me the beginnings of an erection. I was getting hard watching her being harassed, turned on by her attempt to pretend she was keeping them at bay without any difficulty.

I was forced to talk about my work with that foreigner, as affable as she was tiresome. Every time I had to look away from the three of them for twenty seconds, I felt a tingling, as if when I looked back I'd see something shocking. And every time I returned to them, I felt Sara notice my stress and saw Edu talking even closer to her. They didn't look at me, and I started to wonder if Edu might kiss her during one of those whispers. Just thinking about it, I was dying from the thrill and the tension. Nothing was stopping him from trying, and only María could stop him from succeeding. I had the feeling Sara didn't even know we were a couple, because she could see—especially by following my nervous gaze—that something was happening, and she said nothing to me.

One of the times I asked Sara a question that required a long answer, I turned my eyes to them and saw Edu not only whispering in her ear but placing a hand on María's knee. My girlfriend, burning up, wasn't pushing his hand away, nor was she pushing away the hand that remained on her shoulder—forced there and aware of its impropriety. Each of those hands sent my pulse racing and was another bite taken out of the lioness who seemed increasingly surrounded and suffocated. If Edu kissed her, if Víctor bent down and dared to touch something more... I would die. And again that need for humiliation, even thinking that I wished Sara knew she was my girlfriend, so I could get even more aroused.

I had seen Edu fuck her. I had seen him come on her... and yet I would die just seeing him kiss her in front of me and in front of everyone. While I was thinking that, Víctor withdrew his hand and Edu withdrew his. I could feel the relief in María. Víctor sat back down in his seat. Sara was talking to me. No one was looking at me. And Edu seemed disappointed, even irritated. He said something in María's ear then, something that sounded like a reproach... and María, without agreeing or denying, without even responding, stood up and walked—still without looking at me—toward the inside of the bar.

I didn't understand a single thing about what was happening.

If ninety percent of my attention was on María and ten percent on Sara, that last percentage was enough for me to understand that the Dutch woman was proposing we go somewhere else.

“Everyone?” I asked without thinking.

“No... you and me... If you want.”

Before I could respond, Víctor was getting up and Sara was waiting for my answer while that skinny, haggard forty-something went into the bar.

“No... I don't know...” I responded, simultaneously yearning for María to return immediately and for her not to return for a long time...

“Early morning tomorrow, of course,” Sara said indulgently, letting me know she couldn't take two steps on her own, that she needed at least one from me.

A deafening silence fell. Edu grabbed his phone and held it horizontally, and, as if bringing a piece of toast to his ear, began listening to something—maybe a voice message—like it was nothing. Meanwhile, Sara waited for my verdict and neither María nor Víctor came out of the bar.

“What if I left with Sara?” I even asked myself. What would happen if I left the lioness, perhaps already wounded, alone with those two hyenas?

But Sara herself couldn't take the silence anymore and broke it by resuming an earlier conversation. Now I could look at her, now I could pretend I was listening with my eyes too, but my body was elsewhere—it was with María and Víctor, inside that bar. I felt my heart beating harder with each passing minute, because with each passing minute it became more and more certain that my girlfriend was with that repulsive man who filled me with extreme distrust.

Sara and I didn't exist for Edu, who sat there fiddling with his phone, legs crossed with exaggerated swagger, as if he were alone. I watched him from the corner of my eye and couldn't help feeling drawn to his charisma and—why not admit it—his sheer magnificence. Seeing him again, I understood why María had submitted to those proposals and surrendered so completely on the wedding day.

My nerves made the conversation with Sara veer into surreal territory at times, prompting some theatrical laughs from her that made me feel out of place. All I wanted was to know what was happening inside the bar, why she wasn't coming out yet… when Edu stood up and headed inside too.

“They're leaving us alone,” I said reflexively.

“I don't know what they're doing, honestly,” Sara said, her tone enigmatic.

“What do you mean?”

“Well, they come, they go, in and out… Maybe they're paying,” she said, uncomfortable at the thought they might be covering her share—and showing, in a way, that she didn't suspect anything. Unless she was pretending.

Again, a deafening silence settled over us. I heard the background buzz of laughter and voices from other tables and terraces, but more than anything, I heard my own heart pounding. María had been in there for about fifteen minutes.

“So what are you doing tonight? Going to sleep like a good boy?” Sara asked—a strange question, delivered with that overly precise diction of hers.

“Yeah… you?”

“I don't know. Whatever comes my way,” she replied, tossing the ball into my court. But I didn't have it in me to think about anything other than what the three of them were doing, let alone muster the reflexes to respond to questions like that.

Silence again, and again my questions, my speculations about Edu's intentions—about those whispers in her ear, those short phrases that from a distance seemed more like provocations than confessions, since after each whisper he seemed to wait for a response that never came.

The discomfort became so unbearable that Sara must have noticed how out of it I was—she finally grabbed her purse and then her phone. I didn't know what to do, and I felt addicted to that uncertainty. Every time someone came out of the bar, I searched their face for some sign, which was absurd—as if anyone would walk out with a look that said a girl was being groped inside. My mind was a constant loop of what if…? My erection wouldn't go away… the image of María being cornered wouldn't go away… My imagination raced to María letting Edu kiss her, and I throbbed… then to Víctor trying to kiss her and her pulling away… but looking at Edu… and it turned me on… My memory went back to Edu fucking her on all fours on that bed, when I walked in and saw his ass pumping back and forth as he thrust into her and she screamed… screamed like never before… like a total slut… thanking him for that fuck and that huge cock with every shriek… and a thick drop oozed from my cock, soaking my underwear…

Just as Sara started speaking to me again, I saw a gray and pink blur emerge from the bar. It was María, her cheeks flushed… and… her shirt untucked from her skirt…

Víctor and Edu appeared behind her, their faces serious. María went to her chair and grabbed her jacket and purse. She looked at me for the first time, signaling that we were leaving. Sara looked surprised when my girlfriend came over to collect me. Edu addressed the Dutch woman for the first time, asking if she'd driven, and María didn't give me a chance to process anything, or suspect anything, or even say goodbye. Before I knew it, we were walking side by side, leaving that terrace behind.

I never felt comfortable in situations where I knew I came across as an anxious naïf, desperate to know not just something but everything, completely at the mercy of María's timing.

We walked in silence. Her heels echoed against the cobblestones. She seemed taller, more slender, more confident with that stride, and I felt small for being so in the dark.

“Where did you park?” she asked, stopping abruptly, nervous.

Her nervousness was pure excitement for me.

I'd been so preoccupied with not knowing anything that I hadn't realized we'd been walking about fifty meters in the wrong direction.

“Fuck… good thing I asked,” she snapped, tense. “I've been calling you, by the way.”

“Yeah. My battery died.”

“Well, I was waiting for you.”

“Well, what do you want,” I shot back, an involuntary counterattack.

“Well, I want you to answer the damn phone. If you didn't spend all day texting me nonsense, you'd have battery when I call.”

“Can you tell me what the hell is wrong with you?” I asked, sounding angrier than I actually was.

She didn't respond… and then I found my nerve:

“And can you tell me why your shirt is untucked from your skirt?”

“What?” she asked immediately, stopping.

“María, you were in there for like twenty minutes.”

“So?”

“Exactly.”

“You think I was fucking someone in there or what?” she said, starting to walk again.

No one said anything for the rest of the way. We reached the car in complete silence. María was nervous, tense, and angry with me—though it seemed to me like nothing more than an excuse, an excuse she was making for herself.

We rode up in the elevator with María glued to her phone, scrolling through social media randomly, chaotically. We walked into the apartment and she stopped in the middle of the living room, transfixed, eyes locked on her screen. Someone had messaged her.

I stepped into the kitchen for a moment, and when I came back she was still standing there, in the middle of the room. In her gray suit and pink shirt, still flushed—or more flushed—nervous, or more nervous. She looked like she was about to type, but her long, slender fingers never did. Hesitating. She was a complete wreck. A nervous, overwhelmed beauty. A femme fatale who'd always been unshakeable, now visibly undone and subdued.

I walked over. She half-moved to hide it, but didn’t. I looked over her shoulder. Edu had texted her—or was texting her. I caught scattered words. I caught a sentence. A brutally aggressive “what the fuck is your problem?” and more scattered words.

María didn’t make a sound. No exasperated sigh. Nothing. Stone-faced. Finally, she said:

“I’m going to bed. Eat if you want.”

And she headed for the bedroom. Leaving me standing there.


CHAPTER 9

After weeks of almost nothing happening, I was suddenly living through more than I could process. The world seemed to be spinning around me faster than it ever had before. And María—María wasn't just keeping up with that breakneck pace, she seemed to be the one who'd set it in motion, never stopping to look back at the fires she left in her wake. She was like the heroine of a video game, leaping from platform to platform, everything exploding behind her after each jump, never pausing, just pushing forward toward some stressful checkpoint.

My head couldn't hold any more, and I couldn't ask myself any more questions. On top of all the missing information from the night with Álvaro and Guille, there was now the reason for that meeting with Víctor and Edu, the content of those whispers on the terrace, what had happened inside the bar… and whatever Edu had just written to her—and was probably still writing—while I searched for a phone charger on the living room coffee table.

Two things had me anxious: my lack of information and María's platform game. All that charging forward without looking back, no matter what crazy thing she'd done. She brushed off having sex without a condom with Guille like it was nothing. She brushed off having anal sex with Álvaro like it was nothing. I couldn't believe she didn't care about any of it. It was impossible.

While my phone booted up, I figured María was probably texting Edu. It wasn't the first time we'd been in this situation. Months ago, I'd suspected she was sexting him until she ended up using our plastic cock to masturbate. Something we'd never really talked about. But this didn't seem like a repeat of that—from the little I'd managed to glimpse while Edu was texting her, what came through were reproaches and accusations, a harsh reprimand.

Lying on the couch, I got notifications that María had indeed texted me—several messages asking where I was and if I was going to pick her up at the office. No mention that there would be six of us instead of four; maybe she hadn't known either until she ran into all of them, just like I had.

As I looked at María's messages, I couldn't help noticing she was constantly online.

A strange unease came over me—I sensed Edu was putting her through a kind of tension and nervousness I'd never seen in her before. I remembered when María had stood up on the terrace to leave and Edu had told her—ordered her—to sit down. María had obeyed, trembling, cowed… I remembered how she'd obeyed him… and I got aroused.

Almost the moment I felt my cock throb, I started reproaching myself for my arousal. There was my girlfriend, my fiancée, texting that cocky, petulant braggart… in our bedroom… and not only was I not going in there to demand explanations, but I was getting aroused remembering how nervous she'd been around him, getting aroused imagining her anxious and apologizing. Because from everything that had happened, it was clear Edu had proposed things she hadn't agreed to.

I kept staring at my phone screen—María was still online, and I was starting to get seriously hard. My mind drifted back to the bar… to Víctor… and to the looks of utter disgust María had given him; a disgust far deeper than what I'd seen with Álvaro—it was pure contempt. And her discomfort at being harassed by him… that excited me too.

María went offline, and I heard her moving around in our bedroom. I thought she'd come out to the living room any moment, but she didn't. I thought about having dinner, but I wasn't really hungry—if I was hungry for anything, it was information, but I didn't know how to bring it up. I couldn't see myself going to the bedroom to demand answers, even though I felt completely within my rights. I ended up turning on the TV for some company, and thinking about company made me think of Sara—whether she was with Víctor now, whether they'd actually hooked up or if she'd only agreed to meet him to make friends in a city she didn't know. And I thought about Edu, about how the bastard hadn't even looked at me the whole time, and how he had that gorgeous girl Begoña eating out of his hand.

I'd been watching TV for over half an hour when my phone buzzed with a message. It was María. The screen showed a brief “Coming?”

The truth was, it bothered me to keep following her schedule, doing things on her terms. She'd lock herself in our bedroom or summon me whenever she felt like it. She'd let me go sleep on the couch after insulting me, only to come make things right later like she was my savior. She'd set up what amounted to an orgy, and I had to wait on her timing, wait until she decided to tell me about it. And going further back, she'd told me about her night with Edu when she was good and ready. I think I only put up with it for two reasons: first, because I was hooked on the uncertainty, and second, because deep down I felt guilty for those months when I'd been playing both sides with Edu and her, even sending that stupid, arrogant prick suggestive photos of her… That put me in such a bad position that there was always this lingering sense that I'd done worse than anything she was doing.

I walked down the hallway and opened the door to our bedroom. I closed it behind me, and there was María, sitting cross-legged with her back almost against the headboard, wearing a navy blue satin pajama top, her legs bare. Her hair fell across part of her face, a chestnut mane that seemed to grow longer every day, phone in hand. Her face wasn't just flushed—she was like a red beacon, radiating heat into the entire room.

“Have you eaten?” she asked.

“No, I'm not hungry,” I replied, knowing she was about to tell me something important.

“They barely gave us anything to snack on there—they're getting cheaper and cheaper,” María said, and I looked around as if something was off. Something was happening. I saw the shirt, bought for Víctor, hanging on a chair… her suit put away, only the lamp on… what was strange wasn't the bedroom—it was her.

“Yeah… well… How was it?” I said, standing in front of her, with no idea what to say.

She stayed quiet. Whatever it was had to come out now.

“Look at this…” she said with a sigh that made her bangs flutter. Burning up. And she held out her phone to me.

I took it.

“Don't read. Hit play. Play the audio.”

I couldn't help but look before doing what she asked. The chat was with Edu. There were several messages. María had asked him how things went with Begoña. Sure enough, there was a voice note. And after the audio, a message from Edu that said “now you.”

“Come on, play it already. Don't read,” María insisted.

I was so thrown off I barely had time to get nervous. I pressed play and brought the phone to my ear. I didn't look at María. I let my gaze go unfocused, so I wouldn't miss anything.

There was a hum, background noise, no one talking. My heart started racing as I began to make out sounds, my pulse spiking as everything became clearer. I actually stepped back a couple of paces when I understood what it was. I looked at María, who sat there both impassive and nervous, looking at me but also lowering her eyes a bit—not wanting to make me uncomfortable, or not wanting me to make her uncomfortable. There was absolutely no doubt. And I had even less doubt when, between moans, I heard “Ohhh Eduuu” “mmm Eduuu” “you're killing me...” “mmmm”—incredibly hot moans from a completely surrendered Begoña. Edu had recorded himself—at least the sound—fucking Begoña.

I pulled the phone away a bit. I looked at María and she swept her hair to one side. I brought the phone closer again and heard the rhythmic sound of Begoña and Edu's bodies slapping together, fucking… It was so hot… And María kept pulling all her hair back, as if thinking about making a ponytail but not doing it, not knowing what to do or where to put her hands. Begoña's moans continued and my cock throbbed in time with my pulse… when a whimpered “Edu mmm… you bastard..! You fuck me so good…!” came out of Begoña's mouth, sobbed with gratitude, and almost made me drop the phone.

The audio ended. I looked at María.

“What the hell?” was all I managed to say.

“What do you think?” she asked.

“Fuck… I don't know… it's… intense.”

“Yeah… well… I mean what he's saying to me.”

It took me a moment to understand what she meant. Then I looked at the screen and read what appeared after the audio—Edu's message: “now you.”

“What?” I said, taking the opportunity to look more at the conversation.

“What do you think,” she said in a low voice, another question, while giving me time to read what was a real dressing-down from Edu—apparently for jerking him around, taking him for an idiot, playing dumb, and other accusations.

When I didn't respond, María asked for the phone back and said:

“No one has to know it's me.”

María, extremely nervous despite being alone with me now, was asking me to fuck her and record her moans… to send them to Edu… to make it up to him… to apologize… My girlfriend didn't want to fuck me—she wanted that despot to forgive her. She seemed unable to bear having disappointed him.


CHAPTER 10

I still couldn’t get used to that feeling of being unable to process everything that was happening. And I still couldn’t believe that María could. My girlfriend was surfing one wave after another while I was still submerged from the impact of the first.

I took my time before answering. Finally, she was the one who had to wait on me. The truth was I didn’t know whether to be angry or turned on. Turned on by the audio I’d just heard, by the proposal itself… by imagining Edu fucking that little doll hard… by how we might try to rival those sounds… And angry about those nerves, that submission, that need not to disappoint him.

I mumbled an “I don’t know…” to buy time, while trying to remember what that expression on María’s face reminded me of—it reminded me of something from a while back, with Edu, but I couldn’t remember what. And that “I don’t know” reflected not just doubt but also a sense of being overwhelmed—I felt overwhelmed by that pace and by that María.

My girlfriend was waiting for my answer, and so was I. I decided to undress, no longer trying to keep her in suspense, but genuinely mulling over the crazy things we kept doing.

Certainly, thinking about the possibility of it spreading, there’d be no way to know that some moans were María’s or anyone else’s—in that sense, the photos I’d sent Edu months ago had been, and continued to be, more dangerous, but that didn’t make it any less strange. I stayed in my underwear and lay down next to María while that request bounced around in my mind—it was a “now you,” but spelled out it meant “start fucking your boyfriend and record your moans for me.”

Already lying next to her, she remained in the same position, sitting cross-legged with each foot on top of the opposite thigh, in lotus position, wearing her navy blue silk pajama top with three or four buttons fastened. I asked for her phone again, clarifying that I wasn’t going to read anything. After saying it, I didn’t understand why I’d told her that, since I felt fully entitled to read that entire conversation. She handed me the phone and said:

“Are you going to forward the audio to yourself?” she asked without a hint of reproach, giving me an idea I hadn’t thought of.

“Yeah…” I responded, and set about doing it.

A silence fell in which María was waiting for my answer and I was hoping she’d push. Since neither of us would budge, I ended up saying:

“Well, tell me what happened. Everything Edu was whispering in your ear… why did you two go inside…?” I asked, placing her phone on my stomach.

“Nothing happened,” she responded curtly, turning slightly toward me.

I gave her a look that said it was obvious things had happened, and she continued:

“Look… what do you want me to say… I’m sure you noticed… Edu wouldn’t stop telling me to talk to Víctor… that… that I should go with him.”

“That you should go with him?” I interrupted. “Go where?”

“I don’t know. He wanted me to go with him.”

“But did Víctor know that? Did he know Edu was asking you that?”

“Well… no, I mean, I guess. At first no, I mean. I don’t think he knew at first.”

“What do you mean at first? Damn it, María… can’t you lay this out a little better?”

“Look,” she said, her voice rising with a hint of attitude, “first of all, I don’t know what Sara and Begoña were even doing there. Then he made sure I sat next to Víctor and turned his back to talk to Begoña so I had no choice but to put up with Víctor. And then you showed up and sat with the… whatever she is to Víctor…”

“Yeah, well, so what? What’s this ‘at first’ thing?”

“Well, at first, or rather when Begoña left, Edu told me I wasn’t paying attention to Víctor. I told him I was talking to him, and he said… something like… that I wasn’t talking to him the way I should. I don’t know… maybe he wanted… a little scene?”

“A little scene?”

“Yeah… look, afterwards it was clear he wanted me to… I don’t know… fool around a bit with him… He told me to go inside, that he wanted to talk to me, that he didn’t understand what the point of the four of us meeting was, that he wanted to clear things up… but you saw he didn’t come in after—Víctor showed up instead.”

“But did Víctor show up trying to hit on you?” I interrupted.

“No, I was supposed to meet Edu inside. I saw he wasn’t coming so I went to the bathroom, and when I came out I ran into him—Víctor—and when I realized it was a setup I wanted to leave, but he suggested having a beer at the bar. We talked normally, like we’d been talking outside… and… and after a while Edu came over… we talked, you know, normally… and… and then out of nowhere he suggested the three of us go to his place.”

“To Edu’s place?” I asked nervously, as if which house we went to mattered more than why.

“Yes.”

“And what did you tell him?”

“I said no.”

“And what about the skirt?”

“What about the skirt?”

“That you came out with your shirt untucked from your skirt.”

“Jesus, Pablo, I don’t know… I guess I untucked it in the bathroom, that’s all. No particular reason.”

“Okay,” I said quickly. “And you told them you weren’t going with them and then what? What did they say?”

“Well, Edu… he kind of insisted, and when he saw I wasn’t budging, he got a little pissy. He said something like… something like… ‘Can you tell me what the fuck we even met up for?’ And, I don’t know, it surprised me… or intimidated me a little. I didn’t know what to say. The truth was I didn’t really know the reason either.”

“The reason was for me to see you with them, wasn’t it?”

“Yeah, and…? You think if I tell Edu that… you think that would make any sense to him? Because, I mean… maybe Edu suspects something about… you liking to watch… because of what happened… but Víctor? I don’t know, Pablo. I don’t know. All I know is I didn’t know what to say to him… and he got a little aggressive, so I told them I was leaving.”

“And… but does Víctor know you dress like that for him?”

“No. I don’t think so, anyway.”

“And they didn’t tell you why Sara and Begoña were there? You showed up alone and everyone was already there?”

“Yeah. They were already there. I didn’t know Sara, or whatever her name is, though I noticed she wouldn’t stop talking to you.”

“Yeah… kind of annoying,” I replied, and I felt a bit bad, because she seemed like a good person, and she wasn’t to blame for anything and probably had no idea about any of this mess.

I pressed her with several more questions, but nothing substantial came from María. Not entirely satisfied with what I’d gotten, and after a heavy silence, I decided to bring up another topic:

“And what happened with Guille and Álvaro?”

“Well, what does it matter?” she interrupted before I could finish, visibly annoyed.

“It does matter, María. It was three days ago, not three years ago.”

“Another day, Pablo. Don’t push it,” she interrupted again.

I didn’t know if she didn’t want to talk about them or if she was in a hurry to solve her latest problem, which seemed to be keeping Edu happy as soon as possible.

“For now, just tell me if they’ve texted you today.”

“Yes.”

“Both of them?”

“Yes.”

At that moment I almost asked why she didn’t just block them, since she’d said she would, but I didn’t—because I didn’t want her to.

“And do you reply to them?”

“No.”

“Why not?”

“Come on, Pablo, enough. I’ll tell you about those two another day. Stop being a pain.”

I got the feeling that in another context she would have cut me off sooner, that she wouldn’t have tolerated that barrage of questions, many of them repeated. But she didn’t want a conflict right now—she didn’t need me angry, she needed me willing.

At that instant something lit us up, a glow rising from my abdomen. Her phone revealed not just some irrelevant notification about a clothing app sale, but also that the phone existed—that on it was an angry Edu waiting, and Begoña moaning and screaming his name.

I unlocked her phone, went into the chats, saw no trace of Álvaro and Guille at first glance, and opened the conversation with Edu. I made my decision: I’d take advantage of that silence, that tense calm, and that impatient María to listen to that voice note again.

I turned the volume all the way up, and with Begoña’s first sigh my cock throbbed beneath my underwear. Maybe it was because I knew what I was about to hear and was more focused, maybe it was because I knew María was listening with me now… but it turned me on more than the first time.

My girlfriend leaned back until she was right beside me. I could see her face, always somewhat hidden, somewhat guarded or shy behind her thick brown bangs. I saw that face again—the one that reminded me of something from months ago.

Begoña’s moans bombarded us, and I wasn’t embarrassed that my small cock got hard and its outline became visible to María through my underwear. I wondered if Begoña knew she was being recorded… and I bet she didn’t. And more and more moans… Those “Ohhh!!” those “Hmmmm!!” muffled and drawn out, and that final crescendo where Edu pounded into her until she came undone, thanking him with every moan and scream for the huge cock he was giving her. I wondered if that massive dick fit all the way inside her… when that well-bred girl, who couldn’t weigh more than a hundred pounds, exploded with that “Edu mmm… you bastard..! You fuck me so good…!” that made my cock start to leak and left María panting, flushed, almost sweating. I looked at María, the audio finished, in silence, and I finally remembered where and when I’d seen that face before.

“Does it turn you on?” she asked me.

“What do you think?”

“Yeah...”

“And you?”

María hesitated for a moment. She shifted a bit closer. Nearer to me.

“I don't know. It's weird. Do you like her?”

“Well... she's very pretty.”

“Yeah...”

“I don't know how she takes that cock.”

“Don't be crude,” she said, smiling.

Her hand moved to my underwear then. Deliberately clumsy. Feeling around with her palm and the back of her hand. Our lips met in a quick peck and then I hit play again. I wanted to enjoy Begoña's moans, the pounding Edu was giving her while María kissed me, eager for me—or maybe eager to fulfill Edu's whim, and eager to listen to them, because María knew perfectly well what it was like to have Edu fuck you.

The wetness of María's tongue and mouth, her perfume on her neck... the smell of her hair... her hand slipping through the opening of my underwear, all of it set against Begoña's breathing, her sighs, her moans, her whimpers and their bodies colliding... in that voice note of barely two minutes that I played again... enjoying both the handjob María was starting to give me and her tongue playing with mine in silent kisses that didn't want to drown out that posh girl taking cock from that bastard who had them all.

María sat up a bit, pulled off my underwear and started stroking me, gripping my cock with three fingers... and in my mind—and maybe in hers too—was the comparison between what Begoña was getting and what María was working... She looked at me while she jerked me off and Begoña was coming undone with pleasure, and I don't know when exactly she stopped seeing me despite still looking at me, and I saw that look again.

Still jerking me off, she started unbuttoning her pajama top with her other hand, pulling it aside a bit—her breasts would have been completely exposed if not for her hair falling forward, covering her tits almost entirely; though that didn't stop me from catching glimpses of her areolas because her hair wasn't impenetrable and left gaps that drove me wild.

While Begoña screamed, María jerked me off and looked at me, but didn't see me.

And so... at that precise moment, I let go and drifted back to the wedding night, when we were still in the huge hall, when Edu had undone a button on María's shirt and slipped his hand over her torso, right in front of me, while Paula and Amparo were oblivious. That look on María's face—submissive, intimidated, nervous, exhausted... it was the same face I'd just seen when I entered the bedroom. That mix of arousal, loss of control, shock and submission... And when Edu had buttoned it back up and slapped her breasts over the silk, making them bounce under the shirt... that bizarre humiliation, that dominance over her... It was terribly arousing... and it was María's expression while I'd listened to the audio the first time...

I hadn't seen that face again until that moment... That “I don't want you to humiliate me, but humiliate me,” that “don't ask me to fulfill whims I can't fulfill...” that submissive and docile “please, don't be angry...”

Yes, that was the face. And it wasn't just sex, it wasn't just physical—it transcended that.


CHAPTER 11

In that moment, I started to understand a bit more about what was going on with María. She seemed more affected by an order from Edu than by that pseudo-orgy with Álvaro, Guille, and Sofía. I wondered how that was possible, but there it was. Those whispers from Edu on the terrace while Víctor was behind her seemed to overwhelm her more than what had happened at Álvaro's place.

Sometimes, when María had been with Álvaro or Edu, I'd managed to feel through them. To feel the touch, the smell, the sensations with María, but as if she were almost a stranger to me. As if I were half myself—aroused and frozen by what I saw—and half them, feeling, feeling her. That situation reminded me of the current one, because I could feel the domination over María for fractions of a second… I felt like Edu for instants, as if in a dream where you're another person; I could feel what it's like to have a woman like María under your control. And it made my skin prickle.

When I'd asked her why she obeyed and dressed the way he ordered, she'd said it wasn't excitement she felt, but that she liked him paying attention to her. That explanation didn't quite convince me; there had to be something more, a stronger feeling.

When the audio ended, when Begoña fell silent, I immediately played that blessed sound again. María didn't protest the loop and kept stroking my modest cock. If she resented the unfair distribution that left Begoña so tremendously well-endowed, she obviously didn't show it.

My girlfriend was jerking me off with restraint, even though her impatience was palpable. She was walking a fine line: on one hand, she wanted to turn me on so I wouldn't refuse to help her obey him, but on the other, she knew she couldn't speed up her movements—that would leave me out of commission, and that would be disastrous.

I closed my eyes and wondered how much of the handjob María was giving me came from real desire and how much from the need not to disappoint Edu. Maybe I was naive, but I had the feeling there was also desire for me, and that brought me back to those weeks when I'd clearly felt that hadn't been the case. I wondered why sometimes I felt María desired me and sometimes I felt she didn't.

I didn't know it then, but soon my girlfriend would explain why.

Silence fell—Begoña stopped moaning and María stopped jerking me off. She let my cock fall, hard and leaking, onto my belly, and brought her face to mine.

Lying there in the dimness, with her mouth near my ear, I thought she'd ask me at any moment. “Fuck me, make me moan, so I can send my moans to Edu, so he'll forgive me for not warming up his repulsive friend.” That was the phrase that would obviously never leave her mouth, since all her requests came through gestures, not words.

She was waiting for an “okay, get on top,” and I was enjoying her impatience.

She kissed me on the cheek. On the neck. She moved the phone that still lay on my torso and set it beside me. And she descended. Crawling. Kissing my chest, my nipples, my abdomen, my navel. Leaving traces of the marvelous feel of her breasts against my skin… also leaving a trail of tiny, audible kisses, and finally caresses from her hair all over my torso, sending pleasant, relaxing tingles through me.

She was kissing around my pubic hair, on either side of my cock, teasing out the delay of a blowjob that, if I was being cynical, promised to be a gift of convenience, when she said:

“Play the voice note again if you want.”

It was starting to strike me as so odd that she thought I needed special convincing that I began to consider another hypothesis: maybe this was more about guilt on her part, for dragging me into her scheme.

“Yeah? Should I play it again?” I asked.

“If you want, yes.”

“I'll play it if it turns you on too.”

I got no response and felt her cup my balls with one hand, now bent completely between my legs, still in her panties with her pajama top open.

I looked down and saw only dimness and her hair. Then I felt a couple of fingers peel my cock off my abdomen and point it toward the ceiling. I reached for her phone… hit play… Begoña would start moaning any moment… and suddenly I felt immense heat—from the tip of my cock, I felt my whole body rise ten degrees. María was swallowing my cock, taking it all in, her tongue flicking against it randomly, arrhythmically, and I let my head fall back, the hand holding the phone going limp. I closed my eyes and listened as Edu fucked Begoña while María cupped my balls with one hand and worked me with her mouth in small movements up and down.

I was amazed by the heat she made me feel just by licking, sucking, and swallowing those few centimeters of my body. It was an especially wet blowjob, as if she were catching the fever from Edu and Begoña's wild sex session. When Begoña screamed, for the umpteenth time that night, “Edu mmm… you bastard! You fuck me so good…!” I noticed movement and, opening my eyes slightly, saw María move her free hand to somewhere between her legs. And when Edu and Begoña's bodies produced a thunderous noise, my girlfriend had already managed to slip that hand under her panties. She was sucking me off while touching herself, all of it sweetened by the fucking and the imminent orgasm of her office mate.

I wondered what María was feeling—if hearing those moans brought her back to the wedding night, if she pictured herself as Begoña, if she envied her, or if she was so focused on getting me worked up to make her moan that she didn't let her imagination wander.

The audio ended and María couldn't hold back anymore. She couldn't hide her urgency any longer. I figured her eagerness wasn't so much about me being inside her as it was about earning Edu's forgiveness as soon as possible. She sat up and straddled me. She pressed my cock against her panties, which were the same color as her pajamas, caressed my abdomen, my chest, looked at me, moved her hips forward a bit, then backward, pushing against my cock, flattening it a little… as if her panties, her pussy, were a rolling pin… and she said:

“So, should we do it then?”

At that moment her phone lit up. The glow fell on us. I grabbed it, lifted it a bit, and we could both see it wasn't Edu calling her out for not following through, but Álvaro sending four question marks.

I didn't say anything because I didn't want to overwhelm her, and neither did she, probably because she didn't want us to lose the moment we were in, with Edu and Begoña.

A rather uncomfortable silence fell. I didn't want to exploit her situation: stressed by Álvaro and Guille and anxious because time was passing and she wasn't making good on her promise to Edu. But I couldn't help using that moment of vulnerability to dig for more information:

“Damn… what timing to text you.”

She said nothing.

“Just tell me what Álvaro is to you,” I said.

“What do you mean, what is he?” she said, her tone friendly, one hand on my cock, pressing it against her crotch, against her panties.

“Yeah, what he was to you… or what he still is.”

“What was he to me? Well, what would he be… Well… he was…” she hesitated, looking away a bit. I could see her torso, upright, proud, but I could barely make out her breasts clearly because of the half-open jacket and her hair falling forward. “He was… nothing… he was… well… a cock.”

“A cock?”

“Yeah,” she said, now looking at me.

“And… Guille?”

“Guille… a mistake.”

“A mistake? Why?”

“The thing with Guille was… I don't know… I don't even know how it happened. But it was a mistake.”

“And Sofía?”

“Sofía, and that's it, okay?”

“What?” I asked.

“The Sofía question is the last one.”

“Okay.”

“Well, Sofía's a crazy woman I hope I never see again in my life.”

“Why?”

“I'm not answering any more,” she smiled.

A brief silence fell that I wanted to break by rewarding her for her answers:

“Do you want… So should we record ourselves…? The sound.”

It's not that I expected María to jump for joy, but I at least expected some reaction. She didn't react at all, until a few seconds later, when she took off her pajama jacket and set it aside. Now only her hair kept me from seeing her breasts, but again her hair left enough gaps to glimpse part of her areolas and nipples.

I expected her to take off her panties and climb on top of me. But what she did was bring her hands to her underwear… pulling it upward… stretching it a bit, making the navy blue silk clearly outline her lips… thick… protruding… Straddling me, almost on her knees, killing me with that sight, she asked me to play Begoña and Edu's audio again.

My hand obeyed, trembling. I found the chat and hit “play.” What happened next left me breathless. I didn't know what to do, or where to put my hands—what María was doing was too delicate, too erotic to disturb. For the first minute she kept tracing her pussy with her panties, always delicately… then with more force, but the same restraint, until she'd almost completely wedged them between her lips, all in a slow, deliberate game. She did it without moaning, without making a sound. The only sound came from Begoña. Her pussy lips protruded now, one on each side of the navy blue silk. I was tempted to feel that delicate texture with my fingertips, but I held back… and then, when Begoña was screaming her lover's name, those panties were pushed aside and María began to touch herself… and the audio ended and she didn't need to ask me—I knew what she wanted. María, eyes closed, knees on either side of my body, threw her head back and opened her mouth slightly, though silently, rubbing her pussy and clit to the sounds of Edu fucking that rich girl, and when Begoña moaned “Edu mmm… you bastard…! You fuck me so good…!” her mouth closed, biting her lower lip, restrained, as she always was with me—I'd only ever seen her truly let go with real lovers like Álvaro and Edu.

The audio ended again and a trembling, flushed María, without a trace of shame, slipped off her panties and mounted me again. She swept all her hair back and I could see her torso, her swollen, sweaty breasts glistening with heat. The sight of her torso exposed like that was stunning, with those enormous breasts hanging slightly then curving upward at the tips, pointing up and outward…

She lifted herself up a bit. My cock had stayed hard the entire time. She grabbed it with one hand, looked at me… aimed for a few seconds… until my tip parted the lips of her pussy and she began to sink down, to sit on me, forcing me to close my eyes and let my head fall back. She let out only a soft grunt, more from need than pleasure… and she took it all, easily, in one go.

Even with my eyes closed, I felt her riding me, moving her hips in small circles, her hands resting on my abdomen.

“How do we do this?” she asked, serious, without stopping.

I opened my eyes. She was riding me calmly, eyes glistening, all her hair falling behind her down to the small of her back. I put my hands on her ass and answered.

“I don't know… What do you think?”

“We fuck like this for a bit… and then you record.”

“I record?”

“Yes. Yes, but… record it like… with the voice memo app. Not directly from the chat.”

“I see…”

“Maybe record a few and we’ll see which one we send,” she said, her hips never stopping, that movement sometimes more circular, sometimes clearly back and forth.

The strategy seemed clear, though there was a big problem looming on the horizon. But in that moment, I was savoring the feel of María’s ass, her gaze—surprisingly defiant, staring at me intently, as if demanding pleasure. I savored the hypnotic sway of her breasts, her stiff nipples, her wide areolas, those hip movements that drove me crazy, the brush of her pubic hair against mine, her skin, her flesh… her beauty… When she rode me like this, after having seen how she’d ridden Álvaro, how I’d seen her with Edu, I couldn’t help but think she was born to fuck, to fuck like this, with that composure and elegance that no one else could possibly have.

“Can I ask you something?” she said—a phrase that was more typically mine than hers.

“Yes,” I answered, my breathing ragged in a way hers wasn’t.

“Does Begoña turn you on?”

“Yes,” I said without hesitation.

“Do you think she’s pretty, or does she turn you on?” she pressed.

“Both.”

María fell silent. Again, her face revealed nothing that might explain her question. I gripped her ass as she rode me, and one of my fingers accidentally brushed close to her asshole. She didn’t flinch, but she didn’t seek out that contact again either. Maybe out of curiosity, maybe hoping to change her breathing, I deliberately brought the tip of that finger to the entrance of her ass. I grazed it, but again got no reaction.

“María.”

“What?”

“I have to ask you,” I said, and she stayed silent, my finger now away from her asshole, my hands back on her ass. “Álvaro…”

“What?”

“I just don’t know how to put this gently, honestly…”

She said nothing, and the words came out of my mouth with unpleasant abruptness:

“Álvaro fucked you in the ass, right?”

If the previous silence had been nothing, this one was unbearable. Maybe she was trying to figure out what I might or might not have seen.

“No,” she finally answered. Serious.

“Are you sure?”

“He tried, but no.”

“Because you didn’t want to?”

“No.”

María kept up those firm, regal hip movements, forward and back, while denying that Álvaro had fucked her in the ass—when I’d seen with my own eyes how he’d gotten it halfway in. She seemed to read my mind, because she said:

“We said I’d tell you what happened another day. But… what happened… you can’t really call it that… It’s true something happened, that he tried… but…”

“But what?”

“Well… you’ve seen it, haven’t you? You can imagine.”

“That it didn’t fit?”

María went quiet. She didn’t answer. As if to let me know I was right.

“Will we do it? You and me?” I asked.

“I thought you didn’t like it.”

“I never said that.”

“You've never… brought it up,” she said, swallowing the word “asked” that had almost slipped out.

María pulled off me and squatted facing me.

“Let's do it this way instead,” she said, closing the subject of Álvaro for good.

She slid me back inside, but this time she planted her feet flat on the bed, her hips rocking toward me and away, up and down, her hands braced on my chest. Each time she drove down onto me, a soft sound broke the silence—the slap of our bodies that I wanted to give Edu as a gift—but the most important thing was missing: genuine, passionate moans that could compete with Begoña's.

I was giving it everything I had, thrusting my hips upward too, but now with the constant threat of coming, because her new rhythm was killing me. When she just rolled her hips with my cock inside, I could hold out longer, but when she rode me, when she fucked me like this… when I looked down and watched my cock appear and disappear, swallowed by her body, by her pussy… I felt like I could come at any second without meaning to. With her change of position and movements, part of her hair fell forward again, half her face hidden behind that chestnut mane, but she still watched me, eyes wide open, mouth slightly parted, fucking me with growing hunger, her breathing starting to quicken… when she breathed out, “Record.”

I reached for her phone. I found the voice notes app and, fingers trembling, barely managed to start recording. María was chasing that slap of our bodies colliding, and she got it. We knew that sound would come through clearly, but her moans were missing. She was trying, and she knew she couldn't fake them.

Over the next few minutes, María went for longer strokes, chasing more pleasure and a harder collision of our bodies, but what she got was slipping off me because of how small my cock was. When that happened, she'd sigh and slide it back in, quickly, riding me again in that squat, her breasts bouncing until they nearly slapped together, mouth half-open, eyes locked on mine. And again she'd slip off. And she'd put it back in, until she started getting frustrated. And again our bodies slapping together, her breathing picking up… until a soft “hmmmm” of pleasure escaped her lips—yes, but not enough. And she slipped off again, tried to put it back in, and then I said:

“Wait, let me give it to you,” I said—clearly meaning I'd get behind her, going for the position that I think we both assumed was Edu and Begoña's.

“Are you sure? You won't come?” she asked, killing me, though she had good reason to suspect I wouldn't last long in that position.

She ended up on all fours in front of me. I grabbed the phone, deleted the useless earlier recording, and hit record again. I put one hand on her hip while she swept all her hair to one side. I lined up my hard cock with a pussy that, like so many times before, was too much for me—which helped me last longer but made it harder for her to moan and scream.

“Come on, put it in already…” she said, her tone verging on demanding.

I said nothing. I just obeyed. I slid inside her and barely felt anything in the vastness of that magnificent pussy, built for challenges my body couldn't offer. She didn't make a sound. I pulled back a little and thrust in again until my hips met her ass. I buried myself to the hilt and she didn't even breathe hard. But I didn't give up. I was chasing that sound of our bodies slapping together, gripping her hips, keeping my hands away from her breasts that hung heavy and full—because just touching her tits would make me come…

I kept fucking her like that for a while, hard and fast, chasing her moans, and I was finally getting her breathing to change when she said, in a completely calm and neutral tone:

“Are you recording?”

She said it with such composure… not a trace of breathlessness… that it completely demoralized me.

“Yes, mmm… don't talk,” I panted.

“Cut it later,” she said, unfazed.

I planted one foot on the mattress, and like that—one foot flat, the other knee down—I decided to pick up the pace. I started fucking her hard. Our bodies slapped together and the sound was loud, but María barely panted… I gripped her waist and she moved her head… her hair flew everywhere, her tits bounced… she let herself be fucked… but she didn't moan… I slipped out a few times without meaning to, and María waited patiently, holding still, for me to slide back in, not making a sound when I filled her again. I even started to wonder if this whole thing was some twisted, macabre plan of Edu's—knowing about my cock and guessing what our sex would be like.

María dropped her head, burying it between her arms, elbows braced on the bed. Sometimes, when I really pounded into her, she'd cup her breasts to keep them from bouncing so much… One especially hard thrust that still failed to get what I was after—just a small moan—finally exhausted her patience. She snapped at me and I slowed down. If I'd thought that would hurt, it was nothing compared to what came next. At first I didn't understand her clearly, or maybe I hadn't wanted to.

I ended up stopping completely. I pulled out. My cock came out soaked and flushed from that pussy—too big for what I had to offer. She stayed with her head down, buried between her arms. My silence was a demand for her to clear things up. To repeat what I hadn't wanted to hear:

“The… harness… is in the closet drawer. If you want…”

Nothing that followed was something I could feel proud of. I grabbed the phone and deleted the absurd audio I’d just recorded, then hit “rec” again. I was furious. I ignored her suggestion. I grabbed her hips again and thrust into her again. If I’d been pounding her with intensity during the previous minutes, what happened then was even more violent; I slammed into her at a frantic pace, my pelvis slapping against her ass and my cock sliding in and out of her body at dizzying speed. The sound of our bodies colliding became deafening, but no moan escaped her mouth—instead, what came out was a “DON’T COME!!” that was nothing but a prelude, an accurate prophecy of what was about to happen.

I barely felt any friction in the vastness of her pussy, which wasn’t nearly as stretched as it would be after using the harness, but was still too much for my cock… And despite all that space, I felt immense pleasure… and I couldn’t help coming while she screamed “STOP, DAMN IT!!” which made me shudder, as my cum shot out in spurts and my orgasm and my obscene gasps overlapped with an “ARE YOU COMING??” that was even harsher and more overwhelming…

A long orgasm, but choppy and involuntary… after which I stopped… Mortified.

I would have preferred an accusation, a rebuke, even an insult. But the punishment was an unbearable silence.

My cock slipped out pitifully, guiltily, leaving a thick trail running down the inside of one of her thighs. All I managed to say was “I’ll clean you up,” which sounded truly shameful.

When I came back from the bathroom with the toilet paper, María hadn’t even moved. She took the paper with one hand and rose to her knees to clean herself. From behind her, I watched as she finished wiping with one hand and picked up her phone with the other. She stopped the audio. She deleted it. And—whether she knew I could see the screen perfectly or not—she wrote to Edu: “I can’t tonight, I’m sorry.”


CHAPTER 12

She held that position for a few seconds. I got the feeling she wasn't waiting for an immediate response from Edu; honestly, I thought she wanted to make sure I read what she'd just written. And I wondered why.

She paraded off to the bathroom without a word, toilet paper in one hand and her phone in the other. I felt hurt for disappointing her. Like she felt with Edu. It was like a chain of power. Edu dominated her, and she used that dominance to humiliate me. Edu no longer dominated me directly, but through her; he no longer dominated me directly because he'd gotten bored of it or because I'd escaped those contexts.

I heard the shower running and, carrying my permanent sense of shame, I put on my underwear and went to the bathroom to brush my teeth. There I found something too tempting: María was showering with the curtain drawn, and her phone lay on the sink.

Without having decided what to do, I squeezed paste onto my brush. My fingers were trembling wildly, even though I hadn't committed any offense yet. I could hear the water falling. There was barely five feet between María and me, but that curtain was a wall offering me the chance to transgress.

I started brushing, eyes on that dark screen. The water kept falling, and I knew the shower would be short—she wouldn't wash her hair. I had to decide now.

The small room grew thick with steam, creating a dreamlike fog and clouding a mirror where I could barely see myself anymore… I had to decide now. And I decided. My clumsy fingers punched in her phone's code and, after glancing sideways at the pink curtain, I searched for her chat with Edu. All without moving her phone an inch from where it sat. I scrolled up and down through the conversation and, with all those nerves and the feeling I'd be discovered any second, I could barely make sense of a conversation full of reproaches—or rather, a genuine tongue-lashing from Edu and spineless evasions from María. I managed to read: “Víctor is going to have to fuck that old lady, you haven't paid him any fucking attention” and something surged through me, a flash of anger, because Sara seemed worth far more than Víctor to me. Edu then asked what she'd wanted to meet for, and she responded, essentially selling me out, with “It was Pablo who wanted to.”

I didn't have time to get angry or surprised by each sentence—there would be time for that later. I just wanted to read, store as much as possible in my memory… and hope the shower would shut off before the curtain opened.

After that message from María, Edu responded with “That guy likes to watch. It's obvious.” And after silence from her, that bastard wouldn't let go of his prey and asked: “Did he make you fuck someone else?” My trembling finger moved across the screen while I kept brushing my teeth and the shower water kept falling. “He doesn't make me do anything,” María responded, and Edu wrote: “Then you're just a bit of a slut.”

What surprised me most wasn't Edu's terminology or those blunt phrases, but that my girlfriend didn't tell him to go to hell. Instead, she responded meekly, with things like “I really don't understand why you're acting like this” or “I think you're going too far.” After Edu's “I'm fucking fed up with you two,” María again didn't push back hard, but instead wrote a conciliatory “If I confused you by wanting to meet today, I'm sorry.”

There was a gap where neither had written anything, after which María asked him about Begoña, and that's when Edu sent her the voice note and asked her to send one back. I realized then that if Edu responded, she'd see I had seen it—that I'd been on her phone—so I quickly exited the conversation.

The shower continued with that steady sound of falling water… and the temptation was too strong: I opened the chats with Guille, which was an unsaved number, and Álvaro, who was still listed as “Álvaro cousin's birthday,” and I only saw a “why aren't you responding?” and a “where are you hiding?”—I couldn't keep track of who said what—and the shower shut off.

I closed out of those conversations instantly and spit the toothpaste into the sink.

I went to the bedroom before she came out of the shower. I felt bad. Bad about myself and, in a way, hurt by her. She hadn't lied to me about anything… but those servile responses weighed heavy on my chest…

With both of us in bed and the light off, I sensed María—sensed her temptation to try again with me. She checked her phone a couple of times before settling down to sleep, undoubtedly looking for a response that would calm her. In the end, there was no second attempt with me to get her coveted audio, nor any response from Edu. But that wouldn't be the last time my girlfriend checked—several times during the night, I noticed her turn over and look at her phone, anxious, yearning for him to have written. María was looking for an “it's okay” that would let her sleep in peace.

I think my subconscious had always assumed that once I saw María with another man, everything would settle into place and all curiosity and suspense would disappear. “Okay, this is it, that's it, you've seen it, you know what it feels like.” But how wrong I was. Every time I closed a door, two windows opened, and every time María answered something or I snooped on her phone, more doubts assailed me—about what I felt, about what María felt, about what was happening.

In that state, I couldn't help bombarding María with messages that Tuesday morning from work. Had she seen Edu today, had he responded to her message... She finally cut me off, suggesting I come by her office at noon to grab lunch together at an Italian place. Without hearing her voice, I couldn't tell whether she was annoyed by all my questions or if she completely understood my situation.

As soon as I accepted, I felt like I had a million questions, but couldn't ask most of them, and there was no magic question whose answer could give me instant relief.

I thought back to what I'd snooped on her phone and wondered why, after that long stretch without any messages between them, María had asked him how things were going with Begoña. I thought about her, about that little princess, as Paula called her, about those moans… about whether María felt envious… and those thoughts made my crotch stir… and while my coworkers went to the café, I headed to the restrooms at the end of the hall with my phone and earbuds… There I listened to those intense moans and screams from Begoña, sitting on the toilet, not jerking off but enjoying the feeling of my cock throbbing freely… I played that voice note again and this time I did start jerking off. The moment I did, I felt dirty. Crazy. But I couldn't help how uncontrollably aroused I was getting. I didn't come, probably out of shame. I stopped before ejaculating, painfully turned on.

María wanted to share an appetizer and a pizza, since she was used to eating light at lunch during the week. In her navy blue pantsuit with a white shirt, we made small talk, both aware that my explosion was imminent. We finished the appetizer and I couldn't hold back any longer:

“So did you see Edu this morning?”

“Yes.”

“Did you guys talk?”

“Yes, but not about anything… I mean, we talked about work.”

“Only about work?”

“Yes. Believe it or not, he’s discreet… about this stuff.”

“Well, that’s not how I remember it.”

“Well, he is now. He didn’t say anything to me or give me any kind of look.”

“And did he text you back?”

“No.”

I quickly hit a dead end. But she was the one who continued:

“Thursday I have to go to the courthouse with him.”

“Maybe he’ll ask you to wear a skirt or something then.”

“I don’t think so. That whole thing is with another judge.”

Silence fell. Her answers were concise, clipped, as if to tell me she had nothing to hide and that she didn’t deserve this interrogation—which made me feel somewhat guilty.

I wanted to break that silence but couldn’t do it by calling her out for being so eager to please him. I felt that wasn’t the right approach. Besides, I could sense she was about to shut me down and tell me the Edu topic was closed. I decided to change course and ask her about Álvaro and Guille; I reminded her subtly, trying to be a little funny, that she owed me a lot of information about what happened last Friday. Seeing she was receptive, I suggested going to dinner over the weekend so she could tell me—some previews at dinner and the juiciest stuff in bed. Her response was to inform me she wouldn’t be able to have sex over the weekend due to her cycle… which immediately reminded me I’d fucked her without a condom, and a wave of tension shot through my body.

“Besides, you know Saturday I have the anniversary dinner for the Master’s program.”

I’d completely forgotten. Her Master’s program was celebrating twenty years since its first edition and there was a gala dinner or something like that.

“And don’t you dare skip out,” she said seriously, knowing it was the last thing in the world I wanted to do.

She started telling me about the plans for that dinner and ended up saying she didn’t really want to go either and that, on top of that, because of the event, she couldn’t attend a training course since it fell on the same weekend.

“Is Edu going to that training?” I asked, though it didn’t really make sense—but it stirred up some intense memories.

“I don’t know, what do you want me to say,” she responded, and my mind flew to Alicia, to María telling me how she’d heard him fucking her… to the photos she’d sent me from that hotel that I’d forwarded to Edu…

We were finishing up and María was already checking her watch almost compulsively, more eager to get back to work than I was—or maybe just more responsible—when I blurted out a question that surprised me as much as it did her. A question that had been lurking in some corner of me for months. Maybe the most unbearable doubt of all:

“María… I don’t know why, but sometimes I feel like I turn you on and sometimes I don’t.”

She looked at me intently. No surprise. More like she was waiting for me to give her another clue about what was going through my head.

“Yesterday, for example, I think that even though you wanted to send the audio to Edu, you did want me,” I said, feeling something strange as I said the word “want,” as if it had come out too corny.

They brought our coffees, so María’s response had to wait.

“What do you think?” I asked, seeing that she still hadn’t answered even after the waiter left.

“Well... I think... sometimes it’s hard to know what’s going on.”

That “what’s going on” sounded like a euphemism for “what’s going on with me.” I stayed quiet. I could sense her thinking, maybe searching for an answer that would satisfy us both.

At that moment, not even María knew what the key to all this was. And I had to settle for that answer, not knowing that soon she’d figure it out and explain it to me.

Our goodbye was approaching, and I felt María had given me this opening to use it, that she wasn’t going to put up with one interrogation after another. But I found it hard to ask more questions about Edu, and as for the night with Álvaro, Guille, and Sofía, those answers had been officially and formally postponed.

Since I couldn’t get more information, I wanted to spend the last few minutes trying to get a smile out of her. There was a tension I wanted to break. I didn’t succeed. And I thought maybe I should have started there.

We said goodbye without my getting either more information or that longed-for smile, and what I came away with most clearly was confirmation of the tremendous eroticism María exuded at work. Walking to the car, images of my girlfriend at the lunch we’d just had flashed through my mind—her body language, her thick mane, her expressive eyes, how that white shirt looked on her, her ass in those suit pants when she’d gone to the restroom, how her chest showed when she took off her blazer... There had to be tremendous gossip, even scandal, among the men at her office. Maybe Begoña had a prettier face, was more classically perfect, but she was too girlish; the sensuality and sexuality María exuded was breathtaking, and she still seemed unaware of it—only seeming to realize it when, extremely aroused, she fucked wildly with a near-stranger, as had happened with Álvaro and Guille.

That afternoon at work I got tremendously turned on again—not from Begoña’s moans in my earbuds, but from images of María riding Álvaro, her back to him, savoring it... fucking him, proud, accepting his rudeness as a minor inconvenience as long as that impressive cock kept satisfying her.

I thought that day wasn’t going to offer anything more. That everything was moving fast enough. That it seemed incredible it was only Tuesday—the craziness of meeting with Víctor and Edu had been just twenty-four hours ago, and the craziness at Álvaro’s place had happened only four days before. But no, I was wrong. That day wasn’t over yet.

We were in the living room; we’d already had dinner. I was lying on the couch with my laptop. Some program on the TV provided background noise. María was sitting at the table, also with her laptop, finishing up some work. She hadn’t changed that night—she’d arrived, eaten dinner, and gotten straight to work—so I was watching her the way her coworkers would: elegant, composed, focused. All that soft femininity combined with the boldness of her bra showing through the delicate shirt. I found myself staring at her, so absorbed that I didn’t see it coming—didn’t notice she was also looking at me, using that connection to ask a question I wasn’t expecting:

“Pablo. Did it bother you that last night I asked if you wanted to put on... that?”

“What?” I asked, wanting to buy time, when it was obvious she was referring to when she’d suggested the harness—since my cock alone couldn’t make her moan.

María gave me a look that said it was obvious what she was asking.

“No,” I lied. “Why?”

“I got that impression.”

“Do you want to use it tonight?” I asked, maybe more to feel her out, to figure out what this was about.

She stayed quiet for a moment. Hesitating.

“I don’t know if Edu’s offer is still... on the table,” she said, catching me off guard.

I got up from the couch, intending to grab a bottle of water from the kitchen. As I did, I saw out of the corner of my eye María closing her laptop and picking up her phone.

In the kitchen, I found myself surprised that Edu hadn’t said anything to her in person, but I believed her. It seemed surreal that Edu would ask her that in a message and she’d tell him she couldn’t do it that night, and that would be that. As if what they discussed on their phones existed in some separate, sealed-off compartment of their lives.

I came back with the bottle and set it on the table where María was scrolling through her phone. I stood behind her and couldn’t help feeling like Víctor for a moment—standing at her back while she sat, it took me back to how that haggard forty-something had stood there Monday evening. It was true the view was sinful—dirty, if you had the nerve and shamelessness to look. The tops of María’s breasts and a glimpse of her bra were visible with striking clarity. That image alone was surely enough for Víctor to enjoy a good jerk-off session, whether or not he’d ended the night with Sara.

María rested her elbows on the table and, not caring about my presence—or precisely because of it—opened her conversation with Edu. Once again she was going to write to him knowing I could read it, but this time I didn’t get the feeling she meant to humiliate me. Nervous, she typed, deleted, and typed again, until it appeared on the screen:

“Is sending you the voice note still happening?”

Edu was online and María was trying to act dignified and composed, but her body language—erratic and strange—gave her away.

The phone showed Edu typing and we froze completely. Silent. Paralyzed. We probably didn't know it then, but in a way he already had both of us under his control.

“I'm not in the mood tonight, send it to Víctor if you want,” he replied, and his obnoxious friend's contact appeared on the screen for María to save.

“What an asshole…” María huffed. Was she angry? Disappointed?

I stayed silent. Both of us still.

“He's such an asshole,” she insisted.

With all that huffing and disgust, I expected a forceful response—or for her to just not reply at all.

Irritated, shaking her head, she typed.

“You're crazy… Not to him.”

She leaned back and I stepped aside. She stood up and told me she was going to bed. In barely five seconds, I was alone in that living room. Once again obeying María's timing—timing that Edu dictated to María.

Edu. It was almost a year since I'd met him, since everything had started… since he'd turned my life upside down.

I grabbed my phone. I was angry. I couldn't understand the sadistic game he was trying to play by dragging that disgusting Víctor into it. With a courage I didn't have in person, I got ready to message him. I opened our conversation and found his last message:

“Don't talk to me today, whatever happens will be between her, Víctor, and me. I thought you'd learned. I see you haven't. I told you to stop being an idiot. Don't respond to this.”

I wasn't intimidated by that threat. Even though I knew everything was moving too fast, that five minutes ago I'd been sitting calmly with my laptop, watching María in silence, that maybe I was rushing… But I was determined. I was going to do it. I wrote:

“You're pushing too hard. She's not interested in Víctor.”

I wrote it in one go. For once. Convinced. Certain I was right. Though inevitably tense.

Edu was online but wasn't responding. María had taken her phone with her, but I didn't think he was texting her—besides, I could hear her opening and closing closet doors.

Finally, he responded:

“Didn't I tell you not to talk to me anymore?”

“I don't care,” I replied, nervous, sitting on that couch, flushed, glued to the screen.

“Really? You don't care? Look, I'll admit there's one thing I'm wondering: Have you gotten María to fuck anyone else?”

“I'm not going to answer that,” I typed, practically having a heart attack. I could feel the pressure almost as if he were standing right in front of me.

“To fuck anyone else besides that Álvaro guy, I mean.”

When I read that on the screen, I felt like lightning shot through my entire body. I turned off the screen like a reflex, an involuntary spasm, as if turning off the screen could make that sentence not exist.

But it did exist.

I couldn't breathe. I couldn't believe it.


CHAPTER 13

It felt like too much. I was completely frozen. I couldn't think of any explanation other than María having told him, but that was so unlike her... it couldn't be true.

After a few moments, I barely managed to respond with an “I don't know what you're talking about,” hoping only to get him to say something more—and that something more would be a clue about where he was getting his information.

He wasn't responding, so I stood up. I circled the coffee table in the middle of the living room like a caged animal, but my cage was the madness I'd gotten myself into.

The noises from the bedroom had stopped, so I figured María must already be in bed. I kept checking my phone in case Edu wrote something, but he was no longer online—he wasn't going to respond again.

I felt overwhelmed. So overwhelmed that I was considering telling María what Edu had written to me, so overwhelmed that I was seriously weighing whether to let everything blow up if it meant the truth I needed would finally come to light.

I went to the bedroom.

I opened the door. The light was off. My anger that María had ruled out sex—as soon as Edu told her he had no interest in receiving a voice note of her moans—was completely overshadowed by my need to know more about what Edu had written to me.

“María.”

“What?” she responded, partially lit by the light from the hallway.

I took a couple of steps. She wasn't lying down completely, just reclining. Wearing her dark blue pajamas.

“What's wrong?” she asked.

I couldn't take it anymore. I blurted it out:

“Does Edu know about Álvaro?”

“What?”

“Does Edu know about Álvaro,” I said, emphasizing each word, realizing that this question alone wouldn't completely give me away.

“What? What are you saying? How would he know?”

I had to decide whether to start confessing certain things or frame it in a way that wouldn't expose me.

“Tell me the truth,” I insisted.

“You're crazy. No. How would he know? Nobody knows.”

“Are you sure?”

“I'm sure.”

There was a silence. A long one. It became uncomfortable. Half a minute of surreal quiet.

“Come to bed, come on,” she finally said. “If you come in later, you'll keep me awake.”

As so many times before, her answers didn't satisfy me, but I couldn't say everything I knew.

A few moments later, both of us in bed, in the dark, she asked:

“Pablo, I've never asked you this because I've always assumed you haven't told anyone about all this.”

“Yeah. Of course not. And you?” I interrupted before she could even ask me the question.

“You already know I told Paula something about Edu at the time. But all this stuff about Álvaro? No way.”

After a silence, she returned to the topic:

“I just don't understand where this thing about Edu came from. Why do you think he knows?”

I didn't dare tell her he'd written to me. I didn't dare confess that I'd been snooping through her phone and had seen the night before that Edu asked her if I'd pushed her toward another man. I thought then that if Edu knew about Álvaro, he must have found out in the last twenty-four hours. It was all tremendously confusing and risky.

“I don't know...”

“What do you mean you don't know? You must have said it for some reason.”

“I don't know... I always get the feeling he knows more than he lets on.” I didn't know how to escape María's questions.

Fortunately, she didn't push much further.

She was falling asleep while I remembered that I'd told not only Edu, but also Germán. The next day I would try to meet with him. I needed someone I could trust, someone who could give me a different perspective on this madness; maybe I was too deep in it to see things that an outsider could.

That Wednesday afternoon, María was meeting with Paula and Amparo, and my friend Germán readily agreed to meet with me. I felt a bit guilty and somewhat selfish about the reason for getting together. We'd talked recently—I'd called him a few weeks earlier to tell him I was getting married—but we hadn't seen each other since November. It seemed like we only met so I could ask him for advice, though it was true he hadn't called to get together for any other reason either.

I didn't bother disguising the purpose of our meeting much. We quickly got into it, and it was certainly hard for me to open up... I wanted to be honest and tell him matter-of-factly, without sugarcoating anything, what had happened at the country house with that kid, what had happened in the United States with that man, and everything about Álvaro and Guille. Germán tried not to seem alarmed or to judge me. Finally, I got to the key topic for me: Edu's last message.

I wasn't expecting a miracle, not even a solution—maybe just an idea that would get me thinking about other possibilities.

“From what you're telling me, either she told Paula and Paula told Edu, or María told Edu directly. I don't see any other way.”

“You can't think of anything else?”

“No. The only thing you can do, if you really don't want to ask María directly, is check her conversations with Paula on her phone. If you see that Paula knows, then she might be the one who told him.”

He had nothing more to offer. And he didn't judge me or give me a hard time about anything. He didn't tell me to drop the whole thing and find someone online like I'd done the first time, either. Either he'd given up on me or he simply didn't want to stress me out by repeating warnings and suggestions he knew I hadn't forgotten.

That night I couldn't check María's phone. It felt awkward and uncomfortable, honestly. Every time I did it, I told myself this wasn't fair, that it wasn't the kind of relationship I wanted, but what Edu had said had to have an explanation.

The next morning, while she was showering, she left her phone in the bedroom and I was able to look through it. There was nothing new from Álvaro, or from Guille, or from Edu. I opened her conversations with Paula. I spent about five minutes scrolling and searching. I found nothing. Nothing from anyone. So Paula didn't know. That left only one option—the option I didn't want to accept.

Ruling that out turned my intrigue and unease into rage.

Because if María had told Edu that, it would mean their relationship was completely different from what I thought—and that changed everything.

In the living room, about to leave for work, she appeared in a gray skirt suit with a pink blouse. It wasn't the new blouse but the old one, and there was no reason she couldn't wear a skirt, but still—it almost made me explode. My body was radiating anger and I couldn't help thinking the blouse was for Víctor and she wasn't saying anything about it. And the skirt—that day she had to go to court and she'd told me they wouldn't see the judge who supposedly looked at her legs. So what was this? Was it because Edu asked her to? I suddenly found myself distrusting everything.

I held back. I didn't say anything. But the pressure just kept building. So much so that I ended up calling her mid-morning and telling her I wanted to see her, that I needed to talk to her, that I wanted to meet for lunch again. She said no, that she didn't know what time she'd finish, but I insisted so much that she finally agreed.

I didn't recognize myself. I could be angry with her, I could be aroused and feel guilty about it, but the distrust—that's where I didn't recognize myself.

I remembered what I'd read on her phone—when Edu asked her if I had pushed her toward someone else, she told him I didn't push her to do anything, and he wrote back that then what was happening was that she was a bit of a slut. From that, you could almost assume Edu knew from another source. From Álvaro? Was it possible they knew each other?

I got in the car and headed toward the courthouse. The day was warm but very windy. Once there, I double-parked and settled in to wait. From where I was, I could see the small plaza that led to the main doors. I saw small clusters of lawyers, court clerks, and whoever else. I thought they hadn't come out yet, but I was wrong—I spotted a huddle of four people: Edu, Begoña, María, and a guy I didn't know.

I'd arranged with María that she'd text me as soon as she came out. She hadn't. Even that enraged me.

The guy I didn't know went to greet someone from another group, leaving the three of them. I felt like some strange voyeur, sitting there in the car, watching Edu, impeccably suited, with that tremendously elegant, powerful presence, his hair more styled—slicked back, I'd say—and next to him Begoña in a navy blue suit, gorgeous, and María, with that skirt and those long legs… I couldn't help thinking, remembering, that Edu had fucked them both.

“Did you give Begoña cock this morning? Or last night?” I found myself saying under my breath. Aroused. “You can fuck María again if you want. She's dying for it. Look how she's looking at you,” I said, knowing I was sick.

My girlfriend was looking at him, uncomfortable. She was always uncomfortable around him. She didn't like him. He made her nervous. He intimidated her. She was never at ease with him. But I had no doubt she'd be delighted for him to fuck her again. I had no doubt she envied Begoña.

Edu and Begoña were talking while María stood a bit apart. She pulled out her phone.

I looked at my phone. She was texting me.

“We just got out. What do you want to do? We're heading to the office now. I don't know if it's worth meeting up.”

I didn't respond. I started the car and drove off. I don't know why I did it. Maybe because some hint of rationality I still had left told me it was better not to go to lunch with her in that state.

At a red light, I texted María that she was right, that it didn't matter. And once I got to work, I texted Germán with the bad news that Paula didn't know anything.

My anger wasn't going away. I almost preferred my familiar anguish. That Wednesday passed, Thursday passed, and Friday at noon María called to ask what I was wearing to her Master's dinner. I wandered down a hallway looking for privacy and told her which suit I was planning to wear. She didn't like it. She suggested we go buy a new one that same Friday afternoon.

“Honestly, I don't feel like it,” I said.

“How long has it been since you bought one?” she asked.

“I don't know.”

“Exactly.”

Something burst out of me. Uncontrollable.

“If you think I'm going to look as good as Edu… I doubt it.”

“What? Where's that coming from?”

“Nothing. If you want to impress your old classmates, go with Edu… That way you'll look fucking amazing.”

“What the hell are you talking about?” she asked, more surprised than angry.

I couldn't control that buried anger that had been festering for days. I couldn't get Edu's commanding presence at the courthouse doors out of my head—the way he drew everyone's attention.

“That's right, María. I'm not buying a fucking suit.”

“What's wrong with you?”

“Nothing's wrong with me.”

“No, tell me what's wrong.”

“What's wrong is… I don't know… Nothing.”

“No, come on, tell me,” she said, her tone challenging.

“What's wrong is… since Edu doesn't want you to send him the audio anymore… we just don't fuck anymore, is that it?”

“Is that what this is about?”

“Yeah.”

“And you think it's okay to bring this up over the phone?”

“I don't know, María.”

“I already told you I'm on my period. I swear, sometimes I feel like I'm dating a fucking child.”

She hung up and I felt terrible. I didn't understand what was happening to me.

I looked at my phone. I opened my chat with Edu. I reread his message where he mentioned Álvaro and muttered: “You got what you wanted, you bastard.” I was losing my mind. But I had the feeling that message was only meant to fuck with me and turn me against María. “You got what you wanted… I don't trust María… great… It's not enough for you to fuck her… it's not enough that she wants you to fuck her again… it's not enough to fuck Nati, Patricia, Alicia, the girl from the wedding… Begoña… María… you have to ruin what I have with her.”

I was talking to myself again, like I had in the car—something I'd never done before. I remembered being parked in front of the courthouse, spying on them: Edu looking serious, Begoña smiling, idolizing him with every glance, and María tense, uncomfortable.

I went back to my desk, finished some urgent work I had, and as soon as I got a break, I grabbed my earbuds and headed to the bathroom. I sat on a toilet and played the audio of that incredible fuck with Begoña again, imagining that after the trial, Edu had left with María and Begoña—but they hadn't gone to the office like María told me they would. I thought María had wanted to cancel our lunch for a reason, and that reason was that they'd gone to a hotel instead, for a couple of hours, where he fucked them both. They didn't want to share him, but it was a necessary evil.

I was masturbating compulsively, sitting on the toilet, imagining the three of them kissing on a bed, all on their knees. I imagined him making Begoña kiss María's tits while he kissed my girlfriend's lips. Then fucking them in turns while they waited anxiously. Begoña's screams filled my earbuds, and I imagined it was María moaning like that. I imagined María's envy, imagined her riding Edu, rising and falling on that huge cock—the only thing that calmed her—while she glanced at Begoña, showing her with every thrust of her hips how it was done… offering her breasts to Edu to lick, trying to convince him that next time he should fuck only her, without sharing her with that brat. Imagining that, I started to come, sitting there in the bathroom at work, seeing it all as true—Edu fucking them both in that hotel, the two of them returning to the office sweaty but satisfied, freshly fucked, desperate for Edu to fuck them again as soon as possible.

The crash that hit me after that frenzied, disturbed orgasm was terrible. I went back to my desk and didn't recognize myself. But before I could beat myself up too much, I saw that Germán had messaged me:

“The only thing I can think of is that Álvaro might have called María while she was with Edu, Edu saw it by chance, and now he's bluffing. Have you checked the calls on her phone?”

“No,” I said, seeing a glimmer of hope.

“It could be that. I don't think María would have told him.”

I was counting the hours until I got home. I pictured myself checking María's phone and finding that Germán's theory was right. I visualized myself relieved, making peace with her. I needed it. I couldn't take anymore. Because that crazy person wasn't me.


CHAPTER 14

Over the past twelve months, I had lived and discovered feelings I never could have imagined. The intensity of those moments when María was with another man was so overwhelming that it felt like real life—and everything else felt like nothing. That tension and dark thrill, while heartbreaking and painful, were undeniably something I sought out and craved, an experience I didn't want to give up and probably couldn't. But the dark thrill born from distrust was something far more toxic, something I wanted to get away from.

That Friday night, María was fighting to stay awake through a movie on the couch. I was hoping her exhaustion would win so I could test Germán's theory. I waited until I was completely sure she was asleep, then stretched just enough to reach her phone, which sat on the coffee table.

There in the dim light, illuminated only by the TV screen, both of us in pajamas, defeated by a long and grueling week, I searched through her call log.

I saw it right away: “Álvaro's cousin's birthday,” two missed calls, barely any time between them, Tuesday morning, at a time when she would definitely have been at the office. I never thought I could be so happy to see two unanswered calls, but it opened up the possibility that a sharp-eyed Edu had spotted them and was bluffing.

I couldn't help but look through her conversations: nothing new from Edu, Álvaro, or Guille.

I put the phone back where it had been and texted Germán, who quickly replied with a reassuring “That must be it.” Although I was certainly relieved, I wasn't entirely free of doubt; I had to do some mental gymnastics to convince myself there was nothing more to the story, since I'd already asked María directly and had ruled out confessing that Edu had messaged me—or worse, that I had messaged him.

The next day María was especially sweet. I could give her the benefit of the doubt and believe it was because my anger had subsided and everything was getting back to normal, or I could be cynical and believe it was because she knew her damn Master's anniversary dinner was really a drag for me. When she told me I looked great as I was putting on my suit, I leaned toward the second option.

If I thought it was going to be a bore, it was worse. I barely knew anyone—just a few of her classmates from her year, people I'd exchanged a handful of words with when we ran into each other on the street. To top it off, I got the feeling that people weren't just dressed to the nines, but that there was this atmosphere of a special occasion, like the night of the year for more than a few of them—the kind of situation where people exaggerate their personalities, forcing themselves to have a good time in a way that's annoying and borders on secondhand embarrassment.

Everything was over the top. The greetings. The hugs. The toasts… The only thing that pulled me out of my boredom was the eye candy, because there were definitely some pretty girls. A blonde in a blue dress with curls looked spectacular to me, though María was the real showstopper. As so many times before, when she got dressed up, it only reinforced the impression that we were a mismatched couple. She was wearing a salmon-colored satin dress with a longish white blazer over it, and heels that took her from five-seven to five-eleven. Her hair was down, she had on light makeup, and she was wearing a couple of necklaces she didn't usually wear.

The dinner was on the ground floor of a hotel in the old part of the city, and much to my dismay, I discovered the night was supposed to continue on the rooftop. The place was undeniably splendid up there on that terrace; the night, though it was March, felt more like May—but I was uncomfortable, out of place. I wanted to leave.

To be fair, María was doing what she could to make me feel comfortable, but it wasn't easy.

I ended up leaving her with some friends and stepping away. I didn't want to be a burden, and I didn't mind being alone for a bit. I ordered a drink and looked around. Full moon, not a breeze, and mellow music covering songs that were originally more upbeat.

I don't know how long I stood there, thinking about everything and nothing, invisible to everyone around me, when my gaze drifted from the bottom of my nearly empty glass to María, who wasn't with her friends or alone, but talking to a guy—big, burly. I'd already noticed him at dinner from across the room; his size and athletic build had caught my attention. He looked to be somewhere between thirty-five and forty. Big hands. Big head. Very short dark hair with a significant receding hairline. Light eyes and a strong jaw. He gave off the impression of former glory, of having once been handsome but not so much anymore.

I watched. Invisible. Tense? No. It's easy enough to tell the difference between a casual, friendly, elevator-type chat and one where something more is being pursued. I couldn't blame him for going after María either—the delicacy of her dress, her blazer sleeves rolled up just right, that huge mane of hair visible from across the room, her legs looking even more slender in those towering heels… Anyone who didn't hold back when aiming for the top had to shoot his shot.

Maybe it was the drinks, or my perfect vantage point about fifty feet away, with several groups between us—though I could still see quite well—but it was the first time I felt comfortable. It wasn't the tension of seeing her with Edu, or the suffocating madness of Álvaro's house. No, it was simply taking pleasure in how she attracted men, savoring her style, her innate grace, the impression she made. I could see it in the men's eyes as they listened to her—or pretended to, since it wasn't her words that interested them—the desire, the most primitive, animal desire. I could see in their eyes that if we lived in a society without rules, they would be forcing themselves on her to satisfy their most primal instinct.

That enormous man's eyes said it all—they conveyed a nervous "damn, you're hot" that María seemed determined not to notice, or simply didn't care about.

I swapped my drink for something milder—I wanted to maintain my buzz, not increase it—and when I turned back, I saw that María and her suitor had been ambushed by two girls and a guy, which clearly hadn't pleased the one with the prominent jaw. He whispered something in her ear, gestured that he'd be right back, and walked away. I seized the moment to approach. María was listening to the little group but not talking, and I used her silence as an opening. By the third or fourth sentence, I couldn't hold back any longer—I asked her about the man she'd been talking to.

“Oh, Javier, he's from… two years ahead of me,” she said, sipping her cocktail, already a bit tipsy, and I could see that her satin dress was very thin and her bra quite sheer… The outline of her breasts was hypnotic, suggestive, wild in their fullness, yet erotic and refined in shape.

“So you already knew him.”

“Yeah, he always comes to these things.”

“What things? I thought this was every five or ten years.”

“Well, there's the opening, the closing… of each year… I hardly ever go, but they happen. Actually, they moved this to March instead of June so it doesn't overlap with this year's closing ceremony. This guy comes to all of them. To see what he can catch.”

“To see what he can catch?”

“Yeah, he always comes… even alone. To see what he can catch. My year, he was at the opening and… I don't remember… he asked for my number at the end… something about lending me notes or whatever.”

“But did you two meet up during the program… during your year?”

“No, no. He'd text me from time to time. Nothing more.”

I think María started to see where I was going, because her responses grew more and more curt and she tried harder to join the rest of the group's conversation.

“And you didn't see him during your year?”

“No. I didn't want to meet up. I mean… It's not like he's a bad guy. He's just… kind of... I don't know. He's from some town around here, I don't know… Anyway, he ended up being the best in his class—they hadn't even finished the second module and several firms were already fighting over him… but, I don't know.”

“And how do you know all that?”

“Well… because there's only… twenty or twenty-five of us per class. Give or take a couple years, you pretty much know everyone.”

I couldn't help myself:

“And… what do you think of him?”

“What do I think of what?” she said, a bit rudely.

“Well… if you find him attractive or something.”

“Ugh… Don't start… please, I'm begging you.”

“Okay, okay…”

“It's just, Pablo, damn it… can we have one night in peace at least?”

We fell silent for a moment. María wanted to join the other conversation, probably to get away from me a bit, but she couldn't manage it.

“At least tell me if… you're done with…” I said, alluding to whether she was still on her period.

“You're thinking about that right now?” she asked, even more curtly.

“Yeah, why not?”

“Yes, yes, I'm done. Anything else?” she said, ice cold, arms crossed, drink in hand.

I didn't see it coming, but at that moment Javier—big but coordinated—rejoined the group. He looked at me for a second, sizing me up: who was I, and if I was nobody, would I be competition? An introduction was imminent, and María would have to make it. I wondered how she'd introduce me. If she called me her boyfriend, that tantalizing hint of something forbidden would vanish. She didn't keep me waiting—she introduced me as just “Pablo,” nothing more. We shook hands, and if he'd asked about my work or my class or who I'd come with, the spell would have broken. But he didn't. He didn't ask me anything. He wasn't interested in anything. He was there for what he was there for.

He wasted no time leaning in to whisper in her ear, then pretending he couldn't hear her well so he could pull her aside. In barely thirty seconds, he'd extracted her from the group in what was probably a well-practiced move.

I stepped away. I felt comfortable at a distance, like a boxer with a reach advantage. Still, I had the sense that even if I'd stayed just six feet away, no one would have wondered what I was doing there. I returned to my observation post, and my eyes found that curly-haired blonde in the blue dress, talking with some guys—three or four of them—feeling fabulous, so pleased with herself that she ended up being less appealing.

And my gaze drifted back to that striking brunette in the delicate dress, with her slender legs—like a doll about to break compared to the animal trying to charm her. Even the pure white of her blazer contrasted with Javier's dark, somewhat dated suit.

I went to the bathroom. I fantasized… I couldn't help it. I'd already finished pissing, but I lingered there with my pants slightly down for a few seconds… imagining that María was attracted to that animal. Images flashed through my mind of them slipping away from the other partygoers… and... kissing… in some corner where her girlfriends wouldn't see them. My girlfriend ashamed of succumbing, and that beast proud—he'd rather not be hiding in that corner, he'd rather kiss her in front of everyone. I even stroked myself gently while I imagined him taking her back to his place and fucking her like a beast. No—surely he'd wanted her for years… and he'd pour all that desire and hunger into a few hours of pounding into her like an animal… until he left her exhausted, wrecked, and thoroughly used. He'd fuck her until she died of pleasure…

Before I knew it, I was completely hard. But I didn't feel guilty about that crazy fantasy, which told me I was drunker than I thought—sober, my guilt would have skyrocketed.

I went back. Ordered a drink. And waited before looking up to where they should still be. Expectant. Anxious. Finally… I looked at them.

What I saw was a brutal reality check: Mar&iacute;a, turned away, half-facing him with her back, was talking with her friends. Javier, lost, defeated? He was looking for an opening to join the conversation. A few seconds later he said something, probably forced, and Mar&iacute;a shot him a dirty look, as if to say he was completely unwelcome there, with her and her friends.

I wondered what I'd been expecting. And I realized that what happened with Edu had been a blessing, and what happened with Álvaro a stroke of luck almost impossible to repeat. She hadn't even done anything sexual with that imposing American… in a country where no one knew us… how could I think she'd want anything, in front of her friends, with that mediocre hunter.

My mind went back to Álvaro and Guille, to that madness that probably only existed thanks to how it all began—to Edu, who had shown her what real fucking was, and after four months of what she'd experienced with him, she'd sought to relive it, out of sheer physical need.

In the distance, I saw Mar&iacute;a typing on her phone. She seemed angry. Tense. I figured she must be writing to me, annoyed by my disappearances. I grabbed my phone, but she hadn't written. Moments later she looked up until her eyes found mine, and gestured as if asking what I was doing there alone.

I approached, spent a while with her and her friends—since Javier had already given up—and after a bit I went back to the bar to order another drink and keep watching. Javier wouldn't be the only one to try; another guy came next, going straight to her. And then another.

I enjoyed watching and analyzing those attempts. The more they pursued her, the more she was worth and the less they were. She greeted them with arms crossed, holding her drink. If the guy was charming, she gave him three minutes; if he wasn't, she gave him three sentences. She was like a judge on a talent show, but the prize wasn't money or a record deal—it was a night with her. A prize clearly out of reach for anyone at that party. That night she'd spend with me, and only me, because she was in love with me, and I knew I didn't deserve her, or what I was doing to her, pushing her again and again, like a pile driver, like Chinese water torture, to be with other men, also risking that she might get hooked on one.

In fact, that was my fear, even as I took the risk. But what I didn't expect was that she might be getting hooked not so much on a person but on a game—a game that wasn't the one she had with me.

Two, three guys kept parading by, and her friends said nothing, but they didn't like the situation. A simmering envy surfaced each time Mar&iacute;a had to return to the conversation after rejecting a suitor.

Mar&iacute;a called me over again and we decided to leave. In the taxi on the way home, I thought again that what happened with Edu and Álvaro was two miracles, and I had to cling to them.

I could tell right away that Mar&iacute;a didn't want to that night. Her ritual of removing her makeup and quickly putting on her pajamas was unmistakable. She even seemed to avoid me so the question wouldn't even come up.

The next morning I woke up to the sound of the hair dryer. Mar&iacute;a had already showered and was drying her hair in the bathroom. I reached out to check the time on her phone: past eleven thirty. I sat up a bit. I had her phone in my hand. I unlocked it, almost automatically. I knew it was an ugly habit, but I couldn't help it. I didn't expect to see anything new at all. And that was precisely when I stumbled headfirst into a completely unexpected conversation.

I opened her messages and saw a “go to hell” from Mar&iacute;a to Edu, sent after one in the morning the night before.

I could still hear the hair dryer. Suddenly my whole body began to tremble, jolting me awake. I was at once completely lucid and alert, yet still so drowsy it felt like a dream. I couldn't understand how my fingers had started trembling like that, suddenly, from nothing to everything.

I opened the conversation. Scrolled up a bit. Until I found where it started, until I saw what was new.

Edu had written first:

“Have fun tonight. Hook up with someone. Give Pablito that thrill.”

“What's it to you,” Mar&iacute;a had responded.

“Right, it's your little game. Who's Álvaro, by the way? Did Pablo set you up to fuck him?”

“I saw you went through my phone,” Mar&iacute;a had written.

“Fuck Álvaro again. You need it.”

“Oh yeah? I need it?”

“Yeah, it's not exactly pleasant seeing that sexually frustrated look on your face every day.”

“Go to hell.”

That's where the conversation ended. I didn't have the courage to say anything to Mar&iacute;a. I got up and, as best I could, went to make breakfast. For the first few minutes of that day, it was incredibly hard to hide the impact of what I'd read.

I turned that conversation over and over in my mind all day long. A day when we took a morning walk, ate at home, watched a movie on the couch and another at the theater. That night, once again, Mar&iacute;a didn't come looking for sex—quite the opposite. And I fell asleep thinking and thinking about what she'd said to Edu… On one hand, it confirmed Germán's theory. On the other, it showed they had more contact than I'd realized.

I hadn't had a clear chance to check her phone again the day before, but that Monday morning shower gave me an opportunity I couldn't pass up. I truly didn't expect to find anything again… but once again, I was wrong.

Again my nerves, my tension, my trembling fingers. Again my heart pounding, my ear straining to hear if Mar&iacute;a was finishing her shower. Again… she had written to Edu. The last message was from Mar&iacute;a—a “Why don't you ask Begoña?” so disconcerting that I opened the conversation feeling like I was about to have a heart attack.

After Mar&iacute;a had told him to go to hell, Edu had written to her the previous afternoon. I figured that while we'd been watching that movie, both of us on the couch, they'd been texting each other, and I hadn't noticed. Edu's message left me cold:

“Don't wear pantyhose tomorrow, you bore me like that. Wear those slutty stockings you have.”

“You're a bit of a pig, aren't you?” Mar&iacute;a asked, which also surprised me… It didn't fit… It seemed out of character for her. And six minutes later, without Edu having responded, she wrote again:

“What for? You can't tell which ones I'm wearing.”

“Of course you can tell, you just have to pay a little attention. Plus, it shows on your face.”

“Why don't you ask Begoña?” she asked immediately, without getting a response.

I didn't have time to react. I went to the living room. I put on my shoes. I heard Mar&iacute;a get out of the shower. I didn't know what to do. I thought about leaving. Without saying goodbye. I didn't know what to feel. I didn't know if I was angry or not. I didn't know if it was nothing, some kind of game, or something dead serious.

I ended up heading to the bedroom to at least say goodbye to her.

I saw her sitting on the corner of the bed, in black panties and bra… putting on the stockings Edu had ordered her to wear.


CHAPTER 15

“Are you leaving?” she asked casually, finishing putting them on and standing up to head toward the closet.

I didn’t know what to do. I just stood there while she put on a light blue shirt and glanced at me sideways.

I managed to move toward her. At first, just to give her a quick goodbye kiss. As if clinging to routine for guidance.

She was buttoning her shirt in front of me, and I gave her that kiss. I pulled back a little. She didn’t say anything. And I didn’t know whether to say everything, say nothing, or drop some kind of hint.

What was undeniable was that this had a sexual charge that had me on edge. Obeying him by wearing those stockings wasn’t the same as obeying him about a skirt or pants. It was much more than that. The image of María, obedient but playing it cool, with those stockings hugging her legs, was incredibly erotic… I moved closer and kissed her again, and this one caught her off guard. I lingered on the kiss. And my fingertips found their way to the soft lace of those stockings.

That’s when I couldn’t help myself. I didn’t even think about it. The words just came out:

“What about these stockings?”

“What’s wrong with them?”

“Are they the ones from… Álvaro’s night?” I asked, as it suddenly hit me that yes, they had to be the same ones.

“Well… yes, I think so, why?”

“And you wear them to work?” I asked, the two of us face to face, her shirt already buttoned. The outline of her breasts was clearly visible under the thin fabric, the neckline just right—neither too modest nor too suggestive.

“Yes. There’s nothing special about them.”

Without thinking, I made a face that said otherwise, and she called me out:

“I don’t know what you find so special about them, seriously… you’re starting early today…”

María was looking for a skirt in the closet while telling me she was running late. I asked if she knew roughly what time she’d get off work—I asked just so her comment wouldn’t be the last word, and she said she didn’t know. And there I left her getting dressed… getting dressed for Edu, acting completely normal.

Driving to work, I kept thinking about why I hadn’t said anything to her. And I came to the conclusion, first of all, that I couldn’t: if I told her I knew about Edu and the stockings, the argument wouldn’t be about her obedience—it would be about why I’d been going through her phone. And secondly, I realized I probably didn’t want to tell her I knew, because saying it would mean putting limits on something I was curious to see how far it would go.

The truth was they’d been at this for months: starting with the bikinis in summer, then wearing a skirt to court, and also the tacky pink shirt for Víctor. This was one more step. I didn’t know if it was just one more step. If it was innocent. If not. If it would be the last… I had no idea. Once again, the intrigue was part of the excitement. Once again, not knowing everything was another leg of that unstable platform that was my game with María.

Mid-morning she called to tell me she was going to stop by the house at noon to grab workout clothes, since after leaving the office she was going to try out a new gym that some coworkers went to. She said she didn’t have time to go at noon, so she’d go at the end of the afternoon. I didn’t like the idea because if we already weren’t seeing each other all day, her coming home an hour later meant we’d see each other even less. I tried to talk her out of it by pointing out the truth—that she didn’t need it, since whether due to metabolism or genetics, she was perfect without much exercise. She told me it wasn’t about losing weight or anything specific, just to clear her head and sweat a little. I could think of other ways to sweat—after all, we hadn’t had sex in a week—but I didn’t say anything.

I hadn’t thought about it, but my subconscious must have expected her to come home that night in workout clothes, so I was surprised when she walked in wearing the same suit jacket she’d worn to work, her hair still a little wet. She still had the stockings on. It turned me on like crazy. I couldn’t get over the fact that, even after all these years, she still turned me on as much—or more—than in those first months.

She dropped the gym bag on one of the sofas and we started talking about everything and nothing. What she did keep doing was mention how tired she was. By this point in our relationship, I figured she could already see it in my eyes when I wanted sex. Those announcements of her exhaustion were like a string of red lights and no-entry signs.

The following days each had two key moments: The first was in the morning, during her shower, when I’d sneak a look at her phone—always with nothing new from anyone. And at night, waiting to see if María would be in the mood to make love.

If she, after all these years, could tell just by looking at me that I wanted sex, I also knew her well enough to sense when her desire—her libido—was about to dip. Besides, tiredness from the gym was a perfect excuse.

So Monday, Tuesday, and Wednesday all passed without any intimacy with my fiancée. But on Thursday, something happened that surprised me:

We were already in bed, lights off. We’d set the alarm, finished talking. All that was left was to decide what to think about as I drifted off—or just let sleep take me, since I was pretty tired. At that moment, to my surprise, she reached for me. She turned toward me, kissed me, slowly took off my pajamas and then hers until we were completely naked. Then she turned on one of the small bedside lamps and, facing each other, lying on our sides, looking into each other’s eyes, we began to touch ourselves slowly. I wet the tip of one finger at the entrance of her pussy while she stroked the skin of my cock back and forth with two fingers, with exquisite delicacy.

Time seemed to stop. Absolute silence. She rolled onto her back, inviting me to take her missionary style. It was too tempting... I'd been wanting to be inside her for days. I positioned myself over her and between kisses, between caresses... I let my cock find that entrance, that perfect pussy... which yielded with elegance and delicacy after the third or fourth searching thrust.

Her hands found my ass, guiding my rhythm. Slow. So slow. I moved inside her, palms braced on either side of her body. We looked at each other with a connection like the one we'd shared when we made love the day after that night at Álvaro's house.

We caressed each other's hair. Our faces. We pressed our lips together, breathing into each other's mouths. Always looking at each other. There were no moans. No hair pulling. No insults. We weren't chasing orgasm. It wasn't about that.

Despite that gentle rhythm, I felt immense pleasure as her pussy yielded just enough around me. The pleasure built until there was a moment when I closed my eyes and sensed her smiling. Sure enough, when I opened them again, she was stroking my hair and face... and... she told me she loved me.

It caught me off guard. It wasn't something we said to each other often. We saved it for special moments. I don't think she'd ever said it to me in that context before, and my face must have shown it because she whispered with a smile:

“What's wrong? Can't I say that?”

“Yes, yes. Of course you can.”

“Now don't go telling me you love me too—that would be tacky,” she said playfully, with that flirtatious charm that killed me.

That lovemaking stayed steady in rhythm and form. That cadence, those exchanged glances, those caresses. Sometimes I let my torso sink onto hers and felt her nipples pressing into my chest, and she'd wrap her legs around me and stroke my back. I buried my face in her neck and hair while my cock moved inside her, unhurried and content.

Eventually I asked her to turn over and, gently, she asked me not to—to finish like this. I listened. I picked up the pace a little. I knew she wouldn't come with that rhythm or in that position, but I knew she didn't care. Her gaze made it unmistakable: she wanted exactly what was happening. Leaning over her again, her legs wrapped around me and her nipples pressed against my chest, she whispered for me to come, to come inside her. She laced her fingers through my hair and I let myself go... breathing hard, panting into her neck, in a long orgasm... I filled her spurt by spurt... happy, carefree, grateful. Grateful for giving me a peace I was determined to squander.

After that came the usual ritual—me fetching toilet paper, handing it to her, cleaning up in the bathroom... but this time accompanied by knowing glances.

Maybe it wasn't the right moment, but once we were back in bed, I suggested going out to dinner the next day, or Saturday... and using that dinner and the night afterward for her to finally tell me everything I still didn't know about what happened at Álvaro's house.

“To tell you the truth, I'd rather leave it for next week,” she said, her tone warm.

“Why's that?”

“Well... I don't know... I'm not really in the mood to talk about those two idiots. Who, by the way, haven't texted me in a while... I can tell you're holding back from asking about them,” she laughed. “You don't ask me about them or whether Edu tells me to dress this way or that.”

Obviously I wasn't asking because every morning I checked her phone and there was nothing new.

“I don't ask because I figure if something new happened, you'd tell me,” I said, surprised by my own quick thinking.

“Oh really? You've become that... restrained... and... patient?” she smiled again.

I was answering that question when she cut me off, saying that besides, we should use the weekend to finalize things for the wedding and the trip we'd take afterward. She wasn't wrong, though that dinner didn't seem incompatible with spending the weekend wrapping up the wedding and trip details that still needed attention.

That weekend was wonderfully calm, and I saw the cheerful, lighthearted María again—the one I realized I hadn't seen in weeks. I even felt guilty for having pulled her away from that natural state of hers.

The following week continued with that same dynamic—snooping through her phone in the mornings and hoping she wouldn't be too tired at night. Her phone stayed quiet, and it wasn't until Thursday again that, like the Thursday before, we fell into another slow, tender fuck, making love completely naked, feeling each other's flesh, each other's skin... each other's breathing, each other's heartbeats, each other's gaze...

After a while like that, I suggested again that she turn over, and she offered to get on top of me instead. She began to ride me, impossibly stunning, rolling her hips in circles. Her breasts rose full and heavy from her torso, her areolas hypnotizing me... she kept tossing her hair back so I could get a good look at her tits; she did it on purpose, every time her hair fell over them when she leaned down to kiss me.

At one point, hands resting on my chest, eyes half-closed, our soft sighs filling the air, she said:

“I love doing it like this...”

“Like what?”

“Like this... looking at you, feeling you, slowly...”

“So I turn you on?” I said without thinking.

She opened her eyes wider. She stopped moving.

Completely still. Forming a single body. Dimly lit by the small bedside lamp. She finally said:

“Of course you do. Though it's hard to explain.”

“Hard to explain? Why?” I said, surprised.

“I don't know… Can we keep going for a bit and I'll tell you after?”

“No, tell me now.”

“Well… of course you turn me on. I love what we have. Fucking like this,” she said, somewhat uncomfortable, sweeping her hair to one side of her neck and smoothing it. It struck me that she used the word fucking, because this, though wonderful, I would have called making love rather than fucking.

“So?” I asked when she didn't continue.

“So nothing. It's just… there are different moments… I mean… a woman's not always the same. There are… you know, moments, or days, or weeks really… when I can't deny that the thing with… well, the harness… fantasizing… it does have a different edge, an extra edge, which isn't a better edge… I don't know, it's just different. And… well, sometimes that's good, if we're both in that place. I don't know if I'm making sense.”

“Yeah… more or less.”

“Anyway. It's like, let me see, it's like there are levels… It's hard to explain. When I'm… normal, like now, well, for me this is the best. Doing it like today, like the other day… It's something I only have and will only ever have with you. And… that's it.”

“But what levels?” I asked, hiding my happiness at what she'd just said.

“Well yeah, when I'm normal I love it like this… When… when I'm… how do I put it, when I'm a bit more, well yeah, fantasizing and the harness… and all that… it's good. And well, yeah, sometimes there's even another level beyond that… where… I feel like I don't… Look. I just don't know how to say it, but I can't deny that there are times when I've needed that extra step. I don't know.”

“Ugh. I don't understand. So it's like I turn you on when… when you're less turned on?”

“No… it's not that you turn me on less… It's that… I don't know. It's complicated. I don't even really understand it myself.”

“But that's what you said. More or less,” I said as my cock, which had softened and shrunk, slipped out of her.

“Well. Yeah. Maybe it's something like that.”

María looked so incredibly beautiful, still on top of me though I was no longer inside her… and with that look of wanting to be honest without hurting me, that I felt more in love than ever. Even though what she was telling me could, in a way, be painful.

“So?” I asked.

“So… nothing.”

“I mean… when… you're in one of those moments… or weeks… when your body doesn't crave it like this, like today, and fantasizing isn't enough, what's going to happen?”

“Well… I'll just have to deal with it… especially once we're married. This craziness has to stop.”


CHAPTER 16

María was fixing her hair, sometimes putting her hands on her hips, sometimes resting them on my chest. This clearly wasn't an easy conversation to have, and I wondered how long she'd been mulling over these conclusions—my sense was not very long.

My cock was weeping, flaccid, curling up tiny against my pubic hair. We must have both noticed it at the same time because María reached down and expertly caught the transparent thread dripping from it with her fingertip. She pulled the skin back and forth once, and that alone made my cock throb. She looked at me. Tilted her head slightly. Narrowed her eyes and began stroking me slowly. As if she wanted to compensate for her frankness with an orgasm. Like so many things happening to me lately, I wasn't sure whether this confession was good news or bad.

I looked down at María sitting on top of me, her left hand planted on her hip while she stroked me with two fingers of her right. Watching her jerk that ridiculous little thing, I remembered how all this had started—with so much having happened, I'd almost forgotten that this tiny cock was the origin and reason for everything. And again I marveled at her fortune in finding two lovers with cocks like Edu's and Álvaro's. I also remembered the punishment when I'd asked about Guille's cock and her response: “A normal cock, a man's cock,” meant to hurt me in that moment, but telling the truth.

“Do you like it... like this?” she asked, stroking me very slowly—a question already answered. María knew exactly where to squeeze to bring me to orgasm and where to squeeze to hold it off. For now, judging by where she was pressing and the speed of her fingers, she was just playing.

It was like a dream having her there, completely naked. I would never get used to it—that natural beauty, those colossal breasts, defiant, shameless, like an unfair advantage over her friends, acquaintances, and anyone who ran into her at the beach or in the gym locker room.

After a few moments she sped up and squeezed a bit higher. That changed everything: I wouldn't last more than two minutes like this. And she knew it with precision. I wanted to lose myself, enjoy, look at her... but my mind kept drifting to everything she'd just told me, and I began connecting dots as fast as her hand was moving. I remembered how, after her sexual encounter with Edu, she'd tried to find the lover in me that I wasn't, and then there was a period when I felt rejected, when she seemed to avoid even touching me, as if she felt repulsed by me and my cock. I'd thought then that she had no desire, no libido, but according to her recent confession, it was the opposite. The reverse. During those weeks she'd been so aroused that, seeing the lover she had at home couldn't satisfy that arousal, she got frustrated, and that frustration eventually turned into rejection.

The arm María had resting on her hip moved to caress my balls, squeezing them gently, while her other hand gave one last burst of speed. I wouldn't last half a minute like this. We both knew it. I closed my eyes, didn't want to think about anything, just let myself go. All you could hear was the sound of skin sliding back and forth over my cock. I just wanted to feel, didn't want to look at those three fingers that almost completely covered my tiny cock. I wanted to come without feeling guilty.

I began to feel a torrent of heat throughout my body and she stopped her hand dead. When she saw the first white drop emerge, she started up again, killing me with pleasure, knowing exactly what she was doing—jerking me off, milking me at a constant rhythm while I came. You could hear the skin going back and forth and my agitated, shameless breathing. I felt tremendous pleasure, my mind as blank as the semen that kept flowing from that dark, hard tip. María knew just when to stop, not abruptly, but slowing the rhythm until she came to a complete halt.

I kept my eyes closed a few more seconds, then looked down and saw my entire cock smeared with cum, along with her fingers and my pubic hair. Some of that hot liquid had reached almost to my navel. And I remembered the tremendous shots, the tremendous spurts, long and thick, that Edu had released onto María's torso—despite having come several times that same night, while I had gone days without ejaculating. Even in that, I wanted to show María a masculinity I couldn't give her.

“Wait, I'll clean you up,” she said, heading to the bathroom.

When she came back she started cleaning me up, but then I took over, working the stickiness out of my trimmed hair.

While she put on her pajamas, she talked to me a bit about her gym, and I asked about the Thursday drinks, which she never went to anymore. She told me it wasn't as good as before, that the people she was closest to had stopped going. Like almost all my questions over the past year, there was an ulterior motive related to her and Edu.

That Thursday night passed, then Friday, then another weekend, then more and more days. Again those key moments came and went, morning and night. I got a bit frustrated every time I didn't see anything new on her phone, and I also got frustrated because we were having sex less and less often. There was only one new thing on her phone, one morning: Guille had written, “Álvaro is dating Sofía, but I've been left all alone.” María hadn't responded.

Guille was clearly suggesting something in that message. And perhaps that explained why Álvaro hadn't been writing or calling her as much. But what caught my attention most was that Edu wasn't sending her any more messages with those orders. So much so that I started wondering if he was giving them to her verbally at the office. María sometimes wore a skirt and sometimes pants, sometimes with Víctor's tacky pink shirt—the new one sometimes, sometimes the old one—and sometimes with those stockings that Edu had dubbed “slutty.” Once she even went to work wearing both, the shirt and the stockings. But nothing on her phone. When she had court with Edu she'd tell me, but nothing more came of it.

Sometimes, when María had already gone to bed, I'd stay in the living room and masturbate, using that voice note of Edu fucking Begoña. I wondered if María listened to it from time to time. Other times I'd also masturbated while remembering Álvaro and Guille fucking María… and imagining what had happened during those hours I hadn't seen, hours that still hadn't been revealed to me, but every time I brought up the subject, she'd dodge the question.

One Wednesday night, María told me she was going to bed while I was on the couch with my laptop, so the idea of masturbating again to one of those two options was starting to take shape, but that night my girlfriend was especially insistent that I go to sleep at the same time as her.

“I don't know what you're doing there with the laptop. Come on, let's go.”

“Well… nothing… You go ahead. I'll watch some porn and then I'll come,” I said, half-joking, half-serious, also as a dig at our poor frequency of sexual encounters.

“Yeah… come on,” she said, not believing me, from the doorframe.

“Really, seriously, I'll jerk off and then I'll come.”

“To what? That video?”

“What video?”

“The one we watched, which one do you think?”

“Oh, well… yeah, I'll look for it,” I said, as if it were nothing, while she headed toward the bedroom.

I started looking for that video, more curious about whether I'd even find it than actually interested in the video María was talking about as if there weren't thousands of better ones online.

I still hadn't found it when María appeared in a white silk pajama set—jacket and pants—just as a video popped up of a curly-haired blonde who reminded me of the girl in the blue dress from that rooftop the night of her Master's anniversary, but older, and with fake tits that looked out of place.

“Pff, you like that?” she asked.

I closed the window, feeling a bit like I'd done something wrong, and saw that the screen was recommending one similar to the video I'd watched with María. I clicked on it and we watched two guys kissing a girl on a pretty shabby bed, in a very, very amateur video.

“Wow…” I said. “Now there's… a good threesome... Ring any bells?”

“Yeah, the other video we watched.”

“Yeah… and nothing else?” I asked mischievously, glancing at her sideways.

María shook her head, but with a half smile, as if to say, “You're hopeless.”

“Look, this one must be Álvaro,” I said when the girl pulled down one of the guys' black underwear and an impressively large cock appeared.

“Come on, come on…” she said, feigning exasperation, trying to get me to come to bed with her.

“What? Isn't the video good?”

“Come on, let's go to bed… Friday… if you want, we can go to dinner. Think of a good place.”

That “if you want, we can go to dinner” was a phrase I'd been waiting weeks to hear. It was a euphemism for “I'll finally tell you everything you don't know… about how those two fucked me.” If I'd devised a subtle way to get her to confess what happened with Álvaro and Guille, it couldn't have worked out better.

“Okay, I'll think of a place,” I said while the girl got on her knees and tried to fit her small mouth around the massive cock of the guy standing in for Álvaro, while the other guy in the video jerked off.

“You better not have forgotten anything,” I added.

“Mmm… no, I don't think so. Come on…” she insisted again. María didn't want to do it that night, but she also didn't want me staying alone in the living room watching that video.

I ended up closing the laptop and, as I stood up, told her:

“Well, you've got tomorrow and the day after to jog your memory, and I've got time to make a reservation.”

“Yeah, yeah… I'm going to spend day and night jogging my memory…” she said sarcastically, eager for us to go to sleep.

I brushed my teeth. Put on my pajamas. And went to bed, where María already was.

Suddenly, out of nowhere, I started getting scared that everything might end. María was ignoring Guille. Álvaro, now that he was with Sofía, wasn't writing to her anymore. Edu came and went; maybe he'd given up after seeing that if he brought Víctor into the equation, María refused to play.

I started to think that with María's confession about what happened at Álvaro's house, everything could end. It would close the circle on practically exactly one year of this game. The wedding was approaching, and I could see María was truly convinced this was the necessary change. And convinced that if she ever reached that level of arousal where neither I nor our fantasies were enough for her, she would simply hold herself back.

Yes, everything seemed to indicate that the following Friday, it would all come to an end.

I fell asleep that night with that feeling...

...but I had no idea yet that not only would things not turn out that way, but that Friday night we would take an even riskier path. Far, far riskier.


CHAPTER 17

Eating at my work's buffet, I wondered whether María's sudden willingness to explain what had happened at Álvaro's place—with all the gory details I'd been hoping for—had really been so coincidental. I knew I had to factor her confession about how turned on she'd been into all my speculations. When I did, it seemed plausible that she'd finally agreed to tell me because she needed something more than our tender lovemaking. The fact that our sexual encounters had become less frequent was another item on the checklist that helped me read her.

Perhaps emboldened by that suspicion, I made a reservation at the same restaurant where we'd gone to dinner that fateful night. I even requested the same table. Once that was locked in, my concern shifted to how precisely María would recount what had happened. After all, more than a month had passed, she'd drunk quite a bit that night—probably more than at the wedding—and besides, she seemed even more reluctant to tell me this than what had happened with Edu. If having “fallen” for Álvaro embarrassed her, what followed with Guille and Sofía raised it to a whole other level of cringe—surely uncomfortable to even remember.

I knew her. I knew that putting what she'd experienced into words wasn't going to be easy for her.

My excitement and desire kept building. My sexual abstinence, the thought of how aroused María must be, and how close I was to hearing her confession—these three ingredients made a cocktail that kept me in a permanent state of semi-hardness. That Friday afternoon, I fantasized almost nonstop at my office.

I ended up texting María a “How are you?” that barely concealed my burning desire. Her response was flatter than I'd hoped. So were the ones that followed. We didn't seem to be on the same wavelength, and things didn't improve when I told her I'd made a reservation at the same restaurant, at the same table, as the night we'd gone to Álvaro's place. She didn't seem to see the importance—or even the magic—of that confession. True to form, instead of backing down, I doubled down and wrote asking her to dress the same as that night—just as she'd done on her own initiative when she confessed what had happened with Edu. An “ugh, we'll see” confirmed we weren't experiencing this the same way.

Maybe I should add a fourth ingredient to that cocktail: over the past few days, not only had we not had sex, but I'd also given up my masturbation sessions using Begoña's audio or my memories of María at Álvaro's place. On one hand, I wanted to experience her account as intensely as possible. On the other, my pathetic load—especially compared to Edu's—motivated me to save up so I could show some masculine pride.

That afternoon I got home from work and María wasn't back yet. Maybe it was a bit absurd, but when I opened my closet to change, I saw the clothes I'd worn that night and decided to put them on. I seemed determined to cast a spell over that night, to give it real significance.

I wanted to leave with time to spare. Plus, I had a phone call to make that I'd been putting off, one that would take a while—which would also help snap me out of my self-induced trance. I texted María to explain my plans and parked near the restaurant. Just as I was about to make the call, she wrote saying she was running too late to stop by the house and would go straight from the office. I was disappointed and felt pretty stupid about how I'd dressed.

After quite a while on the phone, I walked into the restaurant and sat at the same table, in the same chair.

Five, ten, fifteen minutes waiting for her. I was starting to get nervous. Starting to feel like people were staring at me. Then she appeared.

Black silk blouse, black leather skirt, high heels, black stockings… Most likely a garter belt underneath—bought for me but worn and defiled by Guille and Álvaro. Almost certainly that black semi-transparent bra that opened in front—bought for me, removed by her in my presence, to show Álvaro her tits so he'd come faster. Dense, thick hair; lips lightly painted; large eyes; a gaze that was confident yet self-conscious from feeling so powerful. The click of her heels approaching, heads turning, her half-smile that said, “I've indulged your whim, but don't remind me—it's embarrassing.” The silhouette of her breasts under the black silk. The curve of her ass under the black leather. I thought I'd die.

I realized then that she must have taken a taxi from our place. She walked up to me. We didn't greet each other with a kiss, though. It just didn't happen. It was strange. This wasn't a normal dinner.

She sat down, blushing. She must have noticed I was wearing the same clothes, because she made a joking comment about whether I planned to order the same dinner as five weeks ago.

Everything that could bother me—like how she didn't always tell me everything, or how we were always on her schedule and not mine—was completely buried whenever she looked at me, but not quite at me, and cracked some joke that left me captivated. Add to that her fulfilling some whim of mine—like that outfit—and surprises like the fake-out about coming straight from work, and she had me completely. No past resentment whatsoever.

After ordering from the waiter—something different this time—we talked about trivialities. She told me Irene had switched offices weeks ago and was now in another city. Once I'd exhausted my work topics, I wanted to bring up the honeymoon—a subject that, unlike the others, had the potential to go somewhere. Her response caught me off guard:

“Are you sure you want to talk about that now?” she asked, equal parts kind and serious.

At that moment, they brought us a bottle of wine. We stayed silent. She kept that sweet expression, but with a hint of cockiness in her posture. We drank nearly half a glass without either of us speaking. I got the feeling she was drinking more out of deliberate intent than actual thirst.

“You can ask, you know,” she finally said.

“No, I don't know. You tell me.”

“Should I start?”

“Of course,” I responded, feeling everything suddenly accelerating, but it was better this way.

“Well… okay, to wrap up some topics, or open them. I'll tell you that… nobody's written me anything, or practically nothing. Some nonsense from Guille telling me Álvaro is with Sofía, like I care about that in the slightest… and not much else.”

I knew it, boy did I know it, since I checked her phone every morning. I nodded as if to show gratitude for her first confession.

“And… this isn't the time to talk about him, I know you want me to focus on what happened… well… the night at Álvaro's place, but the one who has written me more is Edu.”

“Oh really?” I asked, feigning surprise, since I had seen on her phone all that stuff about how she needed to fuck Álvaro to wipe that sexually-frustrated look off her face, or the bit about wearing stockings to work, an order she had obeyed. Though that had been weeks ago.

“Yes, Edu has been writing me.”

“But… like how? The clothing thing?”

We were finishing the first glass and she was already looking more flushed. I hoped she'd loosen up more. She continued:

“Well, there are two things… It's just that… for a while now… I don't know if it's because of Begoña or what, but he doesn't send me texts anymore—he sends me emails from his personal email to my personal email.”

I was stunned. I leaned back. I couldn't hide it. My hands trembled and I lowered them to my thighs, onto the cloth napkin. Every time I thought I had everything under control, it turned out I didn't have half the information I thought I did.

“I should have told you before, I know.”

I let out a breath. I took a drink. I barely managed to say “What two things?” after taking that sip.

“Well, one is… Víctor… as you already know… Like, wear this. He's coming today. Why don't the three of us get together…”

“The three of you?” I interrupted.

“Yes, Edu, Víctor, and me. Obviously I ask him if he's crazy and what that's all about… and that's it. And… well, what's going to surprise you most is the other thing.” María was speaking in a somewhat cocky tone, as if putting on a mask to make it easier to explain herself. “One day I was with him and Álvaro called me, and I didn't answer—this was weeks ago—and somehow he caught a glimpse of my phone and figured out that Álvaro must be someone important. Maybe from my face. I don't know. Plus he seems to have a very clear idea of what our game is about… that it turns you on when I'm with others… Anyway. That's it. I suppose it was that, my face, plus after the wedding he knows about our game. So he's assumed I've had something with Álvaro… and for whatever reason, he wants me to… well, do it again.”

I let her talk. Only when it was obvious her silence was waiting for my response did I say anything.

“And… those emails? When? How often? What does he say exactly?”

“I don't know… maybe one week he sends me three, another week nothing. Then in person he never says anything, never gives anything away, like I told you. Back when he used to… well, I don't know, now he doesn't. And… anyway, that's it. Nothing more about the Víctor thing. The Álvaro thing… I haven't even told him if that's true.”

“But give me an example. Do you have them there? When do you read them?” I asked, referring to those emails.

“Well yes, I read them on my phone,” she responded, and I was hoping she would hand me her phone so I could read them, but she continued, “Well, an example… I don't know, like… 'Meet up with that guy… I'm sure he… fucks you good…'” she said in a low voice, “'and… I'm sure if you did it with him you'd send me a good voice note…'”

“Fuck… And… why?”

“Well, I don't know…”

Silence again. The waiter's appearance with the first course forced a pause that I used to develop a theory, and that theory soon had a title: Edu wanted to pull her away from me.

He wanted to replace me. He didn't get aroused thinking about María being with others—he got satisfaction from destroying me, pulling her away from me. If Edu replaced me, I'd be left out of the game, and in the long run, even at the risk of sounding like a doomsayer, it could be the first step toward separating her from me. I considered it a simple hypothesis, though one with solid foundation, without realizing how right I was.

“I'll finish this glass and we'll move on to the other thing,” she said—definitive, serious, cocky, sensual. Eager to get it out, showing she wanted to deliver her confession with composure and dignity.


CHAPTER 18

While we savored the second course and I waited anxiously for María to finish that glass, I felt like I was in a chess match—one where Edu was my opponent.

The curious thing about that match was that there was only one queen on the board, and we both wanted to move her. But that queen had a will of her own, and if she let herself be moved, it was because she wanted to be. I wondered how much María understood about what was happening. How much my girlfriend let herself be manipulated by one of us or the other, depending on the moment. And I wondered if it could even be called manipulation when the person being manipulated is fully aware of everyone's intentions.

María finished her glass and started another, and I didn't want to say anything. The conversation was disjointed and sporadic, about some family matter of hers. I excused myself for a moment to go to the bathroom, and once there I discovered that my cock was tipped with a bead of precum. I wondered why and when that arousal had surfaced; maybe just seeing María dressed like that had turned me on, or maybe I hadn't been paying much attention to her family matter and my imagination had wandered, or maybe both. I even considered whether I really wanted her to confess everything to me during dinner rather than somewhere private.

I returned and, once seated with María and the entire dining room in view, I remembered that night—the night she'd shown me that front-clasp bra and flashed me her bare breasts, her back to the entire room so only I could see. It was undeniably tempting to make that request.

María pulled me from my thoughts with a direct question. She said that before she started telling me anything, she wanted to know why I left—why I wanted to see her with other men, but always ended up leaving, maybe coming back, then leaving again.

“There comes a point where I don't know anymore if you want to see it or not,” she finally said.

She spoke with composure and maturity, and I didn't want to be outdone:

“It's complicated. On one hand, it turns me on like you can't imagine... and on the other, it's undeniably painful. Plus, coincidence or not... let's just say we haven't exactly encountered two... calm lovers... I mean, Edu, Álvaro, even Guille... I don't know, those were pretty intense sexual encounters...”

“Yeah... they couldn't have been more rough...” she said, her voice overlapping with mine as I rushed to explain myself better:

“I mean, I don't know how much of it is that. It's a combination of a lot of things, I mean. What I'm saying is, I'm not claiming that if I saw you with a man and you did it more... gently, with everything more agreed upon... that I could handle it.”

“Yeah...”

“And... you have to realize that... my position is pretty humiliating. If it were more discussed or agreed upon... well... the man with you... would know everything. The looks from Álvaro, Guille, or Edu, like 'what's this idiot doing here,' on top of the fact that deep down it's painful to see you with someone else...” I said, realizing almost without intending to why what we'd experienced excited me so much more than the idea of contacting someone online.

“So it's... that it hurts you to see me with someone else, while at the same time you like it... but... if on top of that the act... or the fuck gets a little out of hand... you suffer even more and can't handle it.”

I grew pensive. The truth was, when I couldn't handle it, it was usually when I saw her give herself completely, forgetting me, no longer looking at me, no longer making me part of it. But I didn't tell her that.

“Yeah... that's more or less it.”

We ordered dessert and María got up to go to the bathroom. With her sleeves rolled up, those heels... the striking silhouette of her bust... I never tired of watching the boyfriends, husbands, waiters, and other men in the restaurant fail miserably at hiding their wandering eyes and craning necks. Sometimes one would end up looking at me, unable to believe my luck, but this time that wasn't the case—no one was curious enough to see who the lucky guy was, or if anyone was, I didn't notice.

On her way back from the restroom, she ran into our waiter, who was carrying our desserts on a tray. She whispered something in his ear and the guy nodded. They walked together toward me, and she sat down while he set down the flan and tiramisu and stepped away.

“What did you tell him?” I asked, intrigued.

“You're so nosy. You don't miss a thing...”

“Come on, what did you tell him?”

“Nothing. I told him we needed to talk for a while and not to come to the table unless we called him over.”

The request surprised me. I didn't think it was very common, though the waiter hadn't shown any sign of surprise.

“So you're going to tell me everything all at once?” I asked.

“Mmm... I hope so,” she said with a smile, as if wanting to show she wanted to get it off her chest as soon as possible, but I had the growing feeling she was going to end up letting loose.

“What was I going to say... you're wearing the bra and garter belt from that day, I assume.”

“Yes.”

“Garter belt that... was going to be a surprise and I ended up seeing... I mean...”

“Yes, it was a surprise, a gift,” she interrupted. And after a moment, she continued: “Does it... turn you on?” she asked, her expression serious.

“Yes... Although the way I found out was peculiar. I mean... the first time I saw it was when you sat on the couch with... Mario, I think his name was, and your skirt rode up and I saw it.”

“Yeah, I noticed there was a commotion at that moment...”

“You noticed?”

“Well... you should have seen yourselves. But if I’d pulled my skirt down, it would have been even worse.”

For a change, María surprised me.

“But it’s pretty, isn’t it?” she asked.

“The garter belt?”

“Of course.”

“Yeah... well. Pretty... porny, more than pretty.”

“That idiot almost ripped it...”

“Who?”

“Guille.”

Silence fell. The wine bottle was empty. María asked me to call the waiter over. He took our order for drinks. While he made them, I rested my arm on the table and she caressed my hand. We looked at each other. I was enjoying the moment and felt happy. I didn’t know if she felt the same or was lost in memory. Methodical as she was, I was sure she wanted to tell me everything in a certain order. The drinks appeared, the waiter withdrew, and we didn’t move. Her gaze grew glassier. My right hand and her left hand kept caressing each other, my palm facing up, the tips of her fingers tracing over it. Then her right hand went to a button on her black shirt. I glanced up at the dining room reflexively, but in that corner, with her back to the world, no one could see us. Another button, and the cleavage became impossible to ignore. I saw that bra again. My cock leaked, and her shirt opened a little more.

“Should I open it?” she asked, playful but composed.

“Yes.”

“Or should I tell you a little first?”

“I don’t know... a couple more buttons and then you tell me.”

“Is anyone looking?”

“No.”

She moved her chair a little closer to the table, which was already quite narrow, letting us talk up close. Her left hand didn’t leave my palm to help her right hand—instead, she unbuttoned another button with just one hand. And without taking her eyes off me, another button. I knew that bra. I knew about the semi-transparency of its cups, so my heart began pounding and desire for her shirt to open coursed through my entire body. She asked again if anyone was looking, and after I said no, she brought that hand to one side of her shirt and pulled it aside. The black silk gave way to a bra strained by a colossal breast, the cup outlining every curve, her nipple clearly visible through the dark semi-transparent fabric covering her tit. She stayed like that for a few moments. Shy, but at the same time savoring the impact she made. Always. And I was ecstatic. No matter how many times I’d seen her. My hand in contact with hers began sweating more by the second...

It was a gift, but also torture—torture she cut short by pulling her shirt back to cover her breast. The neckline was now almost fully open, a narrow gap running down the center of her torso, but her tits were hidden, and that killed me.

I tried to catch my breath but couldn’t get enough air. I looked at her eyes, her face. Her blush made her even more desirable. She was careful to keep the neckline from opening and looked somewhat uncomfortable, not quite believing no one was watching. I wanted to get her out of there and bring her back to what had happened at Álvaro’s house:

“The last time I saw that bra... was that moment when you took it off in front of Álvaro... and... you gave it to me... which was pretty humiliating, by the way... and... you knelt down to suck him off...” I said in a low voice, nervous, turned on, trying to turn her on too.

“Pretty humiliating?” she asked in a neutral tone.

“Yes.”

“Maybe that’s why I did it.”

“Seriously?”

“... I’m not going to play psychologist with you, but it’s clear that being humiliated is an important part of all this. Otherwise, you wouldn’t have let Edu or Álvaro talk to you like that.”

While I thought about how much truth there might be in what she’d said, my eyes must have drifted to her breasts, to the voluptuous silhouette outlined there, and to that central part of her bra that was visible... because María ended up saying:

“Do you want me to take it off?”

“Well... yes...”

She brought her free hand to that front clasp. She hesitated. I could picture her tits freeing themselves, naked, in that restaurant, again... She turned her head... No one was looking.

“Ugh... I don’t know...”

“Come on,” I insisted.

Her fingers on that clasp. Her restless gaze. Part of her hair covering some of her face.

“Ugh... I’ll go to the restroom if you want. Here... it’s too much...”

I withdrew the hand that had been caressing hers, letting her know her proposal satisfied me completely. Her hands moved to close her shirt, and from her expression, I could tell she was mulling something over. And I wasn’t wrong.

“While I take it off there, you could... think about... some more questions I have.”

“Sure. Like what?” I said as she finished pulling herself together.

“Well... let’s see... I’ll tell you... all at once... and you can answer when I get back.”

“Okay. Are there that many?”

“No. Let’s see. First... have you ever talked to Edu about me? Like when you were drunk at the wedding?”

“About what?” I asked, suddenly startled. I wasn’t expecting that at all.

“Well... I mean... especially about our little game. Wait. Think about it. I have more: Do you really think contacting someone online is... an option? And... the last one: Did you ever get angry with me? Either the night with Edu or with Álvaro?” She grabbed her purse and stood up, heading toward the bathroom. Leaving me there, tense and surprised.

The first question worried me. And I was determined to deny everything. With the other two, I wasn’t sure whether to be honest or not.

My mind kept circling back to possible signs that María might know I’d talked to Edu behind her back, more than to answers for her other two questions. I got so focused that I barely noticed María reappearing and sitting down across from me. I cursed myself for missing her coming out of the bathroom and crossing that room... her tits on display, bra tucked in her purse... Sitting across from me, her breasts now moved freely under the black silk, making my cock throb.

“Well?” she asked.

“Well... let’s see...”

“Is it really noticeable?” she asked, referring to her chest.

“No... not much,” I said reflexively, though my mind was already working to talk her out of putting it back on in case we went somewhere else for drinks afterward.

“Okay, let’s see. Tell me.”

“About the first one. Talking to Edu about you. Never. Not at all. I barely even talk to the guy, and I wouldn’t do that.”

“Okay. The second one,” she responded seriously, and I was relieved she wanted to move on—it might mean there was nothing to worry about. Even so, I was about to ask her why she’d asked that question, but I decided to leave it alone. The less time that topic was on the table, the better for me and my peace of mind.

“Okay. About the second one. Contacting someone... I do see it as an option, but... I don’t think it would ever reach the same level of excitement as what we’ve had with Edu and Álvaro... because it would be... maybe more casual, less planned, or not planned at all,” I said, being partially honest, since she was right that the humiliation I got from Edu and Álvaro would never come from some guy we arranged to meet.

“And the third one? About getting angry?”

“Well... No. I mean... sometimes... seeing you like that, in action, let’s say, with them. Well... it hits me. That’s normal. But angry? Not at all,” I responded, in another half-truth, since her excesses did hurt me and I had gotten angry with her. “Does that work for you?”

“... I don’t know if I believe you, but okay.”

“You don’t believe me about what?” I asked.

“Especially that you never, not even for a moment, got angry about the things that ended up happening.”

“No. I swear.”

A tense calm settled over us. We drank almost in silence from our glasses, the ice beginning to melt after so many confessions. My arm slid across the table again, but this time my fingertips brushed her breast over her shirt.

“Stop...” she smiled, but my fingers didn’t stop.

María caressed my outstretched arm and drank from her glass with her free hand. She set it on the table and, while my fingers kept caressing her, trying to coax her nipple into view, she said:

“I’m going to tell it however it comes out, okay?”

“Okay.”

A few endless seconds passed. I didn’t know what she was waiting for before telling me everything I didn’t know about that incredible night. My fingers kept caressing her breast over her black shirt, my arm stretched completely across the table. And she didn’t start—didn’t start talking.

We looked at each other. That simple caress had turned into a game. I wanted her nipple to press through the silk, and she seemed unwilling to start talking until I succeeded.

She looked at me, serious and relaxed, as if the wine was sedating her. Then, with both of us desperate for her nipple to harden, she whispered:

“Squeeze me...”

She said it barely above a whisper, and I took a few moments to react. A surprised “What?” came out of my mouth... but just as I said it, I understood what she’d said and what she meant... And my fingers stopped caressing that silky surface to squeeze her breast a little over her shirt. I felt her soft yet firm flesh through the silk, and she looked at me, enduring the squeeze, letting out a faint, almost imperceptible moan. Then she drew a breath and asked:

“Should I start?”

“Yes,” I said, easing my grip back into a caress, realizing that in barely a minute we’d gone from curiosity and eagerness to know, to mixing it all with unbearable arousal.

“Well... the first time you left, and left me alone with him... he was fucking me so good. Remember? He was lying on top of me and you walked out.”

“Yes... I remember.”

“Well... that's when, while he was fucking me, he whispered in my ear that...” Her voice dropped to a whisper, her eyes fixed on mine, and I kept caressing her. “Well... that was the first time he told me that... after... fucking me... he was going to shove it deep in my ass.”


CHAPTER 19

“Did he really say that to you?” I asked, shocked, my hand freezing mid-caress.

The look María gave me confirmed it.

“Sorry, go on. I won’t interrupt anymore,” I said, resuming the slow movement of my fingers over her shirt, reminding myself to let her talk.

“And... I don’t know... It was so... weird,” she said, and I was about to ask her why, but I was determined to hold back. “It’s just... a different touch, a different smell... different everything... even a different temperature, it’s hard to explain... On top of that... I think he’s an idiot and I never stopped thinking that the whole time... and you’re there... I mean, this... guy... is fucking you... but... you keep going... I just can’t explain it. Plus you had left, which made even less sense, if that’s even possible.”

I watched her closely, her nipple hardening... I managed not to rescue her from the silence. Then she continued:

“And... what else... we were like that for a while... him on top of me. He... he fucked me well, honestly... Not that I’d ever imagined him doing it... God forbid, but yeah... I mean, I’m not saying I was surprised because I’d never imagined it, but, I don’t know, he was good, you could tell he knew what he was doing... the way he... like he wanted to go... really deep, bury it all the way in, always, and take his time... going deep... You know he’s in love with his cock...”

“Understandable,” I said, unable to help myself.

“Yeah... well, actually, he was saying things to me...” María spoke in whispers, incredibly aroused, lost in the memory, but her eyes never left mine as she searched for the right words. “He was saying, I don’t know, I don’t remember exactly, but stuff like... ‘you like what I’m putting in you...’ ‘you’ve been wanting this’ ‘I bet you loved my photos even though you didn’t tell me’... all very... you know... cock-centric,” she said, as charming as she was flushed.

“And what did you say to him?” I asked, trying to sound calm, but my cock had been ready to explode for a while now, and I was drinking that gin and tonic like water because my mouth went dry with every word she said.

“Well... I don’t know... I guess I played along a little.”

I imagined Álvaro lying on top of her, missionary position, fucking her... kissing, lost in each other, whispering asking if she liked the cock he was giving her, and María answering yes, that deep down she loved his cock and the way he fucked her... and I felt like my heart was going to burst out of my chest.

“And...” she continued, “he also talked about you, well, asked about you... I don’t know if it was right then or later. I guess right then, yeah. He asked... where you were... if you’d left.”

“Really? Right then?”

“Yeah, I don’t know. I just don’t remember. Maybe it was later when he said it, or I don’t know, when he lay back and I got on top of him. When we were switching positions, I think. He said something like ‘where’s your friend’ or ‘your little friend,’ something like that at some point.”

“And what did you say?”

“Well... nothing, I guess. Or that I didn’t know.”

I was about to ask if she’d even cared where I was right then, but I held back.

“The first time I came back, you were on top of him... facing away from him, him lying on his back. Did you go straight from missionary to that?”

“Yeah... I mean, I think so... well, actually... no. While we were still in missionary he... like, he was caressing my ass... and then... trying to slip a finger where he shouldn’t... But... I told him to stop or pushed his hand away... And after that, yeah, me on top... There... fuck... I really felt it there... that was... and that’s when you showed up.”

“That was, what?”

“Well... ugh... why don’t we go home?” María said, not just flushed now but horny... and it wasn’t just the nipple I’d been caressing that was standing at attention... both nipples were hard, visible through her black shirt.

“Does remembering it turn you on?” I asked.

“Do you want me to get turned on?” she responded, hair falling across her face, that heated look in her eyes... those permanently hard nipples giving her away.

“I want you to keep going a little longer, tell me here.”

“Okay... so you want me to tell you how good it felt to fuck... that cock... because in that position I was the one fucking it... and you can’t imagine how good... And I put up with all the stupid things he said and when he spanked me... slapped my ass, I don’t know if you saw that... I’ll admit I didn’t care about anything, as long as his huge cock stayed hard... Is that what you want me to tell you?”

“Yes...”

“And you want me to tell you that no matter how high I lifted my body, that cock just kept going... no matter how much I rode up on him... you know, while on top of him... that huge cock never came out of me... and... that he spanked my ass so hard... and insulted me... called me a slut... that I got really angry... but I didn't tell him to stop... I didn't climb off... instead I...”

“What...”

“Nothing... I'll tell you at home... come on.”

“You'll tell me at home and then we'll do what?” I asked, setting a trap for her.

“Come on, you already know.”

“No, you tell me,” I said, pressing the bait, knowing that for days now she hadn't been in the mood to just do it with me, a simple, easy fuck.

“Well... we'll go home... and you'll put that on... You already know. I don't know why you want to hear me say it.”

“Put on the plastic cock. That's what you mean. And we pretend I'm Álvaro... fucking you again.”

“Don't you want that too?”

“Yes... but finish the sentence, finish what you were saying.”

“Well... he was going too far... but I didn't say anything... I didn't stop him... instead I... fuck... I... I came... I came so... incredibly hard... without touching myself... just from... just from having him inside me, just from riding up and down on that huge cock, my God... what a cock that guy has...”

I swallowed hard. I pulled my hand back a little. Her cleavage, her face flushed, her hair falling across part of her face. Her nipples pressing through the black silk.

“Happy? Can we go home now?”

We sat in silence for a moment. The restaurant was emptying out, and so were our glasses. We had completely forgotten the rest of the world.

I knew I shouldn't, but I couldn't help pushing things a little further:

“María.”

“What?”

“We have to do it again.”

“Ugh... Pablo, please... don't ruin this.”

“Why?”

“I like telling you about it. I can't deny it turns me on to tell you. And it'll be hot to get home and play. But that's it. Let's pay, please.”

We called the waiter, paid, and left that place, returning to the real world, but at the same time we were both still in Álvaro's bed. We were both still reliving María's orgasm, her being fucked by that kid ten years younger than her. I could feel that my girlfriend was still there.

We stepped outside and I noticed that María hadn't gone to the bathroom to put her bra back on—she was leaving with her breasts free under her shirt. Not showing off, but not covering up either. Perhaps enjoying herself again.

There was the alcohol dilating her pupils, there was that María who for days had found me insufficient, there was that María still in the middle of that confession, her mind still on it... still on the orgasm with Álvaro... and there was the pub where we'd met that kid, not far from where I'd parked.

I suggested a drink there. Just one. She shot down the idea. I insisted. I asked her why. After all, it was Friday night.

“All I need is to run into him... especially dressed the same as the day when... you know.”

“Does running into him intimidate you that much?”

“Don't be ridiculous. You know that's not it.”

We stopped in front of a doorway, halfway between the parking lot and the pub. María looked stunning, her breasts free under her shirt, her cheeks still flushed. She moved closer to me. Her lips found mine. She was trying to convince me to go home quickly. My tongue, inside her mouth, didn't exactly move with great technique, and besides, I knew it wasn't enough for her, that I didn't excite her once she reached those levels of arousal—she only wanted me to stand in for Álvaro with that harness we had. That kiss didn't turn her on.

She pulled back.

“Come on. I'll tell you the rest at home.”

“Tell me at the pub... over a drink.”

“I can't tell you what's left... in a pub...”

“Was it that intense?”

María responded by moving closer and kissing me again. While our tongues played, she took my hands in hers and brought them to her breasts, over her shirt. I felt the softness of the silk and the yielding firmness of her breasts. When I felt her nipples against my palms, my tongue couldn't help but move with greater skill inside her mouth. We were kissing like teenagers sneaking off together... because there was something illicit about the situation, but I knew it wasn't turning her on, that it was just a trick to get me to be Álvaro as soon as possible.

She pulled back again and I said:

“At the pub, tell me what happened from where you left off until you somehow ended up with Guille and Sofía. Tell me about that hour… or those two hours… I don't even know how much time passed… And… if we see Álvaro, we leave.”

“One drink there and we leave. Twenty minutes,” she agreed, intrigued, powerful, and to my surprise, still without mentioning that she was going out like that, without a bra—something that on another girl with a more modest chest might be almost irrelevant, but certainly wasn't on her.

The walk was tense and silent. The possibility that Álvaro might be there hung over both of us. My mind was a mix of past and future again—her confession still echoing while I imagined how the rest of the story might go.

There weren't many people on the street, since it was an area people usually headed to later in the evening, and especially more on Saturdays than Fridays. Maybe María had known that from the start, and it had helped her agree to come.

Sure enough, the place wasn't exactly half empty, but it wasn't like the night of her cousin's birthday. We went straight to the bar to stick to our deal. The darkness and María's black shirt would only give away that she wasn't wearing a bra to anyone who got close enough, though she moved with ease, without blushing or trying to hide it.

Once our drinks were on the bar, María leaned in and said in my ear, since the music was pretty loud:

“Where were we?”

“Well… you were on top of him, with your back to him… he was… calling you all kinds of names… and… not only did you not stop him but… you came…”

“Mmm… yeah… You think that's wrong or something?”

“No, no. Not at all.”

“I'm just saying, because it sounds like there's something in your voice.”

“No, no. Seriously, I'm not.”

I got the impression then that she was drunker than she'd seemed at dinner. Like the last drink was hitting her right then.

“Okay, well… Anyway. I don't really know what happened after… Well, yes… the bastard realized that… I had just had an orgasm… and… fuck… that's when he really went overboard with his little comments. That's when his ego really went through the roof… He made me fall back onto him… with my back against his chest… but without pulling out of me… And he… I don't know what he said to me… something like… 'what a slutty orgasm you just had...' I don't know… something about how I was really open… I don't know… some of his usual stupid shit...”

I took a drink and tried again to pretend this wasn't getting to me, or at least not that much.

“And… he kept fucking me like that… I don't know how he managed it… but he stayed inside me.”

“So you on top of him…”

“Yeah… I mean, it was kind of weird, and like it wasn't planned, you know? Like he made me lean back onto him, with my back against his chest, like I was crushing him, but since he's so tall… anyway, he kept moving and didn't pull out… he kept fucking me… until… he did pull out… his cock slipped out of me… though we were still in the same position, and… he asked me to take off the condom.”


CHAPTER 20

María had dropped that like it was nothing. Something had changed since dinner. I could sense a small undercurrent of sadism in her narration. She spoke with more swagger than before—she'd stopped searching for softer words and didn't hold back from being direct, in both word and gesture.

I let her continue without interrupting—the pleasure of her orgasm, the size of his cock… Her narration went on like that, more distant, as if she wasn't just trying to excite me but to provoke me, provoke me until it hurt.

I couldn't get past that part about Álvaro asking her to take off the condom. Based on what she'd told me weeks ago, I'd understood that she'd only gone without protection with Guille…

María was sipping her drink quickly, perhaps wanting to fulfill our pact as soon as possible. I looked around: groups of college students kept coming in, and every time they did, something surged through me at the thought that Álvaro might appear. If that made María tense, she hid it perfectly—I hadn't seen her check our surroundings once.

My eyes went to her. She was drinking while looking at me. Challenging. I got the feeling there was reproach in that look, but I didn't know for what: For getting her into this game? For being an inadequate lover? To exonerate herself from guilt since that confession made her remember acts that embarrassed her? The curious thing was that aggressive look was also incredibly arousing. Her breasts filled and defined her neckline, her nipples visibly hard under the black shirt. Her thick hair draped over one shoulder, leaving one side of her neck exposed—impossible not to want to attack.

She set down her drink and I tried to hold back, tried not to kiss her so she'd keep talking, but I failed. My hand went to that neck and my lips to hers. It was a sweet kiss, cool from the gin she'd just drunk. I opened my mouth to slip my tongue inside and she let me, perhaps again letting me get worked up so I'd want to be Álvaro at home as soon as possible, but this time I didn't care about her strategy. My other hand went to one of her tits, over the silk of her shirt—a hand that was immediately pushed away, accompanied by a “stop” that wasn't whispered or excited by my kiss, but so dry and commanding that it left me stunned.

I pulled back and tried to read her again, and a thought surfaced in my mind: “Bitch, you're so turned on that my kisses mean nothing to you, that I can't even reach you.” It didn't seem like a masochistic thought to me, but the logical conclusion after all the clues she'd been giving me through her fragmented confessions.

I didn't want to go back to her sensations from being fucked by Álvaro—I wanted the facts. I wanted to get to when he'd asked her to take off the condom.

“And… you took it off.”

“What?”

“The condom. You were on top of him, your back against his chest, his cock slipped out, and he asked you to take off the condom… and you took it off. I don't know why, but I thought you'd only gone bareback with Guille.”

María looked at me in a way that went beyond aggressive—it bordered on contempt.

“Should I continue?”

“Of course.”

“No, am I continuing or are you going to tell it all yourself?”

I stayed silent. I didn't want to play her game. She was looking for conflict to make me a participant in her guilt. I simply kept quiet, waiting for the silence to make her speak.

We each took another drink and she continued:

“He asked me that, to take off the condom. And that's what I did. He was leaning back on his elbows and I brought my hands down to take it off. I had no intention of letting him fuck me bare… but I wanted to touch it, grab it… Before I knew it, I was jerking him off and he was saying all kinds of things to me.”

“What do you mean, all kinds of things?”

“I don't remember… Pablo…”

“More or less…”

“Well, I suppose… asking if I liked his cock… if I'd ever jerked off one like it… Yeah, maybe he said something like that because I remember comparing it to Edu's, or thinking about Edu's. Edu's is thicker… but Álvaro's is definitely… very long…”

María was confessing this comparison of the two cocks that had fucked her… and I couldn't breathe. She narrated it with distance, almost with disdain, and always with an undercurrent of harshness and humiliation toward me—and I didn't get the feeling she was seeking that degradation as a favor to me.

“And…” she continued, “nothing… I was holding myself up with one hand on him, or on the bed… and jerking him off with the other…”

“What… what were you wearing?” I asked, my voice strained, remembering that when I'd seen her riding him she'd been wearing the stockings, the garter belt, and the open shirt.

“Well… I don't know… this garter belt… the stockings… this shirt… I don't know… maybe I still was… which… by the way… is making me incredibly hot…”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah… my tits are sweating. The silk of the shirt makes me hotter than the bra does.”

My girlfriend was saying this matter-of-factly again, completely unaffected. I looked at her neckline and breasts—it was true, the fabric seemed to cling tighter to her body with each college student who came through the door.

Once again that magnetism drew me to her lips—lips that welcomed mine, but not my tongue. The more aroused she became, the less far she let me go.

“Well, I'll continue. And… so… I started stroking him like that… I had the feeling he'd come soon. I was aiming his cock… Yes… it's true, I probably still had the shirt on because I remember pointing it… toward my pussy, on the outside… or toward my mound or my belly button, so I wouldn't get it on me… I kept stroking him like that for a while and he was breathing and whispering in my ear and… saying 'keep going...' like that… sighing… kind of… breathless… He'd already come on me, you'd seen that…”

“Yes…”

“So he was going to… I mean, he was going to come on me again… and… anyway… This turns you on, doesn't it?” she asked, interrupting her narration, catching me off guard.

“Yes… of course,” I managed to say, incredibly turned on.

“And… are your pants tight… your underwear…? Come on.”

“A little.”

“Only a little?”

“Yes, why?”

“No reason, I was just remembering that sometimes, with Carlos, when we'd get worked up in a public place, he'd say he had to go to the bathroom to… readjust himself… but well, he…”

“He what?”

“His was bigger, maybe that's why it doesn't bother you as much in your underwear.”

She hadn't mentioned her ex, her boyfriend before me, in a year or maybe more. Once again I couldn't tell if she was trying to do me a favor, assuming I'd enjoy that humiliation, or if she was doing it out of sheer pleasure, as punishment, to mess with me for failing to satisfy her on nights… or weeks… of intense arousal.

“Yeah… well… it bothers me a bit, yes… And… did he come like that? On you?” I asked, not wanting to protest or argue, surprised by her coldness, by the clinical way she'd compared my cock to her ex's and by how unaffected she seemed by her own words.

“Wait, speaking of going to the bathroom, I'm the one who needs to go. Give me a minute,” she said, her drink almost finished, turning around without even waiting for my reaction. Once again she was calling the shots—when, how, and how far—and I felt shaken and completely in her hands.

I watched her walk away, weaving through the crowd, dignified and subtle, yet brusque if anyone got in her way. I noticed the pub was starting to fill up, especially in the area farthest from the bar, near the bathrooms, where quite a few people had gathered.

I tried to process her words, turning them into images. I imagined her stroking Álvaro in that strange position while he boasted about his cock, and I wondered if she'd confess to him that yes, that huge cock drove her crazy, or if she simply stayed silent, listening to him and working him… finally savoring a cock that actually satisfied her.

My mind soared as if I were actually there, in Álvaro's room, while my body drank on autopilot, leaning against the bar, lifeless. The only thing anchoring me to that pub was my cock, throbbing relentlessly—trapped, compared to her ex's just minutes before. I was becoming certain that comparison had been meant to hurt me, not humiliate me, because they weren't the same thing; humiliation had a component of complicity, but hurting me didn't.

Minutes passed and María didn't return. I didn't start to worry until I spotted a group of guys near the bathrooms who looked familiar. They reminded me of something, but I couldn't place it… Then it hit me—they might be Álvaro's friends from the night we'd met him. The possibility that Álvaro was in the bathrooms… maybe with her, shot from zero to a hundred in a split second.

I took a breath, took one last sip of my drink, and felt the ice hit my lips—nothing but water left. I glanced at María's glass, now just a watery residue. Part of me wanted to rush over there, but another part considered the possibility that Álvaro was there, that he was with María… and that I shouldn't go.

“Let her go… let them talk… and fuck… She deserves it, she deserves to get fucked properly, every now and then, after all,” the thought emerged from somewhere inside me, and I couldn't tell if it had stayed in my head or escaped as a murmur.

But the part of me that wanted to know—and maybe even stop them—grew stronger. Once again, that duality: the me who wanted everything and simultaneously wanted nothing, who craved maximum adrenaline while yearning for the refuge of María and me, alone in our house, in our bed.

As I stood there debating, those guys looked more and more familiar, and María's absence stretched beyond any casual delay. I couldn't take it anymore. I stepped away from the bar, knowing I had to decide: go to the bathrooms or leave. Standing there surrounded by people, I imagined María kissing Álvaro at the entrance to the bathrooms… or even inside… and I imagined how she did let him caress her breasts, she did let him kiss her… tongues intertwined… just as she'd let him have something I'd never had: her ass… her ass taken… by that imposing cock I'd unknowingly chosen for her.

I don’t know by what razor-thin margin my pain won out over my arousal… but I headed toward the bathrooms, intent on stopping whatever might be happening.

I had to push my way through quite a few people. Each time I squeezed between two bodies, my eyes shot forward, scanning for a new vantage point. Every cluster of people was torture to navigate, every burly young guy a wall to skirt around. What threw me off—what had always thrown me off about myself this past year—was that once I was in those circumstances, despite the pain, despite wanting peace of mind, a large part of me wanted it to happen, wanted to run headlong into the biggest impact possible.

I found an opening and positioned myself in an empty space. I went from suffocating contact to the freedom of several open meters, and I saw her: heels, stockings, a garter belt that was there but hidden, a leather skirt that hugged her silhouette, and a black silk blouse that lent her elegance. Long hair falling loose and a purse hanging from one shoulder. She was talking with a guy. Who wasn’t Álvaro. They were standing close, and he already had his hand on her waist to speak into her ear. I couldn’t see María’s face, couldn’t see how receptive she was, but I could see him—short brown hair, almost shaved, strongly built, casually dressed. With her in heels, she was almost taller than him.

Those seconds felt eternal, because I wanted to see María’s expression. I felt that just by seeing her eyes, I’d know whether the guy had seconds to live or if he could dare to hope. Though deep down it was crazy to think anything could happen—maybe it was my desires on the table, not hers.

Someone pushed me, I turned, and was swallowed by a mass of people. The truth is, I let myself be carried along a bit, let myself drift away, as if my subconscious was scheming that if María saw me she’d come to me—and that leaving her alone a while longer with that buzz-cut guy might increase the chances of something happening.

I ended up in another spot, far away but alert. Soon I saw two heads moving toward the bar. They were going together. Heart pounding, I watched from a distance—through faces, laughter, and drinks—as the guy ordered from a bartender, making room for María as she positioned herself at his side. Again I wanted to see her face clearly, but I couldn’t.

What I could see was that María made no move to take out her purse to pay, and that hurt and excited me at the same time; letting him buy her a drink wasn’t her style unless she wanted nothing to do with him. My cock wanted it to happen, wanted something to happen, and my heart begged for a halt, a timeout, to return to a manageable rhythm.

The guy seemed handsome to me, though he didn’t seem like María’s type. Even from a distance he gave off a certain clumsiness, rough in his stance and gestures, and in his gaze I’d seen an unease that had nothing to do with Álvaro’s composure and confidence, or even Guille’s, let alone Edu’s.

I watched them and felt that nervousness again, that sensation of my body breathing and swallowing erratically; and that strange unsteadiness, like a chill inside me despite my skin feeling hot. If something ended up happening, that unsteadiness would multiply a thousandfold until it made me shiver.

They drank from their glasses and I moved until I finally managed to see María. Her expression: neutral. These weren’t the eyes she’d had with that man in the United States, nor the eagerness from when she’d met Álvaro. I was trying to read all the gestural dance to guess if something could happen, when an opening appeared between several bodies and I could see María almost completely from the front, about four or five meters away. Her tits and nipples showed through so powerfully, so brutally, so clearly… that man had those tremendous tits half a meter away, practically naked… the tits of an imposing woman… who had agreed to let him buy her a drink… That guy had to have every part of his body trembling… had to be under stress trying to land prey he never would have dreamed could be so within reach… a stress only comparable to mine.

The guy was talking close to her again, but this time without touching her. She looked him in the eyes and drank from time to time. She almost always nodded and occasionally replied. I was looking for a gesture, something—an attempt from him or a smile from her—something that would punish my heart and stain my underwear more. I desperately needed one more step.

Then something happened, something strange: María set down her glass and pulled her blouse closed a bit, but without buttoning it, as if trying to keep her breasts from showing through in that heart-stopping way. The gesture was as discreet as it could be, which wasn’t much, and after doing it she scanned the room for the first time—but didn’t see me.

Maybe the guy knew that scanning the room signaled boredom, or even worse, a search for rescue, so he spoke into her ear again almost immediately. She lowered her head to hear him better. His mouth at her ear, and she tilted her head, shaking it no, while brushing her hair back. But the guy didn’t give up and kept talking to her, his hand moving to her waist. María allowed that hand, allowed the drink, allowed those phrases in her ear… I knew she was horny, from what she’d confessed to me and because I wasn’t enough for her, but even so something wasn’t right, something was off.

The guy’s hand then slid down a bit, almost reaching the curve where waist became ass. He kept talking to her as he did it, but it was a misstep—that hand was pushed away, subtly, but rejected all the same. The rebuff was accompanied by a step back from her. None of that necessarily spelled definitive defeat, but things cooled further when he took refuge in his drink and María rummaged in her purse for her phone. I saw her typing, and immediately after, my pocket vibrated. The mix of relief and disappointment was an absolute fifty-fifty.

The annoying brightness of my phone screen revealed I was drunker than I’d thought, and María’s “where are you,” accompanied by “I’m at the bar,” had just sealed that eager suitor’s fate.

I decided to wait a bit—not because I thought that guy had any chance anymore, but because I didn't like the idea of swooping in as the rescuing boyfriend. I didn't have to wait long, though. María turned her back on him without so much as a thank-you for the drink or a goodbye, lifting her phone to her ear, probably to call me. Sure enough, my pants started buzzing hard while the buzz-cut guy finally gave up and let go of the bar.

Once the path was clear, I approached. She turned around and saw me but made no gesture. Up close, I found María drunker, more flushed, less composed—but even more powerful and arousing than she'd been all night.

“Here, you drink it,” she said, holding out her glass.

I took it and looked at her cleavage—her huge tits strained against the black silk so intensely it took your breath away. That guy had definitely stored that image away to jerk off to compulsively, that night and every night his memory would allow. Her nipples jutted out, unmistakable and shameless. It was to die for. Despite all her femininity, the effect was pure provocation—provocative and inciting to the point where someone with a few too many drinks might say something to her.

“What? Did you... have... fun?” she asked.

“Why?”

“Watching, I mean. Did you have fun watching?”

“I don't know why you'd say that,” I replied, and she made a gesture as if to say it was obvious.

“Well, it's what you like, isn't it?” she pressed.

I couldn't help but smirk before saying:

“Now you're going to tell me you did it for me.”

“Well, it sure wasn't for me... the guy was annoying and a total idiot...”

“Oh yeah?”

“Yeah... he had zero game, I don't know.”

“You let him buy you a drink though.”

“Well... he didn't start off bad...”

“Right... but nothing came of it, huh? You only like Edu, Álvaro, and Guille.”

“Ugh... don't remind me about Guille... he disgusts me.”

“You said you liked him. That he was even more of a man than Álvaro.”

“I don't think I said that, but don't remind me about that guy...”

“So then... you're only into Álvaro and Edu.”

That “you're” just slipped out, and I was as shocked by my own words as by her silence.

And that silence stretched on until I feared María might want to leave. Again, she wasn't looking past me—showing me, or maybe herself, that she wasn't worried about Álvaro appearing. I knew I had to break the silence with the first thing that came to mind:

“So this guy... nothing...?”

“What do you think?”

“I don't know... what did he say that made you shake your head?”

“Mmm... I don't know, I don't remember.”

“And... the game thing? Why do you say that?”

“Well... it's just... he didn't start off bad, but... after five minutes staring at my tits nonstop... with this look like... like a pig... he said to me... how did he put it,” she murmured, looking away, thoughtful. “Mmm, he said... 'if I don't tell you I'll burst,'” she said, imitating the guy's voice. “'You're super pretty.' Does that seem normal to you? Which is already ridiculous on its own, but don't say that to me while you're... looking at them... I mean, while you're staring at my cleavage.”

I understood both that the line was ridiculous and that the guy had been looking exactly where María said. Her cleavage was heart-stopping, the swell of her breasts lush, and the outline of her tits and nipples irresistible—almost cruel to anyone who looked.

I couldn't help thinking about how she'd dismissed this guy and the one from the night of her Master's anniversary. Either they hadn't attracted her the way Edu and Álvaro had, or she was aware that statistically, they weren't likely to be at their level as lovers. Again I reasoned that what happened with Edu and Álvaro had been two miracles—two wonderful miracles. I also wondered whether María's chances of going further with someone might be tied to being in another city. I thought again about what happened in the United States and at the country house with that guy. It had been a while since we'd spent a weekend away.

My moment of reflection gave María the opening to suggest—or practically order—that we leave. The agreed-upon drinks were finished. I only had one loophole left, one bit of fine print in the contract to cling to:

“You still haven't told me what happened before Guille and Sofía went to your room.”

“I'll tell you at home.”

“Well, we agreed on one drink here while you told me up to that point.”

“Okay, fine... We were at the handjob, right?” she said quickly. “I finished jerking him off, let him come on me again, he came again... a lot...”

“How much?” I interrupted, but she ignored me.

“And after he came, he pulled away… I stayed there on the bed, lying down. And he… I don't know… before I knew it… he was eating me out… I mean… he started eating my pussy. And… I was about to come like that several times… but just when I was about to come he'd leave me hanging, I don't know if it was to leave me wanting more or because he didn't realize I was about to… and… then… he went to the closet… grabbed more condoms… and fucked me… I think missionary first and then he put me… on all fours…”

My cock was about to explode listening to those words. She was bombarding me with it all at full speed, harsh and brazen, rushing to finish as soon as possible. I interrupted her again, protesting, demanding she slow down, that she give me more detail, and she said if I wanted a slower telling we should leave the pub.

She took my hand then so we could leave. And that hand suddenly changed everything. Because it added affection to the shock, the dark thrill, and the pain. I felt that I wasn't just coming away damaged and humiliated but also in love. It was crazy to feel love after those crude words… with my underwear soaked… but that's how I felt.

Once we were on the street, I didn't want to stop to kiss her, even though I was dying to, because I knew she didn't want that; she wanted that rubber cock in her pussy as soon as possible, she wanted to imagine Álvaro fucking her again.

We got in the car and as soon as I started it I noticed that, just like at Álvaro's place, when she sat down her skirt had ridden up and part of the straps of her garter belt were visible. I also looked higher, at how the seatbelt framed a tit on each side in a breathtaking display.

I couldn't help but ask her to tell me a little more while I drove home.


CHAPTER 21

María asked me for a minute to think, to remember. The drive home wouldn't be too long, and I didn't know if I wanted to get there as soon as possible or drag it out as long as I could, because once we arrived I'd have to be Álvaro again, and I wanted to keep being Pablo a little longer.

Stopped at a traffic light, I looked at her, hoping she'd pick up her confession again, but what I noticed was the seatbelt positioned between her breasts, making them push forward and accentuating her cleavage where the shirt wrinkled against the belt. It reminded me of that time Edu had driven her home and told me how her tits were outlined by the seatbelt fitting between them. It seemed like another life, like an eternity had passed, but it hadn't even been a year. I realized this game kept accumulating history, and I hoped it would continue to have a future.

That image absorbed me so completely that I didn't start moving until the light had been green for a while. My cock was rock hard, angled toward one leg; it was tempting to readjust myself, like she said her ex used to do... but I didn't. For some reason I liked that it wasn't totally necessary, and that she knew it.

“Okay, I'm going to tell you how I think it happened, because you know sometimes memory has a mind of its own,” she said, surprising me, since she'd been giving a fairly quick description; but it actually gave me more confidence that what she told me from that point on would be more precise.

I nodded and she continued:

“Let's see... well... we were... or... I'll pick up with... he was eating me... there. Me lying on my back and him... well, between my legs. And... I remember you could really hear Guille and Sofía at that point, I mean you could hear Sofía and noise... more like wood or iron against the wall than bed springs. But brutal. Like a 'boom, boom, boom,' you know? And her screaming... And, well, Álvaro there eating me out...”

“Did it turn you on that... you were both getting fucked?”

“Well, at that moment I wasn't fucking Álvaro.”

“Yeah, well, I mean... that in the end... like you'd both given in, or they'd both picked you up,” I said, feeling somewhat strange about that expression “picked up” since I don't think I'd ever used it before.

“Well, no. I didn't care about her,” she responded, and I didn't entirely believe her. I had the feeling that the two friends ending up fucking the two beauties of the party gave María a strange thrill, like a guilty or shameful one.

María then began to describe, between many pauses and several euphemisms, how Álvaro had devoured her pussy. How he'd licked her from top to bottom, how he would either part her lips with his tongue or tap her clit while looking up at her. She told me between stoplights how she would lean back on her elbows, cup her breasts with her hands, and watch Álvaro split her in two with his tongue. When her pleasure became unbearable she would let her head fall back and open her mouth, moaning, dying of pleasure, always with Sofía's screams and the banging of that bed in the background.

My arousal kept building, if that was even possible. I brought one hand to her thighs. I caressed her stockings... continued upward until I felt the lace... touched that thin strap and ended up with my fingertips on the inside of her thighs, thighs that felt somewhat cold but at the same time sticky, slightly sweaty. It was wonderful to caress her like that, to make that whole journey, while she told me how Álvaro destroyed her pussy so thoroughly that she feared and felt ashamed she might be staining the bed.

I knew my hand there wasn't appropriate, that it wasn't doing anything for her, not at that moment, that it could even be counterproductive, but she allowed it, probably as a favor, a favor I'd need to make up for when we got home.

Every time I changed gears my hand left her, but returned, and she allowed it again. I was growing more and more tempted to move my hand to deeper places, or to caress her tits... or to pull one of those breasts out of her shirt... but for the moment I restrained myself, because I feared her rejection, since the more excited she got, the more frustrated she'd be that I couldn't satisfy her... Besides, I didn't want to break the magic of that narration, a narration that enveloped me and made me imagine to the point of not seeing anything on the road, only their faces, their bodies, their screams, their positions... their surrender. It drove me crazy listening to her and I didn't want it to ever end, while at the same time I wanted to know more and more, I wanted her to move forward while at the same time I didn't want her to, and there were two unknowns that loomed above the rest: what had happened that led Sofía and Guille to go to Álvaro's room, and what exactly had happened with Álvaro's attempts to take her from behind.

“Well, there's something I didn't tell you,” she continued, “and it's that... well, you had asked me how he came when I was lying on top of him in...”

“Yes... in that strange position.”

“Yes... well... let's see...” she said, in a different tone, as if searching for the right words.

I slowed down. There was a green light about two hundred meters ahead and I deliberately drove slowly so it would turn red and I'd have one or two minutes just for her, just for what she wanted to tell me.

“Tell me…” I almost begged as my traffic light plan worked perfectly.

“Well… so, I was jerking him off… and I started noticing how underneath me he was starting to move… to tremble… I mean, I knew he was going to come, and… it's not that he was moaning, well yes, it was kind of masculine but they were definitely moans. He was trembling with spasms way stronger than yours, strong enough to move me… And I remember feeling his hot cum on my hand at first but then, I don't know what happened… fuck… I was shocked… because… suddenly I felt something on my lip… and on my chin… like the second or third… shot, or whatever you call it… reached my mouth… and just stayed there… I kind of stopped, from the surprise I guess, and he said something like, “Don't stop, damn it…” and I kept jerking him off… and the rest didn't go past my belly, my navel or around there… but, fuck…” María was looking for a response from me, but I couldn't even move or reply. I started driving again and she continued:

“And… of course, he moved away and I stayed lying on the bed and that's when… that's when he wiped me off with a t-shirt where he'd gotten me, on… I mean on the outside of my… of my pussy and on my belly… and he still hadn't noticed… the other place where he'd splashed me. And… he started eating my pussy like I told you… and of course, then he saw me… he saw I had cum on my lips, on my chin and… well, he was surprised, but he didn't smile or anything, just said something like… “fuck… that's hot…” and then he kept looking at me and said, “don't clean it off.” And just like that… with his cum on my lips and sliding down… down my chin… well… he was eating my pussy while I was like that.”

I imagined Álvaro licking her pussy up and down, raising his gaze to see María with her shirt open, wearing the stockings I was caressing, the garter belt I was caressing in that car… propped up on her elbows, watching as Álvaro devoured her… her lips smeared with his cum from the load he'd just blown… and how that cum slid from her lips to her chin until it dripped onto her chest… I wanted to stop the car, though I still managed not to.

“So yeah, I don't know how he shot that far… because… the rest of the shots were normal…”

I couldn't contain myself—it was too much—and my hand left her thighs to go higher… I caressed her left breast over her shirt and she allowed it, but made a small gesture of displeasure. I wanted to slip my hand through her neckline, to caress that breast, but she gently pushed my hand away. She brought it back to her thigh herself, over her stockings.

Flushed and horny from her narration, from her memories, she wouldn't let me go further until I became Álvaro—and it wasn't a game. That's how she felt.

We were pulling into the garage and I could barely manage to open it with the remote when she continued, continued her narration with what came next. She told me how she'd been about to come several times while Álvaro ate her pussy and how she feared staining the bed. She told me how he finally pulled back and stood in front of her. How his cock, huge, long, pointed at the ceiling… and how he'd stroked himself a little, looking at her, looking at his work, her open pussy, wrecked, and her face… María's face with that stream of cum still on her chin. She also told me how he went to the closet for another condom while Sofía and Guille continued with that brutal fuck. She told me how, while Álvaro put on the condom, he'd said, “fuck, what a rhythm those two have… I bet he's got her on all fours,” and shortly after told María, “get in the same position,” and how María obeyed, got on all fours on that cot, in that hovel of a bedroom, with Álvaro's cum still on her lips… and waited for him to enter her.

We entered the garage. My underwear was soaked. María's face was a sight to behold. Her swollen breasts strained against her shirt. Her cheeks were flushed like volcanoes, and her narration was becoming as much for herself as for me.

She unbuckled her seatbelt, adjusted her shirt and skirt, and I struggled to accept that despite being that aroused, she didn't want me to kiss her or touch her—quite the opposite. I was only welcome during times of calm and tranquility.

I parked the car as if in a cloud, as if in a dream, barely illuminated by the glow of several emergency exit signs. I wanted to know more and more. I unbuckled my seatbelt, and in a show of sensitivity, María asked me:

“How are you?”

“Well… you can imagine…” I responded, turning a bit toward her.

María looked left and right.

“Mmm… if… you want… I'll jerk you off here… and we'll go up. If… well… then you can put on that harness thing no problem, right? Even if you come now.”

I wished that offer had been because she couldn't contain herself without touching me. But no, I knew it, we both knew it—it was a favor. A favor because she was looking for something in return later.

“Yeah... even if I come now, I can put the harness on right after, no problem.”

“Really? Are you sure?” she asked, wanting to be certain, making it obvious that what interested her, what pleased her, was what would come after.

Like someone giving a gift not out of generosity but hoping to receive one of equal or greater value in return, María brought her hands to my belt, to the button of my pants... and unzipped me.

A whispered “fuck, look at you” escaped her lips in the dimness of that car as she saw the thick mass crowning the entire front of my underwear.

My cock, hard but minimal, was freed.

“You’re absolutely soaked...” she murmured, grabbing it with three fingers and coating them in all that precum, not with disgust, but not wanting to get too messy either.

She released my member and carefully rolled up her shirt sleeve to her elbow. I watched her with desire, and she, leaning a bit toward me, brought her hand back to my cock, grabbing it again with three fingers. She pulled the skin completely back, fully exposing the head, and it was inevitable that our minds would compare what she was touching with what she’d been describing all night. It was humiliating, it was painful, but at the same time that comparison was incredibly arousing.

“Should I keep going? I keep telling you, you come, and we go up?” she asked, and I nodded while one of my hands went to unbutton not one but two buttons of her shirt, creating a neckline almost down to her navel that just about killed me.

María looked around again before picking up where she’d left off. I was pulling up my t-shirt and sweater with one hand to avoid getting messy, while with the other I opened her shirt a bit more, but still not enough to see her areolas and nipples, as if I wanted to save that moment for the climax of her handjob and her confession.

Those three fingers of María’s began to move up and down as she started telling me, in whispers but naturally, without overacting, what had happened next. She told me how Álvaro had positioned himself behind her... how she still had the aftertaste of that cum on her lips, how she hadn’t wiped it off, and how while she tasted it, she felt him... begin to invade her, slipping inside her from behind... all the way in... in one thrust... how after the orgasm she’d already had and after that impeccable pussy eating, that tremendous cock slid through her with ease, killing her with pleasure.

While she jerked me off, I sometimes closed my eyes, surrendering to that pleasure and that confession, and sometimes half-opened them to see how, with the motion of her arm stroking me, her tits bounced almost completely free under her silk shirt and peeked out through her neckline. And she kept telling me how shortly after entering her like that, he began to slip a finger into her ass, a finger she took almost without problems... it wasn’t until the second finger that she asked him to stop, and after this plea, he asked her when she was going to give him her ass, if she wanted it right then or preferred later. She also told me how she asked him to remove that second finger, but didn’t tell him to remove the first one, and how he had said something like: “Doesn’t your little friend fuck your ass? Where is he? Doesn’t he want to come see this?” To which she hadn’t responded.

“And did you think about me in that moment?” I asked, gasping, surprised that she remembered those details that drove me crazy.

“No... I don’t think so... Later... he said something like ‘maybe he’s watching them fuck Sofía or... does he only like watching them give it to you?’”

“And what did you tell him?”

“I don’t... I don’t remember... I remember... something I clearly remember is the heat he gave off... You know? Like his cock was burning hot... and how I felt his finger inside my ass... much colder.”

I was about to come. She sped up her strokes while telling me how he thrust into her relentlessly... how sometimes he leaned forward to whisper dirty things in her ear, how when he leaned like that she felt that finger deeper in her ass, and how she remembered phrases like “how long has it been since you got fucked like this!” or “you’re going to give me your ass, aren’t you?” in what bordered on a sick obsession... but she couldn’t tell him to stop, not while he kept killing her with pleasure like that.

My trembling hand went to open her shirt a bit more, because not satisfied with seeing her breasts sway with the back-and-forth motion of her arm, I wanted to see more, and I managed to pull it aside a bit more, pushing the black fabric to one side until I saw her wide areola and her colossal nipple... at which point she sped up even more... and I felt myself coming as she said:

“At one point when Sofía let out a tremendous scream, the bastard pulled my hair and started giving it to me harder, like he wanted to compete or wanted to show his stud of a friend that he’d scored too. He ended up pulling his finger out of my ass and lifted my body a bit and I think I ended up on just my knees and he gave it to me like crazy, called me a slut... called me a whore... and everything he wanted while he was killing me... with his cock... Fuck... I came... I came like never before in my life while he fucked me like that and insulted me... Like he assumed from those dirty things we asked for in messages that I was into that... and he called me everything... fuck... and you should have seen the contempt when he called me a tramp... or a bitch... while I was coming... and... ugh... I screamed... I screamed like crazy, I couldn’t hold back... Fuck...”

I felt myself about to come, unstoppable, eyes closed, imagining that incredible fuck and María's screams as that kid impaled her from behind… I reached out and squeezed one of her bouncing tits… to come like that… clinging to her and picturing her… imagining her… coming like a whore… getting drilled by that rich kid… her mouth still smeared with his cum, screaming, wearing all those slutty clothes she'd bought for me… Then suddenly I felt María grip the tip of my cock hard, stopping the rhythm, stopping the handjob… I didn't understand but I thought I'd come anyway, even if she stopped… I opened my eyes, a white drop oozed from the tip… but my orgasm was cut short…

“No… You're stopping…?” I gasped… surprised, releasing her breast.

“No… I don't trust you…”

“Fuck, María…” I protested, but it was useless. She pulled her hand away from my cock, leaving me right on the edge, and glanced at the door, then the glove compartment, looking for something:

“I don't see any tissues,” she said, leaving me like that, rock hard and dripping…

She composed herself a bit, peeled her hair off her sweaty back and gathered it up as if to make a ponytail. She checked her wrist, probably looking for a hair tie she didn't find either, and let her hair fall back down. I didn't exist. My half-finished handjob didn't exist. She noticed her shirt was almost completely unbuttoned and, while fastening it back up, asked if I wanted her to keep telling me or if I'd rather go upstairs.

“Keep going… at least until you met up with Sofía and Guille.”

“Okay… let's see, I'll keep going then… So… after that… he dropped me, like right after he came he let me fall forward and pulled out. And… well, I think that's when I wiped my mouth on the sheets, and once I recovered… I got up to go to the bathroom, to clean up a bit, and he must have thought I was going to check if you were still in the house, because he stopped me, asking where I was going… And… we stood there kissing…”

“And what else,” I asked, not moving, my cock throbbing untouched, unable to stop staring at her. Unable to stop marveling at how she told me all this with that almost cynical detachment, that air of superiority, despite the incredible fucking she was describing…

“That… we kissed there standing up… and then we moved to the bed to keep kissing… and… I don't know how, or why… I don't remember that part well… I know he didn't have the condom on anymore, I don't know if he took it off or I did… because… he was lying on his back and I… well… I was sucking his cock… when we heard this huge noise, a crash… and laughter… and this pig… he said something like: 'fuck, listen to the mess they're making…' and… I don't know if right then or what… he told me to keep sucking.”

“Fuck…” I sighed involuntarily.

“Yeah… Come on, should we head up?” she asked, tucking her shirt into her skirt, the movement making her breasts thrust forward.

“But then what was that noise?”

“Well… Look, let me finish this and then we'll go up for sure. So… I kept sucking that… kid's cock… and I heard someone coming, and then behind me I heard something about them breaking the bed, asking whose it was… Right… that was Guille saying that as he walked over… and then he saw me, he saw me… sucking Álvaro's cock…”

“And?” I asked, intrigued, so excited I could barely breathe.

“Well… he was surprised. I guess. He said something like… 'Fuck, what's this?' and… Álvaro asked him how they'd broken the bed… and they just started talking… like it was nothing… while I kept sucking his cock. Guille was asking whose bed they'd broken and while Álvaro told him and they talked about it… I listened to them… and kept sucking…”

I imagined María sucking his cock while the two friends chatted… and it killed me… the sheer filthy thrill of it… I touched myself until I had to confront how humiliating it must be for her to remember. And then I understood even better why she'd been so distant and cold in her telling. I understood that yes, this narration, though it undoubtedly turned her on too, was essentially a favor, a clear favor, and the compensation she demanded was well deserved.

“Come on, let's go up,” María said, cutting it short, clearly shaken.


CHAPTER 22

We got out of the car and headed toward the elevator that would take us directly to our apartment. It surprised me that she remembered certain phrases and even specific positions, which made me suspect those memories hadn't been locked away in her mind for five weeks—they might have been accessible all along.

But above all, what she was doing with that narration was honoring it, because it would have been much easier for her to tell me what happened in a much more detached way, hiding those humiliating elements, in a kind of “we did this... and then that”; instead, she wanted to tell me with precision, and what was much more important: with emotional weight, as if I, her boyfriend, with whom she shared that dangerous and stressful game, deserved or needed to know that experience in its entirety.

Waiting for the elevator, María—thinking out loud now more than confessing—began to explain or justify why she hadn’t stopped that blowjob once Guille had entered the bedroom. She apologized, unnecessarily in my view, though surely necessarily in hers, saying that at first she didn’t stop, the decision to pull away hadn’t come automatically, and afterward it was too late and she just wanted Guille to leave as soon as possible without saying anything.

Once we were in the elevator, she looked at herself in the mirror and exclaimed, “Ugh... I look tired,” and in another context, I would have thought she was joking. I responded with, “María... you look amazing...” which she didn’t dispute, but she didn’t acknowledge it with any expression or smile either.

This was a small truce I would have used to catch my breath... but I couldn’t. Not anymore. I was under an unbearable bombardment of images, and the dampness of my underwear reminded me constantly of everything I had just heard. María, in front of me, was adjusting her shirt and skirt, as if we were going out instead of coming in, driven by some automatic need to look perfect.

Again, even at the risk of being rejected, I placed my hands on her waist and pressed my crotch against her ass, making her take a step forward from the instability of her heels and the effect of the alcohol. She allowed this advance, and my hands moved up the front of her body until I was subtly caressing her breasts over her shirt. I looked up at the mirror so our gazes would meet... and she was the one who spoke:

“Now you’re going to put that on... Right.”

She didn’t say it in a sensual purr, but dryly. Bluntly. María was two people at once that night, and depending on the moment, one would overtake the other: she was the girl embarrassed by that humiliating confession and also the horny woman who knew what she wanted.

“You still have a lot to tell me. Everything that happened with all four of you... and much more... don’t make me remind you what time you got home,” I said, and I discovered that I was also two people—one who wanted to empathize and give her time, and another who was extremely turned on, who wanted to know everything and know it now.

“What’s this ‘don’t make me remind you’ business? Is that a... reproach or what?” she said seriously, pushing my hands away.

“No.”

“I’m saying this because you told me you never got angry at any point.”

“And that’s true.”

“Well then,” María concluded, overplaying the anger a bit, because it wasn’t real. Perhaps it was more of an excuse to get me to stop touching her.

The elevator had been on our floor for a while, and she was the one who stepped out first onto the landing. I realized I didn’t want to reach our bedroom yet, because there I would be required to be Álvaro the moment we entered, and I wanted to be him, but again I had the feeling of wanting to be Pablo a little longer.

She walked in front of me the entire way, crossing through the living room and walking with firm steps down the hallway. Only the sound of her heels could be heard, striking forcefully, with great resonance, the way they only sound in the silent early morning hours. I suddenly felt fortunate and humiliated at the same time. Fortunate for who I was about to fuck, because even though it was for the umpteenth time, I knew it would be different, and humiliated because in our bedroom I wasn’t going to be anyone, just a body anchored to a huge cock, which would serve only to help María remember how Álvaro had fucked her until she was exhausted and satisfied.

Dark thrill and pain again in equal parts. And that feeling of being hooked and unable to get out, like an addict to the rawest of drugs.

Once in the bedroom we didn’t kiss, we fell onto our bed, told each other we loved each other, and I made the decision to look for that plastic cock. No. We entered, María sat on the bed, crossed her legs, and said to me:

“It should be in the closet, in one of the drawers.”

Among scarves and shawls—the difference between which María had probably explained to me at some point—I first found the rubber cock we had bought and then the harness. Once she saw that I had it and was getting ready to undress to put it on, she stood up and, turning her back to me slightly, began to take off her shoes.

Then something strange happened: I undressed faster than she did, so that I was already completely naked while she had only taken off her heels and was removing her skirt. Completely hard and with the harness in my hand, I touched my cock a little, stroked it, watching her, nervous about being discovered. It was surreal, but I really felt nervous that she would turn around and catch me jerking off while watching her. Two, three, four strokes while she, in stockings, garter belt, panties, and shirt, all in black, carefully placed the skirt on the bedroom chair. I felt immense pleasure from that guilty masturbation. And it was then, for the first time since she had confessed about those moments when I didn’t turn her on, that I desired her even more—precisely because it wasn’t reciprocal.

She turned then, and I stopped jerking off without really knowing if she’d caught me or simply didn’t care and it was all just in my head. And without thinking, words tumbled out of my mouth, nervous, like when a kid gets caught red-handed and tries to cover it up by blurting out something that doesn’t make much sense:

“So... what happened next?”

“Finish putting it on and lie down. We’re going to do something,” she said confidently.

“What?” I asked uneasily, almost automatically, starting to fit my cock—rock hard again but tiny—inside that hollow cylinder.

She didn’t respond, using those seconds to check her phone before setting it on the nightstand, next to the lamp—the only light in the room. Once I had the harness perfectly adjusted, I lay down on the bed as she’d asked, and she told me to close my eyes, somewhere between a request and an order.

I didn’t have time to reply or think about what she was plotting. I obeyed, closed my eyes, and stayed completely still. Ten or twenty seconds passed—eternal—while I kept my head on the pillow and my eyes shut, until I felt movement above me. I felt her climb on carefully. I cracked my eyes open slightly, making sure she didn’t notice my little trick, and confirmed she had mounted me, her thighs on either side of my body, her hand subtly gripping that huge cock. I closed my eyes again, and immediately I felt movement once more, felt something close to my face... something on my nose, on my lips—skin, perfume, scent, hair... her mane... her neck... offered up for me to inhale, like a gentle calm before the storm.

“Don’t cheat, okay,” she said seriously, and from the distance in her voice I knew she had straightened back up.

“No, no.”

“So... I’ll finish telling you, okay?”

“Okay,” I responded, unsure whether her plan for me to close my eyes was so I could imagine things more vividly, or so she could better cope with her own embarrassment.

“Well, so... let’s see,” she said, and I didn’t know where to put my hands, but I could feel the harness shifting ever so slightly, which told me she was sometimes gripping that cock and moving it, sometimes letting it go. “So... Guille arrived... and I thought he’d leave, but... deep down I think they both enjoyed me continuing to do... that... while they talked. And then I heard footsteps, someone else approaching, and yeah, then I did pull my mouth away, but I didn’t move much more... and I heard Sofía behind me say... I don’t know... something... I don’t remember exactly.”

“What did she say? More or less?” I asked, holding up my end of the bargain and definitely finding it easier to picture what she was describing with my eyes closed.

“Well... she said something... let’s see... I remember she called me... what was it? She called me something... I think it was something like... ‘fuck... look at the stuck-up bitch suck’ or... ‘look at the stuck-up girl... how she sucks...’ And... fuck... I just froze there... and then she lay down on the bed. I don’t remember that part well, but right away she lay down on the bed, next to Álvaro... and Álvaro said there are condoms over there... or it was Guille who asked him, I don’t know... But... anyway... before I knew it I was kissing Álvaro and next to us Guille was on top of Sofía... they were about to start fucking right next to us.”

“Fuck...” I sighed, perpetually on the edge, my cock twitching against that cylinder in involuntary, almost continuous spasms.

“And... what else,” María said, her voice serious and low, and I felt movement again, like she was climbing off the bed and back on. Again I didn’t want to cheat, and I felt her on top of me once more, like before. “Well... after that I swear I don’t remember very well, I remember the beginning better... but... well, and one pretty intense thing from later... but that moment...”

I still had my two main questions, plus one more now: first, what had happened that finally led her to let Guille fuck her, and what had happened with Álvaro’s attempts to take her from behind. But I also started to wonder if there had been some kind of interaction with Sofía, though that seemed highly unlikely to me, if not impossible.

“So...” she continued, “after that Álvaro put on another condom and lay on top of me... It was like... they were fucking both of us, but we, or at least I... acted like it was just the two of us, you know. Even though... fuck... it was...”

“But did it turn you on?” I couldn’t help interrupting.

“That they were fucking next to us?”

“Yes.”

“Well... it’s not that it turned me on exactly... but yeah, everything felt crazier and more... dirty, you know?”

I didn’t respond and kept suffering, my cock trapped in that prison, my eyes bound by that pact.

“I mean... it was super weird... like, they’re fucking you and at the same time you’re hearing a girl moan next to you and you look, without meaning to... and you see... another guy’s cock... going in and out... there... of the girl... I mean... it’s... like... gross... but at the same time it does turn you on... like something that half disgusts you while it attracts you...”

...And… well, what we noticed right away was that they wanted us in the same positions. If we started in missionary, let's say… then she… got on top of Guille, or whatever you call it, and Álvaro told me to get on top… so both of us were like that… I think at first we were all a little self-conscious, maybe Sofía the least. But they definitely had that whole mirroring thing going… And I say self-conscious because Álvaro wasn't insulting me or calling me names… We were just fucking… moaning… but nobody was talking… I think they were a little overwhelmed too.

Another silence fell, and I felt movement, something on my face. Something soft, very light—not skin, fabric—over my forehead and nose.

“Don't cheat, okay,” she repeated, the exact same words she'd said minutes before.

“No…” I whispered, my voice barely a thread, almost unintelligible. And I took a breath—by chance or necessity—and a powerful smell of pussy hit my nose. I knew María's black panties were draped over my face.

“And… fuck… I don't know… the orgasms I had… I swear. One after another. Without touching myself. Just from his cock… his kisses… his… caresses… whether gentle or rough… his bites… We were coming nonstop there, me… and Guille, who went back to the box of condoms a couple of times while Sofía waited for him to… get hard again... And Álvaro didn't… I don't know how long he went… no idea. Maybe an hour or two… Without coming himself… And now that I think about it, yeah… when I came he did say things to me… in those moments, yeah, in a low voice… so only I could hear… things like… You're coming, huh! You're coming, huh! Yeah, I have that… pretty clearly burned into my memory…”

“Fuck, María…” I protested, desperate at not being able to touch myself, touch her… it was inhuman torture.

I shifted slightly and the thing on my forehead and nose—her panties—slid down my face and fell to my neck. They rested there a moment until she removed them.

I felt movement again, and something touched my lips—tender and firm at once, yes, skin this time… a soft weight pressing against me. I stuck out my tongue and felt an unmistakable nipple… María was pressing a tit to my face, offering me that sensation as a reward for enduring such torment, which was also a favor, because it still seemed to me that this whole game—her perfect confession, her panties on my nose, her tit in my face—was a favor to me, since it didn't do anything for her; it would only give her what she hoped would happen afterward.

Then I felt my harness shift slightly. I couldn't help cheating and cracking my eyes open: María, now wearing only the stockings and garter belt, was subtly stroking that plastic cock while leaning over me, letting me suck on that tit… but that wasn't the strangest part—I noticed the light was different, a glow I'd never seen in our bedroom. I brought a hand to that perfect tit I was licking and sucking… bit it lightly until I heard a soft moan from María… and taking a breath to keep sucking, I glanced sideways and saw her black shirt draped over the lamp, covering it like at Álvaro's house… “Fuck… what a bitch…” my mind registered, realizing she was trying to make everything as similar as possible, even that.


CHAPTER 23

We stayed like that for a few moments, in a silence broken only by the sound of my mouth ravaging that breast and María's soft moans. I felt her squeezing that plastic cock, seeking an impossible release since there was no skin to stroke up and down, but without a doubt, in that moment I was no longer myself—I was Álvaro—and I wondered if this exact position had ever happened. If Álvaro had sucked her breast like this while she stroked him, and I was convinced he had, because her surrender to that lifeless cock and those bites on her breast was overwhelming to the point of intimidation.

“Stop, brute…” I heard her sob, and I faced a dilemma: if I was Pablo, I should stop, but if I was Álvaro, I should keep going.

Fortunately, María got me out of the predicament and brought her torso back to its original position, and I closed my eyes, pretending I hadn't opened them at any point. I felt her grip the plastic cock with her hand and push it against herself, against her pussy… and her hips thrust forward… desperate… like a bitch in heat… grinding… breathing… desperate to shove it inside, to ride it while imagining, remembering Álvaro's cock.

“Ugh… God…” she sighed to herself, but it echoed through the bedroom. “Let me finish telling you… okay?”

“Okay…” I responded, completely breathless, knowing that whatever came from her final confession could be devastating, unbearably so. I swallowed and brought my hands to her thighs, over her stockings, while she kept grinding against that rubber, but with less intensity, trying to contain herself long enough to finish.

“So… anyway… they fucked us in the same positions, though Guille would sometimes come and they'd have to stop for a bit. But Álvaro kept going and kept fucking me… I remember once I was on top of him… like now… and Sofía and Guille were in one of those… breaks… kissing and touching each other next to us… and… I felt them watching me… and… I looked at them, and ugh…!” María whimpered and I couldn't help but crack my eyes open and see her still pressing that cock against her pussy… but not putting it in… inflicting punishment not only on me, by keeping my cock imprisoned, but on herself too…

“You looked at them… And?”

“And… they were watching me… both of them… judging me… completely… and… Guille stood up… on the bed… I swear, in that moment I thought… that he was coming toward me… I thought he was getting up and walking over to put it in my mouth…”

My heart was exploding… I couldn't take any more… I needed to pull María toward me, kiss her… take off the harness… fuck her… come… But I held back… and squeezed her thighs hard… I clung to her legs while she continued.

“And… seriously, I thought he was standing up… and coming closer, because he was coming closer… to put it in my mouth… and I swear I wanted… I swear I wanted him to… to do it… It was a normal cock, nothing like Álvaro's… but I wanted to suck it… I wanted Álvaro to keep fucking me while Guille put it in my mouth… and then Sofía got on her knees in front of him… and she was the one who… put it in her mouth… I remember… fuck, I remember the disappointment… and seeing Sofía next to me, on her knees, sucking him off… and right there I knew… I knew that if Guille wanted to fuck me too…”

“…What…”

“I knew that… if he wanted to fuck me… he'd end up fucking me…”

“Fuck, María…” I breathed, so quietly I wasn't even sure she heard me.

“And… then what I remember is we were back to… them on top of us… Álvaro was fucking me… in this… incredible way… always wanting to go so deep… and Guille with Sofía… when… and that's when the… for me, the strangest moment happened… Sofía kind of started complaining… like, he wasn't hard… it wasn't getting hard… She got kind of aggressive and even said something like, 'you're putting it in soft, fuck,' and… and Álvaro kind of smiled and said something like, 'I'll give it to you if you want,' and she didn't say anything, or maybe she did, I don't know, the thing is… he said to me, like: 'is he hard?', meaning Álvaro's cock… and I said yes, and then she told Guille something like: 'switch with him, give this one the soft one…'”

“Fuck…” I sighed.

“Yeah… and… nothing… they switched. Before I knew it, I had Guille's face, Guille's body, on top of me… with that half-smile of his… they'd just… reprimanded him, let's say, but he was looking at me… the bastard… thrilled… And… fuck… suddenly I could hear Sofía moaning, delighted, and Guille… was rubbing his cock against my pussy… I remember perfectly the sound of the latex and the cock half-bending… he couldn't get it in… I couldn't believe I was letting him fuck me… but he was going to, even though he couldn't… because of how soft he was… and then he took off the condom and lay on top of me… completely naked… and we kissed… we kissed like crazy… it kind of disgusted me but at the same time he was a good kisser… right then I remember thinking I didn't understand how he'd attracted me at the beginning of the night… but there I was… about to… to let him fuck me too…”

…and then… while we were kissing… I lowered my hand… and stroked him to get him hard… and he started rubbing… grinding… I told him to put something on… but before I knew it… his cock… well… it started sliding… like he was fucking me… until… until it slipped in on its own… and he started… fucking me… raw… and… I was going to tell him to pull out… because… deep down… part of me was disgusted… but I couldn't, I felt his cock… bare… nothing between us… a different touch, a different smell… pleasure… a thrill… that bastard fucking me… ugh… I ended up wrapping my legs around him so he'd go in deep… all the way… it wasn't Álvaro's cock… but fuck… I admit I loved it… I… loved how he fucked me too…

…he started… fucking me… I felt it… so good… and he leaned back a bit, but kept thrusting… to look at my face and I looked at him… looked at his body… he was sweaty from fucking Sofía but his hair was still all slicked back… and with that little belly… it was… really weird… because it disgusted me and gave me pleasure at the same time, and I couldn't believe I was letting that pig fuck me, but at the same time I couldn't stop. I wanted to pull him toward me, so I wouldn't have to look at him… and when I did he'd whisper in my ear something like… “you're so hot, you're so hot,” really fast… and I think… “I love fucking you…” he repeated that several times too… and I just wanted him to shut up… and not pull away, so I wouldn't see his pig face… but I didn't want him to stop fucking me…

I had no idea how I was managing to keep my eyes closed, and I felt like I was going to come just from listening to her, even without her touching me. I was dying from desire and arousal. I brought my hands to my face while María kept rubbing, grinding her pussy against that harness. I could feel her heat, her excitement… from her halting narration, from her gasps, from the warmth of her thighs, of her body on top of me. I couldn't process everything she was telling me.

“And… ugh… after that… Álvaro or Guille or Sofía herself wanted, I don't know… someone decided because I remember afterward they put us… like… doggy style… I don't even know how to say it… both of us… they were fucking us both the same way… and that's when they really cut loose… and Guille started to… not with the cockiness or… the arrogance, let's say, of Álvaro… since… it even sounded more… ridiculous or tacky… but he did talk to me more… and louder… he'd fuck me and say dirty things, but not whispered… like he wanted Sofía and Álvaro to hear… If Álvaro's dirty talk had been mostly about… about my ass… and about fucking me in the ass… Guille was… well, he talked about my tits… I don't remember what he called them… it was like… huge tits… or something like that, I don't think it was huge tits exactly, but something similar, like “Fuck… what huge tits you have…” he'd say it out loud and caress them… He'd fuck me like that, doggy style… which sounds ridiculous… and he'd grab my tits with his hands and say something like that… like “fuck, what huge tits you have!” and… that's when I think you showed up… and… of course… imagine… I was just… I swear I was right on the verge of coming again when you showed up… and I almost died when I saw you appear.”

I didn't want to ask her why, I just let her keep going.

“Ugh… I want to finish telling you… but… I can't take it anymore…” she said, and I felt her get off the bed. “Sit up… please,” she asked, and I turned just enough for the soles of my feet to touch the floor. I kept my eyes closed. “And… after that you left… you left while Guille was giving it to me from behind and Álvaro was in my mouth…”

“Yeah…” I gasped and half-opened my eyes to see her on her knees on the floor, between my legs. She put her hands on my thighs… and took the rubber cock in her mouth… She started sucking that cock with incredible intensity and I didn't even dare bring my hands to her face or her head. That cock was Álvaro's… and I didn't dare join in. She spent more than a minute sucking and licking that flesh-colored rubber cock, imagining that moment when Guille was fucking her raw, in her pussy, while Álvaro fucked her mouth… And I felt it again—that sense of María as so intensely sexual, that feeling that she was made for a kind of sex that overwhelmed me and overwhelmed our rubber cocks equally; she was made for brutal sex that few could give her.

She didn't look up at me, just sucked and licked, her hands trembling with excitement, until she couldn't take it anymore and leaned back, producing a hollow, wet sound as she pulled her mouth off that cock.

I was aroused, but even more than that, I was stunned.

“I can't… I can't take it anymore…” she said desperately, yet somehow solemn, serious, as she stood up—that imposing bare torso, those colossal tits, those stockings and that slutty garter belt—and turned around to sit on top of me, to lower herself onto that huge cock that was Álvaro's, her back to me so she could better imagine it was that kid fucking her.

“Fuck me good… please,” she implored tearfully, as she grabbed that cock with one hand, spread the lips of her pussy with the other, and bent her legs to finally take him inside her.

I knew then that she wouldn’t tell me any more that night, and that those last words had been meant for me. From that moment on, I would be Álvaro, and I would have to try to calm that woman down however I could… that female who was completely out of her mind.


CHAPTER 24

Sitting on the bed, leaning back on my elbows, I watched in fascination as María flexed her legs and prepared to lower herself onto it—that massive cock I still found so strange, so impossible to fathom how Álvaro or especially Edu could possess and wield something that size.

That gigantic head, somewhat wider than the shaft, was about to enter María's body, and it never ceased to amaze me how she took it—and with such ease. I'd sometimes thought about buying lubricant for that massive thing, but whenever we used it, María was always so aroused she was wet enough on her own. The sheer wetness I discovered when I pulled out of her while wearing that harness was yet another testament to her incredible sexuality.

The moan María let out once she felt the tip, and especially once her pussy took in the entire head, was so deep and arousing that I knew I'd never draw that sound from her with my own cock. It was an "Ohhh… Mmmm…!" so genuine, so entirely for herself, that it left me stunned.

Seeing her in those stockings and that garter belt, bathed in that strange glow she'd created in our bedroom… seeing her so lost in fucking that rubber cock while imagining it was Álvaro left me breathless. And again I felt that sensation—as if I could almost experience what it was like, or what it would be like, to fuck María for the first time. To seduce her and fuck her… the way Álvaro had. It was as if part of me actually managed to become Álvaro and feel what he felt, though of course the timid Pablo, terrified of failing to become that kid, was still there too.

María was operating on a different wavelength, focused on something else entirely. I looked down and she was already sliding all the way down, taking it completely. She'd taken that huge cock without any trouble, letting out another deep "Ohhhmmm..!" as she settled fully onto it. Full. Filled. Completely.

She raised her body and lowered it again. And again. Rising and falling until that cock was almost entirely exposed. Letting out deeply felt "Hummm!" "Ohhhmm!" sounds each time she buried herself on it again. I pressed two fingers against the base to keep it steady so she could enjoy herself fully. There was something extra arousing about those long strokes, rising and falling so far she nearly came off it completely—because this way she was deliberately savoring something she didn't have with me. I had no doubt she wasn't imagining but remembering, and I was practically certain her eyes were closed; it was obvious she hadn't wanted to face me so her memories could roam freely without distraction.

I understood her, I truly did, even though I was dying to see her face twisted with pleasure, eyes closed, hair falling across her face, sweaty, surrendered, wearing that unmistakable look of total abandon, even of vice… Almost of depravity.

Then something happened that was painful and arousing in equal measure: on one of those descents until she was completely impaled, after another of those "Ohhhhh!" sounds that left me breathless, María reached down to my balls—and her hand recoiled instantly, like a spring, because she surely hadn't found Álvaro's enormous, heavy balls, but my compact ones instead. She was so deep in it that she'd expected to find that impressive, weighty mass of Álvaro's, not what I had, and that's why she pulled away—she didn't want to break the spell, that memory that had her sweaty, sticky, and burning.

I knew I had to be Álvaro now, but I was frozen. What came naturally was to sit up a little, kiss her back, caress her breasts that I could sense more than see, bouncing freely, peeking out from the sides of her torso as I watched from behind… but I knew I shouldn't, and that moment with my balls had just confirmed it.

I watched hypnotized as she kept impaling and lifting herself, as her pussy swallowed that length and girth, and I knew I was doomed—any moment now I'd be called upon to be Álvaro. And sure enough, stunned by the image of her sex taking that brutal size, while María's "Ohhhmmm!" "Ahhhhhh!" sounds became constant, I heard her gasp:

“Ta… Talk to me…”

Every second that passed without a response from me was a weight that grew exponentially heavier. My brain scrambled to come up with something—a phrase, an insult, anything that would let me become that kid—but the fear of getting it wrong paralyzed me. She kept making those sounds, more like groans of pleasure from being filled by that thing, but they weren't the moans or even screams I'd witnessed that night with Álvaro.

She sped up slightly and leaned forward a bit. The movements were no longer as long—shorter now, more circular—and she lingered on the circular motion of her hips when she was fully impaled; then she let out an especially intimate gasp, and I tried to recall parts of her story that might help me, but I couldn't…

María went back to rising and falling, though at a slower pace, until a desperate "Uff… I'm getting tired…" escaped her lips and an automatic "let's switch" came from mine. Before I knew it, she'd stood up, leaving that plastic cock glistening and wet like I'd never seen it… And I caught a fleeting glimpse of her lips still splayed open… as if that harness had left them that way and they had no intention of closing until she was fully satisfied.

I stood up and she brushed past me toward the bed. She didn't lie on her back—she wasn't looking for positions where our eyes might meet, quite the opposite. Her intentions were clear: she got on all fours on the bed, face fixed toward the headboard. Waiting for me to take her in that position, just as she'd waited for Álvaro to fuck her while he put on that condom.

I went around the bed to get on from behind and found the dresser drawer half-open—the one with the handkerchiefs where the harness was stored. I figured if she wanted to remember, I could only try to make things easier for her. I rummaged through the drawer looking for a handkerchief long enough to use as a blindfold and came across our first dildo again, which I tossed onto the bed.

She heard me rummaging around but said nothing. She didn’t want to look at me. The silence was tense, and I knew I wasn’t doing enough, that I still wasn’t living up to what she was demanding of me. I still hadn’t been Álvaro, still hadn’t made up for that heartfelt, detailed confession. I felt indebted but at the same time overwhelmed.

I wasn’t entirely confident about this blindfold idea, but I was determined. After choosing a silky handkerchief that seemed large enough to tie without any trouble—white, navy blue, and burgundy, one I must not have used in a long time—I turned toward her. Me standing between the dresser and the bed, her in that shameless position... The image of her ass framed by the garter belt, those legs sheathed in stockings... sent my pulse racing, but the image of her pussy, open, with those full lips turned outward like the petals of a flower in full bloom... left me unable to breathe for several seconds.

I was mesmerized by that vision until she dropped down onto her elbows on the sheets, a sign of desperation. I could barely manage to react and climbed onto the bed. I asked her to lift her head a little, and my shaking, clumsy hands managed, more or less, to blindfold those eyes that were already closed. She didn’t protest or thank me—she simply let me do it, and I was satisfied with that.

I pulled back and got into position behind her. I was going to take her, I had to thrust into her, and I had to be Álvaro—I had to be that kid now... but I didn’t know how to start. I caressed her ass and knew I’d done it with more tenderness than I should have. María waited without pressuring me. I didn’t know why, but I couldn’t commit... so I ended up pulling back a bit more, deciding to change plans. I wanted to crouch down, lean over her, and taste that pussy the way that brat had.

I brought my face closer, and if the image of her parted lips had seemed striking, seeing them like this, so close, excited me so much that my cock twitched inside that cylinder imprisoning it in continuous, involuntary spasms. I opened my mouth... let my breath reach her, and a powerful smell... of pussy... of open, eager pussy wanting more, so much more, washed over me completely, as if I could feel that scent throughout my entire body. My tongue reached out and I wanted to lick inside—I couldn’t contain myself, couldn’t hold back. I didn’t want to kiss those obscenely parted lips; I wanted to get drunk on her, to taste the wettest, deepest part. She flinched when she felt my tongue. I licked her, her eyes closed, my eyes closed... one, two, three seconds... when a “No, no, stop, stop” came from her mouth. Said seriously, forcefully, making clear this was a mistake, a huge mistake—that if I wanted to be Álvaro, the last thing I should try was imitating him going down on her... María knew the difference would be so vast that all I’d accomplish would be pulling her out of that limbo where she wanted to be with him.

After that, she breathed a “come on, give it to me” that radiated anxiety while also being a plea for me to stick to the plan—any attempt to go beyond it would only invite comparison and pull her out of her dream.

I got on my knees behind her, and it still felt strange—the distance from which I could already start entering her. I placed the tip of that rubber cock at the entrance of that pussy that needed no stimulation whatsoever and pushed my body forward... For some reason, I closed my eyes... I couldn’t see how that pussy welcomed the whole thing again, couldn’t see how I slid into her, buried myself in her... but instead, an image crossed my mind: Álvaro fucking her like this... That image was so powerful I could barely hear María’s moan, and from my mouth came “Fuck... feels so good...” but it was mental pleasure more than physical, since my trapped cock felt nothing... yet I felt like Álvaro, felt like that bastard fucking María... and the pleasure was mental, and I could be him...

I entered such a state of communion with that kid that several minutes passed like that, and I didn’t even realize I’d been fucking María for a while. What happened next was even more surprising: amid the rhythmic sound of her gasps, a phrase emerged—a phrase from Álvaro—“You like my cock, huh... you like how I’m giving it to you...!” It came out of my mouth, and she responded by throwing her body backward until she’d taken all that rubber completely inside, then making not one, not two, but three circles with her hips with all of it inside her. The gasps that accompanied it didn’t just motivate me—they made me be Álvaro with even more intensity.

Suddenly it was no longer hard to be him. My hands went to her hips. I gripped her waist and thrust into her hard. Sharp thrusts. All the way in. Eyes closed. She gasped, grateful, and I searched her confession for those images burned into my memory. Again, almost without meaning to, “You liked how I splashed your little mouth, huh!” came out of my mouth, and she let out a “Mmmmm...!! Ahhmmmm!!” And after that, Álvaro asked, “Is my cock going to fit in your ass!?” and her gasps intensified.

“Hey... tell me... Is it going to fit in that tight little ass?” I asked, without opening my eyes.

“Mmmhh...! No... it won't fit... Bastard,” she finally answered, shamelessly, yet with genuine feeling.

“You liked the pictures of my cock, huh...!”

“Mmm...! Yes... yes...! Fuck...!” she moaned, and I opened my eyes to see her tossing that mane from side to side, tilting her head, savoring herself, her body, her sexuality, that enormous cock thrusting into her, and that kid who was fucking her again.

“Since when? Since when did you want me to fuck you...?” I asked, closing my eyes again, letting my head fall back, still gripping her waist, never stopping those hard thrusts that pushed her forward.

“Ummm...! Oh...! Fuck...! Give it to me like that...!”

“Tell me...! Since when...!?”

“Ufff...! No... I don't know...!”

“Tell me...! Fuck...!” I exclaimed, driving in with a particularly deep thrust that pushed her further toward the headboard.

“Ahhhmm...! God! Ohhh...! Since... since... Since I saw your cock in that picture...!”

“Yeah?”

“Yes...! Ufff! Ahhh... Ahh...! Yesss... As soon as I saw it...!”

“As soon as you saw it what?”

“Ufff...! Ahh...! Give it to me...! Aahhhhh...! Animal...! As soon as I saw it... I... wanted it... I wanted it inside... Fucking me!” she cried out, blindfolded, in those stockings and slutty garter belt, reveling in that brutal fucking.

The sounds of our bodies colliding mixed with her moans. I opened my eyes and watched her huge tits hanging from her torso, swaying to the rhythm of my thrusts. I felt like that kid again.

“I’m fucking you good...! Huh...! I’m fucking you good!” I exclaimed, or Álvaro did, or Álvaro in me.

“Mmm...! Yes...! Yes, fuck...! Give it to me like that...!” whimpered María, surrendered to that dream... to that memory.

Álvaro, again in me, decided to slap one of those ass cheeks. To call her a slut and probe her ass with one of his fingers. That finger worked its way in. No one stopped him. The tightness of her ass let me feel inside her so clearly it amazed me, but what amazed me more was remembering that ass had taken Álvaro’s huge cock almost halfway, as I had seen with my own eyes.

She met those insults with moans and gasps, just like that finger. Every suggestion I made about fucking her ass was met with more of those “Ahhh! Ahhh!” “Give it to me!” and I was wondering whether to slide a second finger in when she moaned:

“Give it to me...! Give it to me...! Pig...!”

“Yeah...! You like it...! Huh...?”

“Yes...! I love it...! Bastard...!”

I looked down and saw that dildo anchored to me wrecking her... that almost pinkish rubber sliding out soaked from that swollen pussy... that seemed to be turning inside out, when I heard her nearly scream:

“You finally fucked me...! Bastard...! You’re finally fucking me...!”

It was a phrase that hit hard... because it revealed to me, to my surprise, that while she had confessed certain things that kid had said to her, she hadn’t confessed what she might have said to him. I couldn’t help wondering whether she was imagining or remembering.

I tried to pull at that thread, picking up the rhythm a bit, with shorter but faster strokes. Keeping a finger inside her ass while my other hand slapped her cheeks. Those clap! clap! sounds mixed with her moans, and I had enough presence of mind to set my trap:

“I’m a bastard, huh...! A bastard who’s fucking you... fucking you good...”

“Mmm...! Yes...! Give it to me... like that...!”

“You thought I couldn’t fuck you, huh!!” I kept thrusting into her, spanking her, dangling my bait.

“Ahhhmm...!! Mmmmm...!!”

“Tell me... tell me... Fuck...! You thought I couldn’t fuck you... huh...!!”

“Uff...!! Keep going...!! Mmmm...!! Ahhhhh!! Aahhhhh...!!” she panted, her cries still somewhat restrained, still missing something before they could match the ones I’d witnessed; elbows dug into the bed, that pussy now completely drenched... but she wasn’t falling into my trap.

That’s when I opened my eyes fully and saw her head raised high, the scarf no longer as taut as before. I slowed my rhythm until I stopped. I withdrew that finger from her ass... and was tempted to smell that raw, earthy scent. I pulled out of her completely. María surely didn’t understand what I was doing, and neither did I. Her ass clenched shut immediately, but not her sex. I gazed at her body. Violated. Used. Her tanned skin, her long brown hair, her ass and pussy abused—by me, by Álvaro; that body was a treasure everyone wanted to enjoy. Like animals, without taboos, without prejudices. Everything she would allow us.

We caught our breath and I tied the scarf tighter. That’s when I noticed—without meaning to—our first dildo lying beside us, that rubber cock with its suction cup, also flesh-colored and only slightly smaller than the one attached to the harness. It suddenly hit me that I could have Guille there too, but I knew that boy disgusted María, truly disgusted her, though there didn’t seem to be any specific reason.

The scarf thing had worked out well. Eating her pussy had gone badly. This was a coin toss. I grabbed that cock and leaned forward. With one hand I gripped the first dildo and with the other I held the harness to slide into her again. That monstrosity between my legs invaded María’s pussy so easily it stunned me all over again. She didn’t even moan. As if that’s where it naturally belonged. I held out our first sex toy and told her to open her mouth, and she did, barely, until she felt the tip against her lips. Impaled from behind... she started sucking the cock I was feeding her without much ceremony.

I couldn’t afford any more mistakes. And I knew Guille couldn’t be what she was sucking.

Letting her suck from there... and letting her be the one rocking her body back to fuck herself, seeking those long, deep strokes... I said in a low voice:

“Imagine Álvaro and Edu fucking you... Huh...!” I whispered, realizing I was now talking about Álvaro in the third person, and she kept sucking that rubber cock, kept up that rhythm, rocking her whole body forward and back.

“Who’s fucking you... huh? Who’s fucking you and whose cock are you sucking?” I insisted, stunned watching her suck and move like that... slowly... reveling in it... feasting... a well-deserved reward... with those two rubber cocks.

María pulled her mouth away slightly. She tugged the scarf down a bit and took that cock from my hand. Then she reached out to stick it on the wooden headboard of our bed. It stuck there without much trouble.

“Wait... lean forward a bit,” she said. For the first time in many minutes, she was speaking to Pablo. She wanted to move toward that headboard, toward that cock, and we crawled a scant forty centimeters—just enough for her to have that dildo within reach of her mouth.

I repeated the question... though I had no doubt about the answer.

“Fuck... Edu’s fucking me...”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah...” she said, and the scarf ended up falling onto the bed...

“Did Edu fuck you better?” I asked.

“Yeah...” she answered, her face level with that cock she’d stuck to the headboard. Almost playing with it against her lips and cheeks... as if delaying... as if wanting to punish Álvaro... because now, satisfied, impaled by Edu... she was in no hurry.

The change was instant and surely unconscious. I could feel it... sense an alteration in her. Even without the scarf covering her face, she closed her eyes and remembered Edu. She rocked her body backward, as before, fucking the harness herself while I stayed still... but she started making strange sounds. Different moans... a more subdued purring... more submissive... more girlish... It was so strange it bordered on disturbing.

Her mouth didn’t stay idle for long. Soon she stopped wanting to punish Álvaro and impaled herself on those two rubber cocks—Edu and Álvaro, front and back, in her pussy and her mouth. I couldn’t resist anymore... If I’d been Álvaro, I could be Edu. I grabbed her by the waist, by the garter belt... and she felt so slutty, so filthy in those clothes and sucking like that... that my thrusts soon became hard and fast. The sound of our bodies grew deafening again, but her moans were now replaced by guttural sounds... because while I fucked her, her mouth clung to that cock that was Álvaro’s... She didn’t stop licking and sucking, and I enjoyed driving her forward. The muffled “Hhhmmmm!!” she kept making were as filthy as they were almost ridiculous... but she didn’t care, didn’t care about anything, and cared even less when I pretended to be Edu...

...When the words left my mouth:

“It turns you on when I tell you what to wear, doesn't it!” I said, and I felt her melting... coming... without touching herself... while she devoured every last inch of the cock in front of her.

With each question, each phrase, she seemed more aroused, more turned on. She didn't respond, so I pressed on:

“I fucked you good at that wedding, didn't I...!”

“Hhhhmm!!” she responded with a guttural sound that was half “yes” and half a moan of lust and pleasure.

Edu then leaned forward and whispered in my girlfriend's ear:

“Every time I see you in a little skirt around the office, I want to fuck you again... don't wear pants again... next time, show up in stockings and a skirt. You want me to fuck you again or not!?”

“Hhhhmmm!” “Hhmmmm!!” she responded with a grotesque scream, muffled by Álvaro's cock.

“Don't you...!? Don't you want me to fuck you again...?” Edu whispered to her again, impaling her, driving her onto Álvaro's cock... feeling María's legs trembling... her arms giving out... while she kept screaming, her mouth stuffed full, those grotesque, shameless “Hhhmmm!!” “Hhhhmmm!!”

The stockings, the skirts, the heels, the orders, her cleavage, her tits... every mention of those things drew more and more obscene moans from her, almost unhinged, muffled by the rubber cock filling her mouth...

I thought she would come, that she would slip a hand down to her clit and finally explode. That she would have a tremendous orgasm, after which she'd be ashamed of those phrases that were turning her on and those strange moans... but instead, she pulled her mouth off Álvaro, lowered her head, and reached back to signal me to slow down; then she raised her head, stretched her arm to the nightstand beside the bed, and, handing me her phone, said breathlessly, in a desperately aroused murmur:

“Record it... record the sound of you fucking me...”

María, on the edge of orgasm, about to melt, to come... was giving me her phone to record her moans... with the obvious intention of following through... of sending her moans to Edu.


CHAPTER 25

That move didn't just surprise me—it intimidated me. Like when you've longed for something for so long that once you finally reach the threshold, you feel overwhelmed. It was striking to think that María, impaled on that harness and sucking that other cock, wasn't just thinking about the past—the fuck Edu had given her at the wedding—but also the future: sending him a voice note from her phone.

María, who for weeks had seemed to vanish and avoid everything related to our game, came back with full force whenever she reappeared, surpassing even me.

With trembling hands I searched for the recording app while she lowered her head and buried her face in her arms, forgetting Álvaro, surrendering now only to Edu. And as usually happened in those extreme moments of arousal, I felt that excitement bury all my other feelings of insecurity or fear. In this case, everything was amplified because she had explicitly proposed this taboo act herself.

María's moans grew louder and I barely managed to start the recording and drop the phone on the bed. There was no overacting—just genuine surrender, to him, to those memories… while I stood with my hands on my hips, no longer touching her, no part of me in contact with her, unable to stop marveling at how she rocked her body forward and back, driving that thing deeper into herself. My cock endured that endless torment, hard to the point of pain for so many minutes, with no contact except the inside of that inanimate cylinder.

María's “Ahhhhh!” “Ahhhhh!” grew more intense, more abandoned, as if she wanted Edu to feel proud and satisfied when he heard it. But she didn't just want to give him that—a minute after I started recording, she lowered her right hand to touch herself, to rub her clit and come, to come in an orgasm thinking about Edu and for Edu.

I couldn't speak, which made it harder to get into my role. Her surrender too—fucking herself in that slutty way with that rubber cock, her incessant “Ahhhhh! God!”—had me so absorbed I couldn't think about anything, only watch, stunned.

Unable to be Edu, I was Pablo, and I got extremely nervous. My trembling hands went to her waist as I tried to match her rhythm. She accepted it and began doing something strange—rubbing her clit and moaning nonstop, then stopping her hand for an instant, then starting again, as if she wanted to delay her orgasm through a series of deliberate pullbacks, signaling with that tactic that when she finally exploded, after all that torture, the explosion would be absolutely colossal.

“Ahhhh! Ahhhhh!” she panted, extremely aroused.

“Mmmm…! God!” she repeated nonstop, her moans blending with the sound of our bodies slapping together. Then, without me understanding why, she pulled back the hand that had been chasing and delaying her orgasm and rested it on the bed, as if she meant to come without that help. Help she hadn't needed with Álvaro and Edu. Her moans decreased in frequency and intensity, and I glanced at her phone lying on the bed. The seconds weren't moving… the minutes… I couldn't believe it.

I reached out and my worst fears were confirmed. It wasn't recording. It hadn't recorded anything. María was moaning in a much lower tone now while I couldn't fathom my bad luck. I looked closely and saw it had recorded something—exactly one second—so I figured I'd pressed the record button and my fumbling fingers had immediately hit pause.

“What's wrong…?” María panted, noticing I'd stopped moving.

“Nothing…” I replied, nervous and dejected, and hit record again, making sure this time it kept recording, and I didn't let go of the phone.

What came next was María's attempt to reach orgasm without touching herself, and my attempt to coax out moans that would satisfy not Edu but María. But it wasn't working. María, tired, was starting to give up on her plan, so I stopped the recording at just over a minute and pressed record again. I picked up the pace and some “Mmmmm” “Mmmmm” sounds from María came out sounding sexy, but faint… Less than a minute into the new recording, she stopped, letting me know she couldn't go on, that she was giving up on trying to come without touching herself and was too exhausted to chase her orgasm.

I stopped the audio and heard a chilling:

“Pull out…”

I backed up until I pulled that flesh-colored cock out of her, leaving behind a clear trail and something thicker, more whitish… The gaping cavity I uncovered left me breathless. Her pussy, open and huge, explained why I could barely feel anything when I was inside her.

María, tremendously frustrated at not reaching orgasm, yanked the cock off the headboard and got off the bed. Everything happened so fast: her sudden anger, stripping off the garter belt and black stockings, heading down the hallway to the bathroom. Before I knew it, I was on my knees on that bed, with that enormous cock strapped to me and her phone in my hand. I didn't just feel immensely ridiculous—I felt like an impostor, an impostor who couldn't satisfy her even with that monstrosity as an ally.

I wondered then if María had already reached another level—one where not only couldn't I satisfy her, but those games and fantasies couldn't either; if she'd already reached the final step. I also wondered whether that intermediate level even existed… because maybe it didn't, maybe the intermediate level was self-deception. Maybe she only had two states, two phases of desire: wanting to be at peace with me in affectionate, intimate sex, or wanting everything, without any limits.

I could hear the shower running as I removed the harness and got ready to play back the two audio clips I'd managed to record. When I played them, I realized that while they captured some undeniably arousing moans, they were nothing compared to the shameless ones I'd lost.

I was also genuinely worried María would realize I hadn't gotten a good recording.

The shower stopped just as I closed those audio files, and the phone's home screen appeared with three notifications above the email app icon. My mind immediately jumped back to dinner, to when she'd confessed that Edu also gave her orders by email. I opened it right away, even knowing María could walk into the bedroom at any moment. What I found wasn't what I expected—those three emails in the inbox were clearly work-related. She had her work email set up on this phone, not her personal one. If I really wanted to dig through her personal email, I'd need more time.

Once again I had too many loose ends, too much incomplete information, and my cock hadn't stopped aching, locked away in that prison.

I headed toward the bathroom, surprised to find I still had a hard-on, and crossed paths with her as she entered the bedroom wrapped in a towel, her hair still dry. We didn't look at each other.

I reached the sink and leaned against it. I didn't even know why I'd come in here. To brush my teeth, maybe. And I was still surprised to find myself with this ridiculous hard-on... I started wondering if María was choosing which audio to send Edu right now. I was amazed she was actually going to send it to him. A month ago this would have seemed insane, and now it seemed like the natural progression of things. Things that had once seemed impossible were happening, and I felt like I had no control at all.

“What are you doing?” María asked from behind me, catching me off guard.

Before I could respond, a vision in white silk pajamas—pants and top—appeared beside me and dropped the two rubber cocks onto the sink.

“Wash them... come on...” she said softly.

She turned to leave, but something made her turn back.

“It's red—does it hurt?”

“What?” I asked, caught off guard.

“Well... that... does it hurt? It looks kind of... chafed...” she clarified, and I followed her gaze down to my cock.

“No...” I finally answered, checking and seeing that it was indeed red and maybe a little swollen.

“But it doesn't rub too much, right? Against... well, the inside of that thing.”

“Well, yeah, sometimes,” I said.

María moved behind me. Both of us facing the mirror... and she put her hand on my cock. My cock jutting out above the sink.

I didn't understand what was happening, and my mind formed a surprised “Are you going to jerk me off now?” that my mouth never spoke. Sure enough, my girlfriend, standing behind me, was pressing gently in just the right spot, stroking me with three fingers. I felt such pleasure... such relief... that I couldn't protest or summon the pride to tell her I didn't want to be jerked off like this right now.

I looked down and saw those two huge cocks lying there... and María covering my cock with just three of her slender fingers.

“Does it hurt?” she insisted, her tone so protective it was humiliating.

“No...”

I looked away from that awful comparison of the three cocks and tried to catch her eyes in the mirror. I couldn't, and then she stopped stroking me and rolled up her pajama sleeve to the elbow, to jerk me off more comfortably... or to avoid getting messy.

The situation was as arousing as it was humiliating. María, standing fully behind me, rested her left hand on my waist and jerked me off with her right. I could see her face peeking out from the right edge of the mirror, but I couldn't read her expression. After about a minute of stroking me like that, with her white sleeve rolled up, she stopped again... and started unbuttoning her pajama top, then pressed her torso against my back. I could feel her bare breasts, even her nipples, against my skin. She seemed to assume that contact would save her a couple of minutes of this mechanical task. And the worst part was she was right... feeling her skin, her tits against my back... her scent... something surged through my body... I didn't want to remember everything she'd confessed to me... I just wanted to feel... And I didn't just feel her tits and nipples on my back, but all the heat radiating from her torso, even her heart pounding hard, still racing because she was still worked up from how they'd just fucked her—first Álvaro and then Edu—a fuck with no climax, no orgasm, because they hadn't really fucked her at all. I had, strapped into a harness.

About to come, I tried to turn my face toward her, but she kept her lips out of reach, wouldn't give me a kiss—not here, not in the bedroom, not in the car. I'd barely managed to steal one at the pub. I watched her in the mirror, turned on but distant...

“Get on your tiptoes...” she whispered in my ear, wanting my balls over the sink too. I obeyed, impressed—she'd said it because she knew exactly that I was about to come, and I wondered how she could know with such precision.

I started to feel my muscles contracting. Her strokes were almost frantic now… I closed my eyes, let my head fall back, there on tiptoes, about to come all over those two enormous cocks—Edu's and Álvaro's—in a bizarre, surreal scene… I began to pant, surrendering to her handjob, to the perfect handjob from that splendid María, almost angelic in her refined pajamas, yet forceful and relentless at the same time… I felt myself spilling over… coming with breathless “Ohhh...” “Ohhhh….”… and she, as always, milked me to the very end, slowing her rhythm as I emptied myself… until I released the last whitish drop.

I opened my eyes and looked down toward the sink. María brought her stained hand to the faucet and turned it on with her other hand to wash up. My subconscious had imagined I would have covered those rubber cocks, but reality was less dramatic—only a couple of stray drops had landed on them. Most of my cum had run down my torso and gotten caught in my pubic hair.

Once María's hand was clean, she headed to the bedroom and left me to wash up.

I didn't know if that handjob had been meant as a favor. Once upon a time, I would have thought she'd done it so I wouldn't push for sex again, but by now she knew that I knew the rules when she was this turned on. So yes, the only reason I could think of for jerking me off was to do me a favor—to give me some relief, some pleasure, even if only for a couple of minutes.

After cleaning myself up and washing the sex toys, I went to the bedroom and found María sitting cross-legged on the bed—a typical pose for her—with her phone held horizontally near her ear.

I was putting the two cocks away while noticing she'd tidied up the bedroom a bit—taking her shirt off the lamp and draping it over the armchair, putting her scarf back in its drawer—when she asked:

“Is this all there is?”

“Yes…” I answered uneasily, pulling on my pajama pants.

“It sounds really quiet.”

“I don't know… maybe the microphone isn't working right.”

“No, it's not the microphone. This must be the end of it.”

“I don't know…” I answered, fully aware I had no excuse.

Fortunately, her questions stopped—at least for now—and I headed to the bed and sat down beside her.

It was an intimate moment, yet cold at the same time. We'd just shared something tremendously personal—the kind of thing you can only experience with someone you trust completely—but there was also this strange atmosphere of suspicion.

But I didn't have time to reflect on the real reason for that distance between us in that bed, that cold war, because I saw her open her conversation thread with Edu. She didn't try to hide her phone or show it to me. She stayed in the same position as when I'd been putting on my pajamas. Their last conversation appeared before us—the one where Edu had told her to wear stockings to work and María had replied that he should ask Begoña. My girlfriend seemed to reread it with a kind of bewilderment, as if she didn't remember it. Maybe all the emails that came after had buried that old exchange. But what surprised me most was how unfazed she was that I was reading it alongside her, as if it were already official in that bedroom, as if it were already fully accepted that Edu gave her certain orders and I knew about it and went along with it.

Again, I didn't have much time to reflect. María was sending him the least bad of the audio clips—the one where you could at least hear her panting a little.

I froze. I pressed my back against the headboard. Meanwhile, she feigned a calm that no one could believe, scrolling aimlessly through social media, swiping through photos without really looking at them, probably waiting for his response.

One, two, three minutes passed, until María also leaned back. That's when something appeared at the top of the screen. I could see it clearly:

Edu: I'm sure you moaned more with Álvaro.

I felt a surge of anxiety, but this time I felt it through her. This wasn't the Edu who intimidated me—it was the one who smothered her.

María opened the conversation with him and could no longer hide that her fingers were trembling.

She typed and deleted, typed and deleted, and I wondered what had become of the María who had jerked me off so commandingly, like a goddess, draining me dry without flinching.

After several false starts, it was Edu who wrote again:

“When is he going to fuck you again?”

“Never,” she typed, mistyping it four times, writing “nver” instead of never.

“Write to him,” Edu's message appeared on the screen.

“You're crazy, he's with a girl anyway,” María responded, somewhat more composed now, though giving explanations that seemed unnecessary.

“Write to him, María. Feel him out, see what he's doing tomorrow.”

“You're crazy… No,” she replied.

An indescribable silence fell. I didn't know if I even existed anymore, if María was writing with any awareness that I was watching, or if I had completely disappeared from the equation.

Edu wasn't typing. Neither was María. Both of them online. It pissed me off to admit it, pissed me off to see her like that… but it was obvious she was a nervous wreck.

Then she opened the conversation with Álvaro. I couldn't believe it.

That guy, online as always, and María—or what was left of her—wrote.

“Hi.”

Once again, I felt like more was happening than I could process.

This time it was Álvaro who seemed to be typing and deleting, until finally the screen showed:

“Hey, what's up.”

“What are you doing tomorrow?” María typed fast, as if wanting to get it over with as quickly as possible, like ripping off a bandage so it would hurt less.

“I'm in Madrid for a weekend Master's program.”

María then forwarded to Edu what Álvaro had written, and we got no response. María tried to hide it, but after half a minute of suffocating silence where no one was typing, she let out a breath… a tense, overwhelmed sigh.

María was giving up. Even though it was Friday, it was the early hours of the morning, and Edu seemed to have fallen asleep or gotten absorbed in something else. I'd expected maybe more persistence from Álvaro, but being with Sofía, he probably had no real need to humor a María who had rejected him to the point of contempt—both before and after he'd fucked her.

María—horny, denied her orgasm, restless, feeling like her moans had sounded pathetic—was going to bed distressed over not having closed that conversation with Edu.

I could feel it, could almost grasp that unease, which carried with it a suffocating weight from that orgasm that had seemed like it would be liberating but had stayed trapped inside her.

She was just giving up and setting the phone on the nightstand when the screen lit up showing Edu was calling. If I was startled, she was even more so, because after a couple of seconds of freezing… she sprang off the bed like a coiled spring, without a word to me, and left our bedroom with her phone.


CHAPTER 26

I don't really know why, but the moment María was out of sight, I started thinking about how surprising it was that nights like the one we'd experienced in the United States with that man, or like her Master's degree celebration, which had all the ingredients for something big to happen, had ultimately fallen short of their promise; and yet this one, whose only purpose was her confession and therefore deepening our intimacy, was veering like a great cruise ship toward unexpected situations.

Once again Edu was bursting into our bedroom like a hurricane. I had opened the door for him a year ago and again that very night… and María had just made him a full participant in what was supposed to be a night for us.

I didn't want to strain to hear, didn't want to know if she was whispering or speaking normally. Whispers would kill me, but normalcy would be fake.

I could barely process everything she had confessed about what happened at Álvaro's place, and now another front was opening up in the present. Once again I wanted peace and stress at the same time. I wanted María doing things that would kill me with that dark thrill, and at the same time I wanted her calm and sweet, with me, in our bed.

I had no intention whatsoever of getting up to listen to her words, because just like months ago when I knew she was texting Edu at night, I liked that she had her own space. Not knowing absolutely everything excited me, and I was sure that if there was something I truly needed to know, she would tell me. I had no doubt that in this game, if anyone had played truly dirty, it had been me.

I wasn't even tempted anyway, because María was back in five or six minutes.

I could have, but didn't want to look at her face right when she came back, because the space I wanted to give her also meant not judging every gesture, every expression, however tempted I was to gauge her exact level of excitement or nervousness.

She got into bed, and when I sensed she was about to turn off the lamp, I spoke up. She knew I wasn't going to hold back from asking, and she was playing with that too.

“Aren't you going to tell me what's going on?”

“Nothing. I'm meeting him for lunch tomorrow.”

“Why's that?”

“Nothing special. We've done worse things, haven't we?”

I didn't even know what to feel. All I knew was that she had just jerked me off and I was already aroused just picturing them alone together.

“What about Madrid?” I asked.

“Do you want to go?”

“I don't know… Yes… I'd go…” I said, aware of the possibilities that getaway could open up.

“Yeah… by the way… Álvaro wrote to me.”

“Oh yeah? What did he say?”

“Here, read it if you want,” she said, handing me her phone.

I quickly checked the timestamps on her messages with Álvaro and saw they had written to each other after she talked to Edu, so I knew her conversation with him had been even shorter.

“Where's my charger?” she asked while I snooped through her messages. I told her I didn't know. For the next minute she searched through her drawer, rummaging through cables, wondering if she'd forgotten her main charger at the office, while I searched for meaning in that conversation with that kid.

The first thing I noticed was that he did almost all the talking and she barely said anything. The second thing I noticed was that nothing suggested a possible meetup—quite the opposite. Without being asked, Álvaro told her he was with Sofía, that he had an official dinner for his course on Saturday, that Sofía would arrive after dinner, and that he had classes practically until eight.

“See how he's writing the whole script himself,” María said, having found her charger in the bag she'd taken to work that day.

It was true that his messages had a certain undertone of making clear he had no interest—explanations that were unnecessary on one hand—but it was also true that she had been the one who wrote first and dropped the hint that maybe she'd be in Madrid that weekend.

María got into bed and I returned her phone. I was asking myself: if there was no intention whatsoever of meeting Álvaro, if it wasn't possible to see him in that window between his classes and his dinner, then why go to Madrid at all?

My girlfriend turned off the light and I was about to ask: “Why would we go then?” But I didn't say it, and she was pretending or managing to sleep while I was already developing a theory—a theory that would be shaped and refined by that Saturday afternoon.

We didn't exactly get up early the next day, so the morning barely existed. It wasn't until after one in the afternoon that I asked her what time and where she'd arranged to meet.

María showered, got dressed in the bedroom, and was getting ready to leave the house in jeans and a thick orange sweater. I was thinking it might even be a bit warm for those clothes now that it was already April, when, suspecting she would leave without another word, I stopped her and we gave each other a peck on the lips. It was a normal kiss, a couple's kiss, except that I did see something in her gaze I couldn't read.

As soon as she left, I felt an enormous emptiness. Part of me was tense and apprehensive about her being alone with Edu, but I also recognized how irrational that was—they spent hours and hours together at the office or in the courtrooms, not to mention last summer and all those hours at the beach. But I couldn't help feeling a kind of anguish.

Then there was her outfit. Somehow, the fact that she was going to meet Edu in clothes that made her look so sweet and so... huggable, for lack of a better word, almost hurt me more than if she'd dressed more suggestively. As if that weekend version of María—affable, adorable—could only be for me.

It didn't just hurt—it also confirmed that she'd obviously dressed that way because she wanted to, not because anyone had asked her to.

I fought off the solitude by entertaining myself with thoughts of whether we'd really go to Madrid, and if we did, where we'd sleep and how we'd get there. The possibility made me extremely tense. Just distracting myself by searching for available hotels online made my pulse race.

Before making myself lunch, I was tempted. Tempted by her laptop. Tempted by her emails. I wanted to see them and I didn't want to see them. In the end, I didn't even try. There might have been something beyond what I'd seen on her phone—it was possible—but I knew there wouldn't be much more than that.

After that internal debate, I realized I'd been so busy mulling over the question of “what would we go to Madrid for” that I hadn't thought about the question of “why was she meeting with Edu?”—and I soon deduced that both questions could practically share the same answer.

I was finishing lunch when María sent me a photo of spaghetti with clams and some prawns. She accompanied it with “we have to come here” and an emoji of a yellow face licking its lips, and I felt an immeasurable love even as my sense of fear grew. I also got the feeling that with these sweet touches at specific moments, she wanted to tell me—but above all herself—that everything was fine, as if she didn't want to see or acknowledge the gravity of our circumstances.

I imagined them eating together, with that relationship I'd witnessed on several occasions—one that deep down wasn't just cold, but icy. I imagined María perhaps taking off that thick sweater in his presence since it was certainly hot, and I wondered if she'd be wearing a tank top underneath... one of those that made her chest so striking. The vision seemed shocking and excessive, but then I realized the absurdity of my pondering: as if Edu hadn't seen everything and done absolutely everything... months ago... with her.

I happened to click on her profile picture on the phone and saw her looking gorgeous in a polka dot blouse, from a trip we'd taken a couple of years ago. She looked practically the same, and I found myself focusing on her gaze. Her eyes weren't a striking blue or green, yet they seemed to me the most beautiful eyes I'd ever seen, with that honey tone that depending on the light could shift from hazel to light green. I don't know why, but that gaze led me to think of the look she'd had when we said goodbye a while ago, and I concluded that it contained not only a certain feigned tranquility but also a powerful light, lit up... Perhaps it was my imagination, or maybe I just wanted to believe it, but I came to think that the orgasm she hadn't had was reflected there—that the heat, the flush, was still in her body.

Not much later I received another message from her, and I was undeniably happy:

“I'll be there in a bit.”

“Ok,” I responded, not intending to sound curt, but that's how it seemed seeing it on the screen.

“Have you looked at trains? Driving might be too much of a drag. And a hotel, of course.”

“So we're definitely going?” I asked.

“Didn't you say you wanted to go? I'm telling you I'm not going to do anything, nothing's going to happen. We probably won't even see him—I can see where you're going with this.”

“Okay, okay. No, I haven't looked at trains, or hotels, or anything,” I lied. “I'll let you know in a bit.”

I booked the hotel I'd already looked at, and as for the train, there was one that left a little after seven and arrived at nine. There weren't many seats available—in fact, I couldn't get two seats together. As I bought the tickets, my trembling fingers revealed just how nervous I was.

María arrived while I was showering, and when I came out she'd practically finished packing her suitcase. I didn't want to ask her too many questions about what she'd talked about with Edu or how lunch had been. I set about packing my own small bag, putting in everything necessary—and not just clothes—and I noticed there were some shopping bags in the bedroom. It surprised me a bit that coming back from lunch with Edu she'd stopped to buy clothes, but it wasn't that strange or out of the question.

I went to the living room and put something on TV while I waited for her to finish getting ready. The taxi we'd ordered would be arriving soon.

At first I didn't notice. I sensed her appear in the living room and turned off the television. I stood up and she passed in front of me, opened the door, and called the elevator. She was wearing a navy blue pinstripe blazer, like a suit jacket, somewhat long, with a white shirt underneath. On her legs she wore only shorts so short they barely showed—if they showed at all—below the blazer. The heels were striking for how they made her legs look, though not exaggerated in themselves. I wondered if any of those garments might have been purchased that same afternoon, and I couldn't be completely sure. She dragged her trolley into the elevator and... within her joviality and natural beauty, she radiated a tremendous presence... almost like an escort heading to, or coming from, a client.

I got into the elevator with her. Her high-class hooker look was perhaps not as obvious from the front as from behind, or maybe it just seemed that way because the mirror in that small space didn't show her legs. She wore some makeup, her mane voluminous and long, her lips lightly painted. And something about that outfit reminded me of something.

Once we were both seated in the back of the taxi, I finished shaping my theory, my answer to the question of why we were going to Madrid. The motives of all three of us—because although only two of us were traveling, all three had our own intentions:

Edu's motivation was undoubtedly that power over her, that way of parading her from a distance, that “you go there, you dress like that, and maybe you meet up—even if nothing happens—with the kid who fucked you.” His motivation seemed to be the command itself, not its final result. That power over María was his whim, and she was attracted precisely to that obedience. For me, it wasn't just arousing because of María's submission, but because of my own, since her capitulation meant the greatest of my humiliations. And not only that—this fleeting trip of barely twenty-four hours was also an open door to going out to dinner in another city… having a drink… at a pub… at a nightclub… and getting to see her hit on again.

Stopped at a traffic light, I observed that call girl: that pristine white shirt, that designer blazer, and those crossed legs, bare… and I realized what María's look reminded me of—especially the way the long blazer covered her shorts and made it seem like she wasn't wearing anything underneath: it was similar to what she'd worn in the United States that night when she'd met that man.

I wondered if it was far-fetched to think that she wasn't just dressed that way in the taxi because Edu had ordered her to.


CHAPTER 27

It wasn't just coldness between us—there was distance. A distance that was physical in that taxi, where we couldn't have sat farther apart despite sharing the back seat, and emotional too. I'd noticed that whenever I couldn't reach María, an enormous barrier rose between us. And to that barrier, we had to add another element, already palpable in both of us, though we still hadn't managed to decipher it.

If under normal circumstances I gave her space by not bombarding her with questions about her conversations with Edu, that afternoon I gave her even more—and found myself enjoying that space even more. We were traveling together, but separately, as if we weren't a couple but two individuals who, without sharing exactly the same interests, did have interconnected aspirations.

And I say I enjoyed that space, that distance, even more that particular afternoon, because that outfit—ordered by Edu, more than just supposedly—placed her in everyone's crosshairs. If she gave off the air of a call girl on our landing, she did so even more in the bright, open train station. And I needed those meters of distance that came from being two individuals rather than a couple to see her with enough perspective. To see those legs from afar. To see those heels move with style and that body move with swagger, though also tension, as she dragged the suitcase toward the security checkpoint.

If I enjoyed observing her almost like just another anonymous voyeur, she certainly didn't demand my presence. It seemed like an unwritten pact: I enjoyed her and the situation from a distance, and she played at pretending she didn't feel watched.

The tension didn't ease when we boarded our train car, and the distance didn't shrink when it wasn't me but her travel companion who helped her lift the suitcase into the overhead compartment. A well-dressed gentleman in work clothes despite it being Saturday, around fifty years old, helped her and invited her to sit by the window, feigning casual chivalry—as if it weren't specifically for her.

But the looks were there—from that man and from all the others. That situation of restrained observation and whispers reminded me of what we'd experienced in that bar during our getaway to the country house. It was the same desire, people with equally dirty looks; only the social class had changed. And that train car was itself a poorly disguised commotion. Anyone who entered and looked at those eyes would wonder “what's going on here,” like walking into a poker game that already has a history; when the new traveler saw María, they'd figure it out. The women hid it better, because it's easier to hide spite than desire.

Though the most telling thing wasn't the looks themselves, but their absence. It was the cowardice, the self-consciousness, the gazes fixed on empty points, carrying their tension and fantasies there. Who knows if it didn't also stir sudden erections.

Sitting across the aisle and one row ahead of her, I was glad we hadn't gotten seats together and wondered what all those people with distant gazes and racing pulses thought of her. And I put myself in that gentleman's shoes, torn between starting to work on his laptop, which he'd already opened, or making a move and risking almost certain humiliation.

I looked at her. She was typing on her phone, writing to someone who wasn't me. Her blazer open, her shirt properly and chastely buttoned, no cleavage showing. Legs crossed, her face wearing an expression of indifference that hid an unbearable internal heat—because she still carried that unfinished orgasm, thinking about Edu. The onlookers would see a frigid woman, unreachable, unconquerable; perhaps the most daring and suspicious among them would see an expensive whore. But what they couldn't even imagine was her flush—a flush from being there by Edu's order, dressed by Edu.

That an order from Edu excited her more than the best fuck she could have had with me was heartbreaking and tremendously arousing at the same time. By that point, I had no doubt.

If that outfit was indeed an order, and if the outfit from that night in the United States had also been one, I wondered whether there had been other orders, or requests, or whims—and whether they were of a different nature. I even thought about her return to the gym, though it wasn't changing María's body at all and it seemed clear she went mostly to clear her head, and I quickly dismissed it. I tried to think of other hypotheses, but couldn't quite reach any conclusion.

The train started, and the man sitting next to María didn't take long to try his luck. Neither the fear of failure nor his wedding ring stopped him, and he tried to strike up some kind of conversation, but she cut off his attempts curtly, without so much as a polite smile, her short answers begging him not to even try. As if to say, “You seem like a good man—don't humiliate yourself.”

A few minutes later, in response to a question I couldn't make out—though still in an affable tone—from that gentleman, she answered, already fed up, with a humiliating “come on, that's enough,” said in an almost protective whisper. A phrase that contained: “I know you want to fuck me, like all the pigs on this train, but forget about me, don't bother me.” And the thing was, it was becoming easier for María to pretend she didn't feel watched than to pretend she didn't know they wanted to fuck her.


CHAPTER 28

I needed a break. I couldn't keep up that pace of tension. The last twenty-four hours had been saturated with a constant, suffocating sexual atmosphere. I could try to escape it by looking away from María, because in that moment, in that train car, she was sex itself. But she couldn't. She couldn't escape that atmosphere because she was the very air that made it up. I didn't even know if she wanted to escape that pressure or if she craved every dirty look and every message Edu or Álvaro might send her.

To find any peace, I had to stop watching her—her and those who stared at her or barely disguised the fact that they weren't looking. I had to stop imagining what they thought of her, whether they saw her as a whore or just a cocktease, stop dwelling on whether she was aware of the image she projected. Stop dwelling on why we were traveling, on what would happen. Stop dwelling on who she'd been texting almost nonstop.

Every minute I managed not to think about all that was a small victory, but it wasn't easy. By the third or fourth time I was tempted to watch her again, I decided to get up from my seat, stop by the restroom, and make my way to the café car. Any excuse was good enough if it meant catching my breath in that suffocating vortex.

Standing there, I browsed the newspapers on a table while people chatted casually, oblivious to everything. And I asked myself once more how I could have lived thirty-some years like that, in that nihilism, in utter nothingness—because everything that wasn't this game with María seemed empty, vague, and irrelevant. It seemed like only this madness gave me life.

María must have seen me leave the car, or at least noticed I was gone. Yet she didn't come looking for me—still didn't come looking for me. We remained one and one, not two.

The train stopped at an intermediate station, and when I felt strong enough, I steeled myself to face our new reality again. I walked through the cars looking for mine, and when I got there, I discovered that María's traveling companion had left and she was now traveling alone.

She didn't look at me, but I felt she sensed my presence. I didn't sit next to her—I sat in my own seat. And there she was again, glued to her phone.

I couldn't help myself—I texted her, despite being just a few feet away. I asked who she was texting so much and got a terse reply: “Inés.” I responded with an ellipsis, letting her know I found that hard to believe, but she didn't reply.

I stood up and surveyed the car, where some passengers slept and others minded their own business—but surely many were waiting to get one last look at that girl when the train reached its destination and she had to stand up and parade past them.

Despite the distance between us, I thought she'd eventually ask if I was going to sit next to her for the rest of the trip. Once again, as almost always, I was the one who gave in, and a few minutes later I took the seat that gentleman had vacated. Even after I sat down next to her, she didn't speak to me, so I had to be the one:

“Inés, then.”

“What? You don't believe me? It's her birthday. I wished her a happy birthday, and now she won't stop bugging me.”

Sure enough, the screen confirmed she was telling the truth, but I didn't get the impression she'd spent all that time texting only her.

“And only Inés?” I pressed.

She didn't respond. She didn't even sigh—her usual way of showing she was fed up—or display any displeasure.

Sitting next to her, I noticed something different—a different smell, a different perfume. Before I could even register anything strange, I was already asking her about the cologne.

“I've worn it before,” she replied, and hanging in the air was not just the new fragrance but the shadow of doubt—the suspicion that the scent was someone else's request. Though again, I couldn't be a hundred percent sure. She read my mind:

“Relax… if you don't believe me, check the bottle when we get home—it's half empty.”

“No, no. That's not what I meant.”

“Right…”

“No, I'm serious. But… with you two emailing each other like you told me last night… I'm obviously a little in the dark here.”

She turned slightly toward me. It seemed I finally deserved some attention.

She smoothed her hair, freeing the left side of her neck and sweeping all of it to the other side, then looked at me with a haughty expression and said, starting again with that word:

“Relax, you're not missing any information.”

“You think? There's got to be something relevant in those emails.”

María lowered the tray table from the seat in front of her and set her phone on it.

“No. Nothing relevant,” she replied curtly, though still tense.

A silence fell, and I used it to observe her. To observe how impeccably that blazer suited her and how the white shirt hung loose in front, doing its best to disguise those more than generous breasts. She was gorgeous. I often couldn't understand how she could be so beautiful yet so provocative at the same time. The second you looked at her, you felt yourself falling in love, and a second later you could only think about fucking her. She was both things at once, every moment, in a constant loop.

“Seriously, Pablo, there's nothing to tell,” she said in a whisper that hinted at a truce. “Wear this, wear that, Víctor this, Víctor that. The judge this, the judge that. And then in person he doesn't say anything to me. Sometimes I listen to him, sometimes I don't. That's it.”

“What was the most… intense thing he’s asked you to do?” I asked, keeping my voice low too.

“Nothing, Pablo. That’s it,” she said, trying to shut it down, less conciliatory now.

“No. Tell me. There has to be something more intense than that.”

“Maybe you don’t think it’s intense enough that he tells me to wear a certain shirt because it turns on his psychopath friend… right? What do you want me to say?” she asked defiantly, always counterattacking when cornered. “That… let’s see, if you want, I’ll make something up and tell you that… one day he told me to go without panties and ohhh I obeyed and I was wet all day… without panties… thinking about him. Is that what you want?”

I went quiet for a moment. Her words hit me, and so did her perfume—new to me—to the point where I sometimes felt like she wasn’t the same María.

“And… what about Álvaro?”

“What about Álvaro.”

“There are still… well… hours… of what happened at his place that I’m missing.”

“What do you want? Me to tell you now?”

“No, no.”

“Yes, if you want, I’ll tell you now,” she interrupted, cocky, glancing at her watch. “Where were we?”

“No, never mind.”

“Then why the hell are you bringing it up? We have time, I’ll tell you. No problem.”

“Well look,” I countered, genuinely pissed off, “we were at… when I left… Guille was fucking you, had you on all fours, and Álvaro had shoved his cock in your mouth, a mouth you opened… like you hadn’t had one in years…” As soon as I said that last part, I knew it could easily be used against me. But she didn’t go there. She let out a sigh, one that practically said “this is unbelievable,” turned a bit more toward me, and… her screen lit up.

She looked at her phone, and I looked too. It was her friend again. She typed for about a minute, leaving me hanging. Always on her schedule. Finally, she set her phone down and said:

“Are you seriously going to make me tell you here?”

“Keep your voice down, if you can,” I said, trying to sound relaxed, downplaying the situation—now I was the one trying to dial back our prickly attitudes. This was a roller coaster. We jumped from reproach to armistice without rhyme or reason, probably because we not only didn’t understand each other but at that point still didn’t even understand ourselves. And just because there was a barrier between us, a distance, just because affection had no place in those contexts, didn’t mean we had to be at constant war.

“Okay… so… you left, right? I don’t know where the hell you went…”

“To the couch,” I interrupted.

“Okay… you went to your precious couch… and… hold on,” she cut herself off when her phone lit up again.

At first I watched her type, trying to wrap up that conversation, but then my eyes drifted to the outline of her chest under her white silk shirt. I noticed her nipples were faintly visible, pressing through that thin fabric, revealing that her bra must be just as sheer.

I didn’t know it yet, but that confession was going to be brutal—maybe even more than her previous one—and her nipples would get so hard as she told me that anyone could see her arousal from yards away.


CHAPTER 29

“All right…” María said after she set her phone down again.

That “all right” sounded more like “you asked for it,” though I got the impression she wanted to get this off her chest. And if there really wasn’t anything especially intense in those emails with Edu, getting everything that happened at Álvaro’s house out in the open would reset the slate as far as things to confess. I knew María, her maturity, her level-headedness. I knew that since she hadn’t been able to sweep what happened that night under the rug—partly because of my insistence—she wasn’t comfortable with half-truths.

“So yeah. What you were saying. That… you went to the couch while Guille was giving it to me from behind and… that… Álvaro had… shoved his huge cock in my mouth…” she said in a hushed but audible voice. Serious.

Her coldness when saying those shocking things never ceased to surprise me. But it wasn’t just the words—her bearing, her inflection had signaled from the start that she wouldn’t sugarcoat anything. Sincerity to the point of crudeness. She was also engaging psychologically, as she had when she’d confessed the earlier part to me, with that undertone… of not holding back in the slightest… of not caring if she hurt me.

She spoke in whispers, partially turned toward me but not really looking at me, perhaps under the pretense of trying to remember. It didn’t seem possible that anyone could hear her, though the awareness of that half-full train car gave her narration an extra dose of tension and boldness.

Her perfume, her gaze—still smoldering since her interrupted orgasm—her crossed legs, her heels, the outline of her chest under the impeccably ironed shirt, the elegance of her gestures and how she wore that long blazer. All of it together gave her words, already shocking on their own, a heart-stopping eroticism.

“So… anyway,” she continued. “Then I think that girl must have left…”

“Well… a good amount of time must have passed between when I went to the couch and when she left the house,” I interrupted. “In fact, I fell asleep… and she actually woke me up when she left.”

“Mmm… I don’t know,” she said, trying to remember. “Let’s see. I remember, like, being… with the two of them and her, well… I don’t remember her being there after that. She must have left. She probably realized she wasn’t part of it. She would have gone to get dressed in the other room, or to sleep. I don’t know. What I am sure of is that I don’t remember being… I mean, I don’t remember…” she whispered in an even lower tone. “I don’t remember Guille fucking me… and shoving me onto Álvaro’s cock… and her being there.”

That “she probably realized she wasn’t part of it” that María had said was, in a way, her victory. María was implying that she’d won. She had beaten Sofía, whose name she didn’t even want to say. Though Sofía had seemed to win the match at first, taking Guille—whom they’d both been infatuated with initially, though later he disgusted María—in the end, once they’d had both women at their mercy, they had focused on my girlfriend and ignored Sofía. Perhaps because she was even hotter, perhaps because fucking María, especially with both of them, was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. Or perhaps both.

“So yeah, she must have gone to the other bedroom for a while. What I do remember is that at that point they started talking about me, but to each other. I mean, they were talking about me, with me right there, referring to me, but as if I wasn’t there.”

“Really? But what were they saying?”

“I don’t remember… I remember less from that part of the night. Well,” she said in a slightly louder tone, as if something had come back to her. “Yes, I remember at that moment Guille was obsessed with the garter belt, like a fucking kid—I don’t see what the big deal is. Saying what a slut, what a look… and he was pulling on it… while… he was fucking me… and I was thinking he was going to break it, the idiot… And Álvaro, I don’t know what he was saying, but he was also talking about me as if I wasn’t there. Honestly, it pissed me off that they were talking about me like that… every second I was debating telling them to go to hell…”

I imagined María as I had left her in that bedroom. On all fours on that dirty cot, in black stockings, garter belt and nothing else, being pounded by Guille from behind—who would be pulling on the garter belt and insulting her—while sucking off Álvaro, who stood on the other side of the bed, feeding her his cock… savoring the warmth of María’s mouth... and I felt my cock grow and throb.

“And… that… I remember being about to stop so many times… especially because of Guille. I couldn’t stand him… fucking me… and on top of that, like, ridiculing me… And… then Álvaro stepped back… and he was watching me for a while like that… without moving… and like… egging him on…”

“What do you mean egging him on?”

“Yeah… like… give it to her harder… she likes it rough… I don’t know. He didn’t say it exactly like that. But along those lines, implying that he knew for a fact I liked it rough… I don’t know… it was at times… unpleasant… though if I had wanted to stop, I would have told them to go to hell… and...”

“And did he listen?” I couldn’t help interrupting again.

“You mean did he listen about going harder?”

“Yeah, I mean, did... Guille get more into it when Álvaro said that?”

“Well... yeah... I remember... he asked me to look at him... Yes. He pulled my hair and asked me to look at him... and he slipped one or two fingers in my mouth... Here, put it up there, on the suitcase, come on,” she interrupted her story and started taking off her jacket. I imagined her being fucked from behind by Guille, him telling her to turn her head to look at him... slipping a finger in her mouth... her sucking that finger... while he fucked her... while Álvaro watched and told Guille to do dirtier things to her... and my cock was leaking precum onto my underwear almost constantly.

Standing in the aisle of that train car, she placed her jacket on her suitcase while insisting I do it carefully—always meticulous about her clothes. When I looked back at her, she wasn’t looking at me, and unlike usual, she hadn’t rolled up her sleeves after taking off her jacket. She was nothing but a white silk shirt and black heels; anyone who saw her might even imagine she wasn’t wearing anything else.

I sat down next to her again, and in the silence I could sense her remembering—and it seemed like she was doing it for herself more than for me. Only when she said it out loud did it become something for both of us.

After a few moments where she stared at nothing in particular, squinting now and then—maybe as sudden images flashed through her mind—she whispered:

“Well... more?”

“Yes.”

She made a small gesture of annoyance then, as if she still couldn’t fully understand—even though we’d been doing this for over a year—that I wanted to hear what she was about to tell me, as if this vice of mine still seemed incomprehensible to her.

“Well... that,” she continued, turned slightly toward me again but not really looking at me, smoothing the hair she’d swept to one side of her neck, leaving the side closest to me exposed. “So... let’s see... the truth is... Guille at that moment was... giving it to me good. I’m not going to pretend he didn’t fuck me well at that moment... not like Álvaro, not even close... but yeah, well... even though I couldn’t help feeling a little disgusted every time I... played along and turned my face back and... saw that... belly... kind of deformed... like an old man’s... it was like an old man’s belly on a young body... weird and disgusting at the same time... I preferred not to turn around... but still, every now and then I would... and anyway... after that... I don’t know what happened, honestly... I have like flashes...”

“Flashes?” I asked automatically, in limbo, because suddenly I was in that room... and I could see Guille fucking her... slicked-back hair, almost grotesque, with that strange tic in his body and his triumphant face... It hurt and turned me on in equal measure.

“Yes, flashes, what’s wrong? Don’t you know what that is?”

“Yes, yes.”

“So yeah... several things come to mind that happened after... but honestly I’m not sure of the order. I remember the three of us in bed. Me in the middle. I remember being on my side kissing Guille with Álvaro behind me. And... I wanted to kiss Álvaro, but they always ended up turning me around... Especially because Álvaro... well, you know... obsessed with my ass. That’s the thing. I remember kissing Guille, the three of us lying on our sides in bed, and behind me Álvaro slipping one finger or maybe two in my ass. And them talking about me again, but not to me.”

“Like what? What were they saying?”

“I don’t know... honestly... I don’t know exactly.”

“Damn... more or less...”

“Well... Álvaro... said stuff about my ass... I don’t know, things like... ‘I’m going to wreck her ass,’ ‘I’m going to fuck her in the ass eventually...,’ things like that... and... Guille was groping my tits... kind of roughly too... while he kissed me and said... said... like ‘what tits she has, she looked like she had them, but not this much,’ something like that, like when I was dressed he hadn’t gotten the impression I had them like this, or something... But mostly I remember wanting to turn around... because Guille was disgusting me more and more... and sometimes I did turn my head and kiss Álvaro... but right away they’d have me kissing Guille again... who ended up going down to... kiss or... suck on my tits... because... damn I remember his teeth there... it hurt a little... and...” she said just before something clearly came to her. “And... yes... I think Álvaro slid inside me then... that Guille was going at my tits all sloppy while Álvaro ended up sliding inside me... of course... bareback at that point... without putting anything on.”

I imagined what she was telling me. Álvaro fucking her without a condom and Guille kissing her and then sucking on her tits... and my cock was already rock hard. I looked at María, flushed, her cheeks pink, and... both nipples showing through her shirt. I could see that ultra-thin bra through the fabric, could feel her heat, her cleavage glistening with arousal and her hands getting more and more restless, playing with her hair. She uncrossed her legs only to cross them again, unable to hide her tension, and continued:

“And… I don't know how we ended up shifting around… or moving… but then I remember Álvaro on top of me, fucking me… and… I mean, Álvaro on top, missionary, and… watching that bastard Guille straddle me, knees on either side of my body… and… his cock near my mouth… fuck… Yeah…”

“Yeah, what?”

“That… I… remember that. Álvaro fucking me but Guille over me, with his cock near my mouth… he'd lay it on my face… and… me with my eyes open and that thing on my face… until I don't know if he moved it… or if I did… but… yeah… eventually he slid it into my mouth… I remember lying there with my eyes open, looking up and seeing Guille… me sucking that idiot's cock while Álvaro fucked me… And again on the verge of telling them both to go to hell… but not being able to… it's just… ugh… I actually think I came like that… with my hands… on Guille's ass while he fucked my mouth and Álvaro… that bastard… who never came… just pounding me nonstop…”

“Fuck, María…”

“You wanted me to tell you, didn't you?” asked María, who was once again humiliating me and humiliating herself, unable or unwilling to recount it without including everything she remembered and all the emotional weight.

“Yes…”

“It's just… I remember… it's funny but I remember the smells even more… and the feel of things… the smell of Guille's cock when it was on my face… that mix of latex from the condom and cum from him having come several times… a really strong smell… and then that taste in my mouth… and that… feeling it half-soft in my mouth… and grabbing his ass… which… was pretty firm… grabbing his ass so he wouldn't shove it in my mouth too hard… and I remember looking at his smug face and being afraid he'd come… that he'd come in my mouth or on my face…”

“And…?”

“No… He didn't come. It got pretty hard… but he didn't come… And… like I was saying before… I think I came like that… and… then…” she said, thoughtful again, finally looking me directly in the eyes. “How are you doing?” she suddenly asked.

“Well… you can imagine…”

“Are you hard?”

“Yeah…”

“And doesn't it… doesn't it bother you? Don't you adjust yourself?”

“How did your ex handle it?” I asked, surprised and suddenly feeling attacked.

“Yeah, well, like everyone does,” she said, bordering on sadistic.

“If you want, I'll adjust it, but it doesn't bother me.”

“Which way is it pointing?”

“To one side,” I answered, not understanding where she was going with this. It felt like she was suddenly pulling some macabre game out of nowhere.

María, flushed, nipples showing through her top, hair partially covering her face, visibly aroused, suddenly seemed to enjoy the game of humiliating me, as if she wanted to take her guilt out on me for getting turned on remembering how those kids had fucked her.

She glanced at her watch. We'd be arriving soon.

“Well, should I keep going?” she asked, and when I nodded she continued, and I knew it was going to be almost impossible not to touch her, not to kiss her… as she told her story. “And… I don't know what happened next… but another memory I have is riding Guille… I don't know if Álvaro had gone to the bathroom or to the closet for another condom, but I remember being on top of Guille and… not wanting to look at him but at the same time wanting to, like… like it turned me on that deep down he disgusted me… such a weird thing… but I remember that feeling… and him saying 'so good…' 'so good…' I still have that voice in my head… God! It was disgusting… but… I didn't stop… and… then feeling Álvaro behind me… and like… he was trying to slide it in… you know… my ass… I mean, both of them at once… and I pushed him away…”

I glanced around quickly—no one seemed to be in front of us or behind or beside us… I was so close to… not pulling my cock out, but at least touching myself a little, feeling the wetness at the tip… No one nearby… No one would see me… but I didn't dare… all this while she continued:

“I pushed him away and… I think it was Guille who kind of started laughing… asking him if he was crazy, how did he expect to shove that thing in my ass like that… He was saying… something like… 'where do you think you're going with that?' and… yeah, like… 'You're going to kill her, you're crazy.' Like he was laughing at how he was trying to stick it in me like that… I mean… with the huge cock he has… and… eventually I climbed off… and Álvaro seemed offended by what Guille had said… I don't remember… the next thing I remember is Álvaro and I on the bed, me on all fours… him behind me… and… well… him trying to fuck my ass…”

“And you let him?”

“It's not like I let him or didn't. I don't know. Honestly, part of me couldn't even believe what was happening, and the other part figured it wasn't any crazier than everything else we'd been doing for hours. And… I told him to stop… and then… he kind of kicked Guille out… told him to leave us alone and… I don't remember… I think Guille protested or wanted to come one more time, I don't know… but Álvaro and I were already into it… and he ended up leaving… and… I remember Álvaro trying… honestly, part of me was pissed that he was actually going to do it… but if I hadn't wanted it I would've stopped him… and… fuck… I told him to be careful… I remember gripping the sheets hard and closing my eyes… and pushing my ass up… because like… I was on all fours… propped up on my elbows… and fuck… I don't know… he ended up getting it in… I don't know how much… maybe halfway… He kept saying 'there you go… there you go…' he was saying something like 'the tip is the worst part, it's the widest,' but no. I knew he hadn't gotten it all the way in…”

I couldn't contain myself. Seeing her all sweaty. Those enormous nipples poking through the silk of her shirt, broadcasting that she was horny as hell, that she was getting incredibly turned on remembering how that kid had fucked her in the ass… and I couldn't contain myself… I reached out and brought my hand directly to one of those voluptuous breasts showing through the white fabric. I caressed that breast, wanting to also feel the enormous nipple crowning it… but the moment she felt my touch she said:

“… No… don't touch me… don't be a pig. Control yourself while I tell you this,” she protested haughtily, cockily, pushing my hand away, and as I pulled back I heard: “Don't fuck it up now, I'm almost done.”

I don't think she'd ever spoken to me so dismissively.

I couldn't even respond, while she, unfazed, without acknowledging that she'd gone too far, swept her hair to the other side of her neck and went on, went on without looking at my face, not caring in the least whether she might have upset me.

“… And so… he had… he had gotten it in halfway… and he was pushing… and I told him to stop… I remember screaming… and him telling me to touch myself… to touch my pussy while he kept pushing in, that it would help. But it didn't help worth a damn. We reached a point where he couldn't go forward or backward. Just moving a millimeter felt like he was splitting me in two… And… finally he ended up slipping out… and he tried again… and I told him no… but then I gave in… and the same thing happened again… I ended up telling him that with that huge cock it was impossible… until we gave up.”

I imagined her, impaled halfway on that huge cock, just as I'd seen her. Screaming, in pain, in shock… but hornier than ever… and touching herself… bringing her hand down, between her legs… to that beautiful pussy… wrecked… Wearing the stockings, the garter belt, looking like such a slut... and finally getting ass-fucked by that kid... after laughing at him countless times through text messages…. After ignoring him, after vilifying him and mocking him for thinking he could hook up with her… in the end with his cock stuck halfway up her ass.

I stayed quiet. We sat in silence. I didn't know what to say… Finally, without really knowing why, maybe still stinging from her dismissiveness and wanting to strike back at her brutal snub, wanting to hurt her, I whispered:

“Well… you can be sure he's told his friends that… he fucked you in the ass.”

“… Wow… I don't think I'll be able to sleep thinking about him going around saying that,” she replied, her tone equal parts irony and ice.

She looked at her watch again. Her eyes were glassy with arousal. Everything about her was a constant denial of the obvious—that she was getting soaked from her own confession, from her own memories. You could practically feel her excitement radiating off her. If she hadn't unbuttoned a single button on her shirt, it was because she didn't want to acknowledge how flushed she was. But her cheeks gave her away. Her nipples straining against her bra and shirt betrayed her. And the way she kept crossing her legs. And her soft, halting voice. María was melting as she remembered. Her pussy had to be an absolute puddle… as drenched as those kids had left it. I imagined her asshole gaping open once Álvaro pulled his huge cock out of her, and I couldn't take it anymore—I needed to pull my cock out right there.

“And… what else…?” she continued, visibly affected, but still trying to feign distance. “Then we fell asleep, I think… and… I remember him waking me up sometimes… and… kissing me… it was already daytime… He'd wake up, we'd kiss… and… he'd fuck me… it was like I was dreaming… Sometimes I wouldn't even open my eyes… he'd kiss my neck… my back… brush my hair aside… spread my legs… and fuck me… Everything was calmer… I remember him purring as he fucked me… and I remember coming like that… and falling asleep again… I remember him holding me from behind… and us falling asleep like that… but soon he'd wake up again and fuck me again… him on top… or I'd wake up a little and climb on top of him…”

I didn't know if María mentioned the holding each other specifically to hurt me, or if she simply wanted to stick to what she remembered, but the truth was that imagining them together caused me terrible pain. I also had little doubt that all those times he woke up and slid inside her… he did it without a condom….

“And… I remember one time I woke up and he was asleep. And I wanted to leave. But I knew there was a good chance he'd wake up while I was getting dressed. And if he did, he'd want to fuck me again… and I didn't want to deal with the hassle of one last… screw... and... I don't know… I remember standing up and seeing his cock… lying to one side… huge… and I don't know if… I don't know if it was to keep him from wanting to fuck me again… probably that's why… I wanted him to come once and for all and fall asleep so I could leave in peace… so, yeah… I lay down next to him… him on his back, not moving… I sucked his balls… the shaft… the tip… I sucked it slowly for minutes and minutes… He… kept brushing the hair out of my face almost constantly and sometimes lifted his hips a little like… to push it into my mouth himself… I don't know… it was weird… because it was dirty but calm at the same time… and I don't know… I probably sucked it for like twenty minutes… but I didn't mind…

...I couldn't believe he wasn't coming… it was rock hard, about to explode, but he wasn't coming… and… he was saying… well… his usual filthy things… while brushing my hair back… like… “look at you suck it… you slut….” or… whore, he said… I don't remember… until… yeah, maybe after fifteen or twenty minutes, he told me he was going to come and told me to swallow it… but I didn't want to… I don't know why I got it in my head that I wanted… like I wanted it to splash on my mouth… I wanted to feel his cum shoot out and bounce off my lips… and… yeah… he was saying… “swallow it...” but no, I was jerking him off inches from my face… until ugh… finally… he came so hard, I remember closing my eyes and moving my face a little left and right and the bastard splashing me… like a fountain… he got my lips… my cheeks… he left my face a mess…

“Fuck, María…” I said in a whisper, but she didn't even flinch. She'd stopped confessing a while ago—she was just remembering for herself now.

“And… nothing… I went to the bathroom to clean up… No, no. That's right… After he covered me… he tried... to… put it in my mouth again.. and I was… I don't know if it was because he wanted to, or I did, I don't know, like one or two minutes with my face covered, I felt his hot cum on my face… and the smell of… that… of cum… on my face… sucking that huge cock that was getting softer and softer… but still big… Until yeah… I went to the bathroom to clean up… and when I came back I think he was already asleep… and I got dressed and left.

That “I got dressed and left” came out as barely a whisper, her voice overtaken by the most intense arousal. Her cleavage glistened more than ever. Her shirt clung to her body. Her nipples were straining against the fabric, completely beyond her control. But at the same time she was trying to maintain composure, as if attempting a detached narration. My underwear was soaked… and something inside me burst out:

“Fuck… María…”

“What…”

“Fuck… why… why don't you touch yourself… now…”

“What?”

“Touch yourself… slide your hand down… no one would see you… I'd die if you masturbated a little right now.”

“Are you crazy or what the fuck is wrong with you?”

“… No, I'm not crazy… do you realize what you just told me? And… well… you know damn well that if someone else asked you what I'm asking, you'd do it.”

There was a strange silence during which I realized I didn't understand myself either. I didn't know where that request had come from, but it was true that I was dying to see her masturbating, in public, remembering what she'd told me.

“Better than that…” she said, “why don't we go to the train bathroom and you fuck me?” she asked, and I was speechless… Two, three, four seconds, until I understood that no, obviously she had no intention whatsoever of letting my tiny cock—a cock she despised when she was this turned on—enter her body. At that moment she didn't want that or even a kiss from me; she wouldn't even let me touch her.

“Don't be mean…” I protested childishly, the words coming out on their own.

Maybe that tone made her back down. Maybe she realized her story had been too raw. Or maybe she wanted to check on her own body.

“Someone might see me…”

“No one can see you. Right now there's no one next to us, or in front or behind,” I said, hiding my excitement at the possibility of what I craved actually happening.

“If someone comes or walks by in the aisle, I'll kill you.”

I stayed quiet… Then she pulled the cuffs of her shirt back a bit, to the middle of her forearms, with a certain elegance, pretending again not to be nervous, and lowered her hands to the button of her shorts. I couldn't believe it… I thought my heart was going to burst out of my chest.

I could even hear the zipper of her shorts going down. I looked toward the aisle. Just to check. And when I turned my gaze back to her, one of her hands was slipping under her panties… feeling her pussy… presumably soaked… and she closed her eyes the moment she touched herself. She sighed immediately. She exhaled silently, eyes closed… pussy exposed… No one knew like she did how to explore herself and calm that heat. She lowered her other hand and her breasts seemed ready to burst out of her bra and shirt, from the position and her arousal. María was fingering herself hard, sitting there, her nipples straining against the fabric… unable to make a sound… remembering how those two rich boys had fucked her… Fifteen… twenty seconds… her mouth falling open… that orgasm building… it seemed like she was going to come any second… her legs opening and closing in tiny, rapid movements, like involuntary, almost feverish spasms… when, for some reason, she snapped out of it, closed her mouth, pulled her hands out… and said as if nothing had happened:

“That's it.”

Her shift was so abrupt, her return to reality so sudden, that you'd almost suspect the pleasure she'd shown had been faked—but that was impossible.

She zipped up and fastened the button. She straightened her shirt, looking annoyed at how her nipples, her sweat, and her flush might be giving her away.

I could almost smell her sex, or maybe I really did smell it, perhaps from her pussy, perhaps from her hands… or maybe it was just my imagination. When I finally gathered myself, I asked her for one more thing, perhaps even crazier—I asked if I could smell her hands, her fingers; smell or kiss those fingers that had just been touching her soaked pussy.

“You're kidding me, Pablo. You're not seriously asking me that.”

“Yes… I'm serious.”

“Look, you should just go to the bathroom and jerk off… maybe then you'll stop asking me for stupid shit.”

I was about to stand up. I'd suddenly decided I couldn't take it anymore. I was going to the bathroom. If not to jerk off, at least to catch my breath, to sigh, to free my cock and try to process everything María had just told me.

Then suddenly her phone lit up. I could see it was Álvaro texting her. He probably wanted to meet up, even if just for a little while.

I wondered if it was even possible that they'd see each other, even for just a few minutes, without him fucking her again. I wondered if anyone at this point didn't want Álvaro to fuck María again. I wondered if María could keep denying to herself that she needed someone like Álvaro to fuck her good and proper.

Again.


CHAPTER 30

I'd made up my mind—I was heading to the restrooms at the back of the car. I didn't stick around to find out if María got worked up over Álvaro texting her. I didn't stay to see if she'd respond quickly, make him wait a bit, or ignore him altogether. I was too shocked after what I'd heard, after watching María touch her pussy right there in her seat… too shocked to get upset, to suffer, or to get aroused by whatever might come from that phone.

Once in the restroom, I slammed the lock shut and found myself blinded—the light in that tiny space was far brighter than in the car. I rushed to unbutton my pants and check the thick, spreading pool of clear fluid that had soaked the front of my underwear. Relief. Peace. Liberation. The consequences of her story were right there physically, and emotionally in a mind already being bombarded by the images and positions María had described.

I didn't need to jerk off so much as I needed to let go. I pulled my pants all the way down to my ankles. Standing there like that, pants around my ankles, I turned on the faucet, wet my hands, brought them to my face, and caught sight of my ridiculous cock in the mirror, the whole tip smeared with that whitish fluid. Reddened, tortured the night before from being trapped in that cylinder, and squeezed just moments ago by my underwear and pants. A tiny cock that felt unjustly treated yet somehow enjoyed the injustice.

I pulled back the skin of my cock and closed my eyes. With my other hand, I braced myself against the sink to keep my balance. My hand wanted to stroke, but something inside me wanted to prolong that state of peak arousal. And my treacherous mind kept firing off images that forced my hand to move.

If there'd been a camera, or if someone had kicked down that door, they would have seen a man with his pants around his ankles, leaning against the sink, eyes closed, head tilted slightly back, jerking off his tiny cock with two fingers, thinking—or imagining—how two guys had fucked his girlfriend, his fiancée.

My mind didn't choose, didn't select the best or most humiliating position. It just fired at random, like a music player on shuffle. Not just the positions, but the words and behaviors. That they'd fucked her without a condom killed me and sent me into ecstasy; that Álvaro had taken her ass both excited me and gutted me. Imagining—or remembering—her pussy and mouth stuffed with those kids' cocks humiliated me and humiliated her. But maybe the words were the most shocking: that Álvaro called her a pig while she sucked him off and she didn't protest, that Guille called her a slut while he pounded her from behind and she didn't stop him. That fact. Imagining just how aroused, how heated María must have gotten to not protest those humiliations—because as long as they kept fucking her, those degradations were acceptable.

With each image, doubts assailed me. Questions I'd set aside so as not to interrupt her, but that now demanded answers. Because in everything she'd just told me, she'd only described one male orgasm—Álvaro's, on her lips and face—but it seemed unlikely Guille hadn't come too. The obvious question was how and where. Maybe inside her… and I assumed that if so, it would have been with a condom… surely her sanity extended at least that far.

And when Álvaro fucked her ass… I wondered whether he'd used a condom or not… From what she'd described, it sounded like he hadn't.

Curiously, after all my questions, my mind didn't go to what she'd narrated but to what I'd witnessed. To when I'd walked into that bedroom and Guille was fucking her. Her face full of surrender… of feeling degraded yet grateful at the same time, always caught in a tension that seemed ready to snap at any moment, one way or the other—either she'd come, or she'd pull away from him and tell them both to fuck off. Always right at that edge. A look of pleasure on her face that she'd never shown with me. Her body grateful for that cock and that madness, as if knowing this was a gift unlikely to come again and she had to seize it. In that sense, surely all three of them had thought the same thing during those hours.

Suddenly I felt myself about to come as I remembered that moment when Álvaro was fucking her missionary while Guille, knees planted on either side of her torso, fed his cock into her mouth. I imagined myself entering the room, invisible. The invisibility of the cuckold. And I saw how the boys' bodies nearly touched, while of María you could barely see her spread legs, her arms and hands gripping Guille's ass, her head bobbing back and forth on that cock with his hands guiding her. Violated in both pussy and mouth by those two preppy kids, who still couldn't believe their luck—fucking that hottie who'd seemed untouchable. That hottie who, once she'd given in, said no to nothing, letting herself be fucked and insulted like a cheap whore.

I was starting to feel a small spasm announcing my orgasm when that phrase—the cheap whore bit—made me stop. I thought of her on the train, sitting there in those expensive clothes, maybe giving off the impression of being a whore, but a different kind—a high-class one… And I felt bad, as I had before… for using certain words about her in moments of peak arousal. Because I didn't think of her that way at all, and I blamed myself more than her for pushing her to become something she wasn't.

I let go of my cock. Once again, it was paying the price for all the psychological weight of our situation. I splashed water on my face again, grabbed some toilet paper, and dried my underwear and cock as best I could. I straightened my clothes, took a breath, and walked out.

The car door slid open and my eyes went straight to María, who wore a stony expression. As if nothing had happened. Less flushed. More composed. In front of her sat a girl who hadn't seemed to be there before—maybe she'd been in the café car or another compartment. Either way, there seemed to be more people than before. I wondered if anyone could have overheard her story, but it seemed highly unlikely. Besides, it didn't really matter.

What I did think about was that if someone had walked into the car during those seconds while María was masturbating, they would have seen that half-open mouth, those closed eyes… and that face twisted… with pure pleasure… María had been right that it really had been risky.

I didn't sit beside her, but in my own seat. Once again enjoying the view of her from a distance, now that I'd received my reward from that confession. She didn't look for me either.

I checked the time on my phone—we were about to arrive. I opened the chat app. María had come online a minute ago. I couldn't keep operating with so little information, so I wrote to her:

“What did you talk about with Álvaro?” Once again it seemed surreal that I was texting her from just two meters away.

I didn't want to glance over at her—in fact, I turned even more toward my window. Until she responded:

“Did you jerk off in there in the end?”

“I think what you talked about with Álvaro is quite a bit more relevant,” I answered, knowing I was right.

She was taking a while to respond. I was afraid she'd leave me hanging. But a couple of minutes later, her reply finally appeared on my screen:

“Did you freak out a lot about what I told you?”

“Imagine…”

“Did it all seem… really dirty to you?” she asked, and I knew she wasn't asking about the filthiness of the acts, but about herself. She was really asking, in coded language, whether I judged her as a slut for what she'd confessed. It seemed to me she was finally showing some humanity. Worried, even if only a little, about what I might think of her now that she'd revealed everything.

“No,” I responded sincerely.

And it was true. I couldn't judge everything she'd confessed on that train in isolation. I had to factor in all the components. I had to mix all the elements together—everything that had happened before, where we were coming from, where she was coming from. I had to be aware that I'd been with María for five years and that she'd really only been fucked the way she deserved, the way her body deserved, on two nights: the one with Edu and the one at Álvaro's house. Two full, pleasurable sexual experiences to the point of ecstasy in five years. Because my fucks with María during those years could be categorized in multiple ways, some better than others, but not fulfilling, not satisfying in moments of maximum need. And I also had to factor in how many times Álvaro had tried that night, and how she had resisted—for herself, and nothing more than for herself—because she knew she had me beside her the whole time, insisting, insisting that she accept. Add that we had already left his house despite how worked up she was, add that she had agreed to kiss him and jerk him off… but then leave… because she didn't want to fail herself… until she had finally given in.

It was true that once the tallest tower had fallen, the collapse had been spectacular. That once she'd surrendered, her need to let loose had taken her to humiliating limits, but it wouldn't be fair to her for me to judge her as something she wasn't.

I was lost in those thoughts when my phone lit up again. María was agreeing to tell me what she'd discussed with Álvaro in their messages. She told me he was staying at a hotel across from the train station, that he wasn't there yet but would arrive soon, that his friends would pick him up at nine forty that night, that they couldn't stop for more than a few seconds because there was a bus lane or something like that.

We would arrive at exactly 9:01 PM, and between leaving the station and getting there, it would easily be nine twenty. There would be twenty minutes at most to work with, and those were the calculations I was making, because from what she was telling me, nothing suggested she intended to go to Álvaro's hotel.

María got tired of transcribing and, given my questions, decided to save time, so I started receiving screenshots of her conversation with him. There I saw how the guy kept insisting on seeing her... that he had a dinner later and then Sofía would come, that after that it would be impossible, that he wanted to see her for those fifteen or twenty minutes, that he hadn't said goodbye to her and wanted to see her. María wasn't saying yes or no, barely responding with monosyllables.

I didn't know what to believe. But I was certainly aware of how worked up María was. The half hour or more she'd spent describing and reliving the incredible sex session she'd had with him… I wondered where she'd find the strength to refuse that fleeting visit.

I mentioned Edu to her, in a somewhat roundabout way, to which she responded:

“If you're asking whether Edu wants me to meet up with that idiot, the answer is yes. What the hell he gets out of it, I don't know.”

María was being pressured by Edu, pressured by Álvaro, and pressured by me… even though I wasn't saying anything to her. Surely her soaked pussy, too—soaked from what she'd remembered, from what she'd experienced with him specifically—also wanted to convince her.

It seemed that only her ego, her haughty, proud, and principled self, was resisting and fighting. Against everything.

The train arrived at its destination and I still didn't know what would happen. As always, she was the one who decided. Once again, that uncertainty was as addictive as the morbid thrill of watching her fuck another man.

To my surprise, something happened that made me think she might actually go meet Álvaro—María stood up and, in the middle of the narrow aisle, reached up for her jacket and slipped it on with a style and elegance that made clear she had no intention of discouraging the men's admiring gazes. As if she'd set out to arouse every man there with nothing but her beauty, her femininity, her presence, and her body language. For about fifteen seconds she turned, lingered, and preened, pretending she was flirting with herself, though it was clearly meant for everyone else too. That way of admiring herself, almost arousing herself in the process... revealed she wasn't just incredibly horny and turned on—she had an urgent need to broadcast it.

Of course she didn't have to ask anyone to get her suitcase down. A very young guy helped her, barely daring to look her in the face, his avoidance betraying more desire than the lascivious stares of the older men.

María's long, bare legs paraded down the aisle, and once again came the women's repulsion and the men's excitement. Again I imagined how many of them would take her for a high-class hooker, and I even wondered if Edu had deliberately aimed for exactly that image.

Once again we weren't traveling as a couple, but as one and one. We walked close together along the platform, but not side by side. Her stride projected determination, but I knew it was false confidence. Her soaked pussy, her damp panties, and the opportunity presenting itself... just minutes away... within her reach... it was all right there.

I didn't approach until we reached the escalators that would take us up to the ground floor. There she grabbed her phone, and I saw Álvaro had texted her. We both read from the screen. María didn't show me her phone or try to hide it, as usual, and we could read a fairly long paragraph where Álvaro told her he'd just arrived at the hotel, was in a huge hurry, and would be getting in the shower soon. If she came, she should ask for the key card at reception for room 201 and let herself in because he'd probably be showering. At the end of the paragraph, Álvaro asked:

“You're not bringing that retard boyfriend of yours, are you? If he comes, he stays outside.”

As if that last sentence weren't enough, at the top of the screen you could see that Edu had dropped yet another bomb. A bomb we could both read, and I could almost feel María's phone trembling in her hand as she read it...

“Since his hotel's right across the street, go up and let him fuck you good.”

María huffed and immediately lowered her phone.

We stepped off the escalators and walked toward a walkway. It was past 9:10, and I positioned myself a couple of meters from María, who, burning up and under pressure, kept pretending she could handle everything and everyone.

I wanted her to go to that hotel and didn't want her to go. I knew that even if she went up, I couldn't go in. I visualized myself behind the door of room 201... her inside... me listening to them... I imagined hearing them talk... then hearing kisses... and I thought I'd die. I got hard and felt guilty about it. Again. Once again the same thing was happening to me.

María wasn't checking her phone. It seemed like whatever decision she was going to make, she'd already made it. She didn't even ask me—my answer would be obvious. Nor did she tell me she'd just go to talk to him, because we both knew that if she agreed to go to that hotel, even if she was only there fifteen minutes... it would be to get fucked... in a short but savage, brutal fuck... No one could believe Álvaro was going to stay faithful to Sofía and that he wanted María to come up... just to talk...

With the feeling that the decision had been made and only the execution remained, we left the train station on that mild spring night. We stopped at a traffic light, with our suitcases, the taxis to the left and Álvaro's hotel across the avenue.

I felt then that I didn't just desire it—there was something more. It seemed fair to me that she go to Álvaro's hotel. Like a matter of what she deserved—because of the pressure, because of what I couldn't give her, and even to take advantage of her luck in finding a lover like him.

It was still strange, that feeling of believing your girlfriend deserves to be fucked by another guy, but that's how it was.

The light turned green and María walked a bit ahead of me. Her high heels, her bare legs, that long blazer covering her shorts, the crisp white shirt peeking out at the collar and cuffs—just right, measured, elegant—her rolling suitcase trailing behind... and her body burning... under pressure... Her hair swaying like a metronome with her firm stride... and I thought then, watching her, about that bastard's luck... that bastard Álvaro... what he was about to fuck...

We reached the other side of the road. I caught up to her, and María didn't turn right toward the crosswalk to cross the avenue—she walked toward the taxi stand. The words came out automatically, without thinking, nervous:

“Where are we going?”

“To our hotel, where else?”


CHAPTER 31

I didn't really know how I felt. I wasn't sure if disappointment was the right word. Part of me was frustrated, but another part was grateful for the unbearable stress I'd just avoided.

María seemed able to handle everything, everything we threw at her. Her integrity held firm against everything, even against herself.

Once again in another taxi, seated as far apart as possible. I caught that unfamiliar perfume again, filling the enclosed space. Her crossed legs, her impeccable clothes, and her expression of false calm.

I noticed the taxi driver kept glancing in the rearview mirror. Whether to check out María repeatedly or just out of driving habit... I couldn't tell. If he'd been eyeing her while helping us load the suitcases into the trunk, he'd hidden it well.

I looked out my window and thought that if I was frustrated, Álvaro must be even more so—he'd surely already pictured himself fucking María in some incredible lay. I imagined him showering, already half hard, envisioning María walking into his hotel room, practically ready, already horny... knowing that by the third kiss he'd have her on the bed reaching for his cock... needing him again to calm her down... and it excited me while at the same time I was glad he'd have to go without.

While those were nothing more than assumptions and fantasy, I couldn't be too far off, because every time I looked toward María's side of the taxi, I saw her phone lighting up constantly, and her ignoring those calls.

We arrived at our hotel and the taxi driver kept up his discretion while helping us with the suitcases as we paid him. It struck me that during the taxi ride I'd not only thought about Álvaro's disappointment, but I'd also had time to wonder what María was really up to with Edu. Because she obeyed him, but she didn't obey him. Were we in Madrid because Edu had asked or because she'd wanted it that way? And what for, if she'd blown off Álvaro.

We entered the lobby and found two couples ahead of us at the reception desk, so we'd have to wait a few minutes before checking in.

Standing there in the middle of the spacious entrance. With nothing to do. Always separated by those couple of meters that marked traveling together yet being apart, I ended up approaching her and asking about the lunch she'd had with Edu.

“I thought you weren't even going to ask me. Half the time I don't understand anything,” she responded curtly, touched her hair and gathered it with her hands as if she were going to make a ponytail, but she didn't, and let her mane fall back down her back and, this time looking me in the eyes though with an expression like she wasn't giving too much importance to what she was about to say, she began:

“Well... don't go thinking we talked much. In fact we were quiet for quite a while, to the point that I was almost going to ask him what the hell he'd wanted to meet for when he dropped... how did he put it... something like: 'I'm very interested in you going to Madrid.' I mean, imagine, what a weird thing to say and out of nowhere,” María spoke in whispers, but at full speed, somewhat nervous. “And I told him I wasn't going to do anything with the guy. And... I don't know what else... then he sort of talked to me about the voice note we sent him and seemed to want to link it to going to Madrid, like what a shitty voice note... And of course, I couldn't tell him you'd recorded it badly... but there he... he pressured me a little... and I didn't know what to tell him... And then he asked me how many times I'd listened to his voice note with Begoña, I told him I didn't know... in the end I told him yes, probably more than once.”

Standing there in the lobby, María with her arms crossed kept telling me in a low tone, pretending that her meeting with Edu hadn't been important, but it was evident—in her tone, in her rushed pace, and in her gaze—that whenever Edu entered the equation, everything was relevant, relevant and very tense. And there was something that grated on me about her account, and I soon discovered what it was: she seemed to want to present a lunch, a relationship, as equals, but I'd seen them together and I knew it wasn't like that, that Edu was the relaxed one, the firm one, and she was always more alert and uncomfortable.

“And... like that... well... there was a court clerk in the restaurant and we started talking about the courthouse, more gossip than work, and he said something like I looked really hot in work clothes or... very... how did he put it... I think he said I looked very femme fatale... or something like that... and I could see where it was going and I was going to tell him I wasn't going to Madrid in work clothes but he beat me to it and said something like... 'it would be good if you went to Madrid, not exactly how you dress for the office, but mixing it up, I'm sure you can think of something.'”

“And so you chose to dress like this yourself? But are these new clothes?”

“Yes, well, not the shorts.”

I hesitated for a moment, but then I went for it:

“You're... pretty eye-catching... I saw you from far away at the station and... you looked... I don't know... like a high-class hooker.” I surprised even myself saying that to her—out loud it sounded really bad.

“Don't exaggerate...” she cut me off in a somewhat louder tone, a bit startled and upset, but I thought it could have gone over even worse. “Do high-class hookers dress like this? Are you an expert?”

“No... I don't know.”

“That's the style now, long blazers with skinny jeans or shorts… Don't be ridiculous…”

Silence fell. Soon we'd have a clear path to check in, and she rushed to continue:

“Well… anyway. And… not much else. Deep down it was all a bit awkward, not natural, like everything with him…” she said, acknowledging something obvious now—that she was never exactly comfortable with him— “…you never know what he'll come out with. And I remember as we were finishing lunch… out of nowhere he said: 'Aren't you hot in that sweater?' and I told him yes, but that I had a tacky tank top on underneath, and he said: 'I don't care if it's tacky.'”

At that moment the couple in front of us stepped away from the reception desk and we moved forward to check in. María was giving her information and I wondered if she'd stayed in that tight tank top—the one that made her tits look incredible—in front of Edu. I imagined them finishing lunch, at dessert, in silence, her tits on display, Edu savoring that timid exhibition and that silence, which for her must have been excruciating, and it turned me on even as it sent chills down my spine.

But of everything in that strange conversation María had recounted, what struck me most was that phrase from Edu, that bit about “I'm very interested in you going to Madrid.” I didn't understand any of it, and it seemed María didn't either. I also couldn't quite grasp why she'd obeyed that request to spend the weekend away, since it seemed Edu was in charge, yes, but María reserved a sort of veto power she used whenever she wanted.

We went through the motions of checking in for our one-night stay like automatons, both of us with so much on our minds, carrying this constant, tremendous emotional and sexual weight—though María pretended to hide it. We stepped into the elevator and made way for a couple with a stroller and a small child. They were a bit younger than us and only had eyes for each other and the kid. Yes, that father looked fulfilled; the hottie riding up in the elevator with him—María—didn't even exist for him. And once again I wondered why I hadn't chosen to lead a normal life, when I'd had everything I needed to be happy. They got off on the fourth floor, super nice, charming, and I wondered if María was thinking the same thing as me, and if she blamed me for going off the rails to explore this madness.

We dragged our suitcases down the hallway to our room. We went in. The room was more spacious than expected, though nothing special. María took off her jacket and placed it meticulously over the back of a chair. She looked at herself in the mirror beside a flat screen mounted on the wall. She paused to study herself. Again she made that gesture of lifting her hair from behind, as if to put it in a ponytail but then not doing it, as if she wanted to let her nape breathe with that movement—those twenty seconds with her arms raised, which also had the unintentional effect of making her chest stand out more.

I was setting my luggage on the suitcase rack when she said, point-blank:

“Look, Pablo… I'm not going to deny that there's something appealing about obeying Edu on certain things. I'm not going to deny it at this point.”

The silence stretched on forever. It seemed like she was reading my mind, that she knew I didn't quite understand what was really going on between her and him. Or maybe, as had become the norm, she wasn't telling me—she was clarifying it for herself.

“But… I don't have the soul of some ditzy submissive,” she continued, standing there in front of the mirror, in her high heels, her endless legs, her fiery gaze, her expensive shirt— “If he thinks I'm a Nati or a Begoña, he's got another thing coming.”

I didn't understand that comparison with those two, since they had been or were his girlfriends, and she obviously wasn't. Unless she had information that he'd also played—or was playing—some game of giving orders to Begoña or Nati. Or maybe she meant she considered them meek, spineless, starry-eyed… when she was the exact opposite. I figured yes, she must be referring to that last thing.

“But why are we here? What did we come here for?” I finally managed to say.

“We're here because all three of us want to be. That's it.”

“But what… what… what…” I stammered, bewildered— “what do you want to happen, what are we going to do tonight, what are we going to do tomorrow, why did you blow off Álvaro like that… when Edu asked you to come. I don't understand any of it.”

“I blew off Álvaro because I'm fed up and because I'm not a slut. As for tonight and tomorrow, I don't know either. Look, I'm hungry, let's order something from room service and go out because I'm already getting stressed in here.”

“If you're getting stressed, why don't we just eat out?”

“Because I want to eat something fast, I don't want to start looking for a restaurant now, and besides, I need to charge my phone. Are you hungry?”

“Not really, but you're the one in a hurry to go out.”

María was about to reply when her phone, resting on the table in front of her, lit up again.

“Who is it?” I asked, still tense.

María lowered her gaze and said:

“It's nobody, it's Inés, damn it, my phone's about to die,” María was speaking fast, like she had at the front desk, wanting to shut down uncomfortable topics as quickly as possible— “By the way,” she continued— “don't take this the wrong way, but Edu sent me something dirty, something really dirty while I was on the train; I haven't read it, but you could tell what it was, and I want to read it, I want to read it in peace.”

“What? When? Now?”

“Now, in a bit, after dinner, I don't know... And I have a feeling he'll send me one of those huge paragraphs because he's at a bachelor party, and it seems like until he finds someone to hook up with... he's going to keep texting me dirty stuff...”

“Okay, okay...” I responded, already overwhelmed, with that familiar feeling that I wasn't in control of anything. “Okay, I'll order dinner and you can read that whenever you want.” I was going to ask if I could read it too, but I didn't want to hear her say no.

“And what are we doing tonight? We go out and then what? I still don't understand any of this,” I said.

“I already told you I don't know, but I noticed when you were packing that you came prepared for... you know,” she said, surprising me. She had indeed seen—I'd packed our two toys in my suitcase, and that's what she was referring to. I'd also packed her stockings and garter belt, and I figured she hadn't noticed those. I pretty much ruled out any chance she'd actually wear them at any point during the weekend.

“I don't know,” she continued. “I felt like spending a night away, so did you... and Edu wants to write me dirty messages and ask what I'm up to while you and I are out in another city, so there you go. Maybe we're overthinking this.”

“But what do you mean by taking your time reading it? The whole reading it slowly thing, what...”

“Oh, Pablo, enough already,” she interrupted. “Sometimes I don't know if you don't understand Spanish or what. Order the food and stop stressing me out, even just for a second,” she said, her tone getting cockier by the minute. But I wasn't about to give in no matter how bossy she got. I ignored her arrogance and pressed on:

“Damn it, María, what do you mean 'take your time reading it'? Are you telling me that... you're going to... touch yourself... while you read whatever dirty thing Edu sent you? Here?”

“I didn't say that, but hey, why not? If it's good and I feel like it, maybe I will.”

“And me?”

“What about you? I don't know. If you want to watch, watch.”

“Watch but don't get in the way, right?”

“Well, fine, you said it, not me.”

She concluded haughtily, as insufferable as she was maddeningly arousing, undoing a button on her shirt, pleased with herself again, debating whether to take it off and get more comfortable.


CHAPTER 32

María stepped away from the perfection and sensuality of the mirror to look for a phone charger she'd find in her suitcase. Meanwhile, I wondered why I'd been so insistent about the space she was demanding to read what Edu had written, as if I didn't know this wasn't the first time, as if much more shocking things hadn't happened to us. But the truth was that this surprised me without alarming me; it was surprise, not reproach, and I could understand why she might interpret it as reproach rather than curiosity. If it were reproach, it would be disguised as fear—fear of being pushed aside.

She took off her shirt and placed it over the blazer that lay on the back of the chair, and she did so not only carefully but tenderly, then paraded toward the bathroom with her toiletry bag in hand. I could see her fine, delicate bra and finally understood the transparency of her nipples on the train—that garment was an insufficient barrier, one that had fought an unequal battle against the voluptuousness of the areolas and nipples of a woman in her prime. I wondered when and especially why she had bought that bra I'd never seen before, and whether she would dare wear it that very night, but if she had worn it like that in broad daylight, it seemed obvious she would. Another question I asked myself was whether it was someone else's whim or her own. If it was an order, it would be about arousal; if her own decision, it would be a desire to feel sexual, for herself and for others.

Dazed by that garment, I was slow to register her last words before she disappeared toward the bathroom—that “Order whatever you want” referring to room service. I looked at the menu, and the truth was there was hardly anything to choose from. My gaze drifted curiously to her open suitcase and her plugged-in phone. Two temptations. I opted for the suitcase—perhaps her clothes would reveal her plans—but I didn't see anything particularly suggestive: no short dress, no stockings, nothing special. I was about to risk a look at her phone, but the absence of running water stopped me from even trying.

She came out of the bathroom and I told her nothing on the menu appealed to me. Perhaps it was more of a power struggle than anything else. She suggested going down to the hotel's own restaurant and mentioned she hadn't expected to find her power bank in her toiletry bag. Suddenly, going out with enough battery on her phone became more important than those barely believable difficulties finding a restaurant.

We both changed clothes to go down to dinner—me because I'd broken into a cold sweat from so many emotions, and she perhaps to give herself a break from that María who suffocated not only others but herself. Still, almost everything about her in that context had a strong impact, not so much because of her denim shirt but because of some black leather pants that fit her like a dream, giving her such a killer ass that I wondered if she'd gained a few pounds.

Sitting at the table in the hotel restaurant, I told her how stunning her pants looked and remembered a time we'd run into Paula when she was wearing a denim shirt. I'd told Paula that dressed like that she looked masculine, like a truck driver or something. It wasn't the right moment to remind María of that anecdote, and I noticed that the same shirt on María was all femininity—everything she wore seemed delicate and feminine on her.

I kept going on about her leather pants and she cut me off:

“I'm going out in what I was wearing before. Don't push it.”

“That's not why I was saying it. It was just a compliment.”

“Well, thanks, but I'm putting on my other clothes.”

Sometimes I got the feeling that María didn't want to be as rude and brusque as she ended up being, because she would immediately backtrack, in her own way, changing her tone and starting a conversation with a friendlier expression.

We talked about which neighborhoods to go out in while I absorbed the fact that the restaurant was almost empty, meaning I couldn't enjoy lustful looks directed at her, or looks of envy and disbelief directed at me. Whenever I went through two or three situations in a row without seeing men's desire for her, I got frustrated. In this case, I was on an unacceptable streak: the taxi driver, the guy in the elevator, and now this half-empty restaurant. I was frustrated and wanted to get to some pub or bar right away.

María, a sworn enemy of air conditioning, said she was glad she'd put on long pants since it was definitely colder inside the hotel than outside, while I wondered which part of Madrid to head to. Neither of us had lived there, but we both knew the city perfectly from multiple trips, both for pleasure and work.

I soon realized that a friend from university not only lived there but, from what I saw on social media, went out night after night, and I started worrying about running into him without having given him a heads-up.

“Well, I don't think that's going to happen, right?” she said.

“Yeah, but it's killing me, María. We've talked a thousand times about how I'd let him know as soon as I came.”

“Well, I don't know, text him. Maybe he's not going out, and you'll feel better.”

In the end, I took her advice and wrote to him, then waited for his response.

If the first part of dinner was calm, an oasis amid so much craziness, little by little things shifted—shifted and grew tense as her phone, on the table and plugged into her portable battery, began lighting up more and more frequently. Seeing her phone face-down, I could only make out the length of the messages she received and the speed of her responses. Everything escalating. Her fidgeting hands and flushed cheeks did their best to hide it.

I played dumb because I enjoyed it. I enjoyed her tension, how I could feel it through her. It was a strange sensation, arousal mixed with pain, watching her in a way surrender to Edu when with me she acted with such cockiness.

At one point she got up to go to the bathroom, leaving her phone on the table like a trap set to test my curiosity. I watched her walk away in heels and those pants, cursing that her shirt hid her ass wrapped in that black leather. I imagined Edu groping her, pawing at her in those pants, and it turned me on. I imagined her pulling down her panties to pee and discovering how wet her underwear was, and that turned me on even more.

I held firm, not looking at her phone, feeling—perhaps absurdly—that this gave me some distance and power. But when I imagined myself snooping through her phone, nervous and rushed, I felt terribly small. Too small.

She came back, and by dessert one paragraph must have been especially bold because she reread it, her mind and body both responding. Watching María get turned on reading Edu's dirty messages was pain and arousal all at once. After reading them, she'd go distant for a few seconds, then try to cover it up by continuing the conversation with forced normalcy.

I savored my flan, but my eyes kept drifting to María, who was now more in Edu's world than at our dinner. She crossed her legs and touched her hair. She read but barely typed back. When she did, there was no hesitation. And in my mind, a thought kept echoing: “That bastard is getting your panties wet paragraph by paragraph.”

At one point she must have sensed that in my eyes she was starting to look guilty of something—though I'm not sure what—and decided to set a second trap for me. This time I wanted to fall into it. She asked me directly what I wanted to happen that night, and I was equally frank. I told her in detail what had been absolutely obvious for over a year: another man, another night, and watching her with him. She didn't respond, just looked at me with distance, as if to make clear that if nothing happened, it would be because she didn't want it to—and that if anyone was to blame here, it would be me.

“Well, I'm sorry, but that's not going to happen,” she said, resolute and commanding. So regal with me, so undone by Edu's messages.

Right then another message interrupted the tension, another message that clearly got her hot. And another. And another. The end of dinner grew tense for me and unbearable for her. Again, I was enjoying it—much more than she was—because she had to hide it.

Her arousal wouldn't subside as we walked down the hallway to our room. The silences grew longer and longer, her flush harder to hide, and the temptation to touch her kept building. A temptation with a masochistic edge—craving her rejection almost more than her touch.

As soon as we entered our room, I headed for the bathroom. My main intention was to give her space—the space she'd demanded. Demanded and deserved.

I started brushing my teeth calmly, deliberately. I didn't know what I'd find when I came out and faced her. I didn't know what I wanted to find either.

With my phone resting on the sink, I scrolled through social media with one hand while brushing with the other. I finished brushing my teeth, rinsed my mouth, and spit—then several messages from María came through. Screenshots of a conversation. I didn't understand any of it, and I didn't have time to, because at that exact moment the door opened and María dropped the harness with that enormous rubber cock onto the wet sink.

“Put this on, come on. I can't take it anymore.”

She said it in a neutral tone that didn't betray as much need as the words themselves conveyed. Trying to fake control until the end, even though it was obvious she couldn't take any more of this, even though it was obvious her arousal had become absolutely unbearable. The delivery hardly mattered—the substance was tremendous. That “I can't take it anymore” landed with terrible weight.

“Going out around twelve is still on, but put this on, read what I sent you, and come out, please,” she said before heading back to the bedroom.

Still reeling from her request, I wondered why she wanted me to put that on, since in those moments of peak arousal I only repulsed her—even wearing it. In fact, I'd packed it in my suitcase with little faith it would be used. Only by reading what she'd sent me could I begin to understand her intentions.


CHAPTER 33

With that cock sitting on the sink in the background, I nervously read through the screenshots—nothing more than a recent conversation between Edu and her. A quick glance made it clear this was a different tone, not the over-the-top Edu from before summer, but more serene, more conciliatory, more mature. It also contrasted with Álvaro's almost childish texts. I noticed right away that I was mentioned, which only increased my unease.

You didn't have to be very sharp to know that María wasn't too interested in telling me what Edu wrote to her, but in this case she needed me for a kind of performance. I wondered how turned on she had to be to suggest this to me.

I was getting undressed in the bathroom and discovered my cock fully erect, aching to be inside María, but once again it was condemned to that inert cylinder. My cock was ready to explode just from reading those screenshots that ended with a suggestive or challenging question. His paragraphs surprised me because they showed tension but also a certain complicity—all the complicity that didn't exist between them in, let's say, normal contexts.

Completely naked with the harness snugly adjusted, I looked at myself in the bathroom mirror and reread the first screenshot, where he told her that while showering before going out, he'd thought about her—but not about her with him, and that's where I came in: “Pablo's craziness must be rubbing off on me because I wasn't imagining myself with you but watching you. I imagined myself in bed with Begoña, fucking her while you were on your knees, sucking Víctor's cock. Yes, I know I'm being insistent about him, but I imagined that, what can I say.”

Edu asked if she wanted him to keep writing, and she clarified that Víctor disgusted her but gave him the go-ahead to continue.

That first part was undoubtedly the mildest, the most polite, the calmest. It almost never got vulgar, except for the occasional phrase, but the impact built steadily toward an almost-climax that had left me shaken.

Tempted to keep rereading, I finally decided to leave the bathroom, phone in hand—without really considering what I'd find when I reached the bedroom, though I think my subconscious expected a restrained María. That's not what I'd find.

The first thing I noticed was that the bedroom—and therefore María—was lit only by the glow of a muted television. The second thing that surprised me was that María didn't startle in the slightest when she sensed me.

And the third was her. Her, lying on her back on the bed, without those leather pants or shoes, wearing only her underwear and her denim shirt hanging open, one hand holding her phone and the other... exploring under her panties.

She didn't flinch when she sensed me appear, and I noticed her hand between her legs moving with tenderness and calm—tranquil but precise, giving herself pleasure while respecting herself, enjoying her arousal and her pussy with a strange adoration.

Shameless, she enjoyed what Edu was writing to her with the same intensity she enjoyed her own sexuality.

I took a couple of steps and leaned my back and ass against the wall, as Edu had described somewhere in his texts. I'd already been Edu, I'd already been Álvaro, and now María was demanding I be the disagreeable forty-something Víctor.

María closed her legs in a spasm, trapping her hand there. She closed her eyes for a moment and let her phone fall onto the bed. I brought one hand to what jutted out from me, as if to jerk off or pretend to; suddenly I was Víctor, stroking myself, watching María melt with pleasure as one hand worked her pussy.

After a few eternal seconds in which she enjoyed herself—a display of her sex's superiority over any cock in the world—she rolled over and got off the bed on the other side, then walked toward me with firm but above all leisurely steps. Suddenly she seemed composed, and suddenly everything seemed darker: her expression, her hair, her denim shirt, her bra, her panties... Or perhaps the darkness came from having brought Víctor into the equation, because that repulsive, haggard forty-something gave everything a more decadent and gloomy atmosphere.

As she walked straight toward me with her shirt rolled up and open, I could make out that unfamiliar bra with even more precision, and I realized it wasn't just thin but bordered on transparent, her areolas and nipples visible with striking clarity. That bra transcended provocation, and whether it was an explicit request from Edu or not was debatable; it covered her breasts so ineffectively that on any other woman it would be a whore's bra, but on her you'd have to settle for calling it irreverent or inciting.

She surprised me by not coming all the way to me, or to Víctor, but stopping in front of the table where she found the remote control. It took her a moment to find the right button—the off button. Suddenly we were plunged into absolute darkness, and I heard the remote settle onto the wood. I tried to let my pupils adjust while settling for guessing and sensing.

I heard her footsteps coming toward me and released Víctor's cock, left exposed with the strange sensation that I couldn't see anything but she could see something, since she seemed to float through the room with ease.

I didn't expect a kiss, I didn't expect anything, until I could barely make out her body in the dimness. Her body... on her knees... in front of Víctor's cock; and then I understood the darkness—because it was one thing not to be ashamed of touching herself in my presence, imagining whatever she imagined, and quite another not to be ashamed of acting out sucking the cock of the disagreeable, repulsive Víctor.

I felt something, something on my rubber cock, something that wasn't her... and as my eyes gradually adjusted to the darkness, I confirmed that María was following what Edu had written. I remembered another instance when he'd referred to me in that conversation with her. I was tempted to read the exact passage, but I knew the light would embarrass her. I tried to recall how Edu had described it—while he was fucking Begoña, he watched María hang her panties from Víctor's cock. He said it was a shame that since I had a small dick, that scene could barely be recreated with me, and then he described, insultingly, how she sucked his friend's cock. I remembered that phrase clearly: “honestly, I imagined you eating it like a good slut, I hope you don't mind...” he'd written.

María was now fulfilling what Edu had imagined—not only hanging her panties there, but extending her tongue to lick that rubber cock while my real cock suffered desperately. There could be no greater contrast than feeling that lukewarm cylinder compared to María's hot, wet tongue.

My girlfriend was licking that cock—Víctor's cock—and I felt all the dark thrill in my mind but got no physical pleasure, a torture I couldn't get used to.

I looked down, my pupils now adjusted and aided by a thin sliver of light filtering through the blinds, and saw María not just licking... but sucking that old man's cock... and she was fulfilling the next part too. This time, even at the risk of disturbing her, I unlocked my phone, which discreetly didn't emit too much light, and nervously searched while she worked on that tasteless cock until I found the part I was looking for:

“Do you eat it like a good slut or like a submissive?” Edu had asked, and she'd responded that she did neither. To which he'd replied, “I imagine you sucking it like a submissive, with your arms behind your back, and I can't deny it has its appeal.” “It has no appeal,” she'd responded, but there was María, kneeling before me, exactly like that, with her hands behind her back, devouring that rubber cock without using them.

My cock throbbed inside, and thanks to the faint glow from my phone screen, I could see María submissively working that cock, coating the glans with abundant saliva—so realistic in shape yet surely lacking in touch, taste, and smell.

I didn't know if I should stay still so I wouldn't break her reverie, or if I should act as if those screenshots were a script.

I remembered a part where Edu told her that while he was fucking Begoña “like a bitch,” a phrase I remembered word for word because it sounded crude and strange, he watched Víctor enjoy her blowjob, guiding her head with his hand in rhythm, but when he'd tried to caress her face, she'd pushed it away. I could use that strange paragraph to figure out what she wanted from me. Finally, I took the plunge: I brought my hand to her head and for a few seconds matched the rhythm of her movements. Seeing that she didn't protest, that she allowed Víctor things she wouldn't allow Pablo in those contexts, I even overacted a bit, breathing harder, feeling like that old man, imagining I was him and that María, kneeling, drooling on my cock with her hands behind her back, was devouring me and driving me wild with the firm, random movements of her tongue.

After those moments when I could almost be Víctor, my hand went to her cheek, then to her chin, and she pushed it away.

“What a tongue you have, you bitch,” I whispered in this almost eerie, dark, suffocating role-play, while María worked even harder, eyes always closed, with increasingly thick saliva on her lips and on that flesh-colored rubber.

With free rein to be Víctor, I kept following those texts and tried to pull her breasts out over the cups of her bra. She pushed my hands away almost before I'd even tried, showing me she remembered that part precisely too.

María, after pushing me away, moved her hand not back behind her but to her bare pussy, now finally departing from Edu's narrative, and I unlocked my phone again and searched for what came next:

“Of course I imagined you dressed in a gray skirt and pink shirt, the way you like to dress to turn him on; disgustingly preppy, as he says. You giving him the blowjob of his life while I got bored fucking Begoña. She was fucking poorly and she knew it, aware that I was more interested in you than in her. Then I told her to go to the closet and put on your clothes, you know, a closet with your clothes there for no reason—perks of being the scriptwriter—and she came back dressed as you, so I fucked her disguised as you. What do you think?”

“I think it's nonsense,” María had responded—the same María who, kneeling and devouring that cock, was proving to be turned on beyond reason. The same María rubbing her clit with uncontainable excitement, the same María whose pussy lips were parting and protruding, exposed and shameless. The same María who, kneeling there, was coming undone while imagining she was sucking Víctor's cock as Edu watched. The same María who was melting while imagining Edu fucking a Begoña disguised as her.

I wanted to push things further and bring that fantasy into the real world:

“He's fucking Begoña... who's dressed like you... I think deep down he wants to fuck you again,” I said, looking down again at María with her eyes closed, focused on giving a flawless blowjob to a cock that didn't exist, touching herself with such mastery and eroticism that she seemed ready to explode at any moment. Her head bobbed back and forth, her hair swaying in a shameless display, as shamelessly as saliva already dripped onto her cleavage.

I wanted to read the last part then, the one where Edu told her she ended up standing, turning her back to Víctor and staying motionless, watching Edu mount Begoña “like a bitch,” dressed as María. Suddenly there were two Marías, two pink shirts or maybe one pink and one white, two hiked-up skirts and two full manes of hair. Víctor positioned himself behind her...

As I read, María stopped the blowjob and stood up, turning her back to me, turning her back to Víctor, just like in Edu’s script. Amazed, I wanted to go further and whispered to her:

“Look... look how he’s fucking her thinking about you... you know deep down he wants to fuck you...”

She didn’t respond, so I insisted:

“Begoña should stop humiliating herself and step aside...”

She still didn’t respond and brought her hand back to her bare pussy, touching herself while standing, immediately giving the impression she could come quickly, without any difficulty.

I brushed her hair aside, taking another liberty, inhaled the scent of her nape, and insisted again that she watch Edu’s huge cock sliding in and out of Begoña’s petite body. And I remembered the last part, the last screenshot where Edu said Víctor tried to fuck her like that, both standing, facing him and Begoña. Edu ended up asking if she’d let Víctor fuck her like that, but he didn’t ask for an immediate answer, just that she think about it...

After inhaling her nape, I gently moved her hand aside, the hand that was ravaging her pussy in search of that longed-for orgasm. She let me. Suddenly we were Víctor and María about to fuck. Suddenly I was Víctor guiding my cock to the entrance of her pussy, her panties still hanging from the base.

“I’m going to fuck you... right here standing up... but don’t stop watching them...” I whispered again against her nape. María didn’t respond, but I could feel her whole body trembling.

“Keep watching them... you’ll see how nicely it slides in...” I whispered, playing the role of that despicable old man, as I guided the rubber cock toward María’s hungry pussy.

She reached one hand back to help me, bent her knees slightly, and whispered, her gaze fixed straight ahead.

“Are you going to fuck me...?”

“Yes... of course I’m going to fuck you...”

“Yes?”

“Yes... finally I’m fucking the posh girl from the office...”

“Are you going to fuck me good...?”

“Yes... I’m going to fuck you really good... right here standing up... like a slut... while you watch them...”

We were both dying from the intensity of it. We couldn’t even breathe. That rubber cock was parting the lips of that magnificent pussy... I could already feel it, despite being caged, I could already feel Víctor fucking her... when from her mouth came a disheartening, halting: “This... is... insane... Stop....”

“What?” I asked, surprised, not knowing if it was Víctor or Pablo speaking.

“Stop, this... is crazy...” she said, taking a step forward, pulling away.

I said nothing. I heard her exhale heavily. Then she said:

“Fuck, this is fucking insane. I’m sorry,” she apologized oddly while, barely looking, she deftly slipped her dangling panties off that wet rubber and headed toward the bathroom, where she finally turned on the light.

Nearly in darkness, faintly lit by the glow from the bathroom, standing there still anchored to that rubber cock, I felt like I didn’t understand anything, that I understood less and less.

I took off the harness in silence while listening to the shower run. My cock was a volcano about to explode. I touched myself a little, then a little more. Before I knew it, I was masturbating in that semi-darkness, imagining Edu’s script; I pictured Víctor fucking María while she savored that cock but kept her eyes fixed on Edu mounting Begoña. I was determined—I was going to come, I was going to ejaculate right there, in the middle of that hotel room. I couldn’t take it anymore. María had had the sudden good sense, out of shame or self-respect, not to go all the way with the scene of that old man fucking her, but I was in a different role, probably simpler, one that let me enjoy that image without too much guilt.

My stroking became frantic, and soon I felt heat building throughout my body, ready to surge to the tip of my cock and release me, when I stopped hearing the shower. I froze. If I heard the sink running, I’d resume my rhythm in pursuit of an orgasm, but what came instead was an unwelcome brightness—María turned on the bedroom light, and I, hard and with my back to her, tried to hide my erection.

She rummaged around behind me without speaking while I made my way to the nightstand and checked my phone, strangely embarrassed. It was almost twelve-thirty. I even wondered if we’d go out that night.

But a few seconds later, a María who was suddenly composed and strikingly resolute asked me what clothes I was going to wear to go out that night. As if it were nothing. As if nothing had happened. Once again denying all her almosts, which suggested this could end up leading once more to the greatest of falls.


CHAPTER 34

I wanted my erection to fade because I was caught up in a strange embarrassment, but once I'd started down this path, there was no turning back. I stammered out a vague response, and the truth was that while I'd thought about dressing up nicely, I was starting to feel it was humiliating to put in special effort precisely during those moments—those phases of María's libido when I practically repulsed her physically.

So I opted for jeans, a t-shirt, and a sweater over my shoulder in case the night turned cold, and as my member subsided, I contemplated it and understood that it—my cock—had been and continued to be an unspoken protagonist in everything happening to us. I thought that if I told someone María had been with three men in just over a year—pushed by me, granted—they might think I was the victim. But if they saw my minuscule cock and her naked body, they'd think, at the very least, that there were no guilty parties.

I was starting to get dressed when I saw my phone light up—my friend Juanjo calling. That guy never suggested anything; he just stated things as done deals: “Why didn’t you tell me sooner?” “We have to meet up, come on.” “I can’t believe I still haven’t met María.” “Go to whatever bar you want in Malasaña—I’ll slip away from my friends for a bit and be there in an hour.”

While I talked to him, I was still shaken by what I'd experienced moments before, remembering those texts from Edu—specifically the way he'd referred to me, perhaps with a certain edge, especially when he mentioned how María could barely hang her panties on my tiny cock—but with hardly a trace of sadism or combativeness. In fact, him referring to me without that annoying diminutive was strange in itself, and I found myself appreciating it. I remembered those months when Edu seemed to enjoy humiliating me, as if he wanted to explore that path—a path he would eventually abandon, who knows why. Perhaps because he didn't find any special satisfaction in it either. Surely María and I weren't the only ones discovering ourselves in that madness; Edu was too.

I hung up and finished getting dressed while watching María put on those heels again, those shorts, that white shirt, and that long navy blue blazer. Was she treating herself to that slutty bra? No. Was she treating herself to the wetness of those panties—surely soaked—that had hung from my propped-up cock? Also no. Instead, she gave me—or gave herself—sky blue panties, almost grayish, and a bra of identical color. More substantial, though strapless, with more fabric and lace, though showing some transparency around the areolas, and certainly better suited to what it had to contain: powerful, elegant, semi-transparent, grayish blue. All of it together made me suspect this was also a recent purchase.

Yet another taxi, yet another ride, and I told her about my friend's plans. She didn't need to clarify that she didn't want to spend too much time with him—I knew perfectly well I felt the same. Once again, we were seeking similar situations, though with different purposes and motivations.

We got out of the car, and it was the fourth time someone had missed the chance not only to look at María with desire but to look at me with disbelief. That's why I longed for that perversely satisfying situation to happen as soon as possible.

Standing in the middle of the street, bathed in the yellow glow of the streetlamps—almost like daylight—I could see Álvaro calling her. There we stood, both of us motionless. María knew I'd seen it, and I knew she wasn't going to answer.

“Didn’t he say he was meeting up with Sofía?” I asked.

“Yes.”

“He framed it as now or never, didn’t he?” I pressed, knowing my words might annoy her and that she might end up taking her weariness with Álvaro out on me.

“He’s a pain,” she said dismissively, taking a step, letting me know she'd accept any bar—even the one just a few meters away.

Before I knew it, we were entering the pub—her in front, me behind—which would let me check if we'd have another situation like the train car, or like that bar that now seemed so distant. There were glances—but isolated, insufficient. Looks of admiration, but not dirty enough to satisfy me.

Two bars, music a bit too loud, and too much light. A two-for-one deal that promised terrible hangovers, and too many low tables and stools, even in the most tucked-away corners. I texted Juanjo, and leaning on the bar, we started drinking. She checked her phone, but only now and then. Minutes passed and we couldn't keep a conversation going—and it wasn't that we had an elephant in the room, but four or five.

We had her figurative blowjob to Víctor, her “no” to Álvaro, her ongoing messages with Edu, her strange intentions for the night, and my nearly impossible aspiration.

There at the bar, noticing that María was paying less attention to her phone than I would have liked, I thought about the plan she'd revealed and couldn't quite find it logical: Receive dirty messages from Edu, maybe let some guy hit on her a little, definitely enjoy herself... and use all that... for what? Because whoever went with her to the hotel would be me, so no matter how much excitement she built up, it would all end with her getting an insipid cylinder. With me.

I kept mulling over her aspirations and saw how restrained she looked. Jacket unbuttoned but pulled somewhat closed, shirt showing no cleavage, those bare legs invisible among the crowd, her ass packed into those shorts but hidden by the blazer. I knew there was a bombshell there, and anyone who got close and really looked would see it too, but at that moment she was practically going unnoticed—to my frustration.

Despite all the juicy material laid out before me, I found it nearly impossible to use any of it. How could I—the one she was sexually rejecting in those moments of raging desire—possibly be the one to bring up those topics?

But then something surprising happened. Of all the things that might have saved us in that situation, I never would have guessed it would be a person—her friend Inés, that girl whose birthday it was, the one María had congratulated—who would come to our rescue. And I say “our” because obviously María wasn’t comfortable either, stuck in another city, drinking in silence, uncomfortable, terribly uncomfortable, with her own fiancé.

From Inés, we moved on to a mutual friend of theirs, Mamen, whom I knew from running into her no more than four or five times and from vaguely stalking her on social media. An anecdote starring her broke that suffocating silence and closed the distance between us a bit.

“Yeah, I remember her,” I said, leaving out the fact that the moment I heard her name, I’d remembered the girl was drop-dead gorgeous.

“So anyway, what I was telling you—at the end of last summer, and honestly it’s crazy Inés didn’t tell me until today—she was out with the girls and they ran into this guy who’s a model. I don’t know if you’d know who he is.”

María told me his name and it rang a bell. We looked him up online, and sure enough, the guy wasn’t just a nationally recognized model—he was international.

“He’s gorgeous. I think he’s the most handsome model out there, and I’m not even really into models,” María said, while all I could do was agree as I scrolled through ad images where he basically was the product.

That conversation was definitely a relief. We both knew it and were grateful for the chance to catch our breath, even if we didn’t know how long it would last. It was such a relief to be able to be ourselves again, even just a little... after everything at the hotel, her near-visit to Álvaro, her confessions on the train, her lunch with Edu... her story at dinner, which had been only twenty-four hours ago... and felt like an eternity...

“So... and?” I asked, shifting my gaze from my phone to focus on her—on her full, soft, inviting lips, on her eyes bright with anticipation of sharing something important, on the whiteness of her shirt collar contrasting with her perpetually tan skin and chestnut hair.

“Well... so... you know Mamen has a boyfriend. She’s had a boyfriend for... God, I can’t even remember how long.”

“Yeah, yeah,” I said. What I didn’t mention was that I knew mainly because Mamen herself bombarded social media with posts about how gorgeous and happy they were.

“Well... so...” she said, drawing out the suspense, cheerful and suddenly tipsy, “the guy went up to talk to her. Just like that.”

“A model, but not stupid.”

“No, no, not at all. He must have noticed... like, they were whispering and checking him out, so he went over to talk to her. Okay, I just made that part up,” she smiled, “but it must have been something like that. And, I don’t know, they had a drink, and the girls were freaking out, obviously. Apparently the guy was even more gorgeous in person.”

“Okay... and?”

“So... anyway... Mamen steps away, comes back to them, or maybe he’s the one who goes back to whoever he was with. I don’t know.”

“And that’s it?” I asked.

“No, no. Wait. So Inés asks her, you know, the usual—what did they talk about and all that. And she tells her the guy straight-up asked her to go back to his hotel with him. She told him she had a boyfriend, and he said he was just passing through, blah blah blah... whatever she wanted to do. And of course Inés, who knows how Mamen is... that she has a boyfriend and no one else ever exists for her... said what a shame he hadn’t picked someone else.”

“He wasn’t going to pick anyone else...” I couldn’t help saying, knowing the difference in looks between Mamen and the rest of the group. It’s not that they were all ugly—one of them was decent—but Mamen was on another level.

“Yeah... so then Inés sees Mamen texting her boyfriend and telling him.”

“Tells him what?”

“She tells him she ran into this model and that he propositioned her, and asks what she should do.”

“Seriously?” I asked, caught up in the story, cutting her off.

“Yes, seriously, and the boyfriend says something like... because Inés was sort of seeing what they were texting but then Mamen told her the whole thing. So the boyfriend’s like... well... what’s he doing here? And what are you going to do...? And she says he’s just passing through and... that’s exactly what she’s asking him. And then... so...”

“Damn... that’s insane... right?” I said, fully aware that, as crazy as it was, it was far less crazy than what we’d been going through for months.

“So... anyway... the boyfriend ends up telling her that he’s fine with it, that he gets it—the guy is incredibly hot, like, top-tier... and if she wants to, and it’s obviously just sex, she should fuck him.”

“Damn... but... had they done stuff like that before?” I asked, meaning things similar to what we’d done.

“No, no. Not at all. I mean, it just happened out of nowhere...”

“And...?”

“Well, that’s it. Mamen went up to him, they talked for half a minute, and they left.”

“He took her to the hotel.”

“That’s right.”

“And?”

“I don’t know. She didn’t say anything about that part. He... that... wow...” she said, looking at his photo on her phone again.

“Hey... well... that’s quite a story,” I said, stunned, knowing that this anecdote, this conversation was letting us breathe, relieving some of the suffocation from the last twenty-four hours.

“It definitely does, yeah,” she said, surprising me a bit by acknowledging how titillating the situation was, even though it was her friend at the center of it, sipping from her straw, while I thought about how great it would be to be drop-dead gorgeous, to walk into a bar like that and take your pick, though I’d almost settle for having a normal-sized cock—although, if I had one, I probably wouldn’t be caught up in this madness I didn’t want to escape from.

I was thinking that, and once again my tiny dick came up as the root cause, because I knew that with something decent, María would never have strayed, that everything stemmed from purely physical dissatisfaction.

That conversation served as a springboard for us to talk more freely and have another drink. María went to the bathroom, and that’s when I finally spotted two guys checking her out and scheming. But I still wanted more.

She came back from the restroom almost at the same time Juanjo showed up, and he wasn’t alone—he had a friend with him. We greeted each other with genuine warmth, our enthusiasm measured but real, and right away he introduced me to his friend, Rafa, a slight, red-haired guy with glasses, not particularly good-looking, and I introduced them to María.

We knew we wouldn’t be able to get a table, so we carved out a spot standing at the bar as best we could. Juanjo ordered two drinks for himself and his friend and asked what brought us to Madrid. While I struggled to come up with a lie—our situation certainly wasn’t something I could explain—I caught out of the corner of my eye what I’d been looking for.

Yes, I finally saw what I’d been craving for hours—that look, dirty, lascivious, almost repulsive—the look from this Rafa guy, fixed on María. On her chest under her shirt, on her nipples that you could just make out, barely visible through the white silk if you stared shamelessly, on her long legs, on her style, on the way she projected herself as a haughty woman, on the restrained sexuality she radiated.

And I felt my heart race and sensed María blushing—she detected those looks as quickly as I did by now, that dirty lust, those urges to... Those urges to fuck her that Rafa couldn’t help but show.


CHAPTER 35

I gave Juanjo the attention he deserved, but underneath it all ran a pleasant feeling, a kind of undercurrent, a lingering sense of strange happiness. Yes, happiness might even be the right word, as grand as it always sounds, and it wrapped around me because I could sense Rafa’s inappropriate fixation on María. Of course it wasn’t real harassment—not in actions, but in imagination, in dirty, guilty desire.

With that positive feeling, I became engrossed in conversation with my friend, who was sporting unfamiliar dark circles under his eyes, though he still had that bright, jovial look. He had a build similar to mine, with his characteristic curly hair, not a hint of a receding hairline—a pleasure-seeker and confirmed bachelor.

At no point—not during the introduction, not while talking to me—had he checked out María in any weird way, and honestly, that was exactly what I’d expect from him. Not only had he never looked at a friend’s girlfriend with ulterior motives, but you couldn’t even call him a player despite his long years of bachelorhood. He’d gone out every night he could, but always just to hit that perfect sweet spot, like someone who knows their limits; always staying out of trouble, knowing when to call it a night, never making the chase his primary motivation—or even secondary.

While we reminisced about happy times and rehashed old anecdotes, I could glance over at his friend from time to time. You didn’t need to know him to see how wound up he was, how nervous—it was obvious this couldn’t be his normal state. He was talking to María, I could hear him, trying to draw her in with the excuse that they didn’t know the stories or the people Juanjo and I were discussing.

Obviously he wasn’t trying to seduce her, but he couldn’t help looking at her, then looking again, savoring her. As if she were an erotic film—the kind you don’t watch to reach a physical climax, but to bask in that tense, sexual, titillating feeling that lingers, that keeps you from looking away from the screen.

María didn’t pay him much attention—just enough not to come off as completely dismissive. Besides, there was her ongoing conversation with Edu, those dirty messages that kept appearing. I could see she’d write something, then must have received something longer and more intense, because after giving Rafa a halfhearted smile following any attempt to get her attention, she’d go back to reading and scrolling through her phone.

I wondered if she was telling Edu about her would-be suitor, or if Rafa was so insignificant he wasn’t even worth mentioning. And as I wondered, I watched her—she seemed to glow brighter each time, more striking, more commanding, as if her beauty and elegance became even more stunning when there was someone to compare her against.

We ordered another round as our melancholic laughter and anecdotes continued—my inner happiness, the redhead’s nerves, Edu’s messages, and María’s haughtiness all swirling together. But a little later, she and I found ourselves alone, since Rafa had gone to the bathroom and Juanjo had stopped to chat with a friend or acquaintance. Feeling my inhibitions loosened by the third gin, I asked María who kept texting her so much. I knew Edu was one, but I suspected—or strongly hoped—that maybe Álvaro was writing to her too.

“Edu. You already know that.”

María surveyed the bar listlessly, her phone tucked in her purse for the moment. I knew I had to hurry if I wanted to bring up anything interesting—our time alone wouldn’t last long. So I dropped a bomb, no warning, no cushioning:

“Víctor almost fucked you in the end,” I said, remembering that moment when, pretending to be that lanky forty-something, I’d positioned myself behind her and she’d almost let me inside... I said it knowing full well it wouldn’t sit well with her.

Her look was defiant, but it showed she’d accepted the blow. And I didn’t catch any surprise, as if she assumed that at this hour, with alcohol involved and after so many months, it wasn’t entirely playing dirty to say certain hurtful things.

After taking a sip of her drink and smoothing her hair as if I were a mirror, admiring herself, she said:

“That’s what you’d want... with Víctor... with this Rafa guy... and with this whole bar if you could.”

“He looks at you... lecherously, Rafa does,” I said, cutting her off, somewhat drunk, the moment she said his name.

“He looks at me like a pig. More like it.”

“Are you going to give him the time of day?” I asked, knowing I wanted her to, and that if Edu knew, he’d want it too—and who knows, maybe he was already pushing her in that direction.

“If you two keep talking about stuff I know nothing about, well, maybe I won’t have much choice.”

She said it with such cockiness, and at that precise moment I felt an overwhelming fascination; I was even impressed, seeing her as if she were a different María, as if I could judge her, as if I could see her without the bias of knowing her—those expensive clothes, almost out of place in that austere pub, that haughtiness, that confidence and femininity.

Those sudden feelings made me blurt out something strange, out of nowhere, something I’d surely never said to her before—at least not like that:

“You’re really hot... María...”

She didn’t even flinch. I didn’t even feel like she took it as a compliment, so I kept talking, trying to give it shape—I complimented her again, and faced with her blank expression, I found myself suddenly talking about her underwear, probably because it had been on my mind, and because something wasn’t adding up.

“What you're wearing underneath… you know, the bra and panties—where did you get them?”

I felt completely absurd, and just when I expected an answer as obvious as my question had been ridiculous, she shut down any speculation before it could start.

“I know where you're going with this… but you don't need to read so much into it. I wasn't about to let Edu tell me what bra to buy.”

I stayed silent, and she went on:

“One thing is… the flirty stuff… what he writes to me… and another thing is that…”

Her answer didn't quite convince me, since I didn't see much difference between “ordering what to wear” and “ordering what to buy to wear,” but I didn't want to go down that path. I tried to think quickly, discarding ideas mostly because they were too aggressive. I considered telling her that her nipples were almost visible, even if only slightly, under her shirt, and how they'd definitely shown through with the previous bra, but I attacked from a different angle:

“…Well… this Rafa guy is taking forever…”

“Yeah, and your friend really rambles.”

“Maybe he's jerking off in the bathroom. Thinking about you…”

“Rafa?”

“Of course.”

“Sure…” she said listlessly.

“Wouldn't you like that?”

“I couldn't care less.”

“Did you tell Edu you have an admirer?”

“Yes, obviously. I'm telling him that, sure, and while I'm at it… I'm telling him I'm dying for him to… do it to me again,” she said sarcastically.

“Oh yeah? You can say fuck, it's fine,” I said close to her ear, wanting my words to touch her, but I was more affected by the scent of her hair and the richness of that unfamiliar perfume, or vice versa.

“Okay. Thanks for the permission. So I told him it's a shame he's not here to fuck me properly and that… well… I'll just have to settle for you.” María delivered those words with cockiness, meant to humiliate or hurt me, not to do me any favors by turning me on.

“Tell him that in that case it wouldn't be with me, it would be with the harness we have… with that huge cock that represents him… or Víctor,” I shot back, stooping to her level.

“Yeah, that's all I needed—to tell him about that toy…”

We were getting tangled up in that kind of conversation—or argument—where everything was fictitious, since obviously she hadn't written anything like that to Edu, and always with her intention to humiliate me. A humiliation I didn't shy away from. Because no matter how hard I fought back, I wasn't doing it to stop her from trying to degrade me.

That was cut short when Juanjo approached me from behind, and soon, even though I didn't want it, I found myself wrapped up again in past topics and anecdotes, and inevitably María ended up sidelined again. With Rafa gone, María's solitude became not only evident but tempting, so it wasn't long before she attracted the attention of another suitor whom I, at first—since I was turned toward my friend—couldn't see well.

With my back to María's conversation with that man, I talked with Juanjo and finally saw Rafa reappear. Seeing that my girlfriend was occupied, he found refuge with us.

After a few moments I managed to position myself so I could see María: maintaining her incessant cocky pose, but with more attentive eyes than when she'd let herself be entertained by Rafa—which certainly wasn't hard. I could also see her new friend: very tall, black hair, stubble, and a prominent jaw, well-built but proportioned, wearing black jeans torn at the knees and a blue shirt. He was talking to María with a certain calm, especially compared to the tension and near-panic of the previous redheaded suitor.

I couldn't help but think—and this was already a classic among my obsessions—that she and that man, who scratched his beard almost constantly while talking, did seem to fit better together. They seemed like a more suitable couple (more balanced?) than we might appear. Since she was prettier than him, their pairing didn't seem like such an obvious mismatch as ours did.

A few minutes passed during which I enjoyed Juanjo and his witticisms, but above all I enjoyed watching that conversation—even without being able to hear it—between María and that man, who didn't show any obvious lust but was gradually separating her, with discretion and cunning, from our trio, demonstrating undeniable experience in these matters.

Then the moment came when my friend and Rafa had to leave, and Juanjo asked if he should say goodbye to María for me. I told him yes, and before he left with Rafa, aware that she'd been strangely occupied for a while now, he asked me:

“But… do they know each other?”

I understood that those ten or fifteen minutes of María talking with that man would certainly seem strange to anyone who didn't know about our situation, and I lied:

“Yes, yes. Of course they know each other.”


CHAPTER 36

They left and I felt something I didn't quite understand. It seemed like a strange need to explain myself, to shout from the rooftops what I was experiencing.

I turned around and saw that guy talking to María. I could only see his back, and what he was wearing looked less like a shirt than an enormous blue sheet blocking my view of my girlfriend. I shifted slightly and watched them chat—she didn't seem the least bit interested in prolonging the conversation. Again. But once again, I enjoyed leaving her alone in uncomfortable situations.

The three drinks were taking their toll not only on my inhibitions but on my lucidity; I felt like I thought more clearly when alcohol took hold, as if I could better separate the wheat from the chaff. The third consequence of those drinks forced me to the bathroom, and a long line helped me understand why Rafa had taken so long.

In that gloomy hallway, I thought again about that need to express my feelings, but not in the timid, worried way I'd confessed to Germán—I longed, probably also thanks to the alcohol, to proclaim it proudly; to explain not my fears, but why all this was fascinating.

I thought about how I wished I could run into Juanjo again and tell him that María didn't know that man she'd been talking to for so long. I wished I could explain our game with the passion it deserved. Not just tell him that her boss had fucked her and now wanted to dominate her, but explain what María was like when she encountered a real lover. He'd call me crazy and then I'd tell him he didn't understand anything, but that if he'd seen her fuck Edu or Álvaro, he'd understand better. I'd tell him to imagine her fucking, if he hadn't already, and multiply it by a thousand.

I'd also tell him how she denied that physical need until she exploded, and what that explosion was like. I'd explain that seeing your girlfriend fucked by a stranger—fucked the way I'd seen her—produced in me a morbid fascination that left me on the verge of collapse, and for which all the pain was worth it. I'd tell him that smelling another man's sex on your girlfriend, or seeing her body sweaty after hours of surrender, was a drug I couldn't give up. And if he still didn't understand, I'd tell him it transcended the merely sensory—that it was essentially psychological.

I came back from the bathroom and soon spotted them at the bar. I worried, or rather hoped, that María had accepted an invitation for a drink, but I could see her glass was almost empty, so I figured she'd just accompanied him to order something. I positioned myself next to her. The conversation was calm, but I noticed an air of self-satisfaction about him that I couldn't quite interpret—whether he was hiding his intentions, pretending it was just casual talk, or whether he was so confident he was simply waiting for a signal from her.

I ordered my fourth drink, standing next to her, and couldn't help saying in a low voice, so she could hear me but not him:

“You're having a good time with this giant…”

She didn't respond, and I started to wonder if she'd even heard me.

María had her phone in her hand, glancing at it from time to time, so I figured maybe this guy did meet the minimum requirements to be mentioned in her conversations with Edu. Or maybe she was texting Álvaro, or maybe she was still receiving those racy messages and wasn't telling him anything about this guy at all.

Despite not seeing much interest from María, and knowing that even if she found him attractive she wouldn't do anything, I didn't want to scare the guy off, so I stepped back a bit.

As soon as I found myself at a new observation post, about five or six meters from them, I saw a glimmer of hope as María turned toward the bar and spoke to the bartender. But my rising nerves didn't last long—I immediately saw she wasn't being treated to a drink but was just getting a bottle of water. Yet like a roller coaster of events and emotions, I went from hope to disappointment and then, suddenly, witnessed something truly encouraging again: that innocent bottle of water would soon become co-star of an unexpected event.

And I say co-star because the other would be a guy who, trying to make room at the bar, ended up pushing María from behind while she was taking a swig from that bottle. As a result of the push, the water didn't go down her throat but spilled over her lips, her neck, and her clothes—though I couldn't clearly see exactly how much ended up where it shouldn't have.

The collision forced her to take a step forward, nearly bumping into the guy in the blue shirt, and before I could even react, everything began happening as if in fast-forward. I tensed up, trying to see between the bodies filling that bar, catching a glimpse of María's suitor moving quickly to assert his manliness, approaching the “pusher” with a dominant stance. My girlfriend set the bottle on the bar and, while checking how soaked she was, remained oblivious to her pack leader preparing to set things right.

I was the one who saw that duel, but it soon became clear the other guy didn't want trouble, as he apologized to his burly opponent. María eventually turned around and became aware of the tension between the two males, but she didn't intervene—she let them handle it. Things calmed down and she never once looked up to search for me; I wanted to think that if things had gotten really ugly, she would have scanned the room until she found me.

The dominant male, after winning the duel with a couple of phrases or his mere presence, and watching his timid enemy retreat, returned to his initial position facing María. He looked her up and down, masking desire while trying to show empathy. If he felt any satisfaction at having played the macho savior, he didn't show it either—as if it were intrinsic to him, as if he were a reluctant hero, as if it were a role he'd been given at birth.

I wanted to see that blazer—or who knows, maybe that wet shirt—but I also wanted to see his affected expression. Yet his face betrayed no reaction, and that was precisely why María wasn't disappointed.

If my pulse had dropped when I realized things with the other guy wouldn't escalate, it shot right back up when the suitor took the liberty of touching her—not her skin, but her blazer—to open it a bit and check the damage himself. He did it in a paternal way while she looked down. Though surely, with that false paternalism, what he was really doing was getting a better look at her tits, since it was not only possible but likely that after the dousing, her bra was showing through. She ended up tugging her shirt collar upward, trying to peel the silk from her body, and he slowly looked away and drank from his glass. It was incredibly arousing to watch him pretend he didn't want to fuck her while she pretended not to know that was his only motivation—that he didn't give a damn some idiot had pushed her, since there was no bond or affection, just the desire to have sex with her.

I looked away too, but to give myself a break. I felt strange again, alone in the middle of the crowd. I saw clusters of friends, tables full of coworkers with no ambition other than to disconnect from work, have a good time, let loose to become more themselves or less so, while I found myself in that surreal situation—hoping María would do something with that man, or let him do something to her, and even hoping Edu would play along, pushing her too so she'd have something to tell him.

I didn't last more than two or three minutes before my eyes returned to that makeshift couple. They remained in the same position, at a cordial and appropriate distance, but now María was typing on her phone while he talked to her. Then he grabbed his phone and said something that didn't make her laugh but at least drew a half-smile from her—a thread of hope.

María spoke and he typed. It seemed odd to me that they'd exchange numbers. Very odd, but not impossible. I looked at them again, at their bearing, their body language. He also seemed to come from money, since even in his bravado he'd been in his element, without fuss. They chatted and I couldn't exactly call it chemistry, but there was a certain harmony. Whoever saw them might think they were already a couple. Whoever saw them would consider it normal for them to fuck. Whoever saw them would think that watching them fuck would be quite a spectacle.

And so I left them, harmonious and almost balanced. I decided to step outside for a bit, to get some air and give them some space, though what I got wasn't relaxation but quite the opposite—my imagination began to soar.

Leaning my ass against an uncomfortable bollard, trying unsuccessfully to half-sit or something like that, I found myself surrounded by people and more people who seemed to get drunker by the second. I'd taken my drink from the bar without anyone objecting, and without warning, the image of that man kissing María crossed my mind—right there, next to the bar. My imagination raced to a María who at first fought against him and against herself, though without breaking away from that kiss, until she ended up surrendering to him, acknowledging his triumph, acknowledging he'd picked her up, and acknowledging to herself that if he kissed well enough and knew how to handle her... he'd end up fucking her that night.

I got hard imagining that and didn't feel bad, or sick—probably because of the months that had passed and the alcohol. Like someone who recognizes their illness and decides not to call it a struggle but a way of life. I accepted my fate with that madness, getting hard, surrounded by people, my imagination already drifting to María riding that burly man in our hotel room bed.

María rode him and moaned while I stood there masturbating, watching them... María groped her own breasts roughly and that man gripped her ass hard to help match the rhythm of their hips... Just then, both of them came out of the bar, each with a bottle of beer in hand, and she, it seemed to me, had one button too many undone—perhaps from the water bottle incident. She looked at me and I was grateful my cock was small enough that my erection couldn't be noticed.

Her look was cold, and it froze me. It was fleeting because they immediately moved away from the door a bit and settled a couple meters from the entrance. I thought maybe they'd gone out on her initiative—if not to look for me, at least to know where I was—but the guy lit a cigarette and I figured then that maybe he'd been the one who wanted to step outside.

From three meters away, despite the bright streetlamps, I couldn't tell how wet María's clothes still were—though maybe they'd already dried. But I could see she had flushed cheeks and dilated pupils from the alcohol, still totally in control but with clear signs of tipsiness. I also noticed he was around my age or a bit younger, maybe exactly María's age, and that while he didn't have a gym body, he did look somewhat muscular. About the same height as Álvaro, but infinitely more built.

I got to witness then, with my heart in my throat, the entire courtship display of that man in the blue shirt. He had that strange tic of stroking his beard with his fingertips, and despite always having his beer in hand, he sometimes slipped his palms under his armpits in a strange posture while listening—or pretending to listen—to what María was saying. A María who, with her back almost against the wall, those long bare legs, that expensive blazer and impeccably white shirt, engaged with his remarks with interest, as if what they talked about really mattered and not the reason for the conversation—which was nothing more than an excuse, as it always is in these cases.

The guy knew what he was doing and soon wanted to keep seeming subtle, but from closer up. He rested his palm against the wall and María shrank into his shadow. Suddenly he was talking to her up close, leaning over her. If he wanted to kiss her, he'd barely have to lower his face a few centimeters toward hers.

And it happened. It couldn't have gone any other way. Amid the crowd, the shouting, the drunkenness, the harsh light… That guy's face moved toward hers. His lips sought hers… and with her eyes wide open, she watched the whole thing unfold in slow motion, just as I did, and if she was half as tense as I was, she'd be on the verge of a heart attack, and then she… turned her face… dodged the kiss…

...and the guy abandoned his attempt, but kept talking close, right in her ear, as if nothing had happened, and she put a hand on his chest, and I could feel the touch of the blue shirt and his rock-hard chest through her, signaling he should back off a bit, but she wasn't sending him away either. Watching that pursuit was killing me.

It was a concise, surgical, logical siege. The guy was undeniably hot. I wanted it to happen. Edu had surely told her he'd like her to kiss him, though maybe it was just to pull her away from me and take control himself. By this point, she had to know that her night, her trip, came down to either that man or a rubber cock while thinking about Edu.

And the guy planted his other palm on the other side of María's body, boxing her in beneath that blue shirt and those endless black pants. And he spoke into her ear, nestling his head against her shoulder, his whole body pressing into hers… and she looked at me. While that giant whispered in her ear and geared up for a second attempt, she looked at me, with that icy stare that, like other times, said “I can't believe you want this.”

And that guy's face turned toward a completely cornered María, who kept her hand on his chest, barely pressing at all… That man's lips sought María, and now I could feel through him: feel what it's like to have María, a woman like María, so close, on the verge of succumbing… to smell her, to feel her eroticism and sensuality so near… to already sense those lips that could be the prelude to the best night of your life… And his lips sought her, sought that beauty who seemed unable to resist succumbing any longer… and she closed her eyes, and turned her face, not letting her suitor achieve a single thing, not letting me achieve much of anything.

After those two attempts, the guy backed off and they kept talking as if they hadn't just been about to kiss. The situation was unbearable for me, uncomfortable for María, and traumatic for him.

She wasn't giving him anything, but she wanted him there. Until eventually they ended up switching positions, with him now the one with his back against the bar wall while María talked to him up close. It seemed like she was taking full control, but curiously, it created an image where anyone seeing them for the first time would think the girl was the one who wanted something to happen and the guy was playing hard to get.

She wouldn't let herself be kissed, didn't want anything to do with him, but she certainly wasn't avoiding his presence. Then someone called the guy and he excused himself to answer, stepping a few meters away from María, leaving her in the same position, motionless, with her back to me. She grabbed her phone and wrote to me:

“Are you crazy?”

“What? Why?” I responded from just a few meters away, surprised.

“Jesus, it's so obvious you're spying on us. He's looked at you several times.”

“Yeah, well… María… I'm telling you, the last thing this guy is thinking is that I'm your boyfriend watching.”

“I'm just telling you to stop looking. He's noticing.”

I couldn't see a way out of that conversation. It seemed absurd that she even thought that guy was focused on anything other than trying to hook up with her. María turned slightly then and her solitude became more evident, and mine too, separated by four or five meters and texting each other while she waited for her suitor to finish his call. Though nobody really knew why she wanted to wait for him.

She raised her gaze. Her hair fell partly across her face and she tucked that strand behind her ear, and I saw how gorgeous she looked. With those killer heels, her long navy blue blazer open, and her shirt in place, but with that button that made you desperate for one more undone—that one more that would transform her from femme fatale and unattainable to provocative but within reach.

I wrote to her:

“So, do you like your walk-in closet or not?”

She looked at me before responding. Serious.

“Do I like him? You're not seriously asking me that.”

“As serious as the fact that you've been giving him attention for an hour. Why else then?” I asked, not wanting to get into the fact that they'd almost kissed, missing by inches. My question was undoubtedly a trap in case her being receptive to him was due to an order from Edu.

“Neither seriously nor as a joke. Obviously he's not ugly, but nothing's going to happen. Obviously.”

“So you're leading him on to tell Edu about it in exchange for him sending you dirty messages?” I fired back in an outburst, knowing full well it would sound unpleasant to her put that way.

“Once again, you're telling yourself the whole story. I have nothing to add to your narratives,” she responded, as was typical of her, without clarifying anything that would satisfy my curiosity, though it seemed by far the most accurate summary and description of what was happening.

I tried to spot the guy, who seemed to be pissing between some dumpsters, and I noticed María was aware of it too. He turned toward her while zipping up his pants—not exactly graceful—and she held his gaze, still waiting for him, which gave me a sliver of hope.

The guy came back for more, but with less confidence this time. I could sense it, and María seemed to notice it even more, looking almost disappointed by his lack of spark in round two. It even seemed like she was making more effort to stay close and talk to him than he was to her.

My unease kept growing, simply because the guy had seemed like a good candidate, but my options—or his—were melting away like a sugar cube. Things didn't improve when a group of girls showed up, around 27 or 28, who he seemed to know. They greeted each other and María was left on the sidelines again. Several girls went into the bar while one stayed behind chatting with him, a couple of meters from my girlfriend, who stoically endured the conversation, once again giving the impression—to anyone who didn't know better—that she was the interested party.

The conversation dragged on. María grabbed her phone but didn't text me, and I focused on the girl who had suddenly captured all the guy's attention. Pretty thin, with curly hair and on the taller side; she wore a black top, a short dark green jacket, and black leather pants similar to the ones María had worn at dinner. Unlike my girlfriend, you could clearly see her ass packed into that leather, but her skinny butt didn't do much for it—very different from what would happen if María wore the same outfit.

The minutes ticked by as María alternated between texting and waiting. Ever since the curly-haired girl had appeared, my girlfriend had vanished from the picture. She set her beer on the ground and texted again, this time to me:

“I'm leaving.”

I couldn't quite understand the guy's attitude—even out of the corner of his eye, he had to be seeing a knockout who ran circles around the curly-haired girl, waiting for him. The long, heavy minutes wore on my nerves as much as on María's pride. She was undoubtedly only using him for the game with Edu, but even so, she wasn't taking the snub well.

She started walking without saying goodbye to him, and he didn't even turn around when he sensed her leaving. I walked parallel to her until I decided to catch up and fall in step beside her. She said nothing, and neither did I. We walked like that for about fifteen or twenty steps before I turned to see if the guy had realized his mistake—but what I saw was him kissing the girl in the leather pants, in the exact spot where he'd tried with María. She eagerly welcomed his tongue as he claimed at least his consolation prize, and it left me stunned without quite knowing why. But the thought of him almost kissing María and now kissing that blonde with such intensity—it got to me. And that tension had to come out somewhere:

“Well, your little friend is having fun now.”

“Why?” she asked sharply as we walked.

“Because he's making out with the blonde.”

María turned and saw them as clearly as I did. She said nothing.

We kept walking with no particular destination. I was disappointed at having lost a really good prospect—maybe the only one—and she was wounded in her pride, which only made her more desirable.


CHAPTER 37

I wanted to savor this wounded María—her pride and ego bruised—but something rang or buzzed in her purse while we happened to find ourselves in line for another venue, and I tried to see who was calling. Everything had been moving strangely fast since that guy pushed her and she got wet, as if the shove had flipped a switch. I managed to catch a glimpse of her screen: it was Álvaro calling.

She didn't answer, just let it vibrate and flash—no response, no hesitation, none of that exasperated sigh so typical of her. I noticed then that her clothes were completely dry now, which left me wondering what that guy had seen or pierced through with his gaze. I remembered the moment when her suitor had protected her with such masculine bravado and wondered whether María had liked it or found it ridiculous, even primitive. Knowing her, I leaned toward the latter.

Standing there in that barely moving line, not even knowing why we were there, I asked her about her superhero. She seemed still caught up in what she'd experienced with that burly man, or in her messages with Edu, or in her calls with Álvaro—she seemed somewhat absent, not bothering to consider whether we should try a more accessible venue.

Roberto. Architect. Not much more. It struck me that she wanted to talk about him as a distant mistake, a mere youthful indiscretion, when surely she could still smell his skin or his cologne, still feel the touch of his hard chest under that blue shirt. Not to mention those attempted kisses and those whispers in her ear as he made his moves.

“Well, your distinguished architect… what a piss he took in the street,” I said, wanting to knock him down a peg, though María hadn't exactly put him on a pedestal either. “Would've been nice if they'd fined him,” I continued.

“He barely pissed, if he even pissed at all. I think it was just an act.”

“What do you mean, an act?”

“To show it to me.”

“Seriously? You saw it? And how was it?”

“Well, if it were normal or like yours, he wouldn't show it off. If he's showing it, there's a reason,” she said dismissively, but I took the jab without wanting to get sidetracked by arguments.

“What a pickup tactic,” I said.

“What?”

“You know, seeing that making out with you isn't working and then whipping it out… to convince you…”

“I don't know, but it seemed pretty forced to me.”

“And when nothing happens with you, he makes out with the blonde? Or did he just like her better?”

“They must have had something going already… though believe me, I couldn't care less,” she said, wanting to drop it as she turned forward, but I insisted:

“I told you to wear the leather pants… turns out the guy was into leather and we didn't even know…” I shot at her, wanting to dig into whatever she was feeling.

But María neither answered nor showed any sign that my comments bothered her. Once again, those conversations built on my questions to learn more, her cocky answers, and my counterattacks—hoping that if she wouldn't be honest, at least she'd snap.

She opened her purse and grabbed her phone. Someone had texted her. She replied. There on the sidewalk, somewhat affected by alcohol, those long, shapely legs bare, her torso protected with no visible incidents beyond one extra button undone on her shirt—though even that didn't really show any cleavage.

Her bearing had remained almost impeccable since we'd left the hotel. Only her tipsy gaze and her more disheveled hair gave any hint of the alcohol in her veins. I could also sense that heat inside her, which surely owed more to the bombardment of experiences—her encounter with Roberto, Edu's messages, Álvaro's calls, and that orgasm still lodged in her body for hours—than to the alcohol.

She hadn't responded to my bait about the blonde's leather pants and was engrossed in texting Edu, so I insisted:

“If I'm being honest, the pants looked better on you…”

She was listening but kept at her phone.

“You filled them out way more… In fact, on the blonde's bony ass they looked kind of bad.”

“We'll talk in a minute,” she said seriously as we moved up to be next in line, ready to enter what was more pub than bar—a place that even from outside promised different decibels and deeper darkness.

María put away her phone when the bouncers waved us in. The venue wasn't too big, and what we'd glimpsed from outside was confirmed. We headed toward a bar along one side of the elongated pub, and I could see that the crowd was more or less our age, though there was a bit of everything. Unfortunately, it was too dark to play that game of watching who was watching her. We ordered drinks, and I'd already lost count of how many I'd had—and how many María had.

As we entered the pub and ordered drinks, I grew more and more nervous. At first, that “we'll talk in a minute” had sounded like we'd simply continue talking about whatever once we got inside, or arguing if that's what was called for. But second after second, I got the impression she wanted to tell me something important. I looked at her to see if she'd return my gaze, but she didn't. She ordered her drink, stirred it with the straw, checked her phone, looked around—but didn't look at me. That “we'll talk in a minute” was quickly turning into “I have to tell you something.”

I studied her—gorgeous, haughty, with an expression that said she wanted to be there but also didn't. Rattled by Roberto's advances, by Edu's messages, by Álvaro's calls, and most of all by herself, surely craving some kind of release… She hid it as best she could; that near-permanent cocky look was probably a mask to conceal what she really felt, which was nothing more or less than an intense, suffocating pressure that tormented her constantly, like a hammer.

I managed to catch her eye and tensed up. She held my gaze. We were almost pressed together there at the bar, and she said something I couldn't hear over the music. I asked her to repeat it, leaned in close, put my ear to her mouth, and heard:

“I feel weird telling you this.”

“What? Tell me,” I said, hiding my nervousness.

“Well… you know I'm… kind of hooked on hurting you?”

“What?” I asked, even though I'd understood, and she repeated it.

And then I pulled back. I didn't really understand. And I didn't even know if I should be worried.

“For example. Earlier. In line. Saying that… if Roberto had a cock like yours he wouldn't show it off.”

“Yeah…” I said, not knowing what to feel or where she was going with this.

I let her express herself, loosen up a bit. She told me that at certain moments—moments when she didn't feel attracted to me—she felt a strange need to hurt me. I remembered that halfhearted handjob from the night before, or that question about whether the harness hurt my small member… That apathy and protectiveness, bordering on mockery… María was acknowledging urges to humiliate me—a word she hadn't used, but one I wanted to bring up in case all her roundabout phrasing was just a way to avoid saying it.

“But is it a desire to hurt me or a desire to humiliate me?”

“It's the same thing.”

“No… it's not the same,” I replied. “Which is it?”

“Both, if you prefer.”

I knew this wasn't coming out of nowhere. She'd been chewing on it for a while, and the alcohol was bringing it out. I didn't want to let her off the hook before she confessed as much as possible.

“But do you feel like hurting me, or does humiliating me turn you on? Because that's not the same thing either…”

“Geez, Pablo, you're not making this easy,” she said thoughtfully, willing to cooperate.

“Then clarify it for me, María, because they're really not the same.”

“Well… yes, it does turn me on a little…”

“It does?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“I don't know… but that's how it is… before I even realize it, I'm doing or saying things I know are humiliating for you, even though you don't seem to mind much. I don't know how to explain it, but the weirder I feel, the more I need to hurt you.”

“María, I'm fine with that, as long as… when those… those days of… need or desire pass… you go back to normal with me.”

“That's the thing… on those days… like you said, doing that to you has become just as important as fantasizing about someone else.”

María glanced down at her purse, opened it—maybe escaping a conversation that was getting more and more delicate. She grabbed her phone and started to reply to a message.

“And are you going to tell me what's going on, who's texting you, what's turning you on…?”

“Nothing… Nothing's going on. I finish this drink and we're leaving,” she said flatly.

“Leaving to go where?”

“The hotel,” she replied, still typing.

“To do what? Read Edu's dirty messages in peace?”

I was sure she'd heard me, but she wasn't responding—just typing and deleting, probably more from the alcohol than nerves. Or maybe both, if she was actually going through with something.

I could guess what he was writing her; what she was writing back, I could only imagine. And it wasn't long paragraphs anymore—it was back-and-forth. I tried to read from where I stood, and to my surprise, the name “Edu” didn't seem to appear at the top. I tried to make out some of the text but only caught isolated words, and none of them seemed out of line.

She looked incredibly desirable. I moved closer and she pulled the phone away. My movement was innocent, spontaneous, though it held pure desire. She was my girlfriend, and I simply wanted to kiss her, to feel her.

“What are you doing?” she asked, noticing me so close our chests nearly touched. But that question held more than surprise—there was a hint of rebuff, almost reproach. Which brought me back to how she felt genuine rejection toward me in moments of peak arousal.

“I want to kiss you… María…” I whispered, wanting the kiss as much as the humiliation of her refusing me.

She either couldn't or wouldn't say no, but she wasn't exactly welcoming either. I set my drink on the bar and slipped my hands inside her blazer until I could feel her waist through her shirt. María leaned back slightly, not pushing me away but turning her head, as if she didn't want this but couldn't bring herself to stop me—as if this were some agreed-upon violation, no less unpleasant for being consensual.

“Pablo… don't touch me…”

“Why?” I asked, my face almost pressed to hers, hands sliding up over her shirt, her torso, her stomach.

“You know I'm not in the mood right now. You already know.”

“Tell me why you're not in the mood.”

“You already know.”

“Yeah, but I want to hear it,” I said, pulling back slightly to look at her while one hand slid down to her ass, covered by shorts the same color as her jacket.

María, deeply uncomfortable, as if she were actually being violated, let my hand slide down to her ass. I pushed up the bottom of her shirt to feel those shorts, to feel her ass, while noticing how her bra showed faintly through the thin white silk.

“You want to hear it? Move your hand.”

“Yes,” I said, bringing both hands back to her waist.

“I don't want you touching me because… you have a pathetic cock… that doesn't… do anything for me.”

“But I don't want to fuck you, just… touch you or kiss you.”

“It doesn't matter… it's having you like this… close… being… sexual… and… I don't know, it disgusts me.”

“And what do you think of me when you look at me while they're fucking you?” I said, openly trying to coax out that thrill she got from humiliating me.

“I think you're a loser,” she said, using a word I'd never heard from her before.

“Yeah?”

“Yeah, that you're a loser and you should learn how to fuck.”

“Oh really…? You don't say… Am I that bad?”

“Well, with that cock it doesn't really matter how you move.”

“Think Roberto fucks better? I'm not asking about Edu… or Álvaro… or Guille… because you know exactly how they fuck…” I said, relishing the list, trying to provoke her.

“I'm sure he does.”

“And his cock?” I asked, daring to bring my face close to hers again, sliding one hand up the side of her torso to graze her breast.

“Pretty good… I already told you,” she said as I kissed her cheek.

It was a tender kiss, but one that held the purest desire. Her rejection only made me want her more. Her skin felt softer than ever, and the sound of the kiss carried even over the noise. A whispered “get off me… stop being annoying” escaped her lips, and I could feel her pleasure, the thrill she got from saying it.

“I don't want to,” I whispered, our faces pressed together, our bodies pressed together… when I felt something at my crotch. On my pants.

“You think with this pathetic cock you can try to… turn me on… or kiss me?” she whispered, aroused—not by me, but by everything building inside her and by humiliating me.

My lips sought hers and, to my surprise, found them. Our lips touched and my mouth opened… my tongue meeting hers… while her hand stayed on my crotch and one of mine brushed her breast through the shirt, the fabric impossibly delicate. The kiss was wet, slow, but above all strange. I savored it for the feel of her mouth and her burning tongue; she savored it because the kiss disgusted her. Our tongues played, sharing each other's wetness… our lips stretched and I felt her hand squeeze my cock until it nearly hurt. After a few moments of my ecstasy and her revulsion, she broke the kiss and pushed me away.

We stood in silence. María drank from her glass. She looked at me. I could feel her revulsion, even her regret over that kiss—it clearly hadn't been worth it. The thrill of humiliating me hadn't outweighed having to feel my mouth, my tongue, my cock.

“Name someone,” María said suddenly, catching me off guard.

“What do you mean, someone?”

“Come on. Name someone here… someone you'd want to watch fuck me.”

Heart pounding, I looked at her—her thick hair falling over part of her face, skin glistening with sweat, blazer open, her chest straining against the fabric, her bra showing through subtly, erotically… Her gaze smoldering, her legs long and slender… those suggestive heels… I couldn't believe it. I looked around and spotted him almost immediately, right next to us: a guy in a green striped shirt with slightly long brown hair, who reminded me of Edu, but younger.

“Him, the one in green,” I said, trembling, extremely nervous, unsure if she was completely serious or if this was just some twisted game born from her thrill of humiliating me.

She turned to look at him, and I felt hopeful—he was her type. But she turned back to me so quickly that I got the impression she'd already noticed him before.

“Alright then. Go explain it to him.”


CHAPTER 38

Stunned. Blindsided. I searched her face, hoping her expression would reveal whether she was serious or just playing with me. Her serious, impassive demeanor didn’t help me in the slightest. She sipped her drink and glanced at her phone, as if she had all the time in the world, signaling it was my move.

I looked at the guy, but since he was half-turned, I couldn’t see his face well. I looked back at her, still in the same pose and attitude. And I still couldn’t quite believe it. Such a direct proposal was completely unlike her—even if she could feel desire, admitting it so openly wasn’t her style. With a stranger, no less.

But on the other hand, I understood she’d reached her breaking point—she couldn’t fool herself anymore. We both knew that in the last five years... actual fucking, what it really meant to fuck, she’d only done it twice. Twice in five years. The question hung in the air: How much longer could she hold out? Between her unfinished, prolonged orgasm and her messages with Edu... Roberto probably fucking the girl in the leather pants... Álvaro’s calls... I was starting to think that if she was really serious, she wouldn’t be showing desire but mere humanity... Simple physical need.

Again I looked at the guy, flanked by two friends who I got the feeling were watching María just as closely as she was watching the one in green, glancing at her from time to time. And I looked at María again and thought that she couldn’t possibly, in any way, just go back to our hotel... to dress me up as Edu... to strap that harness on me and keep up this insane pretense... It seemed almost humiliating for her to take that enormous rubber cock attached to me inside her one more time.

She put her phone in her purse and asked me to hold it. Then she began taking off her long blazer and handed it to me, asking for her purse back. She rolled up the sleeves of her white shirt with deliberate slowness, a slowness that tormented me for not daring to talk to the guy while simultaneously tormenting me with her exasperating sensuality. She admired herself. She undoubtedly admired herself rolling up her sleeves and adjusting that garment that fell impeccably over her torso, creating a brighter glow wherever she stood. Like that, without showing any cleavage, barely hinting at curves, she projected an eroticism far greater than any girl in that place.

That movement, that self-admiration... I didn’t know if it was meant for herself or for the guy in question. She gathered her hair up a bit, again as if feeling particular heat on her neck... and she looked at me... She locked eyes with me in a strained gesture that I couldn’t tell expressed desire or just heat, but definitely distress... From the crowd? Or from her own body? Her gaze burning, bright from the alcohol, her long legs... her tits pressing against the shirt that covered her shorts, again making it seem like she was only wearing the shirt and nothing else... It turned me on like crazy, and I began to truly envision myself talking to the one in green, offering her to him, handing her over.

She drank from her glass and I could see her bra more clearly showing through, backlit, that grayish blue color... doing its best to contain those full, firm breasts... which demanded extra effort from the garment since this bra had no straps to help.

“Well? Don’t you dare?” she asked. “I’m going to the restroom for a moment.”

She left me holding her blazer and turned around. I was going to tell her that if she left, I wouldn’t be able to point out which woman was being offered, but I quickly realized that everyone within twenty square meters had surely noticed the presence of that elegant femme fatale in a white silk shirt.

She headed down a path that would take her to the restrooms, but first she’d have to cross the territory of the one in green and his two friends. They welcomed her intrusion but didn’t comment, keeping to themselves the feelings, the desires... and the urges... she undoubtedly awakened in them.

María did nothing to draw their attention, didn’t even pass through the middle but along a discreet side route, yet it was impossible not to see that bright white spot floating through that pub.

The whispering came after. That murmur that drove me wild. And I looked at the one in green and thought he couldn’t even imagine the luck he might be about to have—all it would take was for me to say what I had to say and for María to really be serious.

I watched María trying to make her way through until she reached a group she couldn’t cross or go around, so, desperate, she had to wait and turned slightly, and her gaze went not to me but to the guy in green, who kept following her with his eyes. And I could feel their eyes meet. Without saying anything. Three, four seconds, eternal, that wound me so tight I felt my blood pumping through my entire body. They held each other’s gaze, as if recognizing each other, as if beautiful people understood each other.

That exchange of looks made me think María was really serious, and I drank from my glass in random, almost involuntary gulps while telling myself I needed a line, an opening line, to pull him away from his friends and explain this madness.

True, I’d already done it with Edu almost a year ago, but telling a coworker “María likes you, we need to talk” wasn’t the same as telling this guy “You know the one in the white shirt who was with me? Well, she’s my fiancée, but we want you to... fuck her... Come to our hotel tonight, you fuck her and I watch.”

Right after taking a drink, I could feel the gaze of the one in green on me, like a sixth sense, and sure enough, he was looking at me. I held his gaze for a couple of seconds before looking away, feeling a suffocating pressure. The guy was undoubtedly attractive—quite dark-skinned, with sharp features—but what was suffocating wasn’t that; it was the fact that he’d looked at me right after locking eyes with María, almost as if he could know something that was impossible to know.

“Can I tell you something for a second?” would be my opening line, and after that, I’d ask him about the woman in the white shirt, he’d tell me he knew who I meant... and then... Then I didn’t know what to say.

I watched his friends in full-on predator mode, while he was more careful not to give off that vibe, as if he were on another level. I ordered a shot of liquid courage and downed it in one gulp while deciding to just go for it, armed with my first two lines...

Then I saw María approaching—once again that smooth, pale glow framed by thick hair, weaving through clusters of people, drunks, and leering stares. She skirted the guy in green and his friends, giving them nothing but an evasive glance and her back, which—if you cared to look—subtly revealed the outline of her bra.

María reached me and said nothing, my cowardice already assumed. I looked up and saw the guy in the striped shirt lean down as a girl talked to him. He hadn’t moved from his spot, so I figured he was the one being approached. His body language gave nothing away. Now I had another obstacle to contend with—a skinny brunette in what looked like a denim skirt and an oversized yellow shirt, like a guy’s, a super casual look that somehow worked on her. It didn’t look like clubbing clothes; it looked like she’d come straight from drinks on a patio that had unexpectedly turned into a night out.

My girlfriend went back to her phone, alternating between scrolling and slipping into a kind of trance—I could guess what it meant, but couldn’t know for sure. I tried to figure out if this girl was competition: I sized her up as average, cute in her own way, but with a prominent nose that knocked her down a few pegs in terms of pure beauty.

Maybe she wanted to give me more time, or one last chance. Or maybe she just wanted me to talk to the guy so she could tell me to fuck off and leave me looking like an idiot... Either way, she grabbed her blazer and told me she was taking it to the coat check. Again the friends’ eyes followed her, but this time the guy in green—the target—didn’t look up, his head bent down to listen to the girl in yellow.

This was it. As soon as that girl realized this guy was destined for bigger things, I’d go over and tell him what I should have said ages ago.

I had to step away from the bar because it had become prime real estate, and desperate, I kept my eyes glued to that persistent girl and the guy in green stripes, waiting my turn with barely contained resignation. I knew my offer would be far more interesting to him, but I also knew I’d have to wait in line.

I couldn’t believe it. My drink was running out, but not her persistence—she’d managed to get him into a completely private conversation. It was no longer a girl breaking into a group of guys, but two friends on one side and a couple on the other. My anguish only grew, especially when I started thinking they might kiss at any moment.

There was only one way things could get worse, and that’s exactly what happened: María reappeared, and once again didn’t ask if I’d worked up the nerve—it was obvious I hadn’t. I could barely bring myself to look at her. I thought about asking again if she really meant it, as if that were my excuse for not approaching the guy, but I didn’t. I knew that even if it had been a bluff, she’d play it out to the end.

María punished me not only with her silence but with her blank expression. I wanted to escape her and check back on the guy in green, to see if there was still a chance, but things were looking worse by the minute. I even considered suggesting one of the target’s two friends to her instead, but I dreaded her response—and I was still dreading it when the worst happened: the guy in the green striped shirt and the girl with the prominent nose brought their faces together. After several kisses on each other’s cheeks, unhurried, since the deal was already sealed, their lips found each other—first a few pecks, then their eyes met. She gave a half-smile, and then came a kiss with tongue that marked the absolute end of María’s proposal, whether it had been real or a test.

I didn’t say anything to her, but it didn’t take long for her to notice, and she didn’t say anything to me either. The strange thing was that she didn’t hold back from watching them—not blatantly, but not avoiding it either. And whether I was imagining it or not, I got the impression that sometimes, after they kissed, the guy would glance at María and she’d hold his gaze, and I couldn’t figure out what that meant. Maybe that exchange of looks was saying “another day,” or maybe a mutual “you should have come to me.”

Álvaro, Roberto, this guy... three wasted shots in the same night. And I watched María, still pretending nothing was happening, pretending she wasn’t sex incarnate about to explode. But I wondered how she was going to stand it—with what desire, with what self-respect could she come back to the hotel with me and settle for a limp, lukewarm condom... Especially when Roberto would be with the girl in leather pants... the guy in green with the girl in the yellow shirt... Álvaro probably fucking Sofía... Edu with whoever he could find, or if not, Begoña... and even Víctor was probably having a good time fucking that Sarah girl.

María, tense, visibly flushed, split her attention between checking her phone and watching that couple kiss. And nothing else—because I no longer existed. And I almost preferred it that way, because I had the distinct feeling that the moment she spoke to me, it would be to say she wanted to leave for the hotel.

The ones who seemed in a hurry to leave were them—the couple who, after that first real kiss, hadn’t spoken another word, revealing the previous conversation for what it was: pure formality. And sure enough, hand in hand, they disappeared toward the exit, confirming my suspicion that those two would fuck that very night.

None of this made sense anymore. For at least ten or fifteen minutes, María and I had been losing—unless she had messages from Edu on her phone that made her think she was salvaging some kind of pyrrhic victory from the night.

I looked at her, phone perpetually in hand, though she barely typed—mostly just reading, and only occasionally. Then, at that moment, she did type something, and I was close enough to clearly read something that shocked me completely, making me think there might be a lot more night left than I’d imagined. On her screen, in an open chat, written by her, appeared:

“We’re at the bar on the right.”

My chest tightened. I hesitated, unsure whether to demand an explanation right then and there. About what it meant, who sent it, why, what the purpose was. But it was painfully obvious she was talking to Álvaro.

Just like that. Out of nowhere. From nothing to everything.

It was done. And I hadn’t known. Hadn’t seen it coming. It was done.

Just like that. That was it. There was nothing left to do. And I, selfishly, wasn’t disappointed that María was going to fuck, but because I knew Álvaro probably wouldn’t let me be there.


CHAPTER 39

“We’re at the bar on the right.” She didn’t mention the neighborhood or the pub’s name, which meant it was imminent. And the closer it got, the more excited I became—and the more it hurt.

María spoke then, and obviously not to suggest we leave, as I’d expected her to earlier, but to tell me she almost needed to go to the bathroom again. She laughed, saying she didn’t understand how I went so rarely. This was an old topic, an inside joke between us, one that made her feel more mine, made us feel more like us, and made the surrender about to happen hurt even more.

Because yes, it was a surrender, another one I was making, for this crazy game that wasn’t a game anymore, one that transcended what might be called a way of life to become something closer to a way of being.

That phrase suddenly allowed us to string together banalities, one after another, and I realized this small talk was nothing but an unmistakable symptom—it wasn’t that we were nervous, it was that our bodies were practically trembling. She was going to fuck. Finally. I didn’t know how Álvaro had gotten rid of Sofía, but it didn’t really matter. María was going to fuck for the third time in five years. Her nerves were justified.

And mine were undeniably murky, because they didn’t just agitate me over the act itself, but over whether I’d have the chance to participate, to watch… But I had the feeling the pact meant a surrender without any participation on my part. And I wondered if my anger or my veto would be acceptable, but I knew it wouldn’t. That I, at this point, after pushing María into everything, after conspiring for months with Edu, after even contacting Víctor, couldn’t—for my sake or hers—oppose something she deserved and, why not say it, something she’d probably confess to me later that would drive me wild to hear.

I saw her as more desirable, more sexual, more suggestive, with her bare legs and rolled-up sleeves. I found myself wishing one more button were undone so I could finally see the lace of her expensive bra, because glimpsing it through the fabric wasn’t enough…

I couldn’t stop thinking about the fucking, or the fucks, Álvaro would give her that night. I’d seen them together… I’d seen him fucking her… I’d even seen him shove half his cock in her ass… Without a doubt, that bastard’s plan was to finish what he’d started. Break her ass in, yes, definitely… Plus fuck her pussy for hours and hours… like he’d already done five weeks ago… And what killed me while driving me wild at the same time was that María wanted—acknowledged wanting—to repeat it. She was tacitly telling him she’d liked what he’d given her pussy, so she wanted more, and that what he’d started with her ass needed to be finished, needed to be completed once and for all…

I looked at María. There. Waiting. So feminine. So delicate. And immediately, images of Álvaro flashed through my mind… with her… mounting her… thrusting into her… entering that fragile body… and I could feel my underwear getting damp...

Each song that started and ended was an unbearable tick-tock… suffocating me, suffocating us… while we kept up our strange elevator small talk… trying to think about something else.

Until, I don’t know quite how, we ended up talking about the guy in the green striped shirt, and I got the feeling it had indeed been a bluff, because she didn’t reproach me for my cowardice and spoke of him with detachment, as if he’d never been a real candidate.

She admitted she’d found him handsome, and when I asked if he was more handsome than Roberto, she said no, the one in the blue shirt was much better looking. And since we were being honest, and perhaps freed now that the question of whether María would fuck that night was settled, I asked if she’d felt enough desire for Roberto to sleep with him.

Before she could answer, her phone lit up, and I immediately feared Álvaro might already be inside the pub.

But looking at her phone upside down from across the table, I could make out her screen with some difficulty, and the chat header didn’t seem to say “Álvaro” or “Álvaro cousin’s birthday” as she’d saved it. It was something shorter, starting with a shorter word. I looked more closely, and without a doubt, that short word was “Edu.”

I didn’t understand why, at this point, she was still texting him, and taking advantage of this oasis of harmony amid so much tension, I asked to take a quick look at that chat. I expected reluctance, but she handed me the phone right away, as if to say not only that there was nothing to hide, but that everything written there had always been tacitly or expressly agreed upon by both of us.

María finished her never-ending drink and, finding a spot at the bar beside us, ordered a bottle of water while leaving me alone with her phone. I tried to make sense of the conversation and find my place in it—one that didn’t contain long paragraphs, at least not recently.

As if by reflex, when I saw my name, I stopped. And, extremely nervous, I read from that point. It was Edu who’d mentioned me:

“Don’t mess with Pablo’s head. I already chose him for you.”

I looked toward the entrance. I scanned for faces. I searched for Álvaro. As if his appearance would mean I’d have to stop reading. But at the same time, I realized that phrase could mean it wasn’t Álvaro who was going to show up.

I looked toward the bar where María was ordering a bottle of water, and I saw her back, her white shirt, the back of her bra showing through with such erotic subtlety… her bare legs… I turned my eyes back to the phone, tempted to switch chats and find my conversation with Álvaro, but I kept reading her exchange with Edu:

“Forget it. He wrote to me, by the way. Just what I needed,” María had replied.

“He's excited, I'm not surprised... well... you know I told him where you are and what you two are up to, and now it's up to you what you do about it.”

“You're fucking kidding me. I'm serious. And I don't know if I believe you haven't told anyone else.”

“I already told you I haven't told anyone else. I don't know how else you want me to say it,” Edu said.

I almost dropped the phone. I didn't know… I didn't understand…

María came over and took the phone from me—I didn't resist, too stunned to react—without asking if anyone had messaged, without checking the chats, as if everything that needed to be said there had already been said.

“But, who?” my head repeated.

I was going to ask her, but I couldn't. I was so frozen I could barely stammer.

About half a minute passed before I could manage to say anything to María:

“Who messaged you?”

“What?” she asked into my ear. The music seemed to be getting louder and louder.

“I mean… I'm saying… What's that thing Edu says about the thing we're up to?”

“Well, what do you think,” she responded confidently.

“No, I mean, who did he tell? I don't understand any of this.”

“There's nothing to understand,” she responded, and then I saw someone appear next to us, someone who looked familiar.

This someone greeted María, who tensely responded with two chaste kisses in a stiffly formal exchange.

I looked at him—buzzed hair, aggressive mannerisms, somewhat stocky but muscular, wearing a slightly outdated shirt in dull red, almost maroon, with a large brand logo on the chest. A bit tacky. Actually, quite tacky.

He offered me his hand with a serious look. Very serious. His expression completely changed as he went from greeting María to greeting me.

I shook his hand and he squeezed it hard. I looked him in the eyes—eyes that quickly looked away from me and sought out María, as if I wasn't worth his time.

And then it hit me like lightning. His face. His body. I was transported back to last October's wedding, to the table, to the dinner we'd shared with him and that chubby wife of his whose name I couldn't remember.

It was him. It was Marcos. The one who'd stared at María's tits nonstop. The one who'd danced with her after I suggested she warm him up.

There he was. Offered. Available. Aware of everything thanks to Edu. Chosen by Edu. I wasn't choosing anything anymore.

There he was. Hiding his dirty looks as best he could. Talking with a distant María, who I couldn't believe would agree to this. Who could want… who could want to fuck him, no matter that Edu had chosen him for her.

And then I understood what Edu had said to her when they'd had lunch together, that line about “I'm very interested in you going to Madrid.”

Edu had known for hours who, if not the winning horse, was at least the front-runner.

Marcos, shorter than her thanks to María's heels, suggested having a drink at the bar. He kept trying to hide the way he was devouring her with his eyes.

A few seconds later she agreed, walking ahead of him the short distance to the bar.

Neither she nor he looked at me.


CHAPTER 40

The worst part wasn't the unease of not knowing whether María was actually willing to do something with that crude thug—who, to top it off, was the husband of a former coworker of hers. No, the worst part, what killed me most, was that… deep down I knew I did want something to happen.

The thing with Edu, or with the guys—who were more than attractive enough—could be justified by necessity and logic… but with Marco… wanting things to happen with Marco… revealed that what I had was something deeply unhealthy… A horribly dirty thrill.

I looked toward the bar. Both of them with their backs to me. She was taller than him. More slender than him. More class than him. More everything than him. If something didn't quite fit with me, given the difference between us, with him it was even more glaring. With him, I couldn't even fathom her deigning to talk to him, to let him buy her a drink, to do anything at all.

I wondered if he'd dare put his hand on her waist, or make any gesture showing he knew exactly why he'd come. In his demeanor and expression I saw a constant need to feign composure, when I was absolutely certain he had to be feeling overwhelmed—because I'd seen him at the wedding, and of all the faces of desire and lust, Marco's from months ago had stayed with me.

I felt a strange paternalistic urge at that moment, even though deep down I knew I wanted things to happen. I approached them at the bar, knowing I was two people at once: the one who couldn't even believe María would consider anything, and the one who wanted everything to happen.

I ordered another drink. María flanked by both of us: the consenting cuckold who at the same time didn't want her to want it, and the suitor put forward by her first lover.

There, closer, I could feel even more strongly the difference in beauty, in style, in presence. Sensuality and brusqueness. Elegance and crudeness. Grace and clumsiness.

They didn't acknowledge me, though they knew I was there, and I began to think—or try to guess—what might have happened. I had no idea Marco and Edu even knew each other and didn't dwell on it since it was irrelevant. I wanted to focus on what might have happened in the last few hours, so I figured Edu would have told Marco about what María and I had, our game. He would have told him, surely, that he'd fucked her the night of the wedding while I watched, and that we'd be in Madrid and maybe something could happen with someone. And after all that, he would have explained the real reason, the specific proposition: maybe a “stop by where they are and see if you get lucky,” or maybe something more.

That's why I didn't know how certain Marco was about all this. It would depend on how Edu had sold it to him.

I stepped back again, a few feet. I was nervous, but my disbelief was even greater. I watched them. Both serious. Long silences between them. Sometimes María would look away, and that was the signal that forced the buzz-cut guy to say something to her. María usually didn't catch it the first time and made him repeat himself. She wasn't flirting, but she wasn't pulling away either.

And then I saw it. María looked away, her eyes searching for me, and I would have held her gaze, but I noticed Marco's eyes drifting to María's breasts. Like some projected, imaginary triangle—she was looking for me, without me understanding what she was trying to tell me, and I wanted to look at her but I was looking at him, watching how Marco's eyes undressed María's torso. I didn't see as much lust as at the wedding, but rather awe, intimidation—as if he were wondering and trembling just imagining he might get to have that.

She didn't want me to save her—maybe she wanted to make me part of it, or maybe what she was after fed into those urges to humiliate me. Or maybe it was a “look what you've done, that I even want this guy to fuck me,” or, going even further, “right now even this vulgar, tacky guy turns me on more than you.”

Then they approached me, more María's decision than his. I even got the impression she wanted me to see up close what was brewing there, since they still weren't talking to me, not even during the long silences.

He kept leaning in closer as he spoke to her, and she kept drinking faster and faster. I wondered what they could possibly be talking about since I couldn't hear a thing. What do you talk about with someone you have no relationship with, who's only there because your boss told him maybe tonight he could fuck you?

The closer he leaned in to speak to her, the closer their faces got. And if I'd wondered before whether he'd have the courage to put his hand on her waist… now I was wondering if he'd even try to kiss her… The loud music. The shoving. The crowd. The heat. The sweat. The alcohol. The clumsiness of bodies. An attempt was becoming more and more likely. The “what if…” was taking on dramatic force… and I could only suffer it while at the same time desiring it. I imagined the three of us going back to our hotel, and it seemed less and less impossible.

I even found myself wondering whether Edu might have told María that Marco was a good lover… or told her he had a more than impressive cock. Maybe he'd told her she wouldn't regret it, not for a second. Another city. One night. A fuck. A great fuck. The possibility of another cock—decent, no, not just decent, powerful. And the possibility of humiliating me even more. A way of telling me she no longer even needs the suitor to be handsome, that it's enough for him to fuck well and not be me.

Marco didn't seem nervous, which made me think he wasn't pretending—he simply thought he was walking into an exam with the answers already in hand. That was the only way to explain why he wasn't giving off any restlessness or tension.

I couldn't stop imagining random snippets of what Edu had said to Marcos. I pictured him on the phone. His voice: “Invite her for a drink, chat with her a bit, and suggest going back to her hotel. Pablito will tag along, that's the only downside, but trust me, it'll be worth it...”

I was lost in that kind of delusion when someone jostled me and I ended up closer to them. I could make out that they were talking about Marcos's wife, and he was saying they were sort of separated, that they weren't even living together at the moment, and it immediately struck me as his way of clearing potential obstacles out of the way.

María was listening to him, arms crossed at times, drink in hand, looking fairly guarded, when she said something to me that I didn't catch, handed me her drink, and headed toward the bathroom.

She walked away, once again that white blur floating among all those drunks. And there I stood, a drink in each hand, next to Marcos. The most uncomfortable situation I could remember.

Every second was torture. We didn't even look at each other.

People weren't really dancing, just talking or trying to hook up in pairs that kept forming. The seconds seemed to stretch into minutes. Every heartbeat brought more tension, more discomfort.

What could I say? It was impossible to say anything.

Unlike before, María's return would have been my salvation, but instead Marcos spoke to me, coming at me full force, without warning. In my ear, somewhat drunk—or quite drunk—enunciating each word:

“God, you're such an idiot.”

“What,” I said, and he shrugged.

“You'd have to be a moron to set this up.”

“What? Go to hell,” I said, knowing right away that if we kept talking like that, things could end very badly.

“What? What did you say?”

“I said tell me why I'm a moron,” I responded, face to face, very nervous. Even bracing myself for whatever might happen.

“Damn... setting this up... Give me a break... With this absolute bombshell. I already lost my mind at the wedding when I saw she was with you. And setting this up. But anyway, let's get down to it, tell me... What do I have to do?”

I didn't respond, and it wasn't really necessary because he seemed eager to talk, to find out:

“Is this a done deal or do I have to do something? She doesn't seem that into it to me.”

“Why? What did Edu tell you?” I asked, aware that the conversation was becoming less tense but at the same time making me more nauseous.

“Damn, he told me you guys were coming tonight—you to watch and her to fuck. He gave me her number, we texted for a while, I didn't quite buy it... I suggested meeting up... she didn't say no... so I started thinking Eduardo wasn't screwing with me... but I don't know anything else. Damn, I don't know what to do now.”

“You don't have to do anything. Whatever she wants, that's it.”

“What?” he shouted in my ear.

“Whatever she wants, that's it!”

“Damn, I already know that. But does she want to or not? Are we going to your hotel now? Which one is it? Look, damn, nine o'clock at the absolute latest I have to be home or I'm screwed with my wife. Do we make out here first and then go...? I don't know what the deal is... I didn't get the impression she wanted to make out here, in front of everyone. She seems too stuck-up to be pawing at each other here.”

I looked at him and my stomach churned. Nausea rose through my body... And he didn't even seem to expect my answers, like he was talking to himself.

“I'll tell you though, eh... she doesn't seem that into it... but she's not sending me packing, right... right?”

“I don't know, man...” I responded, digesting everything he was saying as best I could.

“What do you mean you don't know? Don't give me that disgusted look.”

“What?”

“That... don't give me that look, damn...”

“I'm not giving you any look.”

“Damn, what do you mean you're not? Listen... What does she like? Like... what's she into?”

“What?”

“In bed, I mean... I'll... do whatever she wants... Shit...” he said and went quiet.

“Shit what?” I asked, in this disjointed, absurd conversation, barely hearing him, constantly thrown off, not knowing if he was being friendly or about to start throwing punches.

“I'm saying... damn... she's so fucking hot... If I haven't jerked off forty times thinking about her since I met her, I haven't jerked off at all. Damn, I asked you what she likes as if you'd know. If you knew, you wouldn't be doing this, come on.”

“Well, what’s your problem?” I said just as someone shoved me, and the momentum carried through to him like dominoes, spilling part of the drink I was holding for María onto his tacky shirt, right across his chest.

He shoved me back, though not that hard—maybe just a reflex, just to get me away from him, since he had to know my shove hadn’t been intentional. Then some guy who’d gotten caught up in the chain reaction said something to Marcos, and while Marcos seemed to be telling him it was nothing, no problem, María’s voice came out of nowhere asking me what was going on.

Things calmed down quickly since nothing had really happened, though from the outside it might have looked different. A moment later she was talking to him like she was demanding an explanation, and from Marcos’s body language he seemed to be telling her that absolutely nothing had happened. He extended his hand toward me to shake, which I did, though I got the feeling María didn’t believe it had all been so accidental.

They talked a bit more and then she turned to me and said:

“What happened?”

“Nothing.”

“Right, nothing. I leave for five minutes and you two get into it... Do you not want this or what?”

“What? Want what? And what about you?”

She fell silent. An agonizing silence. Until she said:

“That’s not the point. The point is you’re fighting like kids.”

“How is that not the point? You just brought it up!”

“What do you want me to say, huh?”

“Well, if you’re seriously going to go off with this guy. If we’re going to go with him to the hotel.”

The silence was deafening. She didn’t respond. And I couldn’t take it anymore:

“Do you seriously like him? Would you fuck this guy?” I asked, almost shouting in her ear because of the loud music.

“I don’t know anymore... Pablo...”


CHAPTER 41

I hadn’t finished processing that phrase when Marcos grew tired of waiting. Maybe he was afraid I’d try to talk her out of it. He whispered something in her ear and turned her around, subtly steering her away from me. He was clumsy in his movements but seemed to have a certain knack for these situations. He’d captured her attention and I couldn’t hear them, and he even smiled at her—that’s when his true self showed through and failed him, since his smile aimed for mischievous but landed on obscene.

But María didn’t push him away, didn’t tell him no, and that set me on fire and killed me at the same time. He took her silence as consent and finally ventured to place his hands on her waist—hands that weren’t pushed away—speaking to her even closer now.

Their faces were pressed completely together, so close I could almost feel Marcos’s heavy breath through her. The music and lights seemed to intensify. He spoke to her and she didn’t always understand, making him repeat himself. I shifted position until I could see her from the front and him from behind. That maroon shirt and those wide legs—everything about him was bulk and everything about her was slenderness. Her voluminous, perfect hair contrasting with his shaved head. Anyone watching them would never understand how a woman like that had let things go this far with a man like him.

His hands on her waist messed with my head—disbelief on one side, morbid fascination tensing me on the other. My senses jumped back and forth, from her to him, from beauty to the beast, and again I could feel—through him now—the touch of her silk shirt at the waist. Again that stark roughness, the coarseness of his hands against the delicacy of the fabric. Beauty and elegance fighting not against external crudeness but against an imperious internal physical need.

A minute passed. Then two. Then three. Always talking so close, and María didn’t push him away… Until something happened that surprised me, that pushed my excitement and anguish to heights I’d barely known… María half-closed her eyes… Yes, she half-closed her eyes, as if I’d been so focused on the rooftop party that I’d missed what was happening in the basement. I couldn’t believe it… and I couldn’t be completely sure… maybe it was just a drunken flutter of the eyelids, from tiredness...

I couldn’t believe it, but at the same time I could. How much longer could she hold out, I wondered. Not Álvaro. Not Roberto. Not the guy in green. She was at sky-high levels of arousal, with all those lost possibilities behind her, facing a choice: on one hand, a man determined and eager to satisfy her, and on the other, a rubber cock for the umpteenth time. Maybe he wasn’t the most attractive man in the world—she didn’t even have any chemistry with him—but he was someone who wouldn’t talk, being married, with the added thrill of having been chosen by Edu, who, who knows, might have suggested in those messages that Marcos would know how to satisfy her, or that he had something between his legs with enough size and knew how to use it.

María didn’t half-close her eyes again, which made me think maybe nothing was happening down below after all, but she was taking his advances near her lips. Each trip to her ear to whisper was a veiled attempt at a kiss. She was only fighting herself now, her ego and her pride, because she knew I wanted it, Marcos wanted it, Edu wanted it, and even her own body wanted it.

Through the crowd of heads and jostling bodies I could see those advances... when something happened, another step in his strategy, not a kiss that could be rejected... but something... strange... almost more sexual and carnal than a kiss... Marcos, showing a quickness and subtlety I hadn’t seen before, took advantage of yet another trip to her ear to pull aside the collar of her shirt with one hand… bringing his rough lips there, and then María looked at me... while that opportunist buried a kiss in her neck...

...María stared at me while that thug inhaled her scent… and kissed that neck… and she didn’t push his face away… She didn’t push his head away and he brought his other hand—which had been wandering somewhere down below, its pressure and position unknown to me—to María’s face… and… her face moved… and he kissed her... on the cheek. María looking at me. The music playing. The lights flashing. And he brought his mouth to María’s lips… and María, looking at me…. pulled away slightly...

Marcos, after that kiss on her cheek—as chaste as it was forced, since passing by her face was a means, not an end—went back down to bury himself in the base of her neck, pulling aside the delicate white shirt again with his coarse hands... and she looking at me, trying to hold my gaze... almost closing her eyes... not giving him the kiss... but not pushing him away either... a “no,” but not a definitive or irrefutable “no.”

Tense as hell, I didn’t understand that look, and I was surprised that Marcos was the same lecherous man from the wedding, given how precise his moves were proving to be.

And then came a second attack. Starting from the neck, stopping at the cheek, finishing at the lips of a María cornered by herself and by circumstances. And Marcos’s lips, again, won no prize—she tilted her head just slightly, though a bit more noticeably than the first time.

Marcos said something in her ear and she didn’t respond. She understood him but said nothing. And then he, perhaps desperate, rushing things, made the mistake of sliding one of his hands toward María’s breasts from the side. He was only after a simple caress over a breast guarded beneath her shirt and bra. It seemed more approachable and acceptable than those kisses on her neck, but she denied him that: she pushed his hand away gently... and Marcos, after losing three battles in a row—two kiss attempts and that attempt to touch her chest—withdrew a bit... without any gesture, but visibly frustrated.

I couldn't breathe. And I was growing more certain that I wanted things to happen, more panicked about whether María could keep enduring all of this. If I couldn't breathe, she must have been even worse off, because once Marcos pulled back, I could see her face more clearly—flushed, burning, flustered... to the point where anyone would have told her to just give in already, that this resistance wasn't worth it, that this pressure had to find release somehow, that the relief had to come for everyone's sake, especially hers.

But she kept trying to pretend she could handle everything—everyone, and herself. Standing a few feet from him, not speaking, not looking at each other, she finally pulled her phone from her purse.

Maybe someone had texted her, maybe not, but she was staring at the screen. I took the opportunity to pull out my phone and text her:

“Having fun?”

My message was meant to feign distance. I didn't know why, but I didn't want to show her my state—panicked.

“You?” she responded right away, without looking up.

“I don't know. But you two seem good.”

“Come on, let's go.”

“Who?”

“You and me, obviously,” I saw on my screen and felt a frustration similar to what Marcos had just felt, though with the “let's go” I'd already known what she meant.

She looked up, as if to say there was no turning back—we were leaving.

Marcos was watching her, no longer just frustrated and disappointed—now visibly angry, as if he felt he'd been deceived or used.

I walked over to them and she immediately told me we had to stop by the coat check for her blazer. I told her to give me the ticket—I'd grab it and be right back.

“No, forget it, Pablo—let's both go.”

“No, no, give it here,” I insisted, and kept insisting until I got what I wanted and headed toward the coat check without looking back.

I walked the short distance to the coat check line. If I turned around, I'd see them. But I didn't want to turn. It struck me how a while ago she'd stepped away to give me time, and now I was the one leaving her alone to give her time. Time for what? I didn't know—she probably didn't either. Then I realized who I was really giving another chance to: Marcos. So he wouldn't be clumsy trying to touch her breasts, so he wouldn't be crude getting the words wrong in her ear, so he'd be more skillful if he tried again at her neck.

Standing there in that short line, I noticed the place emptying out, and I thought once more about what Edu had prepared and orchestrated. I came to understand it all even better:

Edu had already won, whether María fell with Marcos or held her ground. If she fell, his victory would be even greater, no doubt—but he'd already won because he was the one choosing now. I wasn't choosing anything anymore. It had gone beyond the thrill of “wear this shirt” or “put on this underwear.” No. It was more than that. It was choosing the candidates for her to fuck while I watched. I had no doubt Víctor had already been proposed, and now Marcos. It seemed only a matter of time—maybe minutes—before one of Edu's chosen ones succeeded.

Edu was defeating me completely—entering our game for two and making it a game for three, leaving me in the weakest position and, worst of all, the most dispensable one.

As I absorbed that defeat, my anxiety kept building—the urge to look back and see what would surely be that opportunistic bastard's final attack.

But I held back.

Until my turn came. They handed me her blazer and I turned around, heading back toward them.

I didn't want to speculate about whether I'd really see another attack, but I felt—almost for the first time since this game had started—that I wanted nothing to happen. Not because I didn't feel tremendous excitement, but because I felt panic that Edu would make me disappear.

I looked up. There were far fewer people now... and I saw them... and what I saw... left me breathless...


CHAPTER 42

María stood against the bar, enduring yet another advance from a man who could never have imagined getting this lucky. It was miraculous, really—the sheer number of things that had to happen, the perfect storm of events, for someone like him to end up where he was now: with his mouth buried in María's neck, one hand pulling aside her collar to kiss her… and the other guiding her hand toward his crotch.

Yes, that's what shocked me, what left me breathless. Watching him guide her hand to feel his cock through his pants.

María half-closed her eyes and let him kiss her neck. She brought one hand to his broad bald head, signaling with that touch that his kisses—or perhaps bites—were welcome there, while her other hand resisted touching what Marcos wanted her to touch.

She opened her eyes a bit more and our gazes met. María was pure desire. I could feel her trembling from across the room, and if that thug detected those tremors, they would only embolden him to keep pushing. She wasn't giving him her lips, but she was giving him her neck, surrendering to his assault, their bodies nearly pressed together. And the more she gave, the harder it would be to stop giving.

I wasn't aroused by the beauty of two bodies that belonged together, the way I'd felt watching her with Edu or even Álvaro. No, my arousal had two sources: first, the level of excitement María must have reached to allow this, and second, the even more extreme humiliation of it being Marcos—this crude, mediocre man. That feeling of "anyone but you," "anyone with a decent cock."

How could she resist touching what she never got to touch? How could she resist a real cock—maybe average, but to her enormous compared to what she was used to? How could she hold out after that relentless assault that would break anyone? And Marcos's move, guiding her toward that discovery, made me think Edu must have told him the key, the genesis of everything. It was simple and clear: what he could offer that I couldn't, and therefore what would make her surrender.

He whispered something in her ear and she seemed to say no. And I wondered why I was torturing myself like this, why he was torturing her like this, why she was torturing herself like this.

He whispered something else while again trying to guide her hand to his cock through his pants. His mouth moved toward hers and she pulled away. He loomed over her like some grotesque, hulking hyena cornering a regal, slender lioness.

I circled around a small group—one of the few left—to get closer, and stood there alone, holding her blazer, watching as he tried once more to guide her hand to his cock. This time he stared straight at her as he did it, and this time, María's hand landed there. He removed his hand but held her gaze. And María didn't pull away. She stayed still, enduring—enduring his stare and her hand resting there. Her eyes were teary. She showed no surprise, no relief, only mounting tension.

Bombarded by the alcohol, the heat, the music, the dim light and flashing colors, I stood closer now—maybe ten feet away—and contemplated my handiwork. Or rather, Edu's. The sight of María intensely aroused, her hand on a cock she would never have wanted to touch in any other context, yet now couldn't bring herself to let go. Marcos leaned in and whispered in her ear again. She didn't respond, and he gave her a peck on the lips. Their lips touched for a fraction of a second and parted while she kept her hand there, applying a pressure I couldn't gauge.

My heart was pounding out of my chest. I looked around and no one seemed to notice that the most grotesque scoundrel in the pub was planting little kisses on that gorgeous woman, and she wasn't just letting him—she was groping him between the legs. It was inevitable. One kiss. Then two. Then three. She kept her eyes open… until one peck lingered longer… and I thought I'd die… I knew it the moment she closed her eyes and tilted her head… Yes… she tilted her head and that was the prelude to Marcos's undeserved triumph and my unspeakable pain. María closed her eyes… tilted her head… and opened her mouth, letting that thug defile it with his tongue. They kissed against the bar, tongues intertwined, unhurried… and I couldn't breathe. I still couldn't catch my breath when I saw that María didn't open her eyes and pull away but instead drew that repulsive man closer… bringing one hand to Marcos's bald head while he, emboldened by his first great victory, slipped his hands under her shirt, touching her waist, her skin, that warm stretch of flesh between her shorts and her bra, clearly wanting to go higher or lower.

I could see their tongues meeting and melding together. I could feel the ecstasy of his triumph and her purely physical need. In him there was desire and glee; in her, desire and a guilt she'd have to deal with later.

Then she opened her eyes. Our gazes connected again. She was kissing him with her eyes open, and her look answered the question I'd asked minutes before. Her eyes told me: “I can't take it anymore.”

My eyes moved from her gaze to their tongues, still tasting each other, intertwining, sending waves of pleasure through them and almost unbearable pain through me. Then my eyes dropped to see that María's hand wasn't just touching but practically clinging to the cock that had been the final straw, the thing that shattered her self-control.

What was I supposed to feel in that moment? Strangely, I felt the urge to express my arousal and my joy, even as I felt pain, and for the first time, a strange shame.

Marcos pulled his head back a bit. They were catching their breath. María's flush became more obvious. Her beauty and his ugliness stood out more starkly. She pulled her hands away—from his head and from his crotch—and he whispered something in her ear while bringing his hands to the bar, boxing her in. My gaze drifted to her torso, and now that Marcos had pulled back, I could see what was there: her nipples pressing through the white silk blouse, visible even through her grayish lace bra… The image was incredibly striking, and something told me all three of us knew what was on display, and exactly how.

María—exposed, horny, guilty, but tired of fighting—found herself cornered by him and betrayed by her own body: those nipples, her sweat, her disheveled hair, her burning cheeks. Marcos even seemed to be catching his breath just to savor the moment.

She looked at him then, dead serious, and he slipped his hands under her blouse again, from the front, to touch her belly, her skin—another assault was building… when I felt something on my shoulder.

I turned around as a voice I'd only recently come to know called my name. Before I could react, Rafa was on me—much drunker than before, flanked by two bland girls—acting surprised and greeting me like we were old friends.

Panic hit me as I realized he still had no idea what was going on… and I turned with him, both of us ending up with our backs to that bar where Marcos was maybe already kissing María again… or even pushing things further.


CHAPTER 43

I felt a crushing frustration at what seemed like unjust, terrible luck. On top of that came the anxiety of wanting to look but not daring to, and the panic that Rafa might turn around and see María with Marcos.

I had no doubt that if I looked toward the bar, Rafa could follow my line of sight and discover something inexplicable and humiliating. Even if I didn't look, the odds of him glancing around and catching me in a humiliating situation were sky-high. So I kept trying to turn him away from the bar. He ended up trying to introduce me to his friends—I say trying because they paid him no attention, even drunker than he was and completely uninterested in me.

One of them was scanning her surroundings until she looked toward where María and Marcos were supposedly still standing, and her gaze froze. My urge to see what she was looking at became unbearable—but then Rafa spoke to me, and I had to settle for reading that girl's expression, trying to guess whether she was feeling arousal, surprise, or disgust, since envy seemed out of the question.

I could barely understand what Rafa was saying. He had to repeat everything two or three times. Until the obvious question came up—he asked about María. That one I understood the first time, but I made him repeat it anyway.

“She's in the bathroom, I think,” I finally said, knowing that “I think” not only sounded odd but that the whole answer barely bought me any time.

“You're lucky to be with her,” he said, surprising me—it sounded strange, almost old-fashioned. While I let out a brief “yeah” and my fear of him turning around spiked, he continued:

“At the other bar, everyone was staring at her. You can't be the jealous type with a girl like that.”

“What?” I asked deliberately, hoping he'd lean closer and not turn around.

“You can't be the jealous type with a girl like that!” he nearly shouted.

“Yeah… yeah…” I replied, and he turned to speak to one of his friends, barely waiting for my response. Everything had a strange, drifting quality that only confirmed how drunk he was.

This was a rare chance, so while Rafa whispered in his friend's ear, I let myself look toward the bar…

Marcos had his back to me. María was cornered against the bar, in a similar position to moments before—but what they were doing was different. The kiss I was seeing now wasn't like the previous one. It was much more intense, more aggressive. María was cradling that head, that bald head, with both hands, and their tongues tangled and darted with far more hunger. His hands were on her face, holding her in place… and then their mouths parted and her lower lip stretched as he pulled away, and she looked at him, flushed with heat… and that fire in her gaze hurt me.

I had to look away, and as I did, I held that image in my mind. While Rafa spoke to me again, I stared at the floor, but all I could see was that kiss, those tongues, that gaze, those bodies pressed together… And curiously, what lingered in my vision was a subtle movement—pelvic, grinding—and I no longer knew if I was imagining it or if that bastard was actually using those lascivious kisses to seal the deal, pressing and rubbing his crotch against her desperate sex.

Rafa was rambling incoherently while I wondered if that thug was an especially good kisser, and whether I couldn't even manage that much. And I wondered if she might not even go through with it, but was discovering something that satisfied her—something she hadn't known until that moment she needed.

After a few minutes of torturing myself, still haunted by that image of them kissing while Rafa kept talking to me, he suggested one last drink before the pub closed. He didn't understand my refusal—or didn't want to—so before I knew it, he was turning… toward where María and Marcos should have been.

The moment he looked up, I exhaled in an almost comical snort, surrendering to my shame, picturing how surreal it would look: me, holding my girlfriend's jacket while she kissed that obscene, tacky guy, all under the stunned gaze of Rafa.

There was no possible excuse, no expression of anger or surprise I could fake. Only the resignation of the humiliated.

I didn't look toward the bar but at Rafa's face—I'm not sure why—and I saw nothing strange in his expression. He was simply walking, drunk, toward the spot where my arousal and my tragedy awaited.

I immediately looked up and saw an almost empty bar—no white or maroon stain, no beauty or beast, no elegant high-class whore or client blowing his month's salary. Strangely, I felt more intrigued by their disappearance than relieved at being saved from embarrassment.

I looked around to see if I could spot them, while refusing Rafa's offer of a drink three times over. I didn't find them, and I couldn't avoid being treated to a shot. His two friends came with us but kept their distance, making their availability clear to the few people still around.

It felt strange to be standing practically at the exact spot where María had let herself be kissed like that. Something didn't fit, yet at the same time everything fit. I couldn't even blame her if she wanted to let off steam—because that was exactly the word—without me being present.

Rafa asked about María again, surprised by my lack of concern, and I pulled out my phone to fake checking on her—except it turned out not to be fake, since she had just texted me. On my screen was a disconcerting “where are you?”—disconcerting because it seemed impossible she hadn't seen me with Rafa all that time, or at least when she left, since I was convinced she'd gone outside.

I texted her asking where she was while telling Rafa she'd gone out for some air. I waited a minute, got no response, and immediately said goodbye to my newfound friend, who couldn't understand why I hadn't gone looking for her sooner—and honestly, neither could I.

I stepped out into the real world, and the streetlights greeted me harshly. Even more unpleasant was the thin veil of almost-warm moisture—a drizzle that didn't cool you down but soaked right through.

I looked left and right: groups of friends, drunken guys, drunken girls, couples… but no sign of the two of them.

I checked my phone compulsively—no sign she'd been online, no indication she'd read my message.

I turned one corner. And another. And another. I called her. One ring, two, three… and no answer.

Every street I turned down was emptier than the last, and I was running out of options.

I was starting to feel doomed, but something still didn't fit—a puzzle piece I wouldn't figure out until later.

I called her again. And each ring echoing in my ear was a snub, a dismissal, a silent “this time I don't want you there.” Maybe it was because of how obscene it would be to let Marcos fuck her… out of shame, or maybe out of weariness with that part of the game… but I was starting to assume she'd slipped away from me. And if she had, what right did I have to chase her? Maybe her “where are you” had only been meant to locate me so she could keep her distance, or it was going to precede another message telling me that this time she didn't want me present, didn't want me watching, with my vacant stares and probably my pathetic trembling.

I was lost in those masochistic daydreams when I passed a doorway. A shallow alcove, less than six feet deep, but enough for a couple to shelter from the drizzle and find some privacy at that hour of the morning. There was the maroon blur and the white one—she always seemed to be the overwhelmed defense, never the counterattack, much less the offense. The overwhelmed defense was still only accepting kisses, apparently.

I felt relief and at the same time tremendous unease—I had a hunch I wasn't going to be welcome, but I didn't know if I'd face something closer to indifference or outright hostility.

Despite my doubts, I didn't approach stealthily or carefully… not until I ducked under the shelter, near them. I saw her purse on the ground. Her elegance and his roughness. They sensed me right away, separated reflexively—her hands leaving his neck, his leaving her waist.

But their pause barely lasted. Just long enough to realize it was me. And Marcos kissed her again. And María let herself be kissed again. And Marcos slipped one hand under the front of her shirt, lifting it slightly, letting me see not only the dampness of the white silk, but navy blue shorts with the button undone… and a zipper that had already been pulled down.


CHAPTER 44

Those open shorts were an invitation to speculate about how far they'd gone, but the image of them kissing just a few feet from me had left me paralyzed. Watching that kiss and all that groping over their clothes from so close, I was suffocating in a way that magnified what I'd felt in the pub a hundredfold. I could hear them, feel them… and my cock throbbed hard beneath my pants.

It killed me, drove me wild with arousal, surprised me—while at the same time I understood María's surrender. She knew, as I did, that it was this or nothing. Nothing for weeks, or months, or never again. It was a physical need, and her body responded accordingly, trembling beneath the composure and cockiness she wanted to project there against that doorway.

María eventually turned her face away and looked at me while Marcos moved his feast to her neck, which was already flushed. From her lips came a whispered, “Are you keeping watch?”

That whisper seemed to contain a double meaning. It could have been an order for me to protect them, or an accusatory question about my sudden role as voyeur. I also had the feeling her enigmatic phrase hadn't been accidental—that she maintained the lucidity that kept her distant, despite the relentless assault from that thug, who seemed determined to savor and explore every inch of that body he'd only been able to dream about.

She held my gaze, her eyes partially hidden by matted hair falling across her face, wearing an arrogant expression—as if trying to mask the shame of letting herself be defiled by that man with cynical cockiness.

“Fuck… you're so hot…” Marcos sighed between kisses on her exposed collarbone. “Why don't you want to go to the hotel?” he asked against her neck, and I began to understand more clearly what wasn't adding up.

Marcos then brought one of his hands to María's breast over her shirt, and she pushed it away. I found it hard to understand why those shorts had already been violated—with everything that could mean—and yet she wouldn't let him near her tits, not even over her clothes.

Suddenly we heard footsteps approaching, which put me on alert while also giving Marcos an excuse to press himself closer to María. A group of three guys passed in front of the doorway without stopping or noticing, while Marcos kissed María hungrily and I could hear every breath between them.

In none of María's consensual infidelities had I felt the closeness and power of the kisses like I did in that moment. Kisses she didn't cut short, where every movement of her neck and head carried a darkly arousing and painful implication. Her hair tossed here and there, hands gripping waist or face… her legs slightly parted, allowing Marcos's grinding assault over their clothes… it left me breathless, my cock straining to escape.

It was inevitable that one of his hands would seek more forbidden territory, especially with those half-open gates between her legs. His hand slid down her belly until it reached her panties, and once there, he tried to slip his fingers beneath the fabric, wanting to feel her pussy with nothing in between… but she pushed his hand away… without breaking the kiss. Marcos didn't give up entirely—he left his hand there, two fingers settling on María's pussy over her panties, rubbing her sex through the grayish silk, trying to convince her little by little to finally give him her pussy for real.

María wanted to be in control, but her body betrayed her—she even lifted one leg to feel those two fingers better, fingers that undoubtedly gave her pleasure. But when she realized this showed surrender, she lowered her leg again. I stood there with her jacket hanging from one arm, my other hand limp at my side, watching open-mouthed as they kissed aggressively and that thug fingered her over her panties.

I wondered how far María would go when, between kisses, I clearly heard a panting, desperate Marcos:

“Aren't you going to touch me at all, or what?”

María didn't respond, and Marcos ended up pulling back a bit. Then a bit more, until he was almost two feet away, and said:

“I don't really know what you two are about.”

That phrase hung in the silence of the early morning while my eyes went to María—her hair disheveled, legs somewhat spread, heels planted firmly on the ground, shorts open and pulled down slightly… part of her panties exposed, her tits and nipples straining against the damp white shirt… evidence of a sexual power impossible to conceal.

Marcos began unbuttoning his shirt and María watched him, serious. Cocky, but aroused. And my eyes kept drifting to the silhouette of her breasts and those nipples piercing through her bra and shirt, displaying a femininity and lust that left me breathless.

“What are you doing?” María said, as Marcos, his shirt barely open, brought his hands to his pants and unbuttoned them. Before I knew it, the man was exposing himself—desperate but with apparent confidence—showing a hard cock pointing forward, no trace of foreskin covering the tip, no hair adorning its base. A cock of normal dimensions, but that still put it in another world compared to mine.

“What the fuck are you doing?” María exclaimed again.

“You've got me so horny…” he responded, bringing one hand to his cock and glancing around before turning back to María. He watched her while he stroked himself, and I couldn't react or think… only bear witness to that madness.

The suffocating arousal I felt from what I was experiencing didn't prevent me from recognizing how bizarre the situation was—and that bizarreness only increased when a melody began emanating from Marcos's pants, lowered to his thighs. María was the quickest and sharpest to react:

“Looks like someone's calling you… Must be your wife, Irene.”

“Probably,” Marcos responded casually, pausing mid-stroke and reaching for his phone. “Every couple has their thing, right?” he said, glancing at the screen. “How many guys have you done this with already? Why don't we go to your hotel?” he asked while pulling his pants up a bit and slipping his phone back in his pocket. Then, when his phone rang again almost immediately, he muttered “fuck,” hiked his pants up more, and stepped away to take the call.

Things were happening faster than I could process, and the temptation to get closer to María became unbearable. I felt sick, but I craved feeling her, smelling her… and her rejection too.

“Give me the jacket,” she said, while Marcos, a few meters from the doorway, did indeed seem to be talking to his wife.

I handed María the jacket and took the opportunity to move closer. Face to face. She was putting it on just a couple feet away, watching me, probably suspecting my intentions. She finished putting it on without zipping it up, swept her hair back, and I pressed myself closer to her… until my chest nearly touched hers… I kissed her cheek and went to find her lips when I heard a “Don't do it” that made my blood run cold. My lips didn't go to her mouth but to her ear, and I whispered:

“Why him and not me?”

María didn't respond, and I brought my mouth to her neck, still flushed… as if I wanted to trace every spot where my girlfriend had been violated. I kissed that neck gently… while hearing a contemptuous: “You're crazy… you look like a degenerate.” But that only turned me on more, and I began crawling down, kneeling slowly in front of her, and while I heard “you're a fucking pig,” my knees hit the ground, I lifted her shirt a bit in front, tugged her shorts down a bit… and brought my nose to her sex… until I was pressed against her panties… trying to inhale the wetness her pussy had been radiating for hours.

“Get up… Pablo… He's going to think we're crazy. Get up, damn it… you look like a pervert…” I heard María say as I breathed in those panties and a powerful scent—of sex, of soaked pussy—made every hair on my body stand on end and sent blood rushing to harden my cock.

And there, time stopped. I closed my eyes, brought my hands to her warm thighs, and inhaled, rubbing against her, and that overwhelming scent enveloped me as if I were drifting into a dream, while she kept calling me pig, filthy, depraved… but she didn't push me away… Until I stopped hearing her for what felt like forever… and what I heard next were sounds… of kissing… I pulled back a bit… and saw Marcos beside me, pants slightly lowered, his cock hard… and gripped by one of María's hands… That cock being slowly stroked, just inches from me… from my face… while he kissed my girlfriend. I could smell his cock… desperate… to get inside María… and I could feel her jerking him off, kissing him… in a state of unbearable conflict with herself.

María was stroking him less than eight inches from my face. His cock looked bigger and he seemed even more disgusting. With his tacky shirt half open and his pants at his thighs, kissing María with vulgar thrusts of his tongue… completely beside himself… And she responded to that tongue with her eyes closed, gripping his cock tight… I finally stood up when Marcos pulled back slightly and whispered to her:

“Should we fuck here…?”

María didn't respond, and Marcos pulled back a bit more.

“I have a condom in my wallet,” he said, visibly overwhelmed, not entirely sure of himself.

I looked at María while Marcos kept talking:

“I just don't get why you—or you guys—don't want to go to the hotel…”

Marcos, erratic and clumsy, moved closer to her again, tried to kiss her, and she turned her face slightly away. His lips landed on her cheek, and the kiss was loud and awkward.

María was looking at me, her face turned to the side, while Marcos kissed her cheek, braced his arms on either side of her against the glass door, and let his cock bump randomly against her half-lowered shorts.

María, cornered, curiously had no words for him in that moment—only for me:

“Jerk off, why don't you?” she said, clearly intending to humiliate me.

“Come on, take it out and jerk off,” she insisted, while Marcos kept kissing her face and rocking his body slightly back and forth, and I understood she didn't just want to degrade me—she wanted to tell Marcos we weren't there because she was a slut… but above all, because of what I was hiding between my legs.

Paralyzed, tempted to obey but terrified Marcos would discover my shame, I watched as María reached out to grip his cock, which, though it had seemed harder and bigger before, appeared to satisfy her.

Everything was there, all at once, and that final piece was starting to fall into place.

Marcos dipped down a bit and kissed María's cleavage, wanting to imitate what I'd done moments before and continue down her body, but before he could drop to his knees in front of her—surely not to smell, but to try to eat her pussy—María stopped him.

“No... Not that...”

And as Marcos straightened up, María said:

“I'm ready. Put something on.”

Marcos stepped back. I thought I was going to die. And María turned around.

María reached for her shorts to pull them down while Marcos opened his wallet, and my heart was pounding out of my chest.

His hands were trembling, yet María's shorts slid down her legs with determination. I couldn't believe what I was about to witness, and Marcos, even more overwhelmed than I was, grabbed a condom while glancing sideways at María's shorts now bunched at her ankles, over her high heels. And my cock throbbed as I understood everything—understood that María had never wanted to go with him to our hotel. She didn't want a marathon sex session with Marcos, wasn't even particularly attracted to him, though I had the feeling that his grotesqueness added a certain morbid thrill for her too. But no, what she wanted was for him to stick it in her, right there, and explode, in two minutes, no more, come for herself, succumb for herself, and also for Edu, to fulfill his whim that she choose a lover. She was doing it for herself and for him. Marcos's pleasure and triumph were collateral damage, and my humiliation was secondary. Explode, come, in a couple of minutes—she knew, knew her body, that she could reach climax quickly despite being with an unknown lover. She had that ability. She knew it. She needed that cock, ordinary but belonging to a man, inside her, to touch heaven, obey Edu, and return to her life. Return to me and return to being herself.

“Do you want to take my panties off?” she said imperiously, meaning me. Enjoying that humiliation, but saving me at the same time, making me a participant.

My heart was pounding at two hundred beats per minute as I positioned myself behind her and brought my hands to the elastic of her panties. I pulled them down a bit and they struggled to peel away from her pussy... because that sticky wetness made her sex cling to that silk in that shade between blue and gray. Stunned, I discovered her soaked and swollen pussy and could almost smell the musk of a female in heat as I uncovered her desperate sex. My cock dripped as my eyes were mesmerized by the vision of that hungry pussy, with those trimmed and matted hairs, also tangled from that thick liquid that had been releasing for hours. I lowered those soaked panties to her ankles, not breathing during all those seconds... and, barely catching my breath... I unhooked her shorts and panties from those shoes, while Marcos struggled against his nerves and that condom, trying not to lose his hardness so he could enter María.

On the verge of exploding with ecstasy, I grabbed those impossibly wet panties and left María to her fate. She stood there, heels anchored to the ground and legs slightly spread, gathering the lower part of her shirt to offer that tanned, prominent ass and that pussy with those swollen lips that seemed to want to burst from her body.

I stepped back. If I had barely existed for Marcos before, at that moment even less so, because I looked at him and for him there existed only the provocation of María's long, spread legs, that exposed ass, and that majestic pussy. I looked at his face and didn't see desire, but shock... and almost dread. His cock, sheathed in that transparent latex, stood as the only thing that could calm a María willing to betray herself just to explode. The problem was that his cock wasn't fully erect, and Marcos was fully aware of it.

María looked back, anxious, and said:

“Pablo, keep watch, for god's sake.” This time, without double meaning, clearly meaning that no drunk should witness Marcos fucking her in that doorway.

That thug could no longer keep pretending confidence, as he had been doing all night... and he approached her trembling... He placed one hand on that ample ass, pushed aside the lower part of her shirt and jacket, allowing her to bring both hands forward, and with his other hand he aimed that half-hard cock at her sex.

With María's panties in my hand, I watched as she closed her eyes, impatient, wanting to finally be fucked by a real cock, by a lover chosen by Edu... in a squaring of the circle that, while it was an infidelity to herself, would contain an unknown climax. Marcos rubbed that tip against María's pussy and the sound of the latex rubbing and wrinkling was the soundtrack of that doorway where there had been no air for a long time. “Stick it in, bastard...” María whispered, and she bent her legs slightly, making my cock throb and Marcos gasp... He struggled against himself, against his nerves, and against the unique opportunity he knew this imposing woman was giving him—a woman whose very presence blocked him more and more. Aware that something wasn't going well, she reached one hand back to try to guide that cock inside her—a cock she must have felt was flaccid—but still she tried to work it in. One, two, three attempts that went nowhere, until she began to combine a strange attempt at stroking that cock sheathed in that wilted condom with new attempts to be filled.

Then, suddenly, we heard a voice approaching rapidly, coming from the street toward us. I turned and saw a guy coming directly toward us, keys in one hand and his phone in the other. Quickly and instinctively, Marcos pulled up his pants a bit, María stood up and let her shirt and jacket cover her ass and her sex, and I put her panties in my pocket and kicked aside the shorts and purse that lay on the ground.

The guy, absorbed in his phone conversation, put his key in the lock as if we didn't exist, entered the building, and climbed the six steps—visible from our position—two at a time, until he disappeared up the stairs.

Marcos had propped the entryway door open with his foot, keeping it from swinging shut.
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Maybe I was underestimating him, but I didn't get the sense that Marcos had put his foot there deliberately—it seemed more like a reflex. Besides, he was slow to react, just like me, which confirmed he was struggling to recover from that sudden scare or, at the very least, the surprise.

The one who didn't seem fazed by the guy's intrusion was María. I watched her bend down to pick up her shorts, then pass behind me and Marcos. She pushed the door open to go inside, and Marcos snapped to enough to follow her. In barely ten seconds they were inside the building while I hadn't even crossed the threshold. Everything was happening so fast. I could barely react. Then María turned around and, looking at me, said:

“Stay there and make sure no one else comes.”

Shocked, I found myself guarding that door without closing it all the way, protecting the purse still lying on the entryway floor and preserving the privacy of María and that thug, who seemed to have been given a second chance. There I stood, paralyzed and resigned, about two or three meters from them—though having been so close, they now seemed kilometers away.

Suddenly the light in the entryway went out, making me realize I hadn't even noticed the guy had hit the switch on his way up. The timer had run out, and they would stay in that semi-darkness unless someone did something about it.

Maybe the dimness emboldened Marcos, because he went on the attack, going for María's mouth. It was certainly bizarre to see him with his shirt open, his pants not fully pulled up, and that perpetually semi-flaccid, condom-wrapped cock poking out in confusion. She stood there with her shorts in her hand, her heels on, her shirt and blazer covering her naked pussy and ass. She blocked his advance on her lips but brought her free hand to that soft cock and asked seriously:

“Can you or not?”

Marcos didn't let up in his pursuit of her mouth, and their faces pressed together. I glanced toward the street for a moment, doing my job, and after confirming we were still alone, I turned my gaze back to those faces pressed together, those bodies pressed together, and to María squeezing that cock hard, trying to revive it.

Marcos pulled his pants down a bit more, and when they reached his knees, he went for María's lips again—and this time he succeeded. They were kissing there standing up, a couple meters from me, in that austere entryway. She let her shorts fall to the floor and stroked that cock, miraculously managing not only to keep the condom from slipping off, but to make it grow along with the flesh beneath.

As that cock grew, their kisses became more lascivious. Marcos slipped his hands behind her, lifting María's blazer and shirt a bit, and squeezed her bare buttocks while they kissed. He felt that handjob, that latex sliding back and forth, which once again filled the space with its sound.

Marcos seemed more lucid that way, at least not so frozen—as if by kissing her, by acting, he couldn't think, and it was precisely thinking, being aware, that paralyzed him.

I heard noise behind me, random shouts from drunks—I tried to figure out if they were getting closer or moving away. When I turned my gaze back to them, Marcos was already going for the obvious, and the obvious was to touch not her ass... but María's naked pussy. She leaned back a bit, wanting to avoid the inevitable, but since she wasn't letting go of his cock, she couldn't move away from him. Marcos then managed to caress her pussy with more or less skill... and she moaned into his mouth and I thought I'd die. That thug soon tried to slip one of his fingers inside her and she closed her eyes tightly and panted. They weren't kissing anymore. Their faces pressed together. That wide head and broad bald scalp rubbed against María's burning cheeks and voluminous, matted hair. My gaze got lost in those pressed faces, in the majesty of her silhouette and the roughness of his body. María's thin, slender legs and the thick trunks that anchored Marcos to the ground. A parting of her lips... and an especially wild gasp from her made me look down again... and there was no doubt that Marcos's rough finger was working María's pussy. They were masturbating each other, standing there, both flexing their legs a bit.

The more María closed her eyes and panted, the more imposing, sexual, and superior to him she seemed to me. The more Marcos drilled that pussy with his finger, the more grotesque and repulsive he looked. She closed her eyes. He didn't. As if he couldn't believe what he was experiencing and wanted to save those unrepeatable images forever.

With one hand he gripped her buttock, and with the other he seemed to be trying to work a second finger inside that hungry pussy—which I could barely see since her clothes and his hand blocked my view, but I could imagine it shamefully swollen.

I knew the exact moment that second finger slid inside... because María gasped, shaken, sped up the handjob, and whimpered into that big ear, into that shiny, sweaty bald head.

Marcos sank those two fingers into María's pussy and she, exposed for the first time, no longer had the strength to deny what was happening. That second finger and that handjob were what finally made her surrender... and you could hear it clearly:

“What... what are you doing to me... bastard...?”

“Me...? Nothing...” Marcos breathed into María's ear while he continued rhythmically sliding his fingers inside her pussy.

And then something happened that shocked me and made me tremble and swallow hard—not only could you hear the noise of the latex from that handjob... but María's pussy too, thanks to that thug's fingers. That soaked pussy was telling all three of us, with its rhythmic, wet sound, that it couldn't hold out any longer. And María confirmed it in words, in a gasp, with that melody in the background:

“Fuck… Mmm… You're gonna fuck me, huh?”

Marcos didn't answer, and María didn't catch it, but I saw his half-smile.

With his cock hard now, he transformed. He swelled with ego and conviction. He grabbed her firmly by the nape of her neck and kissed her hungrily, never letting up on that pussy that had been starving for hours. Marcos exploited that need, that stifled climax, that game with me, that game with Edu, that near-miss with Álvaro… to shove his rough fingers inside María's beautiful pussy and thrust his aggressive tongue into my girlfriend's mouth.

She clung to that cock—a worthier candidate than its owner—and let herself be attacked, let herself be pushed… until she retreated and sank down… ending up braced against the steps leading to the elevator landing. Marcos fell on top of her, covering her, almost blocking my view, pulling his pants down further… everything was happening fast, he spread her legs… slipped his body between them… no one had any doubt now… he'd done it… she was his… He was going to fuck her.

I looked toward the street again. I'd completely forgotten it existed. No one seemed to be nearby. Not a sound. As if the world had stopped so Marcos could triumph. So he could have his moment, his minutes of glory, without anything or anyone to interrupt him. I turned my eyes back to them and saw that, after yet another desperate kiss, Marcos crawled down a bit, kissing her cleavage, and María looked at me. She locked eyes with me and I could see pure desire. She wasn't judging me for pushing her into this. Much less blaming me. With my cock rock-hard, I pushed the door open a bit and undid my pants with trembling haste, and, without taking my eyes off her, freed my cock. My girlfriend watched me free myself while that thug squeezed her breasts erratically over her shirt, even kissing her there, over her clothes, in a clumsy, disgusting way.

My soaked cock emerged into the light, head reddened, leaving behind drenched underwear. After looking at my tiny cock, I shifted my gaze to the one meant for María; I watched Marcos's cock standing hard, and, seeing those balls hanging there, desperate to unload all that desire into her, I reached into my pocket, grabbed her panties—still just as wet—and pressed them to my face… I inhaled her divine pussy scent as Marcos pulled open María's delicate shirt, yanked her bra down in one motion, and let out a “Holy… fuck…” when he saw those incredible tits light up that entire entryway.

“Put it in me… now… you pig…” María whimpered, covering her breasts a bit with her shirt, and she reached out to finally guide that cock toward her pussy.

I stroked myself, those silky panties pressed to my face. Feeling the fabric and her scent. And she stroked him, making him even harder, while he brought his mouth back to hers, and his hands pushed aside that white shirt to squeeze those voluptuous but delicate breasts with disgusting roughness.

He was going to fuck her. That cock was centimeters from all of us getting what we wanted. María panted with excitement and whimpered softly into Marcos's mouth, protesting that rough groping of her firm tits that rose imposingly from her smooth torso like two perfectly symmetrical mountains. Marcos didn't get any gentler because of her protests, and her response was to stop complaining, speed up the handjob, and spread her legs. Yes, she spread her legs wider so he could fuck her. I shifted position. I wanted to see that pussy… I wanted to see that thug's cock forcing its way inside my girlfriend's sex. Marcos covering her, defiling her, about to achieve the unimaginable for a man like him.

That red, tacky, grotesque stain of a man hunched over to kiss, bite, and above all drool on María's beautiful tits. He slicked her nipples with saliva that flowed repulsively from his mouth, wetting everything in its path—areolas, shirt, bra; María tried to cover her tits, strangely, while simultaneously stroking that cock and preparing to take it inside, prudish up top and slutty down below, an incomprehensible hypocrisy. I watched Marcos's pale ass about to sink slowly, landing on María, entering her. Marcos didn't have enough hands and mouths to lick from one tit to the other, to caress her breasts, to kiss her neck and mouth, and María didn't have enough hands to keep her torso from being defiled while she relentlessly stroked that rock-hard cock.

María was betraying herself, but giving everything to Marcos, Edu, and me, and she betrayed herself most of all in that vulgar image—legs bent and spread obscenely wide, those delicate high heels trembling in the air, her expensive clothes like a high-class whore's, drooled on and wrinkled by that almost ridiculous thug—finally being fucked by the most repulsive of all the candidates, on those dirty stairs; fucked like a slut, one random early morning, totally desperate to be filled, obeying not her ego, but her pussy.

She slid her hips on one of those steps to align with that thug's cock, to be invaded… and, right after that subtle, necessary movement, María pumped that cock with even more vehemence and speed and a rapid “stop, stop, stop” burst from Marcos's mouth. But María didn't stop and I thought I was going to come. He pulled his body back a bit, but she wouldn't let go and an “Ugh… Fuck…!” escaped Marcos again, and he closed his eyes, and María kept stroking that cock wrapped in that transparent condom, millimeters from her burning, desperate pussy, and Marcos panted, moaned, and bellowed “Ohhh! Fuuuck!” and María looked down and saw that condom filling up, just as I saw it, and Marcos flooded that condom, filling the tip, and she, surprised but not stopping, kept stroking that cock that made Marcos convulse on top of her, still panting and grunting… until she finally let go and he collapsed onto her body. She pulled her hand away completely and looked at me, serious, and saw her boyfriend stroking his pathetic cock, her panties pressed to his face, while that creature had just come inside that condom and lay defeated on her body.

María's expression shifted rapidly, from pure desire to seriousness and even solemnity… until it landed on utter contempt. A contempt that, suddenly, Marcos and I shared.

She pushed him aside as he let her, and he muttered, flustered and stumbling over his words:

“Fuck. I'm out. Do you guys have any? Let's go to the hotel.”

María was getting to her feet and looking for her shorts while Marcos cursed himself for finishing like that, and I slipped her panties into my pocket and pulled up my pants.

She didn't respond and put on her shorts, but he refused to let it end that way. He stood up and reached for his cock. He pulled off the condom, and we both could see his wasted orgasm—a load of cum filling the reservoir.

He moved to throw it on the floor, and that's when María spoke, her tone incredibly imperious:

“You're not seriously going to be such a pig and throw that here?”

“Then where do you want me to throw it?”

“In the trash or at your fucking house.”

“Well… I'd appreciate it if you didn't talk to me like that,” he shot back.

“I'm not talking to you any particular way. I'm just telling you not to be a pig,” she said as she finished fastening her shorts—shorts she'd put on without panties, panties that were now in my pocket.

“Maybe you're the pig, huh?” he shot back, and I, stunned by how radically and rapidly the situation had turned, worried I might have to step in.

María adjusted her bra, deftly covering her breasts, and buttoned her shirt quickly. She was in no rush to respond, but she was confident. And once she'd put herself back together completely—almost as if she hadn't just been about to get fucked in that entryway—she said:

“Look… go fuck yourself, okay?”

“Fuck you! Stuck-up bitch!” he shouted, and I flinched as much as María didn't.

“What did you say?” she said, turning around.

“I said fuck you. I'm this close to throwing this in your pretty face,” he said, meaning the condom in his hand.

María turned her back on him, brushed him off, and walked past me. As soon as she did, I let go of the door so it would close—I wanted to get away from Marcos as quickly as possible. It wasn't that I was scared, but I had no interest in things escalating. I still couldn't believe what had happened; in two minutes we'd gone from being about to fuck to nearly getting into a fight.

María grabbed her purse and left the entryway. I followed quickly until I caught up with her. She was walking more slowly now. Ten, fifteen seconds on those cobblestones, on a night when the rain had stopped, and then I heard footsteps behind me. Startled, I stopped and turned around. María kept walking, but Marcos was coming toward me, furious, wearing a cynical smile that wasn't just unsettling—it struck me as genuinely dangerous.
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As soon as he reached me, he threw an arm around my neck, draping it over my shoulders—invasive—spinning us around so we kept walking.

“Come on, let’s go to your hotel.”

“I don’t know… She clearly doesn’t want to,” I responded, tense, walking slower than she was so she could get away.

“You’ve got to be fucking kidding me!” he practically shouted, more to himself than to me.

I looked up and saw María walking slower than I would have liked, pulling her phone from her purse. She strode on, dignified, as if nothing had happened.

“Come on, I’m sure you can convince her…” that sweaty, disgusting thug insisted, still hanging off my neck, his voice dropping. I wanted to shake him off as fast as I could, but I didn’t want trouble and knew I had to be subtle.

“I think that’s it, Marcos.”

“Like hell it is!” he said, aggressive and volatile, just like at the pub, making us stop. “Your girlfriend’s a slut… who played me. You both played me!” His tone turned vicious—I seriously feared he might try to hit me. “I told her four times to stop. She never wanted to fuck,” he insisted.

At that moment I understood the reason for his anger, even hatred, toward María—his rage wasn’t so much about her leaving as about feeling used.

I denied any conspiracy, keeping my tone conciliatory, but I was acutely aware that at any moment he—dangerously agitated and very drunk—could try anything. Meanwhile, I watched María keep walking calmly, bringing her phone to her ear. I couldn’t imagine who she’d be calling at that hour.

“I just don’t get it, man,” he said, trying to bond with me, guy to guy. “Did I do something wrong? Were you supposed to join in?” Marcos was becoming increasingly aware of the lost opportunity, starting to realize that his premature orgasm in front of an already hesitant María was the real reason for her sudden flight.

I told him that’s just how things went, that it was over, and there was nothing more to discuss. Then I started walking faster, hoping he wouldn’t follow. I nearly squinted as I walked, bracing for footsteps behind me, or even a physical attack that could lead to god knows what… I looked up and María was slipping her phone back into her purse. She turned, looked at me, and I felt certain she was about to witness Marcos attacking me… when I heard a phone ring—his, again. It was close behind me, and when I heard him answer in a neutral, even subdued tone, I sighed with tremendous relief.

I was leaving conflict behind and finding calm. María was waiting for me, arms crossed, unflappable.

Just as I was about to reach her, she slipped a hand behind her back, under her clothes, as if adjusting her bra at the clasp. Nothing else to betray what had nearly happened. Nothing in the rest of her appearance suggested that five minutes ago she’d had her legs spread, practically begging that loser to stick his cock inside her in some filthy doorway. Her coldness impressed me. So did her cynicism.

As soon as I caught up to her, María started walking. I looked back and Marcos was gone—vanished, maybe ducking down some narrow side street, telling his wife he’d be home soon and that it had been just another night, nothing special to report. Whether that was true or not, I still wasn’t at ease. I had the impression he could reappear at any moment, and my body still carried the tension from fearing we might come to blows.

I had a million questions for María and none at all. We turned down several streets without a word, and I kept glancing back.

I knew the plan was to reach an avenue, find a taxi, and head to our hotel. Beyond the fear of Marcos, I was still buzzing from the thrill of what I’d experienced, and I knew that as soon as that feeling faded, I’d feel frustrated at ending the night with just the two of us.

We emerged onto a wide street where groups of people stood waiting. I kept scanning the area while she checked her phone every so often. We leaned against a parked car, joining the queue—a certain order within the chaos of the night.

I looked at María, imperturbable, arms crossed, with her long bare legs, her heels, her impeccable shirt and blazer, her dignified expression—and I couldn’t believe it.

My mind began bombarding me with questions—questions meant for her—so I decided to spare myself the absurdity of asking them only in my head. I moved in front of her and was struck by her face—not that she looked radiant, but there was no trace of hours of sleeplessness, alcohol, and tension. I felt haggard from exhaustion while she looked stunning, as if it were eight in the evening.

“And now what?” I asked, close to her.

María turned her face away, avoiding my eyes.

“Now, nothing.”

The way she turned away, fixing her gaze on some point behind me as if anything were more interesting than I was—it hurt, and at the same time, it drew me in. Suddenly I felt an overwhelming need to kiss her—for the kiss itself and for her rejection. Perhaps even more for the latter. So I moved closer, pressed against her, my lips seeking her cheek first, then her mouth. Her face felt incredibly soft and cool, as if her skin could almost moisten my lips. Before I could reach her mouth, I heard a single word: “Stop.” Categorical. Bone-dry.

“Why?” I asked.

“You already know.”

“That you find me disgusting when you're really turned on, and right now you're horny as hell.”

María turned away. We looked at each other. Her gaze was sharp, alive. I looked lower and pushed her blazer aside a bit to see those breasts that Marcos had been drooling over minutes before. María let me take in that view, my eyes piercing through the shirt and bra, my imagination carrying me back to how that thug had squeezed those two marvels until she winced.

“When he saw your tits he almost died.”

María said nothing, but she didn't push my hands away to close her blazer either.

“Did he come from sucking your tits or from the handjob you were giving him? Huh? Why didn't you stop? He thinks you did it on purpose.”

“I couldn't care less what he thinks.”

Hearing that, I tried to kiss her, my chest pressing against hers, but she turned her face and I kissed her cheek again. She pushed me away slightly and I moved my hand to her chest.

“Stop,” she said, without particular contempt, but firmly, pushing my hand away.

Face to face, we watched as a taxi arrived and took away a group of girls.

“And now what?” I continued. “Who am I going to be at the hotel with our rubber cock? Edu? Álvaro? Marcos?”

María pulled her jacket closed a bit, blocking my view of that incredible silhouette and those nipples that had been poking through everything for a while now.

“That would've been wild if he'd actually thrown that condom at you…” I said, changing the subject.

“He doesn't have the balls to do that.”

“Maybe… I don't know… what I do know… he almost fucked you…” I wanted to provoke her. “I thought he was going to fuck you. I would've died from how hot that was.”

“I have no doubts about that.”

“No?”

“No. I already know—with him or anyone else. We've known for months.”

“Yeah… seeing you there… all spread open…”

“Yeah, yeah,” she interrupted, uncomfortable, not wanting to hear me describe it. “I saw you were enjoying it. You looked like a lunatic.”

“I don't care if you insult me, María.”

“I'm not insulting you,” she said almost before I could finish. “You looked like a fucking sicko. It's not an insult, it's a description.”

“I can describe too,” I replied. “If you want, I'll describe your pussy—it was practically throbbing out of your body.”

“Don't be gross.”

At that moment another taxi pulled up and took away a couple. It wouldn't be long before one picked us up and ended this madness.

After a brief silence, I wanted to revisit what happened with Marcos, as if her hypothetical confession had an expiration date once the alcohol in our veins and my boldness started fading.

“Why did you keep jerking him off?”

“What? Again?”

“Yeah, you haven't answered me. He was about to stick it in you…”

“It wasn't completely hard.”

“Yes it was.”

“Oh yeah? Did you touch it? Maybe you wanted to touch it.”

María was half-engaging with my accusatory interrogation. Every time she closed a door on me, I tried to open another.

“It turns me on that you're not wearing panties now.”

“Good for you.”

“They were soaked, you know?” I pressed.

María stayed quiet. She looked away.

“What? Not answering?”

“Can you give me a little space, please?” she protested, looking at me again.

“Feeling flushed? It's okay that your panties were soaked.”

“Okay, enough… right? I know you're trying to provoke me.”

“I'm not provoking you.”

“Yes, you're trying to provoke me, and I don't know why. The only thing I know about my panties is that you were sniffing them like a pig. You looked like a lunatic with them pressed to your face. You should've seen yourself—you looked like a psychopath,” she shot back with vehemence and contempt.

Another door closed. Again I tried to open another:

“And who were you talking to on the phone afterward? Edu? Were you giving him a report on the almost-fuck?”

“How many questions have you asked? Forty?”

“However many. You can ask whatever you want, I have no problem.”

After that, she said nothing. Silence. Dead end. I moved away, stood beside her, grabbed my phone. She stayed with her arms crossed.

I finally looked up. By now it seemed practically impossible that Marcos would show up. And I realized I was still clinging to that possibility not because his absence relieved me, but because it probably frustrated me.

María kept checking her watch, and I started feeling an urgent need to piss. I walked away from her without a word, looking for a quieter side street where there might be some dumpsters or something to give me cover. After three or four minutes without finding a spot that worked, I saw another taxi pull up and another group leave. The line now had three guys at the front, twenty at most, with María and me right behind them. I immediately realized you couldn't leave a woman like her alone at that hour—too tempting—and sure enough, one of the guys from that trio had decided to make a move.

Once again, like some strange predator—not hunting myself but wanting the hunt to happen—I concealed myself across the street, watching discreetly as a guy made his last attempt of the night. Unfortunately for me, this kid of barely eighteen and maybe a hundred thirty pounds, with those skin-tight green pants and scrawny legs, that salmon-colored t-shirt and those thin arms, didn't come anywhere close to being a possibility. María shook her head while he pointed to his friends, as if suggesting they share a taxi. What drew me most in those moments were the faith, the contrast, and the gaze. The gaze that didn't exist from María toward me. The contrast of that woman—imposing, elegant—against that awkward, run-of-the-mill kid. And the faith of that young punk... which seemed impossible to comprehend.

The guy wound up standing right in front of her, just as I had moments before. He even went so far as to rest a hand on the car where María was leaning her ass and part of her back. The harassment had begun. His faith was almost laughable, but then again, how could you give up that last effort when such a gift appears before you, alone?

María could have shut it down by telling him the guy she'd just been with was me, her fiancé, but I figured if the kid hadn't given up, it was because she hadn't mentioned it. I wondered why, and I wondered if it was possible. If it was possible she'd say to him what I hadn't been able to say to the guy in the striped shirt at the last pub... if it was possible that María, extremely turned on, whose only alternative after all this was to use a rubber cock on herself, could tell that kid: “No need at this hour to go through the charade of trying to seduce me. If you want to fuck me, come with me and my boyfriend to our hotel—he watches while you fuck me good and proper.”


CHAPTER 47

Maybe it was more daydream or wishful thinking than actual possibility, but it was starting to seem less far-fetched. From a distance, I got the impression that María wasn't exactly flirting, or letting herself be pursued—or maybe she was… I couldn't tell. I couldn't quite read her. She seemed to be moving, powerfully, along a thin line between feigning rejection and hinting at willingness.

I approached from the side, aware of how drunk I was, moving erratically, not drawing attention—maybe precisely because I blended in with everyone else on that street. I wanted to know more about him and about the line María was walking. About four meters away, practically leaning against another parked car, I saw María looking cocky, indifferent, but listening to him—and a kid gesticulating animatedly, with a certain physical grace. He had brown hair and large, striking eyes with long lashes I could see even from where I stood, and a distinctive aquiline nose that somehow didn't break the harmony of his face.

But what stood out most was the flush on his cheeks, revealing not just a drunkenness at its peak but a poorly disguised nervousness, a false confidence that reminded me of Marcos. That blush seemed to deepen whenever he finished speaking and waited for María's response, as if that face, that kid, were being hammered by a little inner voice whispering, “she's hot as hell, she's tough, but come on, you got this.”

I couldn't hear what they were saying. And he was doing most of the talking. I could only see their glances and body language. María's jacket wasn't exactly closed, and she'd rolled up the sleeves along with her shirt, so the boy, if he wanted, could let his eyes wander to her torso and marvel at those breasts that had been straining against that grayish strapless bra for hours, and that ultra-fine white silk shirt that had long since given up trying to hide nipples whose natural state was already one of absolute prominence and hardness. The boy's eyes, pretty as they were, stood out even more for the admiration radiating from them; he looked at her with the fascination and reverent awe of an adolescent, a mixture of desire and idolization—the way you only ever look at an attractive, mature teacher in school and never look at anyone quite like that again.

That kid couldn't imagine that this girl—or surely a mature woman to him—had nearly been fucked in a doorway less than two hundred meters away, not half an hour ago. He couldn't imagine that she herself had pulled down those shorts, turned around, and with that gesture asked a mediocre guy like Marcos to fuck her. The boy would have died if he'd seen her leaning back on those steps, legs spread, trying to cover her tits so Marcos wouldn't bite them while she grabbed his cock so he'd stick it in and calm her down. Standing there looking so cocky, he couldn't imagine she wasn't wearing panties, that under those shorts there was only a swollen, soaked pussy—maybe so soaked that if it weren't for the shirt covering the front of her shorts, you'd notice a darker navy blue where her sex was.

I moved a little closer, still blending in with the chaos of people waiting in line and others debating whether to find another way home or keep the night going. I heard him say something I thought would make María smile, but she kept her serious expression and shook her head listlessly.

“What, you coming from a conference or something?”

After that listless shake of her head, she dug in her purse for her phone. She typed. The boy stood there waiting, in case a miracle fell from the sky, while his friends gestured for him to give up. Then he started talking on his phone, staying close to her. I wondered who she was texting, though it seemed obvious. After a few moments—her typing, him on the phone but mostly listening since he didn't seem to say much—María put her phone back in her purse and he abruptly hung up. Suddenly, despite still standing so close, a void opened between them. Neither spoke. I ended up moving closer and leaning against something near her, without really knowing why.

The silence stretched on. Uncomfortable. The boy looked at me. I looked at him, then at María. In profile and leaning slightly, her chest traced a breathtaking outline. When the silence had become absurd, the boy asked, looking puzzled:

“Are you two together?”

María gave a half smile, crossed her arms, raised her eyes to him, and said:

“You want me to tell you about it?”

“Yeah.”

“Tell you properly?”

“Mmm… yeah,” he said, and my heart started pounding.

“Well, look, we're together, yes, engaged actually, but he has a really small cock and it turns him on when I fuck other guys—I mean, when I fuck other guys—and he watches while… that happens… Well, he watches and jerks off or whatever while he watches. You don't believe me? Pablo, come on, whip it out so he can see I'm not lying,” she said casually, glancing at me, urging me to obey.

The boy looked at me. I looked at him. He was stunned, as if mentally replaying everything he'd just heard and still deciding whether to believe her.

“Seriously?” he finally said.

“Seriously, what?” María replied.

“If you really do that thing where you hook up with someone and he watches. I don't care about his cock. Though mine's pretty good,” the kid surprised us, stepping closer to María and putting himself out there as an option—nervous, but with unexpected boldness.

“Oh yeah? You've got it pretty good?” María asked. With sarcasm. With superiority. Distant.

“Yeah. Plus I'm half hard,” he blurted out, and I saw his cheeks flush and felt my chest tighten and pound.

“Why are you half hard? Tell me,” she said, sensing him very close now. The kid was a bundle of nerves, but his body pressed clumsily against María.

“Because… you're really hot…”

“Oh yeah?”

“Yeah… and your tits are showing through like crazy…”

In that moment, his harmonious face, with its aquiline nose and deeply flushed cheeks, leaned toward María, seeking her lips, without placing his hands on her waist or anywhere else—just seeking a kiss, strange and almost out of context, but easier to attempt at that hour, sheltered by their conversation. María placed her hand on his chest and stopped him, turning her face slightly, both gestures accompanied by an icy, imperious “stop” that I knew all too well.

The kid pulled back a bit, and then María surprised me—visibly nervous, she insisted again that I take it out, as if wanting to shift all that tension onto me, perhaps to avoid further advances.

“Come on, take it out, so he can see we're not lying.”

“I… if you two kiss… I'll take it out… That way he'll believe everything—that I've got a small one and that we go around looking for people to fuck you while I watch,” I said with unusual boldness, as if the thrill, the alcohol, or both were giving me courage I didn't know I had.

An endless silence fell. I thought María's retreat was imminent. I also thought we were just one passing taxi away from all of this falling apart.

“Well come on, take it out,” she said.

I looked around, looked at the kid, who didn't understand any of it. All he understood was that it was great for him if I undressed. I wondered what game María was playing. But I clearly had more to gain than to lose, however embarrassing it always was to show my cock to someone.

I turned slightly toward them. I brought my hand to my belt and started to unbuckle it. My intention was to show my cock, but not let too much of my damp underwear show.

“Come on,” she insisted, and I opened the button, started lowering the zipper, and for some strangely masochistic reason pulled my cock out while looking at them—especially at him.

This was crazy—maybe just drunken craziness if it weren't for the constant, suffocating undercurrent of my game with María. The kid didn't hold back, describing my small cock with a hurtful adjective, but he cared about the second part of the deal. With my tiny cock peeking through the opening of my underwear and my pants lowered just enough to show myself, the kid launched a second advance—this time much more legitimate. María received it with surprise and turned her face toward his, but brought her hand to his chest again. The kid put his hands on her waist and went in again… and she turned her face away. With their faces pressed together but without a kiss, I put myself back together, and María pushed him away more decisively.

“What? Wasn't that the deal?” the kid protested, stammering a bit, his drunkenness more apparent now, desperation and eagerness showing more than anger.

“Don't you prefer the part where we go somewhere, fuck, and he watches?” she said.


CHAPTER 48

Just as María said those words, a taxi passed in front of us, behind the kid.

I still couldn't read María. I felt more at her mercy than ever. The kid didn't understand anything either. He couldn't tell if she was genuinely offering him heaven or just toying with him in some sadistic, uncalled-for way.

“Seriously? Should we grab the next one then?” the kid asked as his friends piled into the taxi.

María stayed silent, watching as the taxi waited and the kid kept pressing:

“Should we grab the next one then?”

“Go on, go with your friends,” María said, her expression shifting from enigmatic to imperious, as if she were taking out all her shame and disappointment on this kid—especially everything to do with Marcos, whether for having come so close to letting herself get fucked by someone like him, or precisely for not having gone through with it.

“What? Seriously?” he protested as another taxi pulled up and stopped right in front of us.

I opened one of the rear doors of the second taxi, as always, at María's beck and call, while one of his friends leaned out of the first one, gesturing for him to come with them.

“No, seriously, where are you going? I'm coming with you.”

“Don't be a pest. That's enough,” she said, stepping away from the parked car and from him.

The kid stood there with two open doors beckoning. As María passed him, he tried to grab her wrist, but she swatted his hand away before he could even get a grip.

María climbed into the taxi with me and shut the door. His last chance, my last chance, gone—and I found myself taken aback by the sadism she'd just displayed.

Inside that bubble, that enormous silence of the vehicle, María gave the taxi driver the name of our hotel, and as we passed the other taxi, I watched the kid climb in, surely feeling unbearable frustration—so close yet so far. Once we'd pulled ahead, I asked her why she'd led that kid on for nothing.

“Now you feel sorry for that kid? He just wanted to... I mean, he just wanted to stick it in, like everyone at this hour. Doesn't seem like such a... noble cause to me. What can I say. Besides, I think he was recording me. Because he sure as hell wasn't talking on the phone. You tell me what the fuck he was recording. But look, if for that kid, a normal girl... standing on the street... at this hour... gives him enough for... a jerk-off session... well, let him enjoy it.”

Completely taken aback, I replayed the moment when she'd been texting and he'd had his phone to his ear. It was true that the call had already seemed strange to me, and I remembered how he'd positioned himself at an angle to her while supposedly talking. Maybe María wasn't far off in her suspicion. As for whether the image of María, simply typing on her phone, was enough to fuel certain fantasies—absolutely. María, that night, just like that, leaning against that parked car, would be enough for a furious jerk-off session without her needing to do anything special. She radiated a suffocating sexuality and buried desire, no matter how much her cocky expression tried to divert attention. On top of that, at the moment of the hypothetical fake call, María hadn't bothered to close her blazer, so her breasts, encased in that expensive bra and white silk, and her nipples, pointed threateningly at the kid—and therefore at the camera. There was no doubt that image was sexual enough to savor later, whether as a memory or a video, in private.

As I replayed all of this in my head, a few minutes passed—finally calm, though not silent, since the taxi driver was talking on the phone in a rather loud and grating tone.

This time we were sitting close together, and her perfume and the scent of her hair washed over me. I wanted to come back to reality, to the now. I didn't have time to dwell on all the almosts, or to accept that deep down, beneath that shyness, the kid had turned out to be just another pig who'd had a field day recording María—recording those long legs and those stunning tits straining against her shirt. I didn't have time to dwell on how close Marcos had come. I just wanted to know what would happen in what little remained of the night. My frustration kept building as the car moved forward, and while the taxi driver kept talking on the phone in that loud, grating tone, I said to María:

“And now what?”

She didn't respond. I gave her a little more time, but when it became clear she wasn't going to deign to answer, I changed the question:

“Who were you texting? Edu? He still hasn't scored at this hour, so he's still giving you the time of day?”

Her indifference, her refusal to answer, infuriated me. I shifted away slightly. I looked at her. Her crossed legs, her shirt, her blazer, her bearing... The way she looked as if nothing had happened drove me to despair. Then I felt as if all the pent-up desire from the entire night was surging through my body. I wanted her. I wanted her with everything I had. I looked at her body and couldn't believe it. For an instant, I felt like Marcos and that kid. Overwhelmed. My heart started pounding hard, and remembering how she'd asked me to take off her panties, to get her ready for Marcos to fuck her, I got even more aroused. I felt my hard cock throb and strain against my pants.

I remembered pulling down those grayish panties and how they'd resisted peeling away from her pussy, soaked as they were... And I felt a drop of pre-cum leak from the tip of my cock—yet another useless drop. I looked at her again. I saw one of her nipples standing out, crowning a breast encased in that white silk and that bra, a breast that was begging to be caressed, to be touched... to be groped... even kissed through the shirt, the way Marcos had done when she'd covered herself—but I held back... And I realized her pussy must be rubbing bare against her shorts, since I had her panties... and I pulled them out of my pocket then, which she caught out of the corner of her eye.

“Come on, tell me. It's obvious. You were texting Edu,” I said bluntly, in a normal tone, not caring if the taxi driver overheard.

“If it's obvious, why are you asking?” she said, turning slightly, making sure I knew she was aware her panties were resting on my leg.

“Are you telling him how you almost got fucked? Giving him the play-by-play?”

María didn't respond, and I carefully placed her panties on one of her bare thighs. She glanced up to check if the driver had noticed.

Her lack of reaction exasperated me. I grabbed her panties again and brought them to my nose. I inhaled, aware of the image I must be presenting, but I didn't care. I smelled them again, and the scent of pussy hit me hard. The fact that the smell was there because of—or thanks to—Marcos excited me in a way that felt wrong.

“You're out of your mind... God...” María whispered, glancing at the taxi driver again through the rearview mirror. He seemed oblivious to everything.

I placed the panties on her thigh again, that scent of her sex still hypnotizing me, and whispered:

“And what about that kid? Was the whole thing a punishment? Even if he was some horny little creep... and recorded you, though I doubt he got anything good with his hands shaking like that... Right?”

“Right what?”

“That he was scared shitless... but that... yeah, it was possible... something could have happened.”

“Something? I know what I'm doing better than you think,” she said, trying to shut it down.

Silence fell as the fifty-something taxi driver seemed to give us a reprieve with his loud phone call. I looked at María, those panties on her thigh, her expression full of contempt, yet she wasn't stopping a game she could end whenever she wanted. I leaned toward her. Kissed her cheek. She didn't pull away. The rejection was there, simmering beneath the surface. The threat of rejection drove me crazy. I brought one hand, tense and hesitant, to one of the buttons on her shirt. Without much difficulty, I undid it, revealing just a hint more cleavage.

I buried my face against her and breathed in her neck, feeling her gaze drift toward the rearview mirror. I couldn't tell if she was checking that he wasn't watching us or if she was meeting his eyes. With her legs crossed, the panties on her thigh, that button undone, and me brushing her hair aside to drink in more of that scent—which still seemed to hold traces of Marcos's kisses—she whispered:

“Stop it already...”

“I don't want to stop... Not until you tell me what we're going to do... Or who you were texting... or... for example...” I hesitated, then went for it. “It would turn me on so much if you smelled your own panties.”

“Stop being an idiot. You're actually disgusting me.”

“I don't care...” I replied, knowing that disgust already had us both hooked. “By the way... how's your bare pussy feeling in those shorts?” I asked, lowering my voice.

“How's your pathetic dick that the kid couldn't even believe?” she shot back immediately, cutting, with stunning clarity.

I pulled back a bit. The arousal I felt eclipsed everything else. I felt emboldened, euphoric, and wanted to play—to see how far she would go.

“Are there any swinger clubs around here?” I asked, leaning forward, raising my voice so it was clear I was addressing someone else.

“Excuse me?” said the taxi driver, looking in the mirror.

“I asked if there are any couple-swapping clubs around here.”

“But they told me the hotel, right?”

“Yeah, yeah, just curious. We do something similar.” The taxi driver kept glancing in the mirror, silent, stoic, expectant—probably used to all kinds of conversations with drunks in the early hours. “Ours isn't exactly swapping,” I continued. “In our case, she fucks and I watch. I don't know if there are clubs around here where we could do that.”

The man kept looking in the mirror and María said nothing. She didn't pick up the panties and put them in her purse either—just left them there.

“I'm not joking,” I said.

“Yeah, yeah... No... Well... Truth is, I don't really know much about that. You could look it up online.”

I leaned back and said to María, loud enough for all three of us to hear:

“Do you like him? The guy's not bad.”

Everyone went silent in that taxi. María was killing me with her eyes, and I could sense the driver's gaze fixed on the mirror—more on María than on me.

In the silence, I continued:

“I think he's better than Marcos. Oh... that's right... Edu didn't pick him... so he doesn't count.”

“Stop making a fool of yourself, Pablo, please,” she interrupted, her voice low. “Now I really am feeling secondhand embarrassment.”

A brief silence followed, then the taxi driver said:

“So to the hotel then?”

“What do you say, María? The hotel, or should we park in some alley?”

“Seriously, stop, please. You're completely losing your mind. And put these away. You're going to lose them with all this fooling around,” she said, her voice always lower than the taxi driver's and mine, handing me her panties.

I slipped those panties into my pocket, and the taxi driver, unsure whether any of this was real or pure fantasy, kept driving in silence. He glanced at the mirror now and then, perhaps sensing something was going on, or perhaps lusting after María—because there was no other way to look at her in that moment, dressed like that.

We arrived at the hotel without a word, and while I paid, I watched María check her phone and start typing again.

We crossed the lobby and called for the elevator. We stepped in and, as usual, María studied herself in the mirror, assessing the damage. But her damage was internal, not external. Not on her face, which looked a bit tired but still lovely—it was in a permanently unsatisfied pussy and an ego wounded by that obvious, shameful, though unconsummated, surrender to Marcos.

Behind her, I pressed my chest against her back. That button I'd undone let me glimpse the swell of her breasts—otherwise everything looked the same, as if she hadn't kissed Marcos, as if she hadn't taken off her shorts in that doorway, as if he hadn't kissed her tits, as if she hadn't jerked him off into that condom until he exploded, as if she hadn't had that thug's cock inches from her pussy, spread wide open.

“Which harness should I put on? Well, I mean... as who?”

She stayed silent, looking at herself, adjusting her shirt—again as if she were heading out, not coming in, as if she had to look perfect more for herself than for anyone else.

“Got any dirty messages from Edu to read? Or are you still waiting for him to send something stronger? If you want, you can finger yourself while I watch. If you'd prefer that to the harness.”

María wouldn't meet my gaze at all, as if a ghost were speaking to her and pressing against her from behind. She only looked at herself and didn't seem to feel any guilt. The elevator doors opened and we walked in silence down the deserted hallway. She checked her phone for the umpteenth time and we entered our room.

The first thing I did was head to the bathroom, and while I pissed, I felt tremendous frustration because I still hadn't gotten to see María fuck anyone. Even with all the collaboration and pressure Edu had applied—enemy and ally at once—I hadn't achieved the ultimate climax: seeing her surrender, again, to another man. I knew this disappointment was sick... but I imagined Marcos finally sliding inside her... and me watching... in that doorway... and I felt a thrill... and at the same time, tremendous frustration.

I wondered what María would want. Whether she'd want to read Edu's stuff herself... or whether she'd need me to act it out. Either way, I planned to have my well-deserved orgasm.

I came out of the bathroom and saw María sitting on the edge of the bed, legs crossed, jacket off but still wearing the shirt, shorts, and heels, scrolling through social media. I opened my suitcase looking for my phone charger and spotted our first dildo and the harness—I couldn't remember if I'd packed them or if María had. I also saw the stockings and garter belt I'd brought, not really believing she'd put them on, and it seemed my initial pessimism wasn't wrong.

I plugged in my phone to charge, took the panties out of my pocket, left them in my suitcase, and undressed down to my underwear.

When I finished undressing, María finally set her phone on the nightstand, stood up, and turned off the small lamp. Even so, we were still fairly lit by the bathroom light I'd left on and by the glow of the city, since we hadn't lowered the blinds.

I was waiting for her to finally speak, to open up. To confess what she wanted to do and how much she needed me.

I thought nothing she could say would hurt me. I respected her in those moments of extreme arousal. I respected that she didn't need me for anything except the pleasure of humiliating me. Because that's how she liked it, and it excited me too.

I looked at her. She seemed especially angelic, perhaps because she wasn't wearing the dark blazer, just the shirt, which made her look purer, whiter, more delicate and immaculate. But her expression stayed serious.

“Well, so what—” I started, but my voice was cut off by a knock at the door.

Startled out of my mind, I looked toward the door.

“I told him you're a friend. That we've been out and you're about to catch your train.”

“Whaaaat?” I asked, practically having a heart attack.

“You heard me. But if you want, stay. If you can handle it this time.”

“But what? Who?” I asked, on the verge of collapse, as she walked past me toward the door.


CHAPTER 49

I felt a tremendous shock. An impact. A jolt. My heart suddenly pumped more blood than my body could handle—as if it were the first to realize what was coming, that it was inevitable and imminent.

María headed toward the entrance while my body, on autopilot, carried me around the bed to the far side of the room, as far from the door as possible. My legs were trembling. I had to lean on the table to make it. Yet despite the dizziness and the shortness of breath, I felt strangely lucid—a strange mix of weakness and clarity.

I heard María open the door—from where I'd cowered, I couldn't see her. Everything was happening at an impossible speed. As the door opened, I looked down and saw my loose, dark boxers. I felt not only on the verge of a heart attack but exposed—exposed to whom?

I heard them whispering. Her and him. My hands were sweating. I sighed. I panted. I could feel the blood pulsing in my temple and neck, throbbing uncomfortably. And I wondered what I was supposed to do when he came in... Pretend to pack my suitcase? Pack it, leave, and wait around somewhere while they finished fucking? Curl up in a corner of the bed and pretend to be asleep?

A clear, friendly “okay, relax” came from María’s mouth. I tried to guess what was happening. Then a deafening silence fell. I held my breath to listen, and all I heard was my own heartbeat. I brought my hands to my face and found them even stickier than expected. I tried talking to myself, to calm down. But again that sick anxiety, those uncontrollable tremors, that involuntary swallowing. And then it happened, with all its rawness, its perverse thrill and its pain, paralyzing me even more... because I heard the unmistakable sound of kissing. Wet. Loud. Thunderous.

And I heard the door close. And footsteps. They were approaching. Still accompanied by the thunderous sound of those kisses. And I saw a white blur leave the small entryway and enter the rectangular room where I stood. It was María, walking backward, retreating, kissing and letting herself be kissed. Pushed kiss by kiss by that giant in a blue shirt and black pants. Propelled by the eagerness of that dark-haired guy, Roberto, whom she had denied kisses just hours before.

It hit me hard, seeing María’s long legs still in those high heels, seeing that white silk shirt covering her shorts, hiding them completely. No trace of panties—something Roberto didn’t know. And that bra showing subtly through the back, which I could see, and through the front, which he had surely seen. I felt that impact because now everything was different. Now everything was possible.

Motionless, I watched their tongues dance, watched as the sound of their kisses kept hammering at me, echoing around the bedroom. Her hands on his chest, on his blue shirt. His hands—one on her face, the other resting just as lightly on her ass. His hands seemed especially large, so large that with just one he could almost cover both her cheeks beneath the shirt and shorts. He seemed even more enormous in that enclosed space, rougher. But María didn’t seem small next to him; if anything, she seemed to grow larger. More voluptuous. More woman.

I let out a breath. Unintentionally. And that sound gave me away. Roberto opened his eyes. Without stopping kissing her. He thrust his tongue deep into her mouth while staring at me. And I couldn’t breathe.

He pulled back slightly from her lips and, staring at me even more intently, said:

“Good evening, huh.”

He said it with all the mockery and smugness he could muster. His face looked more chiseled. He seemed older than I’d guessed at the bar. Perhaps closer to forty than thirty. He kept one hand on María’s shirt, right over her ass, and with the other—the one that had been on her face—he drew her toward him to kiss her again. He closed his eyes and opened them. He kissed her and looked at me. He was challenging me, aggressively. And that hand left her face to grab a fistful of her hair at the nape of her neck, pulling that mane with restrained force, making her moan as she received his tongue.

Everything was happening so fast I didn’t know what to do. That animal was challenging me, for no apparent reason, while making her whimper with kisses that were beginning to border on violence, and I was surprised she wasn’t trying to stop him.

I looked down and saw my cock pulsing under my boxers, oblivious to my discomfort and pain. I was hard, though it barely showed—a consequence of my size. It wasn’t until that moment, still hearing those kisses and seeing the small bulge in my boxers, that I realized I hadn’t even responded to him.

“Let’s see what you’ve got here, huh...” he said, determined, brooking no argument, his voice deep but not unpleasant, as he brought his hands to the front of her shorts.

I couldn’t understand or process how five minutes ago we’d been alone and now I was about to watch that giant uncover her naked pussy.

I was waiting for some gesture from María toward me, humiliating or not, but at least something to reassure me that she believed—or knew—she had control of the situation. But she didn’t turn around, and I only locked eyes with Roberto, who was biting her neck while, with both hands, he undid her shorts and pulled them down to mid-thigh. A “relax” came from María’s lips, asking him for calm, or care, or slowness, but it didn’t sound convincing.

Roberto pulled back a bit, realizing the obvious.

“You’re walking around without panties?” he said flatly, getting no response.

I had no idea how María was holding up, but I was breathless. He went on:

“What a slut. Did you know your friend wasn't wearing panties?” he asked, looking at me.

Motionless, I watched those shorts pulled down almost to her knees... I said nothing. María was the one who spoke:

“Well... cut it out...” she exclaimed, but again her protest didn't sound convincing—she seemed less angry than she was putting on a show of dignity. Besides, she reached for him then, trying to silence those aggressive remarks with her kisses. But this time he was the one who wouldn't accept a kiss on the mouth; they kissed on the cheeks, their faces pressed together, one of his hands going to her bare ass while the other slipped between her legs to that naked pussy—which María and I both knew had been soaked for hours.

My cock throbbed and soaked my underwear as I watched the humiliation María was about to endure. He seemed to relish caressing the inside of her thighs while pushing her hair aside, pulling back the collar of that white shirt to bite and kiss her there again. Sometimes with his eyes closed, sometimes looking at me. And I could pinpoint the exact moment that enormous hand touched, felt, or caressed María's pussy—she bent her legs slightly, almost spasming, and a tremendous “Holy shit...!” escaped Roberto's lips.

There was no doubt. That man now knew the full extent of María's desperate need, concentrated entirely in one place—in that open, drenched pussy that welcomed his fingers with an eagerness that surely mortified her.

Big. Enormous. He looked at me again while whispering to her:

“How the fuck is your pussy this wet? I could fit four fingers in here... fuck.”

I thought María would respond. Would rebel. But I understood why she didn't. He was squeezing one of her ass cheeks hard with one hand, while with the other—there was no denying it now—he was sliding one or two fingers into her pussy. María wanted to protest those humiliating words, but if she opened her mouth, she could only use it to pant or moan.

From the other side of the bed, I found myself surprised that he hadn't started by gently caressing her clit, or teasing the outside of her sex—instead, from the very first moment, he was thrusting those enormous fingers into her, plunging deep into that soaked cavity... and she closed her eyes, opened her mouth, bent and stretched her legs until she was nearly on tiptoes. She clung to him, to his blue shirt, and they kissed or breathed into each other's ears. The sound of their kisses mingled with the wet sounds of those fingers sliding in and out of María's drenched pussy.

The image of María with her shorts at her knees, beginning to whimper from those fingers drilling into her, was majestic and ridiculous at the same time. I wondered how she could always be so unattainable, and now so completely surrendered... but she couldn't take it anymore... she hadn't been able to take it for hours and hours... and now she had made her choice; and her pussy, her body, knew nothing of pride, of playing dignified... of playing hard to seduce... impossible to fuck...

“Fuck... look at you...” he kept repeating, until he pulled those fingers out of her and brought them to María's mouth. She turned her face away and he said:

“Come on, damn it. Suck.”

“What the hell...?” she protested.

“I said suck, damn it. I didn't come all the way here to fuck a nun.”

I was startled. Scared. I feared the worst.

María let her shorts fall the rest of the way, until they pooled around her ankles.

“Suck,” he insisted, defiant—but now his challenge was directed not just at me, but at her.

He brought his fingers to her lips again.

“Open your mouth,” he told her, his tone serious, authoritative.

“And what do I get?” she shot back, meeting his gaze.

“Cut the shit and put both fingers in your mouth.”

My heart nearly stopped. Panic seized me. The tension could erupt into violence at any moment... I felt almost terrified, suddenly. I looked away for an instant. Took a step. And I heard:

“That's it... See? Wasn't so hard, was it?”

María gave in and sucked that bastard's fingers, and my chest felt so tight my heart could barely fit inside it.

“That's it...” he repeated, his other hand now seeking her pussy.

I didn't know if she was doing it to maintain control. Whether she wanted it more than she wanted to calm things down. I didn't know if she'd felt the same fear I had, or if it had passed. What did seem clear was that María was fighting to satisfy herself while fighting to maintain her dignity.

Still not recovered from the fright, I watched María suck those two fingers that had just been inside her pussy while that man filled her sex again with his other hand. He fingered her and she rocked her hips slightly with each wave of pleasure her pussy sent through her; she ground against him, wanting that bastard to work her right, while she sucked and sometimes licked those enormous fingers. I could sense her, eyes closed, sucking on fingers that tasted like herself. Proud as she was, she didn't hold back—her moans made it clear she was enjoying the hand below that was undoing her. Twenty seconds ago she had hated that man, and now she was offering him her open pussy to destroy her with pleasure. And she wasn't just sucking those fingers to comply—she was making an effort to lick them with real devotion. I felt that if I touched myself I'd come, while Roberto said: “I've got three fingers inside, fuck...” and María seemed to moan even more as she became aware of how shameful it was to offer that pussy, like that, in that state, to a stranger.

He pulled his fingers slightly from her mouth and a thread of saliva fell down her chin. Then he held those same fingers to her nose and asked what they smelled like… and she gasped her answer immediately: “Pussy”… He slipped his fingers back into her mouth, sliding them in and out, clearly mimicking a cock. “Suck them… that’s it…” he repeated, and she muffled her moans against them—moans from the brutal fingering he was giving her, so intense that her legs trembled and she clung to his waist and chest. “Suck them,” he insisted… “Like they’re my cock…” “Suck them like they’re my cock,” and I couldn’t believe how hard she was working to suck those fingers… a morbid image, yet somehow grotesque… There she was, all elegant in that expensive shirt, her breasts and bra still in place… almost distinguished, even—but at the same time with those shorts around her knees, her legs trembling, devouring those fingers like a woman possessed while the sound of her soaked pussy echoed through the bedroom.

Then María’s legs began to tremble even more, so much it seemed she wouldn’t be able to stay standing, and I became truly aware of that man’s skill. But he didn’t push her toward climax. Instead, he slowed the rhythm of that torture that was making her come undone, fingering her more slowly, and the next thing he said wasn’t meant to humiliate her—it was about me:

“Your friend my ass. This guy’s a voyeur.”

Me, petrified… Heart pounding out of my chest. I looked him in the eyes while he kept fingering her. While María kept sucking those fingers slowly.

“This is the asshole who was spying on us.”

María stopped licking just as he stopped fingering her. I couldn’t… I didn’t know… I couldn’t say anything…

“This is the funny guy who insulted me when we were at the bar… What was it? Dumb giant, or something like that. I wanted to smash his face in right then and there.”

He looked at me with real hatred—or maybe more like disgust. I felt panic. Felt everything spinning out of control. That this would end badly.

“That’s what you two are into, right? He’s your husband, or your boyfriend or whatever. One of those guys who gets off on watching his wife get fucked.”

I thought María would turn toward me, but she didn’t. She straightened her shirt a bit, feigning distance, feigning detachment, but she was just as expectant and nervous as I was. Whether I was the only one feeling fear, I still didn’t know.

“Husband or boyfriend?” he finally asked, looking at me.

“Boyfriend,” I answered.


CHAPTER 50

“This is the asshole who was spying on us. I wanted to smash his face right then.” Those two sentences landed on me and on that bedroom like a bomb, filling the air with unbearable tension. His gaze was unstable, and it seemed to reveal that he could shove María aside at any moment, cross the bed, and come at me in a fury. That possibility hung in the air. And I had the feeling María sensed it too.

The way he looked at me wasn't normal, and sometimes he even looked at her with a strange violence, almost as if restraining himself from using his disproportionate physical strength to save himself time and words. Visualizing... imagining that suffocated me.

I wondered when and how everything would explode, and whether María was feeling the same fear I was. That's why, paralyzed, I couldn't leave—as much as it hurt to see her giving herself to another man, like the two previous times—because fear kept me frozen in place, and because under no circumstances could I leave her alone with him. I felt, truly, more than ever, that we were playing with fire.

The worst part was that, even so, I was aroused... and I couldn't understand being both aroused and terrified at the same time. Wanting everything to happen yet wanting nothing to happen. Wanting them to fuck like crazy yet wanting him to leave as soon as possible so I could embrace María with a sigh of relief.

I even suspected that María wasn't turning toward me because she knew she couldn't hide her expression from me, that I would read the fear and it would alarm me even more—the last thing she would want. But despite everything, María's arousal was also evident, as if she actually enjoyed that mixture of desire and fear that things might end badly.

He didn't continue that conversation or wait for any response. He approached María again, but this time it was different.

He brought his two enormous hands to her delicate face. María, with her arms limp and her shorts binding her ankles, was surrendered prey—a brutal contrast to the usual María. He gave her a small peck on the lips. Almost sweet. And then he pulled his face back a bit and looked her up and down.

Now fast, now slow. Now I insult you, now I kiss you gently. Now it seems like I'm going to confront your boyfriend and do god knows what, now I let it go...

We were completely at his mercy. Every second was unbearable. From the dark thrill, from the tension, and from the fear.

After that scan, he brought his fingers to the collar of her shirt. Pulling it upward slightly, strangely, he whispered:

“What a little rich girl... You're so fucking hot... damn...”

I could feel her heart pounding. There, exposed. Surrendered before it even began. With her pussy bare and tormented. And fearful, like me, that this man might do something crazy.

He brought his lips to hers again. He kissed her calmly, sweetly. María tilted her head and let her thick hair fall down her back. His hands were on her face again, and María's hung limp at her sides.

“Stick your tongue out more,” he said seriously, suddenly tensing us up again, and they kissed again, but this time he sometimes let María's tongue fly free, pulling his mouth back just for an instant, as if he wanted her tongue to chase him, then kissed her again.

When things seemed to more or less calm down, he brought one of his hands to one of María's breasts, over the shirt, caressed it, and then squeezed with some force. As if he constantly wanted to provoke confrontation. María protested with an “Ow... careful...” and broke off the kiss, and he pulled back a bit... and I didn't know what he might do, but I thought nothing good would come of it.

“This guy? He doesn't jerk off or come closer?” he whispered to her, referring to me. “Are you two newbies or what? I'm not exactly an expert either, but it doesn't seem that hard, does it?”

At that moment he turned her, slowly, without force, quite skillfully, until they were both facing me now, with only the bed between us. He was behind her. She wasn't looking at me; he was. He then lifted the bottom of her white shirt a bit, clearly intending for me to see her pussy, and said:

“Show him... fuck... That's the whole point, isn't it? Let him see that little pussy of yours.”

María was looking at the wall, not at me. Clearly feeling humiliated. I didn't know if she wasn't rebelling because she wanted to avoid problems, or because she considered it the price to pay for him to fuck her.

At that moment, from behind her, he crouched down a bit and wrapped his arms around her waist, bringing his hands to her sex. And he began to spread those swollen lips, already quite open on their own...

...He was showing me her pussy, my own girlfriend's pussy, completely shameless, embarrassing María and arousing me. You could see the cavity, pinker inside, and the darker lips, and her pubic hair glistening from so many hours of wetness. He took his time spreading the lips of that pussy and looked at me. The image was grotesque yet darkly arousing, and I felt guilty for getting turned on.

“Come on, jerk off... Or do you just watch?”

Astonished, I watched him display her to me. A macabre game. Always with that undertone of being on the verge of losing control.

“Your boyfriend's not much of a talker, is he?” he said, spinning her around again. “Now you're going to take out my cock, aren't you?” María brought her hands to his belt and started working to undress him.

She quickly uncovered some loose pink boxers and pulled those tight black jeans down to mid-thigh, and before she could react, she was pulling down that rosy underwear too... A very dark cock emerged before us, with plenty of pubic hair. Quite hard, pointing forward, pointing at her. Maybe it wasn't much bigger than average, probably thicker, but above all it was rough, savage by nature. The foreskin was already pulled back, revealing a deep violet glans; that cock was intensely masculine, yet monstrously primal at the same time.

“You like it? Come on then... jerk me off...”

He didn't speak—he commanded, and María obeyed... She wrapped one hand around his cock and gripped it firmly. Through her, I could feel that rough texture, that member radiating raw virility. He didn't seem fazed until their lips met again. He held her face while she stroked him, guiding her hand mechanically, back and forth, while she placed her other hand on his waist.

María wanted to take control with a handjob that would have finished anyone off in seconds.

They were kissing... she was jerking him off... And I could savor, at least for an instant, the supreme thrill of seeing her like that—relishing that handjob and those kisses... Until, moments later, he shifted and she got more tangled up in her shorts, almost tripping, and he said:

“Better take off those little shorts completely—you're going to kill yourself. Get on your knees and suck me.”

I was shocked. María's blood must have been boiling, or maybe she was so horny that even those orders turned her on.

“She gives good head, doesn't she? Looks like it,” he said, looking at me.

“Can you speak to me with some respect? I'm getting fed up,” she said, surprising me, unable to contain herself any longer.

“I'm talking to you just fine,” he replied, and María didn't want to go down that path. Before I knew it, she was taking off her shorts, which kept catching on her heels, and for the first time, she glanced at me sideways. What I saw was a flushed María, overheated, with burning cheeks and an expression of restraint. Aroused and overwhelmed... And, to my dismay, I thought I saw some fear, or at least heightened tension, in her eyes.

While she finished, I saw Roberto glance around. I followed his gaze and my heart sank. I froze. It was obvious what he was seeing, though he hadn't said anything yet. The two open suitcases... María's with those leather pants... but especially mine with those two rubber dildos, and next to them, María's stockings and garter belt.

“Keeping on your little slut shoes? Even better,” he said as María stood up—always looking for conflict—and I feared he wanted a slap from María, for everything to explode. I imagined that explosion and nearly burst into tears from sheer terror.

“Shh... quiet...” she said, docile.

“I won't be quiet... why should I be quiet? Come here,” he said, pulling her toward him.

They kissed again, but this time the giant's hard cock kept bumping against María's shirt at her stomach. She reached for his cock then—to feel it again, or to keep it from staining her, or both.

“Come on, suck me...” he insisted in her ear, and María let go of his cock to start unbuttoning that enormous blue shirt.

At that moment, despite the unbearable tension and the fear that everything would go wrong, I found that dangerous giant surprisingly attractive. And I could understand her better, comprehend her approach. María was working her mouth down his neck and chest as she unbuttoned that shirt, and he held her lightly by the head. All the roughness of his words was countered by her docile gestures, as if she wanted to calm him. She kissed his pecs, then his defined abs, and he said:

“You don't need to take so long. It's not going to get any harder.”

María stopped kissing and, standing there, unbuttoned the remaining buttons. She was about to kneel before him, and I was going to die.

“What? You're not even getting hard?” he asked, looking at me, as María knelt before that thick, dark cock.

“Yes...” I said in such a faint tone that I doubted he'd heard me... as I watched María, kneeling, lower her head even more... I soon understood why her head was so low... María was sticking out her tongue... and starting to lick his balls... She moved her tongue slowly... in long strokes, licking, pushing that heavy sack upward.

He ran one hand through María's hair while the other pushed his blue shirt aside and settled on his hip, arm akimbo with extreme cockiness, enjoying himself, showing off his pecs and abs—for her, or for himself; perhaps feeling that his incredible body perfectly deserved that blowjob from such a gorgeous woman. Believing himself deserving of everything, and perhaps even believing himself superior to her.

He watched her, expression serious, as that stunning beauty worked his balls, completely at his mercy, when out of nowhere he said to me:

“You're not a fag, are you? A friend of my brother's was a cuckold voyeur like you, did this same shit you guys do, and turned out to be a fag.”

I couldn't tell if he expected an answer or just liked hearing himself talk. He looked down again and tapped his cock lightly against María's face. She pushed it aside and kept sucking and licking his balls, trying to get him to relax.

“Put it in your mouth already,” he ordered.

María pulled back a bit. She wrapped one hand around that rock-hard, glistening cock. And looked at him.

“What are you looking at?” he said, cocky, immune to every weapon she had.

She placed both hands on the base of his cock while he stood with his arms akimbo. María licked the tip lightly—no reaction from him—then opened her mouth, parted those wet lips, and swallowed his entire head. She was sucking his cock just feet from me, kneeling there, savoring it, enjoying herself, wanting to please him. Throwing herself into the start of a tremendous blowjob. I could feel through him María's tongue flicking against that purple tip while her hot mouth made the temperature rise for everyone.

But he didn't even sigh. And not only that—he spoke with a heaviness and frivolity that were frightening:

“That's it... fuck... it's been forever since a rich girl sucked me off... I've had nothing but unbearable hipster chicks lately. Finally a rich girl... hey...” he said, looking down. “Turn around, turn a little, so your boyfriend can get a good look, right?”

María pulled her mouth away and wiped the corner of her lips with the back of her hand, then shifted position without looking at me, so that now I could see them almost head-on at an angle, and he said:

“Come on, keep going...”

She put one hand on his ass and gripped his cock firmly with the other, bringing her mouth back to it, and this time he actually seemed human—he threw his head back and closed his eyes:

“Ufff... that's it... Suck it... Suck it good...”

María continued, relentless, moving her head forward and back, her hair swaying, her neck working. I could almost sense her breasts swelling, straining against that bra and shirt. She closed her eyes and swallowed that huge cock—finally, a cock worthy of her, of that body, of that mouth that was now getting to that cocky bastard, who brought one hand to her hair and guided the rhythm.

“That's it... grab... grab your tits... and suck it with just your mouth...”

María obeyed. She brought her hands to her breasts, cupping them over her shirt. Almost tenderly. And began moving her head rhythmically, forward and back, taking him halfway in and then releasing him almost completely.

He brought both hands to her head to hold it still and began slowly moving his hips forward and back. María, kneeling, hands on her breasts, eyes closed, mouth open, head motionless... let that bastard fuck her mouth however he wanted. Roberto started panting and repeating: “What a sweet little mouth you have... what a sweet little mouth, fuck” and he opened his eyes and looked at me, cocky, like he was giving me a lesson in how to fuck my own girlfriend's mouth. The sound coming from his cock hammering María's mouth turned almost guttural as he shoved it in without a care... And he said: “That's it... let the saliva drip... drool all over yourself... make it nasty, fuck... feel like a slut...” And I watched saliva spill from the corner of María's lips, dripping down her cleavage and her shirt.

He pulled out of her completely, drawing his hips way back, and said: “Now look at me” and María opened her eyes and he thrust forward, shoving his cock back into her mouth. His huge cock bulged in her cheek, filling her mouth. And again. And again, then he pulled out. Each time he withdrew, a trail of saliva and precum formed a bridge between her lips and that dark cock, and sometimes that liquid fell, staining her tits, her shirt, her neck... and she responded to each thrust with a guttural, grotesque but filthy sound, and he panted and sighed, serious, each time he entered her mouth. More and more clear liquid spilled from the corner of her lips, her cleavage began to glisten, and her shirt turned almost transparent over her tits from all the precum and saliva dripping down... He pulled out again, yanked her hair so she'd look up more, and laid his cock across her face. With her eyes open and his huge cock covering half her face, from chin to forehead, she allowed that humiliation, and he went back to shoving it in her mouth, fucking her mouth, but then he started accompanying each thrust with a light slap to her face. He'd shove it in, María would make that filthy, choked sound, and he'd give her a light slap. On the third or fourth degrading blow, María pulled away and said:

“Stop it already.”

“And what if I don't?” he said, pressing his cock against her lips. “What if I don't stop? You gonna bite it?”

María opened her mouth again and took the head inside, her cheek once more bulging with the outline of that cock.

“If you bite me, I'll break your face. And his too,” he said, lifting his eyes toward me.

I felt terror again. Frozen again. Once more aware that at any moment, the line would be crossed and everything would blow up.

We went from domination to dark excitement to threat, at full speed and without warning.

María kept sucking him, as if pretending not to have heard what he'd just said, moving her head back and forth while he held his body still, until he said, referring to me:

“Come on, take it out already, for fuck's sake.”

And I obeyed almost immediately. As if hypnotized. I pulled down my underwear, and a thick, clear strand running from the tip of my hard cock to a sticky puddle in my underwear betrayed my arousal.

“Holy shit…” Roberto exclaimed.

I thought he'd say something to me—something degrading, humiliating—but instead he spoke to her:

“Fuck… you must be loving this, you slut, with that pathetic cock you've got at home. No wonder you go looking for a real man at night.”

I was amazed that María kept sucking him like that, despite his earlier threat and his mocking of my cock, but maybe it was the smartest thing to do, or maybe it was true that María was going crazy and finally enjoying a good cock.

“Do you have condoms? I'll fuck you raw and pull out,” he said, while María kept sucking, fully into it.

He raised his gaze then, his eyes landing on my suitcase, and said:

“Hey, faggot, grab one of those cocks and suck it while she sucks me.”
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Before I could process that order, I watched him give María another small slap. Repeating it. Trying to provoke her anger, to make everything explode. He was challenging us both. María didn't protest the small slap—it carried no force, but it carried contempt and provocation. And I kept wondering whether María was enduring this out of arousal or to avoid angering him—and if it was the latter, whether she wanted to keep him calm so he'd finish fucking her, or to keep violence from erupting.

Roberto made my skin crawl again, insisting, ordering me to go to the suitcase and suck that rubber cock. After that order, he stepped back and started taking off his pink underwear, black jeans, and shoes. María didn't move, kneeling, patient, and I still couldn't read her. My nervousness was unbearable. I didn't want to obey, yet I did. I was afraid, but at the same time my cock was harder than ever.

“Bring me water while you're at it,” he said as he finished undressing.

Not knowing where this would lead, I took off my underwear and, completely naked, my cock pointing at the ceiling and soaked, I circled the bed to the minibar, opened it, grabbed a bottle of water, and approached them with my heart in my throat.

Roberto greeted me by eyeing my cock with strange curiosity and held out his hand for the bottle. I gave it to him. Terrified.

“Come on, grab that cock,” he said before drinking, and I glanced quickly at María, who this time did look at me. From the ground up. Her gaze gave me some reassurance—tense, but calm. She radiated a contained composure. She was fighting to manage him, to keep him from exploding, and I understood that if she was rowing in one direction, I couldn't row in the opposite. If she was willing to yield, up to a point, so everything would end well, I could also let him chip away at my dignity, up to a point.

I approached the suitcase and grabbed our first cock, the first one we had bought. I turned around and saw María drinking from the bottle of water. Like a suffocating truce. Roberto wasn't looking at me; his interest was in María. The orders to me seemed like mere entertainment, with a certain pleasure in abusing his power.

“Come here, don't be afraid,” he said firmly, and I approached with that cock in my hand.

“Here, next to me,” he ordered, and I obeyed. I looked at María to avoid looking at him. She was smoothing her hair and tossing it back over her shoulders, slowly, and adjusting her shirt a bit, calmly, as if her body language was inviting him to dial it down.

“Come on, put it in your mouth.”

After hearing that, I obeyed again, and, with my eyes wide open, I put the tip of that plastic cock in my mouth, looking at María. She looked away. She didn't want to see it. And I felt absolutely nothing, but I sucked that cock slowly; I slid it into my mouth and felt tiny compared to the giant beside me, imposing, with his blue shirt open, his muscular legs, and his hard torso. That man ordered me to jerk off while I sucked that sex toy, and I glanced at the darkness, the enormity, the masculinity, the brutal thickness and hardness of his cock compared to mine.

I was masturbating with two fingers while he approached María, who waited for him expectantly, submissive, not wanting problems. He rested his cock on her shoulder, on her shirt, in a strange way, and she turned her neck slightly and kissed it almost tenderly.

“Look at him while you suck me,” Roberto commanded, and María leaned back a bit, looked at me, saw her boyfriend sucking a rubber cock and jerking off while looking at her, and took that shiny, violet head into her mouth.

María was looking at me. I was looking at her. She saw her boyfriend, her fiancé, sucking that toy and stroking his ridiculous cock. Humiliated but aroused like never before. And I saw her, kneeling there, taking all that flesh into her mouth, her cleavage glistening, her shirt damp from the saliva and precum that had already dripped down. I saw her tits straining against her bra and shirt, her nipples pressing through the white silk… I saw her hair swaying gracefully back and forth as she sucked him. I saw her close her eyes from time to time, overwhelmed by the thrill of sucking the cock of that man—violent and dangerous, but undeniably attractive.

María was doing her best to suck it well. For him, or for herself. Sometimes she would pull her mouth away to catch her breath and he would tell her to put it back in her mouth and keep looking at me. María wanted to conquer him with that blowjob and looked at me, aroused, without judging me.

Roberto, arms akimbo, seemed to take a break from all the hurtful phrases and aggressive orders, until he couldn't hold back anymore:

“Your boyfriend sucks it better than you… huh…”

María didn't respond, nor did she change her rhythm. She kept allowing those phrases, allowing that cock to bulge her cheeks… filling her mouth completely. And she kept looking at me.

“You sure he's not a fag?” he asked her.

“Yes,” she answered, pulling away a bit.

“Yes what?”

“I'm sure he's not,” she answered, and I felt ridiculous and tiny, protected and defended by her.

María then moved her mouth lower and went for his balls again. I was dying from the thrill… and I was close to coming. I could barely touch myself anymore. My two fingers were completely smeared and sticky. Watching her suck that cock, devour his balls… so close… was killing me with pain… and arousal… She then put one of his balls in her mouth… and pulled on it… and closed her eyes.

“Fuck… you didn't even want to suck my fingers and look at you now, huh. I don't know why you wanted to play the little nun…” he said, his tone repulsive, as he brought his hands to her shirt to fasten the first button, the one closest to her neck, so that all the buttons were now done up.

She left his balls to lick that tip that released clear drops every now and then. She wrapped her tongue around it and looked at me. She flicked it lightly, then traced circles. She ran her tongue over the head from above… then from below… I'd never seen her suck like that… And I felt like I couldn't take any more… like my heart was exploding, and my cock too.

“Fuck, the rich girl… Grab your tits again, like before, while you suck me,” he said cruelly, and María, looking at me, obeyed. “That's it… busty rich bitch… grab them while you suck me…”

I sensed then, if not anger, at least that it was getting to her… And maybe he saw it too and wanted to provoke her again, because while she took him almost halfway down and closed her eyes, he called her a busty rich bitch again and told her she sucked like a whore.

María pulled her mouth away and looked at him with hatred. She wiped her lips with the back of her hand and said:

“Do you have to talk like that?”

“Why? Because of the whore part or the busty rich bitch part? Are you a busty rich girl or aren't you?” he said, dead serious, and my heart nearly stopped as I pulled that rubber cock from my mouth.

“I'm telling you to stop talking like that,” María protested, trying to make it sound like an order, and I feared the worst.

“You're a busty rich bitch and your boyfriend's a fag,” he said, and she stood up, facing him.

The moment had arrived—it was unstoppable, everything was going to go wrong. Roberto put his hands on María's breasts and squeezed hard, over her shirt; María shoved those hands away and slapped him across the face hard enough to snap his head to the side.

I braced for his retaliation, my heart pounding, ready to stop him.

“Don't you dare slap me again,” he told her, and almost before he'd finished the sentence, María slapped him again with identical force.

He spun around quickly and violently, grabbing María's face with both hands. She leaned back a little; he brought his mouth to hers and she pulled away, until he turned her face and their mouths met. María's body was retreating, but her mouth was surrendering… and I watched him thrust his tongue into her mouth. María let herself be kissed as that giant brought his enormous hands to her shirt and, with two sharp tugs, ripped it open violently, leaving it gaping except for the first and last buttons. A large, grayish lace bra came into view, straining to contain her enormous breasts, but while he kept his tongue deep in her mouth, he yanked that bra down with one tug, and her breasts spilled out, enormous and free, jutting forward, almost completely covering the bra, nearly making it disappear, her nipples betraying her intense arousal. María was giving in, letting him kiss her mouth and grope those tits with rough hands.

He left her mouth to kiss her neck and bring his lips to one of her tits. María tangled her hands in his hair and threw her head back, closing her eyes, letting herself be devoured. He grabbed one of her enormous breasts with one hand and took it into his mouth. She let out a strange, gasping moan. Then he moved his mouth to her other tit, leaving the first one glistening from a single bite. He kissed it, sucked her nipple, and she whimpered but enjoyed it. His head seemed enormous, moving from one tit to the other. That large body, bent over her, devouring her, feasting on those tits so brutally, treating those two treasures of María's with such roughness, that I felt like I was going to come without touching myself. And again I couldn't understand how we went from terror to sexual ecstasy in just seconds.

He finished that feast on her tits when he was ready and pushed her back with restrained force. María fell onto the bed, sitting there with that white shirt closed only at the top and bottom, her bra overflowing, those enormous tits… gleaming invitingly, lasciviously… glistening with his saliva, flushed from his bites. Those beautiful tits filled the bra until it nearly disappeared, pushing the shirt apart on both sides with authority, so swollen and spread so wide they pushed everything aside.

María's face begged for sex. Her tits begged for sex. Her naked pussy, pressed against the bed, practically demanded to grind against the sheet for relief. I thought Roberto couldn't take any more. Nobody could take any more. Anyone would throw themselves on top of her and fuck her. But he turned around, looked at me, and said:

“Put on that thing over there, the stockings with the straps. Who usually wears those? You or her?”

I looked at María, not knowing if I was seeking permission or understanding. She wasn't looking at me. She was looking at him.

“And you, touch yourself and look at me,” Roberto said, starting to stroke himself, standing there with his blue shirt open, his chiseled abs on display, that imposing torso that made me feel fragile and scrawny, almost withered compared to his bulk.

I turned toward the suitcase and heard Roberto say “that's it,” and I figured he was talking about María, that she was touching her pussy, since he assumed I would obey with less resistance than her.

I grabbed those black stockings and the matching garter belt. The fabric felt almost too soft, radiating an extreme femininity that made me even more uncomfortable... I hesitated. It was too humiliating... but then I thought that if María was enduring everything he was throwing at her—knowing her pride—I could tough it out alongside her to keep things from going off the rails. I also thought that putting on those ridiculous stockings wouldn't make her or me doubt my heterosexuality in the slightest. It was simply embarrassing... one more step in this madness, this fear of him, this loss of dignity.

They were jerking off, watching each other. I didn't exist. I started pulling on those stockings, feeling grotesque, filled with self-loathing and a sense that my dignity was crumbling—but at the same time I felt hornier than ever, reaching a state of guilty, dirty excitement I'd never felt before.

I glanced over to see María spreading the lips of her pussy with one hand and caressing her clit with the other. She watched him with burning intensity while he kept one hand on his hip and stroked himself with the other, slowly, returning her gaze. The raw sexuality radiating off them made them seem enormous and me tiny, with my pathetic cock, as I finished pulling on María's stockings. He moved the hand from his hip to just below her mouth and told her to spit. She let saliva drip into his palm, and he brought it to the tip of his cock, slicking his shaft with her spit. With one hand he gripped the base and with the other he spread it over himself, until he ordered her to spit again—this time onto her breasts. María, legs spread, the lips of her sex pressed against the bed, still holding herself open and touching herself, let saliva drip from her mouth twice, landing on one of her breasts. Roberto told her to touch herself right there and she obeyed... and began massaging that enormous tit... spreading the saliva all over her areola, her nipple stiffening until it was rock hard... while he jerked off and I adjusted the garter belt.

María's mouth fell open, her eyes half-closed, as she massaged that enormous tit with sweetness, with tenderness—the flesh overflowing her bra—and I thought I'd never seen her breasts look so massive, so overwhelming, rising imposingly from her torso. He jerked off and watched her, always challenging her, and she couldn't always hold his gaze—her eyes would half-close and her mouth would open wider and wider... as if she were about to come.

And suddenly, she looked at me. María saw her boyfriend wearing her stockings and garter belt, an eccentric and grotesque sight... and she showed no emotion... And I dared to touch my small cock with two fingers... And she turned back to look at him. It had only been three or four seconds... but it was enough for me to feel an overwhelming love for her...

When suddenly a “Fuck... you're so hot” escaped Roberto's mouth, and María purred back, dripping with lust: “Don't come.”

“Don't worry about me coming before I get to fuck you, sweetheart. Rest assured, I'm going to fuck you,” he said, authoritative, always disarming her.

María then brought her hand to her other tit, cupped it slightly, and let saliva fall there while watching him. She began massaging that breast now, rubbing her clit faster. She was fingering herself furiously as that nipple stiffened, swelling to match the other. Her areolas crowned her breasts impressively, and her tits overflowed so massively that you had to look carefully to even notice there was a bra underneath.

Her moans grew so wild and drawn out, María's mouth opened so wide, her pussy throbbed so intensely, and her head and hair fell back so far that her orgasm seemed imminent. Roberto noticed and said: “Come, you busty little snob... or are you waiting to come with me?”

María slowed the rhythm of those two fingers on her clit, and he stepped closer to her and said: “Fuck... you turn me on so much... I'd piss on you right now. I'd piss on your fucking face right now.”

María almost stopped touching herself entirely. My heart nearly stopped. My muscles tensed.

“Ask me for it,” he said, a couple feet from her, no longer stroking himself, his cock jutting toward her.

“For what?”

“To piss on your face.”

“You're crazy...” she said, her hand falling away from her breast. She went completely still.

“Ask me to piss on you or I'll smash the voyeur's face.”

My heart leapt into my throat. I couldn't breathe. I couldn't react.

“Alright... piss on me,” María said.


CHAPTER 52

I couldn't bear it. I couldn't bear that this was going to happen because María was caving to save me. I was ready to step in, no matter what happened.

María looked at me then and saw her boyfriend, hard as a rock, dressed in her stockings and garter belt. I expected a look that showed fear, that showed she was willing to obey to avoid trouble. But I saw desire. I saw arousal. And the suspicion that her obedience came only—or at least mostly—from her sexual hunger… hung thick in the air.

“Get down here, on the floor, or I'm going to leave the bed a fucking mess,” he said, and I wanted to find in that thick, slightly sweaty hair, in those breasts spilling out of that bra, in those enormous nipples… and in that sultry face… a refusal to obey, and I couldn't find it.

María sat up a bit and I pictured her kneeling in front of him, where he'd pointed, and him pissing on her face… her tits… her mouth… her hair… and it turned me on… and I felt guilty for it.

“Or better yet, I'll piss on you in the shower later, really soak you,” he said, and I felt no relief, and neither did she seem to, and I got scared thinking about how far we could go.

“Better yet—you, now, faggot—put your pathetic cock in her mouth. That's what I want to see.”

I didn't feel I had any right to have María suck me off on his orders, knowing I disgusted her when she was this turned on, but she leaned back on her elbows.

“Come on, faggot, that's what I want to see,” he insisted.

I climbed onto the bed and knelt beside her. She saw her boyfriend in her stockings and garter belt, ridiculous, with his tiny cock, close to her. It had to disgust her, sicken her, but her face gave nothing away, as if sucking my cock in that nightmarish situation was a price to pay for him to finally fuck her.

María leaned her head closer and I didn't want to look at him. I wanted, for a moment, to forget that all this was part of a sick game by that dangerous psychopath. I looked down and saw María with her legs spread, showing him her pussy, exposed, surrendered, waiting for that man, waiting for his cock. I saw her tits begging to be caressed, enormous, and I saw her face, sultry, eyes half-closed, approaching me, approaching my cock. And she stuck out her tongue and ran it under my shaft, reaching halfway up; whether she meant to or not, she was showing just how pathetically small I was.

“Put it in your mouth, come on,” he insisted, eager to see her suck that puny cock, enjoying the clash, the impact and inequality of seeing that beauty, that mouth, that tongue, sucking that mediocrity. And María opened her mouth and a wave of heat washed over me… and she swallowed my cock… all the way… until her lips touched my pubic hair… effortlessly. She swallowed it whole, proving just how laughable my cock was, humiliating me—for her, for me, and for him. For all three of us. And I understood that there was one thing driving everyone in that room: humiliating me.

While Roberto kept going on about his disbelief, saying he'd never seen such a pathetic cock, María began bobbing her head back and forth, fast and in tiny movements, because any longer stroke and my cock would slip out. I closed my eyes and enjoyed that heat, that wetness on my cock… that wet sound of her sucking… and I felt like I was about to come imagining myself seen from outside, dressed like that, humiliated, forced, but at the same time grateful for this latest turn of events.

“Now sit on his face. Facing me. Let him eat your ass—I bet that's what you like, huh, faggot,” he said, enjoying his work and his performers, and before I could react, María released my cock, leaving the tip shiny, soaked in saliva, and lay down completely on her back.

I was surprised by how quickly she obeyed and started to suspect she was willing to do anything, to play along with every one of his games, just to get to his final game as soon as possible: fucking her.

Driven by the constant unspoken threat, the rigidity of his orders, and María's certainty and conviction, I moved clumsily on the bed, my legs trembling, until I placed my feet on either side of her body. And I bent my knees, lowering myself.

I felt a hand on my ass, guiding me down, and before I knew it, María's neck shifted enough for me to feel something hard and wet near my hole and, immediately after, feel that touch right on the exact spot, making me jump at the unfamiliar sensation.

I don't know why, at that moment, I looked at him, while already feeling a strange pleasure radiating from my hole and spreading through my whole body. I saw that man, shirt open, extremely muscular, watching with a mix of disgust and surprise at the extravagance and ridiculousness of the situation. Before him was María's spread pussy, her perfect body, her tits jutting out, enormous, pushing everything aside—the bra, the shirt—exposing absolute and irresistible sexuality, and at the same time her boyfriend, dressed in those stockings and garter belt, getting his ass eaten, squatting, mouth falling open from the dawning pleasure of feeling his hole opening and getting wet from that firm tongue. Roberto contemplated his handiwork, this couple now completely surrendered, stripped of all dignity. Me, fearful, timid, but aroused and carried by the tide. María willing to humiliate herself as much as necessary so long as he ended up fucking her.

“Jerk him off,” he ordered, and I reached one hand back to brace myself on the bed while one of María's hands held my ass and spread it open, and her other hand went to my cock, two fingers starting to stroke me.

And again I looked at him—he was starting to jerk off too—and I saw his huge cock next to my pathetic little dick, and I understood that María wanted to get the bad one out of the way as quickly as possible so she could enjoy the good one. I understood that María was willing to eat that ass, the ass of her boyfriend dressed in her garter belt and stockings, just so she could be filled, penetrated, and fucked savagely, finally, by that man, reaching and enjoying all the pleasure and brutal sexuality that I couldn't give her.

I looked down and saw María's body, the handjob she was giving me, my cock about to explode. I looked forward and saw him, serious, transfixed by that grotesque but hypnotic image. And I felt a terrible pleasure—from the loss of dignity, from the handjob, and from how María, with an innate talent for everything sexual, was working my asshole open with short licks, already trying to slip the tip of her tongue into my body. I closed my eyes and felt guilty for feeling that pleasure. That pressure on my asshole combined with the handjob was more than I could bear. I started to pant, surrendered, bracing myself however I could... I was about to come... I was panting ridiculously, almost moaning, in what had to be a grotesque image, and María sped up the intensity of the rimming and the handjob. She didn't speak, only licked, but I knew she wanted to make me explode, that she wanted me out of the game at last so the one she really wanted could take over, and that only excited me more. And my moans could be heard, shameful, and I kept my eyes closed and felt my asshole opening and my mind was screaming “Eat my ass...! God...! Eat my ass!” but I couldn't say it out loud, trying to spare myself at least a little embarrassment, when I started to feel all the blood in my body rushing to my cock and... I felt something in my mouth... on my lips...

...I opened my eyes and saw Roberto, standing beside me, with the rubber cock in his hand... María was jerking me off, my heart was exploding, and that cock was resting on my lips... and I opened... I opened my mouth and looked at him... and he slid that rubber cock into my mouth... and made me suck it... sliding it in and out... in rhythmic movements... With that in my mouth, I could see his cock, the real one, the dark one, quite hard though not completely, so close to me... and I kept sucking, incredibly turned on by what María was doing to me and by how he was dominating me. And even as I sucked, I felt panic that it would be his real cock he'd want to shove in my mouth.

Sucking on the cock he was giving me... looking at him... Surrendered, humiliated, possessed... I felt myself coming, felt I was going to come and there was no stopping it, while María intensified the rimming even more, while my hairy asshole defiled her beautiful mouth, while her soaked fingers worked to milk every drop I'd been storing for hours. And I felt the climax hit me, felt myself explode, felt myself let go as a thick stream shot out toward her torso, toward her tits, and I wanted to see how far and how hard that shot went, as if that could rescue something of my manhood... but all I could see was Roberto's face, serious, and that flesh-colored cock defiling my mouth... and I felt infinite pleasure as I emptied myself, all while fearing that bastard would swap the fake cock for the real one and finish off my dignity completely... I whimpered, surrendered to my orgasm and my humiliation, with that thing in my mouth, constantly tense, aroused and terrified. And María emptied me, relentless, licking my ass without caring if she looked like a total slut, without modesty, without shame, and I felt more and more spurts leaving my body, splashing in the distance or sliding down my shaft and over her fingers.

She stopped the handjob, released my cock, and let her arms drop limp just as Roberto withdrew the toy from my mouth. I stood up beside him, avoiding temptation that way... keeping my face as far as possible from his cock.

And I looked at María, lying there exposed, face up, her torso smeared with my cum, her tits stained with that white liquid, random splashes on her shirt and her neck... With her pussy still spread open and now coated in my hot load, she was wiping her hand on the bed... And I looked at Roberto, face to face, and he, staring me down, more threat than command, said:

“Get me hard. I'm going to fuck her.”


CHAPTER 53

Ecstatic. Still not recovered from my orgasm. Dizzy from the release… and from that tremendous climax… Empty… I found myself facing yet another dilemma. Just when it seemed this act was veering toward something more consensual, toward all three of us enjoying it, Roberto went and ordered something that could shatter everything.

I imagined myself jerking him off and felt a terrible chill, a wave of revulsion.

María sat up a bit, causing some semen to trickle down one of her breasts toward her shirt, and she quickly moved a hand there to keep from staining her clothes. I watched her—she always seemed so serene, despite everything… I watched her partly to avoid looking at him.

But Roberto insisted, even more forcefully, and I looked at him. He scratched his beard—that same tic I'd seen at the bar. His semi-erect cock pointed at me. I stared at it. And again I felt that tremendous revulsion, but at the same time I was drawn to that loss of dignity, because I couldn't imagine anything more perverse, as a cuckold, than getting the bull ready for my own girlfriend. Also for her, for María, so everything would go well and she'd get her reward. But on the other hand, my heterosexuality fought back hard, screaming at me not to touch his cock.

I watched hesitantly as María sat up further, turning her back to us, until she was nearly upright.

“Come here, faggot. Let her watch.”

Roberto climbed off the bed and I got down too, from the other side. Before I knew it, we were standing in front of María. Him, still with his blue shirt hanging open and his cock—monstrous, dark, jutting out horizontally. Me in María's stockings and garter belt, my cock shriveled, tiny.

“Get on your knees. You're going to suck it,” he said, dead serious, and something surged through my body. This was too much.

He insisted again. Almost shouting. Fear gripped me. He put a hand on my shoulder. Shoved me down hard. I knelt.

Everything was happening so fast. Too fast. I didn't even want to look at María. I didn't want her to see me like this. I had no idea if she was looking away or not. I stared straight ahead and saw that cock pointing at me, and he made it twitch, just slightly, without using his hands.

I was terrified. My heart was pounding at two hundred beats a minute. I couldn't believe it. I couldn't believe what was happening, yet at the same time I couldn't stop it. In some strange, unfamiliar way, I felt willing to do it. For her. For María. So everything would go well. I was convinced this was the last of his macabre games, and after it, he would satisfy María the way she deserved.

Roberto ordered me to close my eyes. And I did. Almost as if it were a relief. But in that darkness, I saw myself from the outside. There. Kneeling. Dressed like that. And I imagined his cock in my mouth—it terrified me, yet at the same time, the sheer loss of dignity somehow excited me, and I couldn't understand myself.

The silence stretched into eternity. I was condemned. I only hoped he wouldn't drag it out. That he wouldn't take it too far. And that María would forgive me. That she'd understand I was doing it for her.

I sensed movement. On the bed. And I feared it was María… leaving… I hoped not. God, I hoped not… She had to understand that my loss of dignity was, above all, for her. It wasn't self-deception—in fact, my heterosexuality was killing me, flooding me with signals of disgust and revulsion that were suffocating me…

I braced myself for the touch of his cock on my lips. I was terrified. The darkness felt endless, unbearable. And I kept hearing movement from the bed.

“I told you he was a faggot. He's dying to suck it,” I heard, and I felt immense relief… because the voice came from a distance. I opened my eyes. That dark cock had vanished. Roberto lay beside María, who was on her back, propped up on her elbows, her face close to his.

I wanted to get up as fast as possible, to forget, to erase what had nearly happened, but I still hadn't recovered. I still couldn't even move. I looked at them. Once again, I didn't exist. And I watched as that enormous man, his shirt spread open like a sheet… moved one hand to María's bare breasts.

She lay there at his mercy, desperate… exhausted… letting herself be groped… and from where I knelt, I could see her pussy aimed right at me. A pussy that understood nothing. That had been spread open for hours. That wasn't used to being ignored like this. That no one had ever left in that state for so long without devouring it eagerly.

I managed to stand and watched that aggressive provocateur toy with one of María's nipples—a nipple smeared with that white liquid, my semen.

“Well, the faggot still managed to shoot his little spurts… didn't he? Does he usually come that much?” he asked.

“Yes,” María lied.

“Yes…? Well… Open that pretty little mouth…” he told her.

She obeyed, and he brought his finger, coated with my cum, to her lips… ran it across her lower lip… from one side to the other… as if he meant to paint her lips with my semen.

“I'm feeling really filthy today…” he whispered. “Don't think I go around touching other men's cum,” he said, his words carrying that ever-suffocating weight.

I stood there watching as he hunted for drops of semen on her breasts and shirt, collecting them and bringing them to María's mouth. At first he smeared them across her lip, then began giving her his slick fingers to suck. María, eyes wide, breasts swollen and heaving, stared at him as she let him defile her mouth. Expectant and eager… eager for him to finish his games and do what he had to do.

She couldn't hold back any longer and lowered one of her hands to his cock, and he half-smiled. Mar&iacute;a began stroking him while still letting him use her mouth… and he said:

“What are you doing…?”

“Come on…” she whispered, desperate.

“Come on… what…”

“Fuck… me…” she begged, stroking him slowly, her eyes tearful, while he pulled her shirt partially closed, covering one nipple only to rub it through the silk, making it press against the fabric and harden even more.

“Tell me… again…” he said. “Tell me what you want.”

“Fuck me…”

“Oh yeah?”

“Yes...”

“Well… Tell me… Say 'fuck me, you son of a bitch.'”

“Fuck me, you son of a bitch.”

Roberto sat up and knelt on the bed beside her. He pulled off his shirt, and Mar&iacute;a had a clear view of his torso while I could see his muscular back.

This was it. He was going to fuck her. And my excitement mingled with relief.

He shifted until he was in front of her. Mar&iacute;a spread her legs to give him access. He stroked himself lightly, but his cock already looked rock hard. Maybe from the brief handjob he'd received. Maybe from knowing what was about to happen.

I shifted to get a better view. I already felt consumed by desire again, as if I hadn't just come. I was Pablo again—trembling, palms sweaty, muscles twitching involuntarily, heart pounding, swallowing at random.

Roberto lay down on top of her, covering her entirely, his cock near her pussy. He brought his lips to hers. They kissed. Their chests pressed together. Mar&iacute;a's thick hair spilled toward the bed. She still wasn't lying flat—just reclined. And he began grinding against her… his cock sliding along the outside of Mar&iacute;a's hungry pussy. She closed her eyes and savored the friction… rolling her hips slightly… trying to make that huge cock slip inside on its own… but he kept it from happening. He kissed her hard on the mouth. Their tongues met eagerly. Mar&iacute;a's nipples pressed against his pecs, and she kept working her hips in circles and up and down… trying to get that cock inside her.

“You see… rich girl… Thing is, I don't have condoms…” he whispered in her ear.

“I don't… care…” she moaned, eyes closed.

“So I'll go in raw, then?”

“Yes...”

“Yeah? You sure?”

“Yes... for god's sake... fuck me...” she panted desperately… kissing him.

Roberto pulled back. He got on his knees in front of her, grabbed her legs, and pulled her toward him. Then he bent her legs back until Mar&iacute;a's thighs nearly touched her own torso, leaving her pussy even more exposed. He brought his hands to her ankles and pushed them forward until the soles of her shoes pointed at the ceiling.

He rested his huge cock on her spread pussy... Mar&iacute;a's face begged him to take her now...

It was breathtaking to see her… reclined on her elbows, legs tucked up, knees almost at her tits... those legs spread wide and her feet up high... her gaze begging him to fuck her…

And he, letting that cock rest on her spread sex—its darkness contrasting with the pink of her pussy—said to her:

“You seemed harder to get at the bar, huh… And it turns out you weren't wearing panties… with your little slut heels… your preppy shirt… your giant whore bra… And you went out looking for cock…” he said contemptuously, keeping his hands on her ankles, looking her over as he rattled off insult after insult.

Mar&iacute;a let her head fall back. Still there. Pinned. And she rolled her hips forward… seeking that friction again… She couldn't take it anymore… She was melting there with her legs spread… sweaty… soaked… on that bed…

“You went out looking for cock, yes or no?” he asked.

Mar&iacute;a lifted her face and said, her voice barely a whisper:

“Yes…”

“Yes what?”

“I went out looking for cock…” she said, debasing herself… Pathetic.

Roberto brought one hand to his cock and kept the other on her ankle. Both of Mar&iacute;a's heels stayed there, up high. He positioned his cock at her entrance. I moved closer… and brought my hand to my own cock, already hard. I was finally going to watch him take her.

He brought the tip to that threshold and she sighed… brought her hands to her breasts. Grasped them as best she could. Closed her eyes and whimpered a desperately needy “please.” And Roberto calmed her, a little, sliding the tip—that swollen, purple head—parting those lips of her pussy that seemed to draw it in, absorb it. María’s sigh accompanied every movement, long, so long, surrendered, full of relief, of gratitude… Roberto pushed his entire head inside and she clutched her tits and opened her mouth… and her image clashed with everything she had been during the night, teasing Marcos or Roberto, so proper, so well dressed, so dignified… And now here she was, mouth open, legs spread, heels pointing at the ceiling, begging to be fucked, all the way, by that man who had stripped us of our dignity step by step.

“Fuck… what a pussy… It’s huge…”

María couldn’t take it anymore and let herself fall back. And he leaned further forward so she could rest her legs on his shoulders, and a “Fuck… you’re going to kill me like this,” escaped María’s lips, warning him that if he dropped all his weight, drove his whole cock into her, it would be too much.

And then he looked at me. After minutes during which I hadn’t existed, he turned toward me. He had the tip of his cock buried inside my girlfriend’s body and was looking at me with a mocking sneer, so I could witness his gesture, his triumph, while he fucked her however he pleased.

There I was, with my ridiculous cock, wearing those stockings and that garter belt, jerking off like a sick man, while María begged him to put it in carefully and he stared at me.

And he let himself sink in… slowly, and a tremendous “Ohhhh…!” escaped María, and I watched him fill her, all the way… buried to his balls, and she brought her hands to his ass to keep him there. And, by chance or not, María’s face turned toward me, and with her cheek pressed against the sheet, she opened her eyes. She was looking at me but could barely see me. All she could feel was that huge cock inside her. And the one staring at me with real intent was him, who then pulled back a little… and began a slow rhythm, pushing half his cock into her and drawing it out, and she met each thrust with an “Ohhhhh… God…!” that made him smile and made my blood run cold.

“What a pussy on this rich girl… No wonder your cock isn’t enough for her,” he said, looking at me, while keeping up that rhythm, mechanical, slow, but driving María crazy, to the point that she turned her face away and brought her hands to his ass or her tits, chaotically, her hands trembling in a way that was shocking… as if she might faint from sheer pleasure at any moment.

The fucking was raw, pure, deeply felt. Until he finally pulled back a little, torso upright, and grabbed her legs, wrapping his arms around them, and rocked his hips back and forth. She rested her arms on the bed and gripped the sheets while her tits bounced back and forth, trembling, swaying, vibrating with the rhythm of that fucking.

He fucked her like that for a few minutes, María’s “Ahhhh…!! God!!” becoming constant, her tearful gaze making it clear that every sacrifice and every humiliation had been worth it… Until he stopped, pulled out, and flipped her over, almost as if she were a doll.

“Get on all fours. I’m going to fuck you like a bitch, which I think suits you best,” he said, imperious, knowing that nothing could hurt her anymore, as long as he kept fucking her.

When he pulled out of her body I could see his rock-hard cock… coated with a thick, translucent, whitish film… soaked with everything María had been releasing onto that huge cock. Because his member was so dark, what María had released looked even more white, and the image left me breathless, made yet another semi-transparent drop ooze from the tip of my cock.

María got on all fours on the bed, heels still on, bra pulled down, breasts spilling over it, shirt open except for the button closest to her neck. And she waited anxiously for him to slide back inside her.

“Look at this, faggot,” he called out, making me come look at that open pussy.

I obeyed and he spread those lips with his fingers. María, on all fours, waited and listened as he showed me her sex, lips splayed open like a huge flower, almost protruding from her body, looking impossibly soft. He tugged on one of those pussy lips and gave her ass a slap that echoed through the room.

“Is this normal?” he asked, knowing he wouldn’t get an answer. Meanwhile María lowered her head, desperate, dominated to a grotesque degree.

He positioned himself behind her. Aimed. And drove into her. Roughly. As if she were worth nothing. As if he weren’t fucking María. That stylish, elegant, gorgeous girl... He impaled her as if she were just another slut he picked up every night. He buried that dark cock in her as if she were a disposable whore.

And I, shocked, dizzy, anguished, hurt… but more turned on than ever, shifted position to see them better… to watch and savor the thrill of seeing him impale her like that.

I saw Roberto's enormous ass contract as he penetrated her. How it contracted with each thrust, accompanying each penetration with a guttural, unpleasant, and humiliating sound. I saw his cocky face... and his triumph, but contained, as if he didn't give that much value to fucking her. I saw María's closed eyes and her open mouth. I heard her gasps, her moans... her "Oh God!!" her "Yes!!" and her "Fuck me...!! Fuck me like that!" And how he pulled her hair, making her face lift forward and choking her a little, as a consequence of that button that remained fastened. That fuck was mutating into a violent fuck and the sound of Roberto's pelvis crashing against María's buttocks became rhythmic in a "smack!! smack!!" that rivaled in decibels with María's "Yes!! Fuck me like that!!"

That button ended up coming loose, or breaking, and I could see María's tits more clearly, enormous, hanging, moving back and forth and even colliding with each other when that animal accelerated more, but she didn't complain, didn't ask him to fuck her more slowly. She, surrendered, desperate, gone, kept moaning, almost screaming and he began to spank her ass and call her a bitch while she sketched out some "Oh, yes!" "Oh, yes!" short, and as brutal as they were undignified in her. María, overwhelmed, closed her eyes and screamed some "Give it to me, bastard!! Give it to me, bastard!!" thunderous and some "You fuck me so good!!" "You fuck me so good, bastard!!" that externalized a gratitude that almost made me come. He came to accelerate so much that his cock entered and exited her pussy in a frenetic rhythm and I thought they would be waking up the entire hallway with that sound of that brutal fuck, when he, in full frenzy said to her: "I'm going to come on your fucking face...!" and repeated it "I'm going to come on your fucking face!" and, María, after hearing that... began to scream... to writhe... with some "Ahhh!!! Ahhh!!! I'm coming!! I'm coming!!!" as if visualizing herself receiving his cum on her face made her explode... A "Come, you filthy slut!" said with all the contempt, overlapped with María's screams and he repeated again that he was going to come on her face and her "Ahhh!! God!! Fuck!! I'm coming!! I'm coming!!" made me shudder and I had to stop my jerking off to avoid coming.

María was finishing her orgasm and he, possessed, surprising me, surprising her, pulled his cock out of her body, grabbed her by the hair, pulled her as if she weighed nothing, as if she was worth nothing, dragged her violently backward, across the bed until they both got down from there, and put her on her knees in front of him, at full speed, because he was coming and, as soon as he had her in front of him, kneeling, he shook his cock for two seconds and from that dark and monstrous member spurted an enormous and white jet, extremely thick, that crossed her face, from bottom to top. María, still feeling her orgasm, received a second jet, even denser, that crossed her face, leaving a parallel trail and reached her hair. All of this with the soundtrack of some "Ohhhh!!" "Mmmm", repulsive, mean, from Roberto who kept jerking off in front of María's face, which closed her eyes, and didn't pull away, trying to endure, in the most dignified way possible, that bombardment of jets on her face. She kept her arms dead, with her enormous nipples, her bra crumpled under those swollen tits, with her shirt open and her mouth closed, allowing that bastard to bathe her entirely, and allowing up to eight or nine lashes of cum that continued to shower her, defiling her face with that warm semen... and the last jets no longer spurted with such force but dripped staining her tits, her shirt and her thighs.

María, with her eyes closed, humiliated, without a trace of dignity left, was then lifted by him. He stood her up... turned her around... I didn't understand anything. She couldn't open her eyes, standing there, and I could see her better, I could better see the amount of semen bathing her face and he, telling her he still had it hard, grabbed her by the hip, grabbed his cock, bent his legs, directed it, searched for her open pussy and put it in her again. And he started to fuck her, standing there, in front of me, with her face soaked... she was being fucked by that animal who had just come... He fucked her hard, with rage... and she threw one of her hands back so he wouldn't fuck her so hard... and she couldn't open her eyes from how drenched she was... and semen dripped from her breasts and semen dripped from her chin and it was the most brutal and morbid image I had ever seen.

But she didn't protest, with her heels anchored to the floor, with her legs almost together, she ended up being held by the neck, by him, and she threw her head back... and you could see she came to enjoy that maximum degradation and her tits bounced against each other and she came to open her mouth, completely stained, to moan... while he whispered to her: "a little more... a little more, it's still hard..." while he exhausted the last moments in which his member maintained consistency.

Little by little the thrusts declined in intensity... and he ended up pulling out. Agitated. Breathing heavily. And his cock came out of there, soaked, and falling downward, demonstrating that at the end he was putting it in her soft.

María, standing there, with her heels, her shirt open and her face bathed, managed to open her eyes a little and wiped her mouth a bit with one of the shirt cuffs.

I couldn’t understand how that animal had finished so violently, and she started walking toward the bathroom, but then he stopped her, grabbing her by the wrist.

“Where the fuck are you going?”

“To clean myself up.”

“No, no. You’re not cleaning up,” he replied.

María turned around. He saw her face clearly and said:

“Alright. That’s enough. Go clean yourself up.”


CHAPTER 54

María pulled free from the hand holding her the instant he said it. As if she were ready to wash up no matter what he said.

Roberto finally showed some humanity, and we both watched as María headed to the bathroom. Drenched, humiliated, angry—but also carrying a certain peace from reaching that immense climax that only a lover like him could give her.

That animal was recovering from the physical exertion, and I stood frozen, uncomfortable at finding myself alone with him. There I was, dressed in that humiliating getup, ignored, invisible—like an extra to be called on whenever he pleased.

I heard the sink faucet running, María spitting, and I didn't know whether to go to her or what to do. It was Roberto who finally made that decision.

He walked to the bathroom—calm, enormous—with his giant back, his muscular legs, his well-proportioned ass, and his thick, dark cock hanging. A cock that had more than delivered on what María demanded.

Left alone, I could hear them talking in low voices, their tone surprisingly friendly. The change caught me off guard—it seemed that after his orgasm, Roberto didn't want any more conflict. I didn't think he was apologizing, but the tone was completely different.

I couldn't wait more than a minute before deciding to peek through that door. In a state of relaxation—perhaps catching it from him—I dragged my feet to the entrance and looked into the bathroom. María stood in front of the sink mirror, drying her face with a small towel, while Roberto was behind her, his chest almost pressed against her back.

“Do you have a fountain in there or what?” she asked him, and suddenly they didn't seem like a dangerous psychopath and an overwhelmed, broken woman—they were talking as equals.

“You had me loaded up… I’d been building up since the bar.”

María hung up the towel and looked at herself in the mirror—shirt open, her enormous breasts spilling over her lowered bra, a special gleam in her eyes. She looked more beautiful. Calm, composed, relaxed.

Roberto began caressing her ass, gently, with his fingertips. Then his hands traveled up her back, under her shirt, until he reached the back clasp of her bra. He unhooked it, let it fall to the floor, and all three of us watched her tremendous breasts drop slightly and thrust forward, finally completely free. Those breasts, always so full, so regal, keeping her shirt spread wide open with absolute superiority.

He brushed her hair aside and kissed the nape of her neck. She closed her eyes and reached back to touch his head. Suddenly everything was different. There was no rush. Roberto was no longer the dangerous, unstable man who seemed capable of attacking her or me at any moment. He was no longer the sadist stringing one outrageous order after another. Now he was a lover—enormous, powerful, and calm—a stud at the disposal of a woman who rarely encountered such an opportunity.

And he surprised me again, telling her she still had cum on her breasts. What came next made me rock hard—because while still standing behind her, he reached out, lathered soap and water onto his hand, and brought it to one of María’s breasts. She pushed her shirt further aside so it wouldn’t get wet, which didn’t make much sense since it was already covered in his cum… and she half-closed her eyes and let him begin to massage, to wash, to work up a lather… on that breast… then the other. Her breasts filled with soap, with foam, and her nipples stiffened. He used his fingertips to massage her… Finally, María’s perfect breasts were being treated as they deserved. The image was breathtaking—that ritual, that beauty… her open shirt and her lathered breasts, her half-closed eyes watching him through the mirror… her gratitude for that massage… which carried a tremendous erotic charge, making my cock throb and making him hard too, his cock already pulsing with spasms against one of María’s ass cheeks.

He added more water and began rinsing off the soap… leaving those colossal breasts clean and gleaming, the areolas looking not only enormous but strikingly bright and pristine. María rested her hands on the sink and glanced at me for an instant… seeing me aroused, mouth agape, still dressed in that ridiculous getup, still stuck in the previous stage. But she didn’t seek my humiliation—instead, her gaze seemed to thank me… thank me because through my game, our game, she could enjoy moments like this.

Roberto’s cock reached full hardness… pressing forcefully against María’s ass, and when he decided those magnificent breasts couldn’t be any more radiant, he told her:

“Spread your legs.”

María shifted her heels apart and looked straight ahead, watching him through the mirror. Expectant. He bent his knees, gripped his cock, and rubbed it patiently up and down… over María’s sex… then began to enter her… without any difficulty. He slid all the way in and María rose onto her tiptoes, pressed against the sink… her eyes widening… letting out a “God…” as she felt that cock filling her body again.

Hard, I watched them from the side during that gentle, heartfelt fuck. It seemed that María, after all that madness, had finally tamed the animal. She threw her head back, twisted her torso slightly while keeping him inside her, and they kissed. She braced herself against the sink as his hips rocked back and forth. They watched each other through the mirror… He spread her shirt wider, never wanting to lose sight of those breasts he had cleaned. The visual impact was tremendous, and I understood for the first time that they deserved each other—that those amazing bodies deserved this encounter, this mutual pleasure.

He kept fucking her like that, with an exasperating slowness, for several minutes… while I touched myself lightly and María's “Ahhh… God!” became a heartfelt, grateful melody that struck deep. Until he finally pulled out. He turned her around and they kissed. He slipped off her shirt as the kiss deepened, until he removed it completely and let it fall to the floor, then said “come,” taking her by the hand to lead her toward the bathtub.

Roberto moved forward and she told him to wait—she had to take off her shoes. He stepped into the bathtub and turned on the faucet, finding the right temperature, and soon the water was cascading from above as María, completely naked, joined him again.

He glanced at me for an instant and closed the glass shower door. Whatever they were going to do in there, I would see through that glass.

From fear to loss of dignity, and finally, to calm and peaceful sex. That seemed to be the improvised arc of what was unfolding.

I felt strangely happy—everything was finally going well. I could enjoy watching them fuck, I could see María enjoying herself, and at the same time I maintained that permanent undercurrent of my own humiliation, watching a stud fuck your girlfriend right in front of you.

What came next was simply marvelous, though I could see less and less as the glass fogged up and their bodies grew more distorted.

I still hadn't taken off those stockings and that garter belt because I still wanted to feel that loss of dignity and humiliation… and from my position, I began to watch and sense their bodies.

After kissing for a long while, with water constantly streaming over their heads and faces, Roberto crouched down, spread her legs apart… and set about eating María's pussy. She let her head and all her hair fall backward. She grabbed one breast and brought her other hand to caress his hair, and he must have been working with special skill, because María soon began to moan in surrender.

Her gasps, her moans… Everything was like a dream, marvelous. I watched his head between her legs and María's mouth opening, breathing heavily. Then he stood up and she crouched down, working eagerly to get his cock hard with her mouth. He held her by the head and closed his eyes. No one was looking at me, which felt strange, but I still enjoyed watching the tremendous blowjob María was giving him. Wet, sloppy, she was killing him with pleasure… and he let her suck his cock, calmly, without violence, without insults… Until María decided her work was done and stood up again. It was clear now. They were both ready… María, by her own choice, turned her back to him and pressed her torso against the shower door. He positioned himself behind her—everything was increasingly fogged up—he pushed her forward a little, so that her breasts and areolas pressed against the glass, spreading wider, looking bigger… I was amazed at how giant her breasts looked flattened against the glass… And a tremendous “Oooohhhhh…!” from María announced he was inside her, that he was fucking her, impaling her with his huge cock, again, against that shower door.

What came next was my absolute fascination… watching them fuck, no longer restrained like against the sink, but without the alarming madness of before. He was fucking her hard and her breasts kept pressing against the glass while she braced her hands there and he gripped her waist… The sound of their bodies colliding… that constant, loud “Smack! Smack!” along with the sound of the water falling, created a dreamlike, marvelous atmosphere… María's “Ohhh…! God…!” became constant while he remained almost silent, only letting out soft, strange grunts, simply enjoying that incredible body.

I left them there, fucking… and stepped into the bedroom for a moment. From there I could still hear the sound of their bodies colliding and María's “Oooohhhh!!” “Aahhhhh!!” “God!!” It excited me immensely—almost even more from there, without seeing them—because I could savor that marvel in solitude, fully aware that your girlfriend is being fucked by an authentic stud.

They were extraordinary minutes, stimulating like nothing I'd ever felt, full of awareness, of fullness. And yes, he made her come there, in that shower. I knew it, and surely at least those in the adjoining rooms knew it too. María proclaimed that orgasm, shameless, grateful. Screaming “Ahhhh!! Aahhhh!! God!! I'm coming!!” “I'm coming!!” while the sound of their bodies colliding became even more striking and brutal. I visualized María, pinned against the shower door… her breasts soaked, pressed against the glass, enormous… her mouth open… her pussy destroyed, but grateful… With those screams… those “Oooohh!! Oooohhhh!! I'm coming!!” and I didn't touch myself because if I did I would come all over the floor of that bedroom.

After that climax, the faucet shut off. I sensed they would come to the bedroom. I returned to my initial position, on the other side of the bed, and glanced out the window for an instant. Dawn was breaking.

I figured they were drying off, and I was right—they entered the room with dry bodies but wet hair. And I figured Roberto hadn't come, and I was right—his cock stood erect, enormous, and it was a strange sight, watching him walk with his cock almost pointing at the ceiling.

I didn't exist for them, but I almost didn't care—I had already existed enough… and she made him lie on his back on the bed, showing she wanted more.

She straddled him, gripped that cock, and lowered herself onto it… sliding it in… all the way… Sighing an “Ooohhhhh!!” “God, that feels good…!!” that left me breathless. And it was clear she didn’t care if she looked like she needed that body and that cock… She wanted to get her fill, to let it all out… so she wouldn’t crave that intense sexuality again for a while.

María was definitely winning—she had finally tamed that stallion. At last she could enjoy that incredible body and that huge cock at her own pace, calling the shots. Those earlier humiliations and his compliance with her orders had added a thrill to the madness and had carefully brought him to exactly where she wanted him. María rode him, savoring every moment, hands on her hips, arms akimbo, looking at him, challenging him and thanking him, rocking back and forth, her enormous tits bouncing, her hair flying everywhere… Showing him that he hadn’t realized what he’d been fucking… and what he was still fucking… until now…

Now he could take his time admiring the incredible woman, the incredible creature he was satisfying. And the moans and gasps… the “Ooohhh!!” “Mmmm…!!” from her were killing me… and he, now lucid and aware, enjoyed that body, his hands finding her ass to match her hip movements… and now María seemed even filthier, the one who wanted that act to get dirtier, because… after enjoying herself for a while with her arms akimbo, she leaned her torso forward, letting her tits dangle near his mouth, and swayed left and right, giving him one tit to suck and then the other, while, between her “Ohhh!!” “Ahhh… Bastard…!!” and her “Mmmmmm!! What a cock you have…!!” she also told him, “Fuck… eat them…!!” “Suck my tits good… bastard!!”

That animal devoured those breasts, drooled on them, nibbled them, and she fed them to him while gasping, powerful. When she pulled her tits away, he looked at her, begging her to lean over him again so he could drown there. And she made him wait, and he stared at her, gritting his teeth and snorting, thrusting harder and reaching out to squeeze her breasts, trying to convince her to put those beautiful tits within reach of his mouth again. And she gave in, punctuating that feast with “Eat them, pig…!!” that turned him on and turned me on, and showed me, once again, that she was born for this kind of sex—dirty, aggressive, almost violent.

She pulled back again, riding him cockily, arms akimbo, looking at him, enjoying herself, until she finally slid off him. They lay down on the bed and he rolled her onto her side and entered her from behind, spooning, lifting one of her legs to fuck her better.

María let herself be fucked like that, slow and deep. I moved to see them from the front. Her pussy looked so open and engorged it was simply breathtaking… and at that moment, while he slid into her slowly and she closed her eyes and gasped, he said to me:

“Come on, faggot, bring us a coffee or something, yeah?”

I looked at her, seeking her approval, because that phrase reminded me of the first Roberto and made me hesitate to leave her alone, but she wasn’t looking at me. I waited for her to open her eyes, but she didn’t.

I started taking off those stockings and that garter belt, ready to leave them alone for a while, as long as María gave me the okay. I got dressed, waiting for her approval. I felt strangely drawn to leaving them alone for a few minutes, perhaps because of that old desire not to know everything.

Already dressed, I looked at her again. She was still on her side, still taking that huge cock. He was hugging her from behind, almost completely enveloping her, and I managed a “I’m going out… for a moment, then…” and María opened her eyes and gasped, mouth open, eyes half-closed, her pussy ravished, but in constant gratitude…

She said nothing… Unmoved by my words, focused only on that cock filling her, enjoying every second of what was left of that fuck.

I grabbed my phone, the room keys… and left…


CHAPTER 55

As soon as I closed that door, I had a bad feeling. A vague sense of unease. I stood there, in front of the door. Completely still. In silence. And I could hear, low but clear, María’s moans, those “Ohhh!” “Ooohh!”—so filthy. Some longer, others shorter, and I thought... if that slow, lazy fuck in the spooning position could be heard from outside the room... imagine what must have been heard when he was pounding into her furiously while she was on all fours, screaming in surrender.

I walked toward the elevator, remembering, my mind drifting back to that last position, as if I hadn’t quite committed it to memory. Her, on her side. Him pressed against her, one hand visible and the other behind her. María reaching back with one hand to stop him from doing whatever he was doing back there, and I felt like I’d missed something and was only now seeing it clearly; maybe he’d been probing with his finger... near her ass... attempting what no one had ever fully achieved.

That image kept bouncing around in my head. I couldn’t be sure, and I wondered why I’d fled—I didn’t fully understand it myself. But I felt a certain pride for having finally endured watching her get fucked without getting completely dizzy, without vomiting, without sobbing. I felt like a more mature cuckold. And she too had shown greater control throughout that entire night, even if it seemed otherwise, because it had been a consensual loss of dignity and, to some extent, a controlled one.

I stepped out of the elevator, checked my phone, and couldn’t believe it.

Five missed calls... from Edu.

There were also several messages. I walked through the lobby toward the exit, planning to find a café and get some coffees to go—fuel for my girlfriend so she could keep getting fucked, and for her stud so he could keep giving her pleasure—while I scrolled through those messages in disbelief.

Edu, clearly furious, was saying he knew some big guy was fucking her, that I was watching, and—what was even more presumptuous and infuriating—he wanted me to record it on my phone. “At least record the audio, I want to hear María scream.”

My disbelief wouldn’t fade, and I tried to piece together what was happening. I figured María must have been narrating the night to him, up until Roberto’s arrival at our hotel. So Edu would know that Marcos, the lover he’d chosen, hadn’t succeeded, and that she’d ultimately chosen what she wanted. She was winning. And so was I, because I was there watching her get fucked. And Edu was losing—he didn’t get to pick the lover, and on top of that, María had wanted me there during the act, especially at the beginning, which also made me a winner.

He called again and I rejected it. Right after, he texted me. Threatening me.

“I’m not recording her, no audio, no video,” I finally wrote back, still in the lobby, before heading outside.

“Is he still fucking her?” he asked.

“Yes,” I replied, and for the first time, I felt like I had power over him.

He threatened me again—if I didn’t record her, I’d regret it. I ignored him. I enjoyed imagining him desperate, out of control. Envious? Jealous? María and I were winning; he was losing.

The morning caught me off guard—cold. I walked for a while until I found a café and ordered two coffees. One for Roberto and one for María, in case she wanted it. Though I figured once they were done fucking, she’d want to sleep until noon.

I felt mature. I felt good. A strange sense of fulfillment. As if I finally had control over this. María was getting fucked and I was horny... somewhat agitated, but at the same time keeping my sanity. Maybe it was surreal, but I felt proud of myself, in a way. Able to tell someone, without trembling, without whimpering: “I’m here, getting some coffees, and my girlfriend is getting fucked by some guy in that hotel two blocks away.”

Edu called again. I hesitated, tempted to answer and revel in the fact that I had the power, but I didn’t feel like hearing his voice. I didn’t want to disturb my state—positive... almost blissful, even. I let it ring.

I was in no hurry to get back to the hotel. Between walking to the café, ordering the coffees without rushing, and making my way back, I let more than half an hour pass, until it was almost nine. I felt like I was in a dream, and as I got closer, retracing my steps, I grew a little more nervous. Maybe they’d finished and were sleeping. Maybe they’d finished and he was getting dressed. Maybe he’d already left, turning down the coffee. Maybe they were still fucking. I remembered Roberto’s possible attempt to probe her ass... maybe that had led to something, or to nothing.

I rode up in the elevator, definitely tense. The doors opened on our floor. My pulse was racing. Being a more mature cuckold didn’t mean that once I was near them, my heart wouldn’t pound and my hands wouldn’t sweat. I walked down the hallway. I reached the door.

I didn’t need to press my ear against it. I could hear moans—María’s—muffled, stifled, as if something was keeping her from moaning freely or breathing right, as if she were gagged...

I was terrified.


CHAPTER 56

That bad feeling I'd had when I left half an hour earlier had multiplied a thousandfold. Leaving her alone with that animal was proving to be a terrible mistake.

My heart was pounding out of my chest.

I opened the door.

The muffled moans, the strangled gasps... they shook me, overwhelmed me. I closed the door behind me.

I walked. Heart racing. Terrified. Dreading what I would find. Until I made my way past the small entryway and reached the bedroom.

What I saw overwhelmed me.

I didn't even understand what I was witnessing. María's muffled grunts left me breathless. I walked closer, needing to comprehend the gravity and madness of what that beast was doing to María.

I set the bag with the coffees on the floor, swallowed hard.

I saw María on all fours on the bed, getting fucked by Roberto, but she still had her leather pants on. It took me a moment to realize they'd been torn open in just the right spot. María kept her legs pressed tightly together, and I understood why her moans were muffled—his pink underwear was stuffed in her mouth. There was no forced gagging, no coercion. The image was simply savage, the fuck was savage... but the most brutal thing of all was that when I positioned myself behind them, when I looked carefully at how Roberto was thrusting into her from behind, his legs bent and the soles of his feet planted on the bed... I could see María's pussy free... open... wrecked... which meant that giant's dark cock was drilling her other hole. He was fucking María in the ass. Shoving it in all the way. He was sodomizing her, completely, violating that ass, humiliating her with his underwear in her mouth, having somehow torn a hole in her leather pants.

I couldn't help but stand there stunned, hypnotized, watching that cock slide into her ass—constant, hammering, relentless. Watching both their muscles tense, watching María grip the sheets and muffle her cries of pain and pleasure into those pink briefs.

I began to move, dazed, circling the bed from one side to the other. To see that cock driving into her with such force, to see her bare tits hanging and swaying back and forth, and her face lost in ecstasy. And once I positioned myself in front and looked at her, I realized I had never seen her like this—eyes almost rolled back, grunting, like she was in another world. I couldn't believe she was degrading herself like this... but she didn't seem to see it as degradation but as a blessing. And while I stood there in shock, Roberto gripped her hip and said: “Fuck... what a tight ass your girlfriend has...” “Finally I can really feel her...” “I couldn't feel anything in her pussy.” And María looked at me then—I was standing off to one side—she turned her face and looked at me, there, getting sodomized, wearing nothing but those torn leather pants, underwear stuffed in her mouth, eyes almost rolled back; her eyes were tearing up with pleasure, with satisfaction... from that cock splitting her in two and from the ultimate humiliation. I wanted to know how this had started, but all I could do was feel.

Before I knew it, I had taken off my pants, underwear, and shoes and was jerking off watching the farewell gift Roberto was giving her.

That animal reached out, pulled the underwear from her mouth, and said:

“I'm taking them out, but don't start screaming like before. We don't want to get kicked out.”

María caught her breath... looked back, not worried about how loud she might scream, but seeking permission from her stud as she lowered one hand to her pussy.

“You want to come, huh... You want to come with my cock in your ass,” he said, and she turned her face forward.

His words. His expression. His look. The first Roberto had returned. And I wondered what had triggered it.

“You fuck her in the ass a lot, huh, faggot?” he asked me, not knowing I had never once done that with her, nor that Álvaro had tried and failed... Not knowing that he, at that precise moment, was taking that incredible woman's anal virginity.

“Let's do this right, huh...” he said, pulling his cock all the way out... leaving her hole gaping... before filling her again immediately...

María's scream was deafening... a tremendous “Aaaaahhhhh!!” of lust, of pleasure, of shock and pain.

And I couldn't understand how five minutes ago I'd been on the street and now I was watching that animal tear my girlfriend's ass apart.

He began to thrust into her, slowly. And she, with one elbow planted on the bed and her face forward, brought her other hand down to rub her clit. I didn't know whether to move behind them to watch that cock sliding in or go to the other side to see María's face clearly.

And he started fucking her in the ass, leaning over her... and she moaned... surrendered:

“Ahhh...!! Mmm!! Yes...!!”

“You like it, huh? You like it in the ass, huh?”

“Aaammm...!! Yes...!!”

“Yes??”

“Yes...!! Like that... Give it to me...!!”

She responded, playing along if it meant he'd make her come like that. And I enjoyed that madness as a more seasoned cuckold. I shifted around, tense and clumsy, and Roberto glanced at me now and then with contempt.

From in front of them I could see his cocky expression, that rough, harsh look... how he clenched his teeth in that strange way... and her face, mouth open... eyes open... but seeing nothing... From the side, her enormous breasts hung swaying back and forth with each thrust, her nipples literally grazing the bed. From behind, the brutal penetration, his cock sliding in and out, the stud's balls, large and swinging like a pendulum, ready to empty into that female. Her pussy splayed open, wrecked, lips loose and spread apart... a battered pussy, yet beautiful at the same time, already violated before, but now neglected and envious of the other hole.

“You like how I'm wrecking it?”

“Ohhh!! Yesss...!!”

“Fuck... you're so tight... Fuck...!! I'm gonna come inside...!! Yeah...!! I'm gonna come inside your tight little ass!! Yeah!!”

“Mmmm....!! Yesss!! Yes! God!! Ahh!! Aahhh!!” she went wild, not caring about anything, nothing but that orgasm that was already building.

He slowed down a bit to catch his breath, hoping she'd beg for more, but never stopping that penetration, that dark cock defiling her... those balls rhythmically slapping her pussy.

“Fuck.... Give me... Give me a little more! A little more and I'll come!”

“Yeah? You're close then?” he asked cynically, reaching out to brush the hair off her back, letting it fall to one side.

“Yes! Give it to me...! Give it to me like that....! Keep going... and... and I'll come...!” she panted, desperate.

“Yeah... bitch... I know you're about to...”

“Mmm... Give it to me!”

“I'll give it to you...! You stuck-up big-titted slut... I'll give it to you...! You get me so hot...! Fuck... with your slutty pants... with your slutty big tits... Look at me...!” he almost shouted, and she turned her face. “Fuck....! And your slutty face....! What a filthy look you've got....! Look at yourself...! With my cock in your ass, huh...!”

“Yes... God...”

“Yes what?”

“I love it... like this...” she said, rocking her own hips to take him deeper, looking at him, giving him an incredible slutty look.

“At the bar you didn't imagine ending up like this... Huh... bitch...!”

“Mmmmmm....!! God...!!”

“Bet you didn't!! Huh...!!”

“Fuck...! Fu-ck... no....”

“Tell me... tell me you're a slut... a pig... that you like getting fucked in the ass,” he said, picking up the pace again. As soon as she felt it, she rubbed herself harder and her expression changed.

“Ahhh...! Like that! Like that and I'm gone! Ah...! Give it to me, you bastard...!”

“Tell me!!”

“Ahhh!! Aaaaahhh!! God!! I'm comiiing!!”

“Tell me!!!”

“Aahhhhh!! Fuuuck!! Yes...!! I'm... I'm a pig...!! I like it...!! Aah!! Aaahhh!!! I like it in the ass...!! Goood!! I'm comiiiing!!! I'm coming, you bastard!!”

She panted, screamed, María, beside herself, rubbing her clit furiously, pounded by him, screaming those “I'm coming, you bastard!!” with all her strength, writhing with pleasure, there, impaled on his cock. And I jerked off, my cock rock hard, stunned by that brutality, that raw sexuality, that loss of elegance, refinement, and grace. María, getting her ass fucked and coming in that savage, filthy way, behaving like a total pig in front of that stranger who panted with his mouth half open, practically drooling... disgusting...

...and when María finished coming, he pulled out and left her ass gaping, his dark cock now exposed—glistening and thoroughly soaked. He brought a hand to his cock, gave it a single stroke, and a hot white stream shot out, splattering María's bare back... the rest of the spurts slid down her body, dripping onto the leather pants, over one buttock, more and more pooling until it formed an enormous white puddle that contrasted with the blackness of the leather.

The stud stood there in ecstasy, then leaned back. María stayed still—elbows propped up, head down, legs together.

“Come on, faggot, stick it in her ass now,” he said, not giving anyone time to recover, and got off the bed.

My cock was rock hard. I waited for María to react—she'd heard him, just like I had—but she said nothing.

Roberto insisted again and went to get his coffee. As if nothing had happened.

Still not knowing what to do, I moved forward and passed him—his enormous, chiseled body glistening with sweat, that nearly black cock hanging proud and imposing after a job well done.

He insisted again... and I climbed onto the bed.

I expected a “no,” a “get away from me,” something like that from María, but it never came.

Once I was positioned behind her, so close, I could feel her heat. I saw her sweaty body and that streak of cum across her back. I could sense her—agitated, freshly fucked, freshly spent. I could smell the sex radiating off her. I could almost smell the cum pooled there on her ass, on the leather pants.

I leaned in a bit and saw her pussy spread open... her lips fully exposed... I touched one of them... incredibly soft. She didn't react to my touch.

I looked up. She didn't flinch, and Roberto sipped his coffee, not entirely present.

I caressed her pussy... gently... and she made no sound... dejected. Tired.

I guided my cock, rock hard. I aimed. At her pussy. I didn't feel I had the right to make our first time doing anal like this, in all this madness. I buried myself inside her and moaned... shamelessly... I felt immense heat, though her walls—wide, soft, yielding—received me without any involvement. It thrilled me to be inside her after she'd been fucked by him. It drove me crazy that she didn't make a sound, that she barely noticed me... I pulled out and saw her pussy, her lips in the exact same position. Nothing had changed from my pathetic attempt. I pushed into her again and then she said, dry and serious:

“In the ass, Pablo.”

I froze. Her composure. Her confidence. It intimidated me that she could act like this in a moment like this, with that imposing man right there. He spoke too:

“Don't you even know where to put it?” he said, wanting to wound me but not bothering to laugh, as he finished his coffee.

I pulled out of her, and again her pussy didn't even register it. I shifted from my knees to position myself the way he had—almost standing, legs bent, the soles of my feet planted on the bed on either side of María.

My girlfriend lifted her face, looking forward, and Roberto approached her. Cocky, he said:

“Ended up fucking you hard after all, huh.”

She didn't respond, and he wanted to rub it in:

“Anyway, you could tell you wanted it rough. That was obvious. Already obvious back at the bar.”

María turned her face away slightly, and he didn't like that. He grabbed his underwear from the bed and tried to bring it to her mouth, saying:

“I'm leaving, but here, take this as a gift,” and he tried to shove them in her mouth, but she turned her face away again. He rubbed them across her face for an instant—no more than a second—also tired of all the fighting, and let the underwear drop onto the bed.

“Are you going to fuck me or not, bastard?” she said then, overacting, as if she wanted to pretend in front of him that we didn't need him... that we could enjoy sex—anal sex, in this case—completely on our own.

I aimed at her ass, clenched tight, while Roberto got ready to pull on his pants without underwear.

María lowered her elbows and I pressed with the tip, leaning more over her... I spread one of her buttocks as best I could, but with the hole in the pants it wasn't easy... it wasn't easy to grip her buttock, the skin, until I managed to get the tip in a little and she flinched... and even moaned, and I felt that moan was genuine, not a performance for Roberto... And I buried myself, little by little... inside her ass. I felt the pressure, the tightness... and she brought one hand to her buttock... to help me, spreading herself... and I managed to get all the way in, and I felt that burning heat, incredibly tight... I was fucking María in the ass while Roberto left the room without a word... And I was tempted to touch that cum on the leather pants... and I did... I couldn't resist, I touched it... I brought my fingers there, played with the hot spilled load from that stud who had fucked her pussy and her ass, and I spread it across the leather pants while I thrust into her, slowly, in the ass... and she whimpered these “Ohhh...” “Ooohhh...” sounds, incredibly hot.

“Do you like it?” I whispered to her.

“Has he left?” she asked, surprising me. Serious. Abrupt. Suddenly in a neutral tone. As if my cock wasn’t inside her ass. As if nothing had happened.

“Yes, yes… he’s gone.”

“Then get out… come on…”

“Really?” I asked, truly humiliated.

“Yes, get out… I’m wrecked.”


CHAPTER 57

I pulled back and María quickly rolled over—somewhat dazed, shaken—and got off the bed. She started taking off her pants and let out a “fuck…” when she saw the huge hole and the enormous, stark white semen stain Roberto had left. I asked her how he’d torn them.

“I don’t know… he stuck his nail in the seam and I don’t know how the hell he did it,” she answered, making it clear she didn’t really feel like talking.

“But how did you guys decide to tear them like that?” I asked, knowing the idea had obviously been his.

“I don’t know, Pablo. I’ll tell you tomorrow. Well, not tomorrow. In two or three hours.”

I couldn’t resist asking her something else, but her intention was clear: she wanted to get into bed. I thought I saw sadness… Or maybe I was confusing it with exhaustion.

She went to the bathroom, grabbed her stained and battered shirt, her torn pants… It looked like a hurricane had passed through that bedroom. I caught a glimpse of her pussy before she put on her brown nightgown, and it was clear the hurricane had passed through there too.

I had a thousand questions about that half hour I’d been gone, but more than anything, I wondered how she was doing.

She got into bed and seemed quite composed, but after that brutal goodbye from Roberto—especially the way he’d destroyed her ass, insulted her, degraded her like that—it seemed almost impossible to believe.

I lay down. Before settling in to sleep, I looked at her. I thought I saw a tear.

I didn’t dare sleep close to her. I didn’t dare hug her.

We fell asleep.

A scream. A crash. A thud.

I woke up.

I opened my eyes. Cold air was coming in. Dim light filled the hotel room—the sun still low, early morning.

That scream was still in my body. Hitting me. Crushing my chest. The scream had been heartbreaking. Like having your soul ripped out.

I looked toward the window. The curtain billowed in the wind.

I looked beside me. María wasn’t there.

I got up in a second. Knowing terror was possible. It was tearing me apart inside. I moved toward the window.

My legs gave out. I grabbed onto the bed. I couldn’t see well. I managed to pull myself up, more or less standing. I leaned out the window.

I looked down. From the fourth floor. Toward the light well. I saw it:

A body. Smashed against the ground. Long legs. Hair spread out. A brown nightgown.

I screamed.

I saw blood. In my eyes. I couldn’t see anything. A ringing in my ears. In my head. People leaning out of windows. The legs splayed. The head, face down—María’s. Her body… crushed.

I fell backward. I hadn’t been able to bear it. I had pushed her. I’d been pushing her for a year.

Always pretending she could handle everything. She couldn’t take it anymore.

Everything went red. Dark red. As if my eyelids were bleeding, my eyelashes. I trembled. Like I was having a seizure. The pain was immense. The impact… the shock… I passed out.

I opened my eyes again. I didn’t know how much time had passed. The curtain was still billowing. My eyes were full of tears. I sat up. I leaned out again. There she was. Her fragile body. Her hair. Her legs. Her delicate arms… Her brown nightgown. There was some blood.

I was dying. I was dying.

There was… what looked like medical personnel around her.

I screamed. I let out a gut-wrenching wail.

I opened my eyes. There was more light. I heard the sound of the shower running. I sat up in bed. I leaned back against the headboard.

María’s brown nightgown hanging on a chair. The window closed. The curtain still. I let myself fall to one side, like a child. Tears welled up.

I wanted to see her. I got out of bed. I went toward the shower. María was stepping out of the tub, wrapped in a towel.

“Pablo, it’s one o’clock. Come on, take a shower, they’re liable to charge us more.”

I hugged her.

“Feeling affectionate now?” she said, a reproach that was also, deep down, affectionate, as she let herself be hugged.

I got in the shower. And there I cursed the terrible nightmare. I had never dreamed so intensely.

Afterward, while I was getting dressed, I talked with María about where to eat, when to head to the station to catch the train back. She surprised me—again so composed—and it didn’t seem fake.

We left the hotel and looked for a restaurant. María was wearing tight jeans, a thick pink sweater, and a striped shirt underneath. Gorgeous. The weekend María. Calm, smiling, graceful. Not the suffocating, erotic María from the train… nor the one from the night before.

We sat down on a terrace. At that hour, midday in April, the sun was more enjoyable than in summer. María took off her sunglasses and looked at me.

“What?” I said.

“Aren't you going to say your line?” she asked.

“What line?”

“You know. Your usual one. The… 'So now what?'”

I smiled, because her expression, her tone, signaled intimacy and reconciliation—if there had even been any conflict.

“I'm always amazed at how together you are after nights like last night.”

“What do you want me to do? Spend three days in silence… like… I don't know.”

“No, I don't know. But it feels like I'm more shaken up than you are.”

Just then her phone lit up. The waiter brought our drinks and left. I couldn't see who was calling her. When we were alone again and she brought the phone to her ear, she said quietly:

“It's Roberto.”

I got flustered and leaned forward instinctively. It surprised me that she'd answer, just like that. She leaned back a little. Crossed her legs. He talked while she said nothing. I was as surprised as I was nervous.

“Say goodbye?” María half-laughed. “We're catching the train in three hours,” she said seriously, checking her watch. A silence fell, then he was talking again. She looked at me. Calm. Or she'd glance at the people passing by. “Of course I work tomorrow,” she said, and I sensed a proposal coming. “Could I take the day off? Well, yeah…” she said, and my heart nearly stopped.

He was doing the talking now. It seemed clear what might happen. Then she said:

“Wait, wait, you're full of it,” and, turning to me, she asked:

“Can you take tomorrow off?”

“I don't think so,” I answered, almost without thinking.

“My boyfriend can't,” she said quickly into the phone, and I could barely process what was happening. “No, no, me… I only get fucked with him there,” she said, lowering her voice on “fucked,” filling me with immense joy.

Roberto kept talking, and she was already looking fed up, until she said:

“Your underwear? I don't know. I didn't grab them, they must still be there. Wait.” She turned to me. “Did you take them?”

“Yeah, I took them.”

“Yeah, he took them,” she told Roberto. He said something, and she responded:

“Yeah, yeah… faggot, sure… but tonight he's sleeping with me, and tomorrow, and the next night… And you… jerking off at best,” she said, strangely childish, which wasn't like her.

They talked a bit more until María cut him off abruptly and hung up.

Our food arrived. I watched her without her noticing. Her beautiful hair falling to one side of her face. Her thick sweater that made her look so huggable… Her cheerfulness, her gaze that lit up everything… I loved her madly.

“So now what?” I said, and she looked at me with a smile.

“Well… now… Turns out we're getting married in two months. So we could take it easy for a while, don't you think?”

“A while?” I asked, remembering she'd said our whole game would stay as just some crazy thing from when we were dating, and after the wedding, it would be buried.

“Yes.”

I didn't want to press, but it seemed clear she wasn't closing the door on doing it again, even if it wouldn't be for several months.

We finished eating and headed to a park near the station, dragging our suitcases. We ended up lying on the grass, and I started remembering all the images… from the night… from the bars, the pubs… from our hotel room. What happened with Marcos felt like it had happened in another life.

I had so many questions, but of all the unanswered ones, one was the most important, and I finally blurted it out:

“Did you ever…? I don't know if fear is the right word, but…”

María hesitated.

“No, not fear. But it's true he was too rough. He did things I didn't like. In the heat of the moment you let yourself go… but… I mean…”

“You mean what?”

“Well… there were moments when I wasn't comfortable… You keep going… because you're kind of… caught up in it, let's say. I don't know, the idiot really took advantage of the state I was in.”

“Yeah…” I said, not really knowing what to say.

“I didn't do anything I didn't want to do. As if. I'd have broken his face first,” she smiled.

We stayed quiet for a while. Until the next question in line demanded an answer:

“Hey, by the way... my... let's say... what happened with him...”

“Yeah, Pablo, don't worry, you don't even need to explain. And don't make me think about it,” she laughed.

“Think about what?” I asked, not entirely sure we were talking about the same thing.

“You know. Even if you had done what you were about to do... That wouldn't... make you gay or anything. The things people do out there in... extreme situations, or whatever.”

Suddenly everything seemed to click, and I remembered when she'd told Roberto she would only meet him that night if I came along. Suddenly everything was perfect. I felt like I was winning. Like María was winning. And then I thought of Edu. Edu was losing.

Edu had tried to take her from me—because if he chose her lovers and she didn't want me around when she was with them, I'd be out of the picture. They could play the game together. And that would have been the first step toward pushing me away from her and pulling her closer to him. But that night, the rules of the game had finally been laid bare, and María was the one who'd written them: Edu could tell her to dress this way or that, or to meet with this or that candidate, but in the end she had the final say—and always with me present. Edu was left with nothing but suggestions, a voice but no vote, while María and I had everything else.

Besides, despite Roberto's obvious brutality, nothing made me think that... in a few months, María wouldn't want a repeat. Maybe we'd found that third party who could satisfy María from time to time and keep her away from the dangerous game with Edu, who was her boss and part of her world. Roberto, flaws and all, turned out to be a real stud—and he was outside our circle.

That didn't mean María wasn't attracted to Edu—that much was obvious. In fact, I thought she was more attracted to him than to Roberto. But all things considered, it was clear she was smart enough not to fall for it, not to take risks, when she had Roberto available.

I was lost in those thoughts when my mind drifted back to the hotel room and all that sexual madness.

“María...”

“What?”

“Can you tell me how you managed the pants thing?”

“Ugh, I'll tell you later. Come on. I was falling asleep.”

“It's just... I left you two... kind of alone and when I came back I found...”

“Yeah, yeah... if you don't slip away for at least a little while, you're not happy.”

“It was to bring you coffee, which you didn't even drink, by the way.” We were joking around more than anything.

“Yeah... yeah... I still don't get those little escapes of yours. Anyway. So...” she hesitated, thinking back, “after that... he... lifted me up. That's right. That's when things got out of hand. I think he watches too much porn. Because he wanted to fuck me standing up.”

“Yeah, yeah... He'd already done that before...”

“No, no. Not both of us standing. Like, he picked me up in his arms to fuck me while standing. And he actually did it like that.”

“He picked you up and fucked you?”

“Yeah. But I mean. Not for long. Believe me, it's not very comfortable, for him or for me. I think it was more for show than anything else. Anyway. We ended up on the bed. I told him to give me a break. Then he started poking around. He saw the harness... asked me how we used it... and next thing I know, he's tearing a hole in the pants,” she said, relaxed and cheerful.

I listened to her, captivated, realizing we were handling this better—that we were handling it well—that maybe we could have that life and be happy. That maybe we could have both lives. Realizing that María had saved me by needing me there when she wanted to be fulfilled, and by needing me, even sexually, in those quieter, less intense moments.

“Ugh, so annoying...” she said.

“What?” I asked.

“Nothing, I got a message. Probably Roberto again.”

I gazed at the blue sky, watching the clouds crisscross and drift by at surprising speed—though at ground level there was barely any breeze.

“Pablo! What the fuck is this?” she said, nearly shouting, shoving her phone in my face.

Heart pounding, I turned and saw her screen. Large. Huge. Her photo. María's photo. Sitting, leaning against a headboard, her white shirt open, her hair covering her tits, one hand covering her pussy, the other cupping a breast. A photo she'd sent me months ago. María's eyes were welling with tears. She stood up. It was the photo I'd sent to Edu. Edu had just sent it to her.

“You son of a bitch...”

She said to me. Without shouting. Shaking her head... Tears already streaming from her eyes. Enormous disappointment... Killing me...


To be continued.
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