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CHAPTER 1

Before thirty, any excuse is good enough to meet up; after that, it's quite the opposite. That's why I was there, at that apartment warming party, surrounded by a couple of friends, some acquaintances, and many strangers. The night neither promised much nor failed to promise; surely before I used to overthink everything, and nothing, less than I do now.

I remember seeing her from behind for the first time, but that was enough to know she was hot; perhaps more than intuition, I knew it from thousands of years of evolution. What's clear is that when you know a girl is hot from behind, you don't long for her to turn around to confirm it, but to delight in it.

I remember taking a test back in my distant university days; one of the questions asked during which period I thought I was or would be happiest: childhood, twenties, thirties, or beyond. I confidently answered thirties: “Just try to stop me at that age,” I exclaimed, mistakenly, not knowing that growing up and maturing doesn't bring security, but quite the opposite—it makes you accumulate fears and traumas, and exaggerate the consequences of your actions. Youth isn't just a treasure because time passes more slowly, but because failure hardly carries any weight.

It wasn't that my youthful vigor made me approach her—I've never been that type—but at least it kept me from getting flustered, which seems like little, but is actually a lot.

The introduction wasn't drawn out, and it happened like the most ordinary act in the world, although with María involved, nothing is ever ordinary. Her mere presence was impactful. Her scent when we exchanged cheek kisses, her silhouette as we stepped apart, her captivating femininity... She brought a strange calmness, as if she herself wasn't a person but a space, a habitat that, through beauty and harmony, made you feel ordered and at peace.

She wore a patterned blouse with flowers in green and pinkish tones, short-sleeved, pretending to be outdated to achieve just the opposite, and intentionally distressed jeans. She was going for the trendy look, as only the very posh can pull off, when almost no one else had started to dare.

She was an impossible girl, so much so that one didn't even get nervous, because the ones who stress you out are the attainable ones. We engaged in a surprisingly pleasant small talk, as she showed interest and asked questions, appropriately, without apathy, but without feigned fascination. Back then I had a much better job than my current one, as I had believed that professional life consisted of climbing a mountain in a straight line, only to later discover there are valleys and even underground waters. And from my job and hers, we jumped to mutual friends, and to a funny anecdote that had happened to her arriving at that apartment, until silences gradually separated us.

I didn't know it then, but she had a boyfriend at that time, although deep down it was irrelevant, as my realism would prevent any kind of attack or indirect skirmish through our mutual friend, the new homeowner. I didn't look for her during the rest of the party. Nor did I search for her on social media afterward. Perhaps I was purer then than now. Perhaps, with the years, one becomes dirtier, or maybe one becomes more liberated and self-rewarding, without guilt. Surely now I would retain her body and face for private moments; back then it didn't even cross my mind.

I didn't see her again until two years later. It was another spring, in a bookstore that had nothing special about it, closer to a franchise than a bohemian nook. This time I didn't glimpse her from behind, but from the side. She was holding two books, one in each hand, as if weighing which to buy. Something surged through my body when I saw her, just like that, suddenly; perhaps I had already changed, had become murkier, or had discovered, after seeing mediocre men with gorgeous women and vice versa, that the beautiful-with-beautiful pairing ends around twenty-five. The fact is that I did get nervous and I did know I had to force the encounter.

She wore dark pants and a bluish sweater, tight to her torso, as if in direct contact with her bra. I noticed the prominence of her breasts as I hadn't the first time. I focused on her lifted backside as I hadn't done the first time. Again, the murkiness, the viability, and the nervousness all becoming one.

I positioned myself near her, facing the same bookshelf. She put a book back in its place and left. And from my mouth came a “Wait!” totally out of context, desperate, like what you shout to the girl in the movie at the end, but we didn't have a movie or even half a frame. She turned around, reflexively, without even time to be surprised, and I managed to make “I know you from somewhere” not sound too intimidating.

I felt ridiculous and guilty, pretending not to know from where we knew each other, while she tried to remember. Years later we've recalled that moment together, several times, and she always laughed, saying she didn't know why she found it funny; I got her to verbalize something between theatrical and ridiculous about a small-time stalker. I don't know at what exact moment, but she ended up loving me, which is why everything Machiavellian seemed funny to her, mischievous rather than disturbing. Until now.

Until now.

María didn't take the train back to Madrid after that message from Edu. I took it alone. So overwhelmed by the hatred in her final glances that I wasn't even capable of crying. Neither was she.

On that train I thought about why María had fallen in love with me. I searched for data, facts, experiences, virtues, values... anything to cling to, trying to reassure myself that our love was impregnable, that it was too strong, that not even a betrayal like the one revealed could destroy us.

I had to save María from the awkwardness and tell her how we knew each other. It was the only time I saved her; during the four years that followed, she always saved me. And my time wasn't even pure.

We caught up in front of that bookshelf. It was difficult, as there was no foundation for such an update. She bought her book and a coffee materialized, as coffees tend to do on their own. And, without time or clarity to feel the nervousness of the first encounter again, I found myself walking her home as evening fell.

Then chance made a girl cross paths with us, and from some part of her purse or waist fell a sweater or a scarf, I don't remember exactly. This made me stop, pick it up, call out to her and go back, which caused María to stop in front of a bar. Again, we've often talked about what would have happened if nothing had fallen from that girl, since we were just two blocks away from María's house and I wouldn't have had the courage, not just to suggest going up, but even to ask for her number, and neither would she, not because of courage, but because of lack of interest. But that stop made María notice that bar and a guy offered her a strange invitation, a wine tasting, which seemed attractive precisely because it was improvised.

I barely remember anything about that wine tasting. I only remember her. Free. Jovial. Pure. Like I had never seen anyone before. Every time she laughed I felt jubilation, like a goal in stoppage time, and there was an underlying sense of a unique opportunity; it was like a summer romance, but without the romance and without the summer. I remember happiness, but at the same time a suffocating feeling of ephemerality. I was already feeling nostalgic about what I was experiencing, in a kind of nostalgia for the present.

She liked me there. In that moment. Even if just a little. She admitted it to me months later. Although I couldn't even consider it at the time. I was lucky, what do I know. I think I've always felt guilty about it. It's difficult to explain.

She offered me coffee at her place. It was dinner time on a Sunday, but we weren't completely hungry, nor were we completely drunk.

We went up in her elevator and, just as it started, it stopped. I stood still, somewhat scared. But she didn't even flinch.

—Don't worry, someone's coming out.

—What? —I asked, not understanding anything.

—I can hear someone coming out. Must be the people from the second floor. Sometimes this elevator gets stuck, but when someone calls it, it... activates again, or whatever.

—Oh, so this happens often then? —I said, now more surprised than scared.

—Well, I don't know. From time to time. We have all the neighbors' phone numbers just in case.

I made the face one makes when seeing something extremely strange but realizing it's under control. I nodded, while María looked at herself in the elevator mirror, as if I didn't exist, something I would end up seeing her do a million times.

And then I felt afraid. Because I had time to think. "What if..." "What if something were to happen at her place..." And what was much worse: "What would happen... how would she react... seeing me... naked...? Seeing my tiny member..." The burden is only a burden when you accelerate.

At her place, we talked. I made her laugh and she made me feel that if I fell in love, I was a dead man. Eventually the topic came up that neither of us had a partner, and there was a silence. I remember her perfectly, as if it were yesterday, on that sofa, barefoot, with that blue sweater, raising her eyebrows, funny, during that silence, which wasn't an insinuation, not at all, but rather her reaction to an uncomfortable silence.

I left there almost at dawn, without having dinner. I think it took me four days to feel hungry again. The goodbye was two chaste kisses and a “give me your mobile number” said by me, disorderly and abrupt. When I got home I wrote to her. Something tacky. Something banal. That I had a good time, I suppose. And a terse “me too” fell upon me making me feel more than any “I love you” from anyone else.

We met again. And again. I tried through text messages to discover if there was something or absolutely nothing, but her terseness exasperated me.

A coffee. A beer. Her refusal to go to the movies. I could tell you the exact days. Exact phrases. The clothes she wore on this or that day. If you remember those things, it means it's her.

Curiously, the first glimmer of hope didn't come from her, but from Celia, the new owner of that apartment. After months without contact, she reached out to me. I was at home and, after returning her greeting, she wrote:

“María told me she likes your hair, how you smell, and that you're good at conversation.”

That phrase was extremely strange. I wondered how and at what moment a girl says that to a friend. I asked her if that meant I was liked. I needed absolute confirmation. Celia responded: “I don't know. I'm just saying you're doing well.”


CHAPTER 2

I arrived home and the silence of our apartment accused me with suffocating intensity. I felt that every wall, every piece of furniture, was pointing at me. And still no tears would come. Perhaps I felt even more fear than sadness. I didn’t even hate Edu for exposing me, as I had many other feelings in line before hatred—in fact, self-hatred was probably ranked higher.

I wasn’t hungry and saw some potato chips in the kitchen. I remembered how María would laugh in disbelief when she saw me eating those chips with bread. A quirk. I liked it. And she couldn’t understand it, just as I couldn’t understand why she enjoyed airplane or train food. Whenever she teased me about it, I would always respond with the same comeback.

I couldn’t live without her. I couldn’t live if she left me. I couldn’t live without those trivial moments. Without seeing her talk to her mother on the phone every Sunday night; floating around the house.

I thought perhaps it was true that you want someone when you have them, but you love them when they’re gone. And I already felt that I loved her, as if in a premonition of what might come.

I didn’t want to call her. And I knew she wouldn’t call either. I knew I needed to give it time. That pressuring her would only make things worse. All the absurd and trite “let me explain” lines I had already used in person with zero results.

I sat on our sofa. Completely devastated. Also worried about where María would sleep that night. What she would do. She had a couple of friends in Madrid. That’s what occurred to me. The thought that she might meet with Roberto, whether out of desire or spite, I immediately dismissed. I dismissed it when I remembered her face as she left. She was broken. It wasn’t disappointment, it was much more—pure heartbreak.

I was falling asleep in our living room while remembering that message from Celia, the one saying “I’m just telling you that you’re doing well,” and I recalled that was the first time I thought that maybe yes. It was the moment when the “what if” became enormous. I thought yes, it could be. That I could date her. That I could kiss her. That she could be my girlfriend.

However, something didn’t quite fit, as if everything obeyed some kind of masquerade where everyone was conspiring, making me believe the impossible, only to later flog me with the harshness of reality. It wasn’t due to any particular insecurity on my part, but because we were talking about María.

Fulfilling my worst fears, María began to behave more harshly. She barely responded to my messages and kept putting off seeing me. The thought that everything might end with just a couple of coffees, some wine, and a beer produced an indescribable bitterness in me. And things didn’t improve when one Friday, already in June, I insisted on having a drink and she replied: “I’ll be at a terrace with some friends, stop by if you want.”

“Stop by if you want.” Like just another person. Like a stranger. Like nobody. At least that’s how I felt it.

I pulled the dagger from my chest and, with less and less fear of showing my cards, I managed to gather a couple of friends to meet at the same terrace, warning María that it had been a while since I’d been to that plaza and that I would also be with some friends.

It felt like a last chance. When I arrived with them, we sat at a table near María and her friends. I searched for her with my eyes, and once I found her, she greeted me from a distance and continued talking, as if nothing had happened. No gesture of getting up. Perhaps she was getting back at me for not going over to greet her. Perhaps she was completely over me.

With time you realize that uncertainty is the beautiful part. That before routine finishes you off, certainty kills you. At that moment, in that plaza, with the low, diagonal rays of sun illuminating us through the buildings, I was in the most absolute uncertainty.

María’s appearance on that warm, bustling evening was extraordinary. She was already tanned, with a color to her skin that not even the best filter has managed to achieve. Her loose, orange dress seemed to capture the attention of the sun and light, leaving her friends and everything else blurred. She smiled, showing perfectly white teeth at any remark from her companions and then drank from her beer. Always without looking at me.

Having her there was like a glimpse of what could be but couldn’t be. “She’ll be for someone else, not for me.” I even blamed myself for having believed that something could have happened between us.

The sun was setting and she hadn’t looked at me once. The light brightened her eyes, crystallizing them, making them almost transparent, as transparent as I felt, increasingly close to giving up.

I didn’t notice if guys were looking at her with desire or if her friends were looking at her with envy. I wasn’t like that yet.

My friends and I had asked for the check when María stood up. I could see it from the corner of my eye, since one thing was losing and another being humiliated, and looking at her directly without receiving a response wouldn’t be defeat but mockery. She stood up to go to the restroom, and to do so she had to pass near our table. María passed by me without saying anything, and I lowered my head. Crushed... But suddenly, I felt something on my shoulder; more than a pinch, less than a grab, a subtle touch. Contact... That touch had made me reborn. Perhaps it was absurd, but that touch was the certainty that yes.

I was so dazzled by that deliberate touch that I didn’t even notice she had returned and sat down again in her chair. She picked up her phone and that’s when I decided to attack:

“We've worn out our afternoons. You and I should meet tomorrow. At night,” I wrote.

She was looking at her phone, and the wait for her to read and react left me breathless. I no longer held back from staring at a face that wouldn't look up. Her thick hair falling over her tanned neckline covered part of her face, and I needed to know as soon as possible.

“I could do without half of these,” she replied, driving me to desperation, referring to her friends.

“I could do without the entire plaza except for you,” I immolated myself.

“Okay, we can meet tomorrow. Then you can tell me about your gorgeous dark-haired friend sitting next to you. The one in the blue shirt. He’s incredibly handsome.”

Time stood still. I felt a silence fall, as if everyone present knew she had just murdered me. My heart stopped pumping blood.

I felt rage, but I didn’t hate her. I hated myself for being naive.

I shattered into a thousand pieces in the time it takes to read a sentence. And what could I possibly respond to that... when she had already killed me.

I raised my eyes from the phone and looked at her. Serious. Beautiful to the point of sadism. And suddenly she moved her lips, as if pronouncing something, but without making any sound, as if wanting me to read her lips among the crowd. I could perfectly read, from the deliberate exaggeration of her full lips: “I’m kidding, silly.”

I have absolutely no doubt that I liked María from the moment I saw her. But falling in love... I fell in love in that moment. Sweetness, grace, flirtation, sadism, and eroticism in one phrase, in an orange dress, on a terrace in June. María buried me and dug me up at her whim. That must be what power is.

“Okay, let’s meet tomorrow. But I have dinner at nine. If you want, we can meet right here at eleven,” she wrote, absorbed in her phone, amid the commotion at her table.

We didn’t say goodbye. I wanted to leave it that way, perhaps she did too. But once home, I couldn’t resist writing to tell her I liked her orange dress.

“It’s more coral, actually, hehe. Good night,” she responded, leaving no possibility for reply, breaking me apart word by word.

Twenty-four hours later, at eleven o’clock sharp, I was sitting on that terrace and saw that coral dress approaching in the distance. She always said, afterward, that it was her first gift to me and that, had I asked her directly, she would have worn black.

We greeted each other. I smelled her. That scent unsettled me. And for the hours that followed, we talked, drank, and laughed as if the world would end at sunrise. I was already head over heels in love and felt that something about me must appeal to her. When silences fell and we looked at each other, my timid side told me she was too far out of reach, while my devoted side was screaming at me to kiss her.

I suggested having one last drink at her place, because after five beers and two cocktails, it’s easy to even suggest robbing a bank. And as we rode up in her elevator, I told her I wished it would stop again.

“Why?” she asked.

“So I could kiss you,” I answered, hardly believing my own afternoon-movie stupidity.

María said absolutely nothing, nor gave any sign. As if she’d heard a language from some undiscovered tribe.

I remember watching her struggle with the lock on her apartment door; with that dress, those sandals, that hair that reached the small of her back, and her scent, mixed with the smell of that building. That scent which is pure nostalgia. Perhaps even nostalgia for that version of myself.

Once in her apartment, I had two problems: that nothing would happen and that something would happen. And I didn’t know which was more serious. Her rejection or my nakedness.

María took two beers from her refrigerator, and a terrible silence fell. She gave me one, and I asked about the magnets there, meticulously arranged. After explaining the origin of each one, another sepulchral silence enveloped us. I looked at her. She looked at me. We were almost touching. I had no more excuses or things to say. I moved my face closer to hers.

Standing there. In the kitchen. In front of the refrigerator. In the most absolute silence of the entire building. My lips made contact with hers. I closed my eyes. I’ll remember that smell and that moist mouth of the first time for my entire life. And how I turned that peck into a kiss. And how I told myself: “I’m kissing María,” as if my body needed official confirmation from my mind. I remember trembling and placing my hand on her waist, the extremely fine texture of her dress, which almost let me feel her skin. Her tongue touching mine and something rising inside me as if I had never kissed before. And she broke off the kiss, and I kissed her on the cheek, seeking to repeat it, but she didn’t want to, or at least she moved away enough to make me understand she didn’t want to continue.

We went to the sofa, and the conversation wasn’t as fluid anymore. For the first time since I’d known her, when she spoke, I was thinking about something else; I was wondering if there was something preventing her from repeating that kiss with me... An ex... That she didn’t really like me... That I kissed badly... More and more reasons occurred to me while she talked to me, also for the first time, without much enthusiasm.

At the threshold of the door, we said goodbye with two kisses that gave me no opportunity to try anything. I called the elevator, and she told me to wait a moment, then went back into her apartment and came out with a plastic bag containing a couple of cardboard boxes.

“I’ll go down with you and throw this away,” she said.

“No, no, leave it. I’ll take it down for you,” I responded as she closed the door and entered the elevator with me, ignoring my offer.

As the elevator descended, I didn't know if I was better or worse off than before. And, once again, uncertainty had me kneeling before her... When, suddenly, María pressed two buttons on the elevator at once and it stopped. She placed the bag on the floor and looked at me. And from me came a “What are you doing? What now?”

“You wanted the kiss here, didn't you?” she said, finishing me off, destroying me, making me fall even more in love with her.

We kissed as if we had all the time in the world, as if time had stopped. We kissed, we separated... We kissed on the cheeks, slowly, on the neck... Our lips rubbed together, moist... caressing each other... with a tenderness absolutely unusual for people who barely knew each other. Our hands held our faces and caressed our hair and our necks. There, in that elevator, with a bag full of cardboard on the floor, with that orange dress, or coral. We kissed passionately, but restrained. Still with fear. Not knowing of what. I didn't even consider touching anything else. As if I could break her, both her and the moment. I became aroused, but I knew I wouldn't be discovered, because she wouldn't touch anything, not for fear of breaking me, but out of propriety. Until someone called the elevator and we ended up on the sixth floor.

I said goodbye to her at the entrance, with a long and heartfelt kiss, and an involuntary caress, of her hand in mine, or mine in hers, in a wonderful chance moment that made us smile.

And then, remembering it all, on that sofa, on our sofa, in our home, I did cry. I cried my eyes out and I hated myself, and I hated Edu, and I hated my stupid game, and I hated having pushed her to be fucked by Edu, by Álvaro, by Guille, by Roberto... I hated myself like never before and cried until I fell asleep.


CHAPTER 3

Perhaps it was the sound from the street, or the level of darkness, but I knew it was time to get up from that sofa, shower, have breakfast and go to work to face that Monday, which promised to be devastating... without María.

But I stayed a few moments longer, lying there, in no hurry to check my phone, because I knew María hadn’t written to me, and remembering what I had just dreamed, or imagined, as I wasn’t sure if the images that had bombarded my mind right before opening my eyes were one thing or the other: In my dream-like state, María had spent the night with Roberto in Madrid, at his place. I was there, with them, but like a ghost, like that time, the first time, when I had dreamed about her and Edu; I wasn’t visible, I was there, but for them I didn’t exist. Roberto was lying on his bed, face up, naked, and María, also naked, was riding him, unhurriedly, without rushing. I walked, circling the bed, from one side to the other. Nervous, but also slowly. I approached and moved away. They moaned and sighed, restrained, giving each other gentle and heartfelt pleasure. María’s hip movements were rhythmic, calm, even kind.

She then confessed to him, happily, and with a strange connection and complicity, that she felt liberated. That at first it had been shocking and unpleasant to have discovered my conspiracy with Edu, but that afterward she had discovered it was the best thing that could have happened to her. She confessed, with her hands on her hips, moving her pelvis back and forth, savoring Roberto’s cock with her wide-open sex, that she hadn’t loved me for a long time, and that finally she could fuck, for real, without me having to be present. “What pleasure... what peace to have you fuck me like this... without him being present...” she whimpered with pure pleasure, while part of her hair fell across her face. “Edu’s message couldn’t have been more timely... I’ve saved myself years of being with him without loving him...” she said.

I looked at my phone and, indeed, María hadn’t written to me. I went to the shower and there I felt as distressed by my dream as by reality. The dream was cruel to the point of death and I feared it might contain some truth... and the reality was that María had disappeared, that theoretically we were getting married in two months, and that, most likely, I thought, the next time we spoke, it would be to break up with me.

At work I was a true lost soul. I considered calling her. But I didn’t dare... I felt that, in the heat of the moment, everything would explode... and that wouldn’t benefit me. About twenty hours had passed, but I felt that the intensity of her anger and the drama we were in hadn’t yet subsided.

In the work bathroom I was putting my member back into my pants, after urinating, and I saw myself, reflected in the mirror, tucking it away. I saw myself, my small cock and myself. And I didn’t know who had been more guilty. I knew that if my twisted mind hadn’t invented the game, María would still be with me, but I also knew that, if I had a normal member, if I had been a normal lover, if María had been a fully satisfied woman, she would never have fallen for my traps, Edu’s, and the others’.

I remembered that fear of María discovering my small, or even tiny... secret. I remembered that night, after we had kissed for the first time, returning happily to my home, though always with the underlying knowledge that there was a hidden problem.

During the following weeks we kept meeting, having dinner, walking... They were wonderful weeks. Summer was beginning. I was on cloud nine. We kissed everywhere. At any moment. And her kisses filled me so much that I didn’t need anything else. I was thirty-one and she was thirty, but sometimes we seemed to be living a strange late adolescence, and it was because... we didn’t have sex, nor did we touch very intimate parts; she because she was conservative and I because of my hidden inconvenience.

But, it ended up happening, in the most unexpected way.

It was a Friday night in July. María had gone to dinner with some friends directly from work, and I, at home, with no plans, began to feel an urgent need to see her, as one only feels in the first weeks of a relationship. Seeing her the next day wasn’t enough. In those moments of maximum infatuation I sometimes felt a kind of need for her that oppressed me, like something more than a whim, like a vital necessity.

María eventually agreed to leave the place where she was to meet me. It couldn’t have been later than one in the morning and there was an almost cool breeze for a summer night. We met on the street, while talking to each other on the phone. We hung up. We hugged. We kissed. As if a war had begun and I had to leave the next day. I, probably disheveled, had put on almost the first thing I’d found at home. She, however, was wearing a gray suit jacket and skirt with a blue shirt. The contrast must have been striking, but back then I didn’t notice that inequality, or at least not to an obsessive degree.

Without wanting to, or wanting to, or by nocturnal instinct... we were walking and kissing, moving away from the night crowds. María was somewhat drunk. I didn’t notice it in her voice, or her breath, but in the sparkle of her eyes and in the impetus of her tongue as it played with mine.

We ended up in a kind of small parking lot, wedged between two deserted streets, and there the kisses became torrid, to the point that I couldn’t avoid touching what I hadn’t touched in weeks; caressing her breasts over her shirt, caressing her ass over her skirt, and feeling her bare thighs with tremendous excitement. Saliva flowed through our tongues and our lips when a “Stop...! Not here...” was whispered in my ear, broken up, as one of my hands moved up the inside of her thighs.

María, leaning against a car, was telling me verbally that we could be seen, but her eyes were saying yes, that it was time to take the next step. I knew that if I went there, if I managed to caress María's pussy in that alley, her response might be to counterattack and discover my fraud. But I felt it was already inevitable, that I couldn't keep dragging this matter along, that I had to face that test, that it was better to fail than to continue not showing up.

Everything began to happen very quickly. My hands, once freed from my mind, moved with unusual expertise... both up, unbuttoning her blouse, and down, lifting her skirt. She had her hands on my ass and squeezed it and kissed me, though more restrained than I was. I then caressed her breasts over her bra, and her pussy over her panties... For a few moments I was touching her, but not really touching her... and she began to unbuckle my belt. The die was cast... María felt my member, over my pants and sighed a “if someone sees us, I'll die” revealing to me that she hadn't yet realized the meager size I contained.

I knew that at any moment the secret would be revealed, but that didn't stop my hands from continuing to touch her, grope her, with tremendous excitement and... with my fingertips I felt the silk of her panties... I pressed then, carefully... feeling how two of my fingers sank into an exquisite softness that left me breathless... and she moaned in my ear, with our faces pressed together... And I tried to move her panties aside a bit, to feel her curly hair... her moist lips... but without succeeding, and our mouths met and she... she pulled out my member, with astonishing skill, freeing it from my pants and underwear... I had no time for anything... and I could feel, in the kiss... in her tongue, the surprise... the shock...

We continued kissing, but I could feel her disappointment in that kiss, in her own tongue, even more than in her hand, as she wasn't masturbating me, just holding it, but enough to know there was barely anything to masturbate. If her movement had been quick, even quicker was her abrupt separation once she ended the kiss: she pulled away, and I stepped back, looked at her, with her skirt somewhat raised, with her blouse open and her breasts filling her bra with elegance and power. And I didn't cover myself. My test was submitted. She was looking at my cock... and I was looking at her. I saw nothing in her face. She maintained a serious expression. When, lowering her skirt, she said:

—I think we're moving too fast.

She said that as she could have said anything else. What she wanted was to escape from there. Disappear. She was closing her blouse, hurriedly, and I was covering myself... in an indescribable discomfort.

That was terrible. The goodbye was horrible and I arrived home devastated. I even blamed myself for having thought that a girl like María would settle for that.

In my bed I kept thinking about what to write to her. And I couldn't think of what to say.

The truth was that I felt I had deceived her, so I chose to approach it that way: I ended up writing to her, telling her that I was sorry, that I should have warned her, that it was all my fault.

That was the first time I was on the verge of crying over her. But, as I had already said, she always saved me.

She didn't take too long to answer:

—Are you crazy? It's all my fault. But I'm telling you I'm not going to look for a problem where there isn't one.

Once again she was burying me and digging me up at her whim. And she took me from bitterness to ecstasy in so few words that I felt completely in her hands.

During the following weeks we went back to focusing on kisses, but the elephant in the room was enormous. Especially when we kissed on her sofa or mine, and when our goodbyes lingered under her doorframe.

Until one day I received a link on my phone. María was suggesting spending a night in a hotel in a nearby coastal town. It was obvious that she had decided to try, to face it... but her determination didn't make me feel any calmer.

I remember walking through that town, along its seafront promenade, with her wearing a yellow dress, mustard according to her, with buttons down the front. I was a bundle of nerves. I knew that from that night would come all or nothing.

Already in the hotel room María went into the bathroom and closed the door, with a strange modesty that you later come to miss, and I lay down on the bed and left on only the yellowish and, unfortunately for me, excessively powerful light of the bedside lamp. I was so nervous that I was getting tired of my own nervousness and even of myself.

María came out wearing a light nightgown, like a worn white or cream color. Her breasts were prominently outlined, and her nipples, piercing through the silk, left me breathless for the first time. Her hair seemed even thicker, and her legs thinner, and she began to approach, indirectly, because, before landing with me, she was rearranging things here and there, delaying the inevitable.

And the inevitable was that she ended up in bed, with me, and we kissed and bit each other's lips and neck, as hotel rooms desperately call for... Until, now dressed only in my underwear, she ended up sitting astride, with her legs on both sides of my body, and took her hands THERE... First she rubbed a little over the fabric... and then pulled on the elastic... determined... and discovered, calmly, that small cock she had already touched once.

I, completely naked, at her mercy... and she before that small member that sprouted, eager, oblivious to everything. And she didn't delay in caressing it, with care, in a strangely affable way... Until yes, she began to masturbate me, with two fingers, as she would do so many times afterward. She jerked me off, looked at me, and made a small gesture, a dropping of her eyes, extremely erotic, which I glimpsed through her bangs, giving me to understand that she too enjoyed giving me pleasure like this.

“Everything okay?” she asked, after a wonderful minute, in a low voice.

“Yes... You?”

“I’m very good,” she replied.

María was accepting my defect, with fortitude, with pragmatism. And I loved her even more.

She then removed her panties and prepared to mount me... To fuck me... With that white nightgown that, like her coral dress, I will never forget.

Months later she confessed to me, laughing, that at that moment, just before climbing on top, before riding my cock, she had been about to say “be careful, go slow, don’t hurt me” but she didn’t have the confidence for such cruelty. And yes, what followed was that María began to rub her pussy against my member until it practically slid in on its own, inside her. I remember perfectly the first time María, with my cock inside her, threw her head back, exposing her breasts under the silk of the nightgown, emerging imposingly from her torso, while closing her eyes. She moved her hips carefully, to avoid slipping out, and it was killing me with pleasure. And already, that night, I felt that my cock was swimming in the enormous amplitude and wetness of María’s pussy, which was undoubtedly meant for greater challenges, but which was settling, because she loved me, for obtaining that acceptable pleasure.

She didn’t come while on top, and she wouldn’t let me caress her naked breasts, wouldn’t let me free them from the nightgown, always with subtlety, and with a strange modesty that added to her refusal to be fucked on all fours, a modesty that she maintained for months. But, if she didn’t come while riding me, she did once I decided to bring my mouth between her legs. There I devoted myself, like never before, and perhaps like never after... until her thighs squeezed my head, and I managed to hear, from a distance, her climax, moaned throughout that hotel room.

I remember pulling away, emerging from between her legs, after she had come, had melted in my mouth... and feeling that I could die now, that it was the most I could have ever been called to achieve. Me or anyone else.

María wanted to settle absolutely everything that night, and, after her orgasm, she let me lie on my back and sought my finish, playing with my member between her lips. She licked it and looked at me. Making it clear that there was no longer any problem between my cock and her. And she ended up putting it in her mouth, completely, devouring it, devouring me... and her neck moved up and down and I didn’t even dare to place my hand on her head. I remember perfectly that immense heat... from having my cock in her mouth, and her firm strokes with her tongue, attacking my member from all sides and with a wetness that soaked even my pubic hair. And she asked me to warn her, to announce my orgasm, and I, so worried about not staining her mouth, asked her to stop, several times, in false alarms, which made her suspect, amused, that what I was looking for was to delay my pleasure... when it wasn’t like that... Until I got the timing right and a “now, now...!” said at the speed of light, made her mouth pull away and her hand continue, killing me with pleasure in an infinite explosion... that I felt and saw, with half-closed eyes... watching it come out, gush, the white liquid from the tip, staining my belly and her hand.

That release made me even happier than the first kiss. Because it was happiness in truth. There was nothing left to hide.

It was undeniable that this would continue to be there, if not as a problem at least as a handicap, but that didn’t diminish my feeling of absolute jubilation.

The following months were probably the best of my life.

Like a lost soul, at work, I remembered all of that. I remembered how María had accepted my bad cards and how I had broken the deck.

Upon leaving the office I was tempted to do many things. To call her. To write to her... And even to go to her office to see if I could see her leaving... although, if I saw her... I wouldn’t know what to do.

I was certainly very surprised that she would be absent from the office, knowing how she was and how strict they were there.

Finally I went straight home. To our home. And I couldn’t take it anymore. I was risking a breakup in the heat of the moment. I remembered how she had left the day before, with that “And don’t call me. Please, I’m asking you,” in a desperate and above all fair plea. But I couldn’t take it anymore.

I called her.

The rings bombarded my ear... but I got no answer.

And I called her again.

And still no answer.

And I decided I was going to write to her.

There, sitting on the sofa in our living room, I was about to tell her how much I loved her and how sorry I was... To tell her that this couldn’t be the end... Until I heard the sound of heels... on the other side of the door... And the sound of a key entering the lock.


CHAPTER 4

I didn’t have time to react. Neither to feel happy about her arrival, nor to be frightened by its possible consequences. She burst in, without consideration, without restraint.

Disappointment hit me when I saw that the owner of those heels was Paula, who appeared with a rather large red suitcase.

Her black curly hair, her large mouth, her notable height, her thinness. Her presence displeased me, and her intentions would displease me even more.

“I’m going to María’s room. I know perfectly well where it is, thank you,” she said, extremely hostile.

I stood up.

“Our room, you mean,” I replied.

Before I could realize it, she was heading down the hallway.

“No need to follow me, okay,” she wanted to end it, without turning around, walking ahead of me.

“Are you coming to get her clothes?”

“Obviously,” she said, stopping. “I already told her that you should be the one to leave.”

“Is she sleeping at your place?” I asked, not letting her finish her sentence completely.

“Don’t you think you should first ask how she is?” she said, perhaps rightfully, and with tremendous arrogance, before closing the bedroom door, leaving me outside.

From the dark hallway, I could hear Paula rummaging through her closet and putting María’s clothes into that suitcase. It was devastating.

I was tempted to go in… and, above all, to ask the question that was killing me… to ask her if María intended to leave me. But I didn’t dare.

I looked at my cell phone. María had read my message, but hadn’t responded.

I went back to the living room and Paula appeared shortly after. And she left without saying absolutely anything. And I remembered then that we had kissed, while Edu was fucking María, after that wedding. It seemed like another lifetime, although only six months had passed. And I began to fear that, in a moment of mutual confession, Paula might tell her about that kiss.

I went to our bedroom. I opened María’s closet. Everything perfectly arranged. I tried to guess how many clothes she had taken, for how many days… but it was impossible to know.

Sometimes I had the feeling that the breakup was inevitable, but sometimes I thought that time was on my side. That if she hadn’t called me or shown up to break up with me during the first few hours, it would be stranger for her to do so after three or four days. Perhaps it didn’t make much sense, but that’s what I felt.

That night I went to bed looking at what I had written to her and she hadn’t responded to. And I wrote to her again, sincerely, though knowing that this phrase wasn’t doing me any favors: “I should be the one leaving the house, not you. I love you so much.”

I got no response, and the next day my feeling of being a lost soul didn’t diminish. And I ended up convincing myself that I needed to see her. Talk to her. So, without overthinking it, I left work and headed toward her office street, late in the afternoon, to see her leave.

I positioned myself at a corner, nervous, like some kind of private detective on his first mission. I didn’t know what to say to her, or how to approach her… I feared she would become upset and reject me. Discreet as she was, she would never make a scene in public, so I knew that her rejection, if it happened, would be dry and merciless like no other.

I saw Edu come out, and I got nervous. I wondered how he had been affected by all this, or if he had come out unscathed, if they had talked, if María had asked him for explanations. I saw him leaving with Begoña, who didn’t seem as petite to me as the first time, but more womanly.

They didn’t see me, nor did other people who looked familiar from the wedding or from other times I had gone to pick her up. Until she came out, María, with Paula. My heart raced, I took a step, and stopped, and they began walking in the opposite direction. I was about to start moving again, to walk quickly toward her, but I didn’t. Something inside me whispered a strange “let her go,” and I didn’t know if it was common sense or cowardice.

Indeed, I let her go.

That night I wrote to her again, telling her that I loved her, and she read it again, and didn’t respond again, in a conversation that was a monologue, like a Rosetta Stone that was being left for posterity, alternating declarations of love with requests for forgiveness.

And the next day I convinced myself again that I couldn’t go on like this, that I had to talk to her. That I needed to know if she wanted to come back home… if this was just a crisis that would last a few days… But above all I needed to know if she still loved me.

Once again at that corner, crouched, pretending, probably badly, when, earlier than expected, somewhat before the time she usually left, I saw her, María, in a dark suit and white shirt, I saw her leave the building and turn in the opposite direction from me. She wasn’t leaving alone… but she wasn’t leaving with Paula. She was leaving with Edu.

I was left breathless. Blood rushed through my veins at an infinite speed. And a million questions assaulted me, most of them sadistic, without compassion. Unlike the day before, I didn’t even take a step. I watched them walking away, side by side… and one question pushed all the others aside and became almost tangible… “What if it were possible…?”

I went home, in a daze, not even knowing which way I was going and, once there, again, like three days before, the shock prevented me from crying.

Soon a thousand hypotheses were literally driving me crazy. Maybe it was nothing. Maybe they were meeting so he could explain himself... or... maybe they were meeting because she actually liked him... maybe everything had been part of Edu’s plan so that I would end up looking like the guilty one and he would be the savior who finally confessed the truth. Maybe... they were meeting so... so she could get revenge... on me... Maybe he was fucking her at that precise moment while I was standing there, in our living room, with my phone in my hand.

I looked at my phone. I couldn’t take it anymore. I couldn’t bear it any longer.

I called her.

One, two, three, four... all possible rings until the voicemail picked up.

I even thought about calling Paula... but I didn’t have her number.

I was so desperate... that I called Víctor.

One, two... three rings... and he rejected my call.

I collapsed onto the sofa. Distraught.

I could barely eat dinner. This torture was worse than if she had just left me directly. I thought about calling Germán, but what could he possibly solve for me at this point.

I imagined getting into bed, knowing that María had gone off with Edu, and I couldn’t breathe. But still no tears would come.

I called Víctor again... And one, two... three rings... and I heard his voice, when, behind me, I heard the sound of the door opening.

I turned around. It was María. I hung up the phone.


CHAPTER 5

She closed the door behind her. She was wearing nothing but the dark suit and white shirt I had seen her in with Edu, and an extremely serious expression.

She said nothing. Neither did I. I put down my phone, I don’t even know where, and approached her.

Her seriousness gave way to a sudden emotion. But contained. Her eyes began to shine with moisture. But the tears didn’t overflow her eyelids; they stayed there, held back, in an impossible balance.

I moved closer. I hugged her. And she let herself be hugged, but in a somewhat distant way, not fully reciprocated. I pulled away... looked at her... She was still gorgeous even on the verge of tears, still incredible even on the verge of leaving me. And that was the feeling I had, that at any moment she would deliver her final blow, in the form of a sentence: “Pablo, I don’t want to be with you anymore.”

That sentence, in my head, made me hug her again, and my embrace was once again subtly rejected, so I began crawling downward. Surrendered. Ridiculous.

Until, now kneeling, I hugged her legs. And then I did speak out loud, and from me came a desperate “María, I’m so sorry, don’t leave me, please.”

Kneeling, embracing her legs wrapped in those fine dark pants, I waited for her first sentence, but she didn’t speak; instead, she lowered her hands to my head and tangled her fingers in my hair. For a few eternal seconds, I didn’t look up and she didn’t speak, just played with my hair, both of us on the verge of tears.

Until I insisted again that she not leave me, and gradually I stood up, and that’s when she said to me:

“How could I leave you? I love you. I don’t know why. But I love you.”

María was saving me, as always, and I didn’t feel joy, but rather guilt and, above all, relief.

I gave myself to her again, in the form of an embrace, and then a tear did overflow her lower eyelid, running, at full speed, down her cheek. María brought her hand to her face, killing that drop, as if not wanting to show so much emotion.

“Pablo, let me speak. Okay? There are many things I need to tell you before you tell me everything. Because you are going to tell me everything at once,” she said, serious, pushing me away a little.

“Okay, that’s fine,” I said, giving her space. Both of us, standing, in the middle of the living room.

“The first thing I want to tell you is that I want to postpone the wedding.”

“Okay,” I interrupted, relieved to have heard postpone and not cancel.

“Let me speak, Pablo, please,” she said, and I nodded. “I want to postpone it because this is crazy and we can’t get married like this. Edu is leaving. He’s leaving in a month, for good, and, we’ll talk about Edu later, but I’m telling you because his position will probably be mine, so we’ll tell everyone that the wedding is really inconvenient for me right now, and the trip and the marriage leave and all that stuff. And if someone doesn’t believe it, I don’t care.”

“Okay. Do you want water or something?” I asked.

“Are you offering me water in my own house?” she asked, giving me a small smile that opened my heart even more than the tacit forgiveness she was expressing.

“Anyway, I talked to Edu,” she continued. “I waited a few days to clear my head a bit and today I met with him and we talked about it. I asked him to tell me everything and, in a rather strange way, he tried to defend you, wanting to downplay everything; he told me that you contacted him last year, that you told him you wanted him to sleep with me... and that you only sent him that photo... and that he regretted sending it to me immediately and that no one else has it. I don’t believe any of it. He wanted to... he wanted to like take the blame himself... But look, that whole thing he has or had going on, I don’t care, because I never knew what his deal was. But look, in three or four weeks he’s going to a firm in Madrid and I’ll never see him again in my life.”

“It’s true, María, it was nonsense. It was all stupidity,” I told her as I tried to understand why Edu hadn’t chosen to sell me out.

“No, not nonsense, Pablo. You contacted a colleague of mine from work. Currently my boss... to... for... that. And, on top of that, you send him a photo, which was for you, looking like a slut... anyway... looking incredibly slutty... What for? To motivate him?” she asked, getting heated. “Yes, I’m going to get some water,” she said, heading toward the kitchen.

Back in the living room again, I was required to tell her everything, everything that had to do with Edu. I talked about how I contacted him, how I had even met up with him, something María didn’t like hearing. I told her even about when he told me which bikinis she would bring to his beach house... which made María put her hands to her face... I told everything or almost everything, as I didn’t tell her that I had been to his house, that I had heard him fucking Alicia. And I didn’t tell her anything about Víctor.

“Seriously, Pablo. I don’t know how you could have...”

“Yeah... I don’t even know what to say...” I responded, both of us sitting on the sofa. “But well, he’s leaving in a month... and that’s that,” I said, knowing María’s pragmatism and wanting to appeal to it.

“I mean seriously... and there I was writing dirty messages with him on Saturday... I completely lost my mind... and that... well... Anyway. That's related to another issue... Which I also want to address first.”

“What issue?”

“The issue of the madness we've gotten ourselves into. I just... honestly... I don't recognize myself, Pablo.”

Silence fell. We were drinking water. María removed her jacket. Flushed. Blushing. As if she were mentally reviewing all the sexual escapades of the past few months. She took an audible breath and said:

“Look... I'm not naive and I'm not a child... I know what happened and why it happened... and I'm not going to blame you for everything now, and, look, if this happened it probably happened because something wasn't right. Maybe we were somewhat stagnant in... in our sex life... I don't know. And some things, when controlled, were fine... but it completely got away from us, Pablo.”

“Yeah...”

“And I told you many times... It should never have left our bedroom. The games... the fantasizing... even the... sex toys, or whatever they're called... they're fine. But behind closed doors, Pablo. It completely got out of hand. What madness... really... that thing with Álvaro and the other one... those kids... What were we doing there? And the craziness with Roberto... Going to... No, not going. Calling him to... to come and... to fuck me... I can't even believe it. And that thing with Marcos, in some crappy doorway, I swear if I had... God...” María was speaking nervously, almost trembling, not even wanting to verbalize that Marcos hadn't fucked her by some miracle.

“Look,” she insisted on her verbal tic, “as I was saying, I'm not so stupid as to think we can go back to a year ago. Because we can't. That would be lying to ourselves. But there are middle grounds. Always behind closed doors. I don't know... for example... thanks to this... well, we've discovered other things... let's say, intermediate things... more normal... like when I was with Marcos, in that pub... and you were watching me... and people were looking at me... like... what's that guy... doing with her.”

“What's that ugly guy doing with that hottie,” I interrupted.

“I don't know... say it however you want. That's it. For example. I know you like that... and well... it has its appeal. I don't know. Meeting someone, not doing anything. Not doing anything. But telling you about it afterward and behind closed doors using that. I don't know. Something like that. Or... look... if you like people looking at me... well I don't know... maybe one day... at a beach... letting a guy look at me, I don't know... Flirting a bit, so the guy thinks he might have a chance with me... and then I shut him down... something like that... something... light... I don't know. Something we both enjoy, but that's harmless. Not these crazy things Pablo, and everything behind closed doors, not these crazy things... Do you think...? Do you think... I don't know how to say it... that the sex... with Roberto... was normal? Do you think it's normal that we lost our minds like that? I thought... I thought you were going to end up... you know... and I almost... that... you saw it... I'm embarrassed to even say it... he almost tore my ass apart, Pablo... some guy we don't know at all... Not to mention that with that guy we were scared, Pablo. We denied it afterward, but we were scared.”

María's hands were trembling and it was even more visible when she brought them to her face. She continued:

“Look, it would be very easy for me to say it's over and from now on we'll only have normal sex. But I'm not going to lie to myself. And you know I'm right. That's why I'm telling you that, from time to time, we can do something... I don't know what to call it, like something intermediate.”

At that moment, my phone, sitting on the coffee table, lit up, and a huge "Víctor" was seen by both of us.

“It's from work,” I said, half stammering, grabbing the phone and rejecting the call. She didn't say anything.

“Now I want you to speak,” she continued, “tell me what you think, and one thing is clear. Never. Ever. Am I going to touch anyone who isn't you. I'm suggesting these games, but understand they're for us, for our bedroom. I'm never going to touch anyone else. That madness is over.”

After a brief silence I began to answer her, first apologizing, once again, and then what I did was agree with her, acknowledging that things had gotten out of hand and completely accepting that kind of intermediate proposal. I didn't stop to think about whether in one or six months I would want more and would want to fall back into that blessed madness. No. Not after spending three days terrified she would leave me.

And, finally, we ended up crying. We ended up laughing and crying, there, on the sofa. And we told each other we loved each other more times than we had in the past year.

And the conversation didn't end there, as we continued talking until dawn, in loops where she ended up blaming herself and feeling ashamed of everything that had happened. She was ashamed of her messages with Edu... of Marcos... of everything. And then she would blame me again for the photo, for the betrayal, and for not wanting to keep our games private in our bed. And I would apologize again and then the topic of that headlong rush to seek excitement in a more controlled way would come up again.

She told me that last Sunday she had stayed overnight in Madrid, at a friend’s house, to whom she had simply said that she had argued with me, and that the next day she had arrived at work mid-morning, that she had stopped by home to get some things and clothes and that she had cried.

We also talked about moving the wedding to June of next year and went over the people who knew about our game. She said she trusted Paula, although she hadn’t told her everything either. About Edu, she said it was an enormous relief that he was leaving. And about Víctor, she said: “That guy is a weirdo, everyone laughs at him, nobody will believe anything he says even if he runs his mouth.”

Already in our bed, with the light off, with eyes swollen from crying, and stomach upset from laughing and from having won her back, I felt myself falling asleep, embracing her, but I managed to say, in a low voice:

“These past few days I’ve been thinking about when we met, about those weeks.”

“It’s curious. Me too,” she responded.

“About the yellow dress,” I said.

“Mustard.”

“And the orange one.”

“Coral,” she laughed.

“And about...”

“And about the cream nightgown, right?”

“Yes. Do you still have it?”

“Yes, it must be around somewhere.”

After a silence, she said:

“I’m still the same person, Pablo. And you?”

“Me too,” I lied.


CHAPTER 6

A few weeks passed that constituted a necessary oasis. Nothing was happening and that nothingness was life. Besides, I had the feeling that our house had become our hideout. A refuge where we were safe, as it was where all the controlled part of our game had taken place. Everything inoffensive and also positive. The crazy stuff had happened outside. Moreover, that feeling of shelter was accentuated because it was where I had cried, alone, and where María had cried when she had come, alone, that Monday morning, and where we had cried together on the day of forgiveness.

During the corresponding nights of those weeks, we slept embracing each other. I suppose she hugged me out of love. I hugged her even more out of relief. There was a latent mutual desire, not only to move forward, but to reach a superior point that would remind us of the past.

It wasn’t that sex was a taboo subject, but it didn’t come up either, neither talking about it nor having it. Yes, weeks without sex. It was inevitable that when María was away or when I met with friends and became somewhat absorbed, or when she was already asleep, my imagination would wander. I felt a bit guilty about it, but it was inevitable to remember what had happened, especially at the hotel with Roberto. The experiences with Edu, Álvaro, or Guille were already blurred and I knew they were now embellished with perhaps imagined elements, but the night with Roberto was still pure clarity.

One afternoon, about twenty days after the reconciliation, I remembered that I had kept Roberto’s underwear in the drawer with my own underwear. I had stored them there, at the time, dejected, as a guilty relic of a game that was going to make María leave me. After her forgiveness, that relic was no longer responsible, but merely morbidly fascinating. That same night, without knowing for certain if María was asleep or not, I couldn’t help getting excited remembering how he had fucked her, how he had made love to her in the shower, more tenderly, and how he had sodomized her... with those perforated leather pants; I remembered how she moaned and screamed... out of her mind... and that face of pure pleasure, of that other María.

I didn’t want to seek her out at that moment, and I restrained myself from masturbating. In a way, apart from morbid fascination, I also felt guilty, as the corpse of the near-breakup was still warm.

During those days María neither went to court in a skirt nor went to the office dressed as Víctor liked. Without a doubt, for her everything had ended. Her phone also had no activity and I didn’t rule out that she had completely blocked all her potential... all those who surely harbored desires to repeat.

The following Wednesday they officially told María that she would stay as head of the department, in Edu’s position. She wanted to go out for dinner, something quick, that same night, to a restaurant we used to go to on weekends. There she first wanted me to tell her about my work, as a slot was opening up that I could slip into; a position with a responsibility more similar to what I had in my previous company. María always wanted me to talk more about myself, to value myself more, even on the day we had arranged to celebrate one of her successes.

Finally her career advancement was put on the table and María said:

“You won’t believe this. I hate talking about him. The unmentionable one... And thank God he’s leaving in two days. But, anyway. Today he came to my office... like trying to sell me that he had recommended me for his position... I mean... I was just... does that seem normal to you?”

I didn’t really know what to say to her, and she continued:

“I mean... I’ve been there longer than him... It was obvious that position was meant for me for some time now... and he comes trying to sell it to me as a favor.”

She spoke, indignant, and I remembered those first times, when I would get nervous at the mere idea of Edu and her being alone. The truth was that it hadn’t stopped making me tense, although it was now a more controlled tension. Besides, with him about to leave, I felt a strange nostalgic something.

María kept talking. Elegant. Delicate. In that gray suit... and I wondered how it was that Edu, once he had managed to make her fall... hadn’t gone crazy trying to make it happen again.

As we left the restaurant, I put my hand around her waist and ended up making her stop. We kissed, which I wanted to make somewhat long, but which she discreetly cut short.

“What point are you at?” I asked her.

“What?”

“You know... that...” I said, referring to that thing about her levels of excitement, that thing about when she was calm she was content with enjoying me, but if she was very excited I wasn’t enough for her to the point that I could even cause her rejection.

“Well, what do you think... I’m very well, and extremely calm. At the point where we need to be. And if I were to go up a point... whatever it might be... it would be... you know... behind closed doors... No one touches me anymore except you,” she said kissing me on the cheek, mischievously, but also somewhat serious.

That “behind closed doors” and “no one touches me except you” had become two absolute mantras.

As we were entering the house, she told me she had thought of something, “a silly thing,” but she asked me to go to the bedroom, “to do something.”

“What thing?” I asked, smiling.

María, somewhat inhibited, asked me to undress, to lie down on the bed and to close my eyes.

“Should I blindfold you or can I trust you?”

“No, no. Trust me. I won’t open them.”

I obeyed without hesitation and soon found myself as she had asked while I heard her rummaging in the closet. My member was already erect as my imagination wandered to possible scenarios and, besides, it had been almost a month since we’d done it, since the madness of that night with Roberto.

Soon I felt movement on the bed. María straddled me. I opened my eyes slightly and saw we were illuminated by the bedside lamp.

“It’s fine. It’s ready. It’s just silly. Open your eyes.”

I did as she ordered and saw her there, on top of me, wearing that cream-colored nightgown. The one from our first time.

“You told me the night I... came back... that... you had been thinking about our first times, right?” she said, somewhat blushing.

She looked gorgeous. Incredible. With a flirtatious shyness, almost hard to believe after everything we’d experienced, with part of her hair falling in front of her face. I felt a tremendous connection and also a strange sense of well-being, as I thought I was the only one in the relationship who remembered everything. The sentimental part. But she was proving with her idea that she wasn’t far behind.

“I washed it the other day,” she continued, “look how yellowed it’s gotten.”

“You’re incredible, María,” I said, as she leaned down to kiss me.

We kissed on the lips, we caressed each other’s faces... Her hair fell across my chest, making me shiver. Our tongues played... my hands went to her ass and I felt how she was rubbing her sex against my member... pressing it... as if she wanted to ride me, take me inside her... just by rubbing, seeking to make it surprising.

I then felt the impact of her moist tongue contacting mine and sensed how she lowered her hand toward my cock... for the obvious... to put it inside her... and that produced in me an eagerness and desire that almost surpassed the pleasure and heat of the moment when she finally buried herself on me, and her pussy completely enveloped my member.

Once fully seated, she exhaled in my ear, a calm, familiar, harmless “Mmmm...”

She then leaned her torso back, placed her hands on my chest, closed her eyes, and began to move her hips, back and forth. She let her hair fall down her back and her breasts swayed minimally with the rocking motion; I brought one of my hands there, to one of her breasts, and my hand was subtly pushed away.

“You’re so strange...”

“What...?” María asked, maintaining the same rhythm, with that slow movement, but opening her eyes slightly.

“The thing with your breasts.”

“What’s wrong with them?”

“That... sometimes... you even seem uncomfortable when I touch them.”

“What? That’s nonsense.”

“You just pushed my hand away.”

“Did I? I don’t know... It must have been unintentional,” she replied, with somewhat labored breathing.

“Do you remember how long it took me to see them? To see you completely naked.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about... You’re making it up,” she smiled.

“That and... the position... on all fours... those are two strange things about you. How long did it take us to do it in that position...?”

“Well... it’s kind of a slutty position... to do with someone you’ve only been dating for a few weeks...”

“Months,” I said, and she smiled.

We were doing it. She was fucking me. Slowly. We breathed... She moved back and forth, because up and down she would slip off, due to the small size of my member. I was extremely aroused. But the enormity of her sex barely provided friction, so I managed to hold back from coming.

After a short while, and even at the risk of being scolded, I couldn’t help saying:

“Speaking of that position... You haven’t told me anything... about Roberto... About him doing it to you that way.”

“Come on, Pablo... I put this on to... remember... our things, not to talk about that guy now.”

“Another day?”

“Another day,” she replied.

María closed her eyes again... and, with them closed, she sought one of my hands and brought it to one of her breasts. I caressed a little there, over the silk of the nightgown, and she began to let one of her straps fall.

“No... don’t get completely undressed,” I said.

“And why’s that...?”

“Well... I don’t want to come yet.”

“You confuse me...” she said smiling, as I withdrew my hand, mesmerized by how her nipples showed through the nightgown.

“You have incredible nipples, María... The way they show through... it’s to die for...”

María remained silent, and then spoke, but as if having doubted whether to say it or not:

“The other day...”

“What?”

“Nothing, just silly stuff,” she said.

“No, tell me.”

“Well... the other day... I was going to wear a sweater to the office, a thin one, yes, but I had to change because you could see them.”

“Even with a bra and sweater?”

“Yes...”

“Damn...” I sighed.

“Yeah...” she said just before moving one of her hands toward her sex. Signaling to me that she wouldn’t take long to seek her orgasm.

Then something startled us, an extremely unpleasant sound that felt like it was coming from inside my own ear. I looked to my side and discovered the culprit of that racket: María’s mobile phone, vibrating forcefully on the nightstand.

“Ignore it...” she exhaled, but I couldn’t help glancing at that screen and discovering that whoever was writing to her wasn’t in her contacts. I could also read something about asking to have lunch with her, and inquiring about some rates.


CHAPTER 7

“Whoever it is, you don’t have them in your contacts,” I said.

She then stopped her subtle, sensual riding, with a puzzled look on her face.

“That’s strange. What does it say?” she asked, showing me she had nothing to hide, and I, with my member still inside her body, both of us practically motionless, reached out my hand, took her phone and gave it to her. Without looking at the screen.

Her expression of confusion grew even more pronounced.

“I don’t know who this is.”

“But what does it say?”

“It says: Sorry to bother you at this hour, but could we meet for lunch tomorrow and you can explain the rates to me.”

“What rates?” I asked.

“Oh, right. Damn... My God... this secretary is unbelievable, she gives my number to everyone or what? Now I know who it is.”

“Who?”

“Nobody. A client. Some guy. Carlos... Or Juan Carlos, I don’t know... A pest... Who first came saying he might not renew the trademark... and now he comes with another one or wants to change the logo or whatever. I already told him I don’t handle industrial property, but he says he doesn’t like whoever does. Just a nuisance.”

“And this about meeting up?”

“Well, sometimes he’s told me... He shows up there around one o’clock and it’s not the first time he’s said... something like... ‘let’s go down for lunch and discuss it,’ but of course... I don’t just have lunch with clients for no reason, and especially when I don’t even handle those matters.”

“If you don’t handle those matters then it’s clear why he wants to meet.”

María didn’t respond to that. She didn’t seem interested in continuing with the subject.

“And what are you going to reply?” I asked.

“Nothing, it’s not the time to write to anyone. Him writing to me, I mean. Tomorrow I’ll talk to the receptionist.”

After a brief silence, I heard her say:

“It’s dying... down there... your thing...” she said, dropping the phone onto the bed.

“Of course... you stopped.”

She looked at me then, defiantly, freed one of the straps of her nightgown and let it fall subtly. Her neckline became hypnotically obscene... and I reached out my hand and freed one of her breasts, thanks to the permission given by that fallen strap. Just from the touch of her breast, caressing and freeing it, my member regained its maximum hardness and María could then mount it again, restarting that cadence of her hips, back and forth.

She rode me looking directly into my eyes and I looked at her sensual face, her free breast and her covered breast, and, not content with the feast my sight provided me, I sometimes lifted the lower part of her nightgown, as if looking under a tablecloth, and delighted in the vision of her pussy completely engulfing my member.

“Close your eyes,” I said, my voice overlapping with her soft sighs.

She then let her eyelids fall, ready to surrender to her pleasure, but I had other plans:

“Now tell me what this Carlos guy is like.”

“Ugh... do I have to tell you now?”

“Yes... while you move like that... with your eyes closed...”

“You’re very clever, you...” she replied, probably knowing from the first moment where I was going with this.

Perhaps to indulge my whim, perhaps not to break the tender aura we had created, María, without opening her eyes and impeccably maintaining that slow rhythm, said:

“Well... he’s an older man... fifties-something... has almost all white hair... like... slicked back... somewhat pushed back... He takes care of himself... I don’t know... He’s involved in something with hotels and some restaurants... I don’t know if he owns them or is a partner...”

“Is he married?”

“I don’t know... I don’t think so... He seems divorced to me...”

“Why? What does that look like?”

“I don’t know... attitudes...”

“And what else?”

“Mmm... he’s tanned...”

“Is he good-looking?”

“He’s an... old man.”

“But is he good-looking?”

“I don’t know... maybe he was handsome, yes.”

“And he has money.”

“He has money, yes...”

María rode me, exuding an indescribable eroticism. With that breast covered by the nightgown, but bursting through the silk with her nipple, and with her other breast free, pure, naked, with that majestic areola.

I was making almost superhuman efforts not to come, despite the minimal friction.

“Go ahead, answer him,” I continued, “meet with him. It’s just a business lunch. You must have had plenty of those.”

“I know where you’re going with this... And don’t you think it’s a bit too soon?”

“No...”

“Yes... you’re moving a bit fast to restart these kinds of things... not long ago you were crying begging me not to leave you...” she said, opening her eyes, teasing.

“Don’t be mean...”

“It’s just too soon, Pablo. Let’s leave it alone. Until summer, or thereabouts.”

“Come on, it’s neither too soon nor too late. It just came up this way.”

“Nothing came up...” she said, pulling up the fallen strap, covering her breast, but maintaining that sensual rhythm.

“Well, you know what I mean, it’s exactly what we talked about—being seen with someone, making people wonder. It’s exciting...”

“I don’t know...”

“Come on... it’s just a business lunch. Nothing more. Deep down you know it’s completely harmless... Especially after the things that...”

“Fine...” she interrupted, “yes, having lunch with him is no big deal” she said, stopping her riding motion, showing some annoyance, as if she just wanted to please me so we could continue with the sex act, undisturbed.

“Will you text him?” I said, reaching for her phone that was lying beside me.

“You write it already... Tell him... okay, lunch tomorrow. Oh, wait. I can’t tomorrow. We have a meeting at one. Tell him the day after tomorrow. Which, by the way, is Edu’s farewell party.”

“Oh, really? Where? Are you going?”

“At a beer hall. Of course I’m not going. Friday afternoon at the office will be the last time I see him.”

“So what should I write?”

“Tell him: I can’t tomorrow, let’s have lunch on Friday.”

I wrote exactly that and, while María resumed her movements, I read aloud the response from that gentleman:

“Friday I’m having lunch with my daughter, it’s my birthday. And I have dinner plans too. But we could have a cocktail around eleven. I’d only steal an hour of your time.”

“Did he really write that?” she asked, surprised, stopping again.

“Word for word.”

“My goodness.”

“Tell him yes. It’s perfect. It works out well too.”

“What works out well?”

“Well, just as Edu is at his party, or whatever it is, you’re playing a game that’s harmless and controlled... for you and for me... It’s almost poetic justice.”

“Poetic justice? You’re losing it...”

“Come on...”

There was silence. I waited for her response, but it didn’t come. She closed her eyes again and resumed riding me, but soon increased her pace and, moments later, changed her movement from back and forth to up and down, which surprised me since she had always preferred the other motion.

I placed my hands on her ass to help her with that up and down motion, but it was inevitable that every so often her body would slip off due to the small size of my member. Each time she slipped off, I looked down and saw that colossal pussy, open, which I couldn’t understand why it had to face such a meager and insufficient opponent again.

Even with the help of her fingers rubbing her clitoris, she didn’t seem close to reaching her orgasm. Her sex was moving in dimensions that made it impossible for me to feel anything at all, so I asked her to lie on her back, lifted her nightgown a bit, and remembered our first night of sex, the one where I worked diligently for quite some time with my face between her legs.

She didn’t shy away from my maneuver, understanding that, without fantasies or toys, it was probably her only way to explode. And I devoted myself to it, separating her lips with my fingers, licking gently over her sex, flicking her clitoris with my tongue... sucking that spot and letting saliva flow at the entrance... until I began to notice how her breathing quickened and how one of her hands came down to caress my hair.

Her sighs rewarded me, but even more rewarding was the taste of her sex in my mouth, as well as the wet sound of her pussy. It drove me crazy and I enjoyed that taste, that smell, and her spasms... and when I felt she was close to reaching her climax, I pulled back a little.

“Come on, text him,” I said.

“You’re an idiot...” she sighed... and took a breath.

We looked at each other. Her legs spread. Her pussy open. Her nightgown pulled up. Her flushed face.

“Come on...”

She then picked up her phone.

“What are you writing?” I asked.

“I’m writing: ‘okay, we’ll have drinks on Friday’” she said as she typed.

“Nothing else? Aren’t you going to say something about celebrating his birthday?”

“Go to hell...”

I crawled back to recover the taste, smell, and touch of that reddened sex. I spread her legs wider, caressed her thighs, and extended my tongue to reach limits that my member could barely reach... Until I made her explode in a long, heartfelt, warm orgasm... adorned with sighs that didn’t quite become moans, in an affable sex, once insufficient, but that managed to fulfill her when she was the earthly María, not the goddess we knew was hidden inside.

Once she had received her reward, I, kneeling in front of her, began to masturbate close to her pussy. She looked at me then, in a strange way, and pulled up the lower part of her nightgown slightly so I wouldn’t stain it, but she pulled it up very little, knowing that my shots would barely reach. There was a certain contempt in her eyes and in that gesture a flash of her morbid desire to humiliate me. With her gaze and gesture she was telling me: “I know your ejaculation will be poor, not like Roberto’s, not like Edu’s, not like what so many others could give me.”

I, masturbating almost fiercely and counterattacking her contempt, said:

“So you have a date then?”

“Yes... Come on, cum...”

“Is the old man hot? Does he turn you on?”

Suddenly the act became dirty. I was making it dirty, but I felt she had started it.

“If you manage to stain my nightgown, I’ll dress however you want for the date with the old man...” she said, looking at me fixedly, with her legs open, with her reddened pussy, with her matted and wet pubic hair... and she said it with arrogance, with cockiness, almost impertinent.

“Are you sure...? I can have quite an imagination” I said once I recovered a bit from her boastfulness and slightly slowing the rhythm of my jerking.

“Yes, I’m sure.”

“Besides... it’s been a while since I... unloaded.”

“Oh, really? Haven’t you done anything by yourself these weeks?”

“No...” I lied... as I had done something, some mornings, in the shower, furtively. I said it while panting... masturbating in front of her, who didn’t move, exposed there, with that arrogance of someone who knows herself to be powerful and, above all, a winner.

“No?”

“No... the last time was... At the hotel, with Roberto... You know... While you were eating my ass, did you like that? I did...”

“Come on, finish already” she interrupted.

We stared at each other. Her with the lower part of her nightgown minimally pulled up, with her pussy open... Me kneeling between her legs.

“Don’t cheat. Don’t get closer.”

“I’m not cheating” I replied, while my thoughts went precisely to that craziness with Roberto, to how he had directed us, at his whim; to the image of me, squatting, with my anus over María’s mouth, and her licking there... and me ejaculating on her.

“Come on, you pig, cum already. You know from there you can’t reach me” she provoked me, and I knew there was no turning back, neither in my orgasm, nor in that María who was excited by humiliating me, and a white drop sprouted from me that barely descended down the glans and another drop that ran over the first one and made them merge and both descended quickly down the shaft of my member until falling on the bed, and a third impulse sprouted from me and I felt it fly... and that shot landed on her pussy, on her pubic hair, about fifteen centimeters away from her nightgown. The last throbs of pleasure barely contained tangible translation, but they made me close my eyes and enjoy them with immense surrender and pleasure.

There was a silence that was only altered by my agitated breathing. And I felt a little cold, as I only feel when the orgasm is especially pleasurable.

“I’ll get some tissue” I suddenly heard, in an affable tone, drastically different. She changed from one María to another with astonishing speed and ease.

That night I went to bed thinking that her plan was logical and well-thought-out. I thought it was smarter to control our game, to keep it in private and harmless channels, than to fight against it. And even on that night that seemed headed toward tenderness, with that nightgown that teleported us to our tender beginnings, the act had not been completed with innocence from beginning to end.

Moreover, a branch of the game had emerged from there, with this Carlos, which perhaps could have, at last, some morbid but controlled consequences.

I felt that for the first time I didn’t want absolutely everything to happen and at the highest possible speed.

This was probably because I was still recovering from the shock of feeling that I was losing her.


CHAPTER 8

Almost forty-eight hours later, I found myself in a restaurant with some friends who had recently developed a taste for tasting menus, in this case for dinner. I would have preferred any other Friday for this, as it was the night of María’s date with that Carlos guy, but it was also true that this dinner with old friends helped me disconnect and destress a bit.

Simultaneously, María was having dinner with Amparo, since Paula had gone to Edu’s farewell party, forcing her to fall back on her second option. So, on his last day, the three players in our game were scattered across different points in the city.

There, with my friends, I wondered how the farewell between the two of them had gone at the office. Two kisses? Some parting words? Was María uncomfortable? It was also possible that absolutely nothing had happened, that they hadn’t even said goodbye. It was definitely something I had pending to ask about.

I didn’t want to bombard her with text messages. I knew just the basics. I knew that after dinner with her friend, she would call a taxi and go to one of Carlos’s restaurants, which he had suggested and, in María’s favor, was somewhat secluded, where it was less likely to run into people she knew; although that risk, and why not say it, a bit of excitement, also lay there. It also worked in María’s favor that she wouldn’t be stopping by home, that she would go dressed as she had been for work, so the image of a “business drink” could be believable, both from the outside and, above all, from within.

The situation undoubtedly excited me: her, allowing herself to be courted by that gentleman, drawing attention with her youthful beauty in contrast to the desperate decrepitude of that man. And not just the physical contrast, but the suspicious interest, awakening in those impromptu voyeurs the notion that money and power had something to do with why that woman would accept such a meeting.

But at the same time, Edu’s departure and everything we’d experienced... the thing with Álvaro and Guille... the absolute madness with Roberto... made me feel like we were taking a step backward... I understood that yes, this date and that contained excitement were appropriate, but at the same time I tortured myself thinking that I had been very close to achieving everything, to reaching maximum excitement, without losing her. Because, after all, what had put us most in danger had been my lies, not the sexual escapades themselves.

I got home after eleven-thirty. She would have already been with him for a while by then and, if everything was going according to plan, she wouldn’t take much longer to arrive.

I barely had time to get comfortable on the sofa when someone called me on the phone, an unknown number.

“Yes?” I asked, surprised and almost frightened, with a strange feeling.

“You’re Pablo, right?” I heard a woman’s voice on the other end of the phone.

“Yes... Um... Yes, that’s me.”

“Okay, listen, I’m Begoña, I don’t know if you remember. We met... once, I think, having drinks.”

I jumped up from the sofa. Nervous. While she continued:

“You might not remember. It was you, María, Eduardo... a foreign lady...”

“Yes... yes... I remember. Yes,” I replied, feeling my hands sweating and trying to figure out the reason for that call and why Edu’s girlfriend had my number.

“Well... You’re not with María, are you? She’s at Eduardo’s farewell party.”

“Mmm... No, I mean she’s not there...”

“But is she there? With you? I can’t hear you well.”

“No, no. Look. She’s not at that party, but she’s not with me either. Why? Can you hear me now? I don’t know why...”

“Okay, okay,” she interrupted me seriously, though somewhat hurriedly, “Are you at home? Are you alone at home? Can I come to your place?”

“Mmm... yes... I don’t know. But what for? Why?” I asked, increasingly nervous and aware of the inconsistency in my voice.

“Okay, listen, I’ll be there in fifteen or twenty minutes, alright? She won’t show up, will she?”

“No... No... But... tell me why you’re coming. Do you know where it is?” I asked and heard the sound of a car turn signal on the other end of the phone.

“Yes. Yes. I know where it is. Listen. It’s about María and Eduardo, okay? We’ll talk soon. Bye.”

My hands went from sweating to trembling. I dropped the phone onto the sofa.

I couldn’t believe it. I didn’t understand anything.

And now what? For what? Why? I tried to guess what was happening. What might she know? Why wasn’t she at the farewell party? How did she know where I lived? My phone number... Besides, I had gotten so nervous that I’d told her María wouldn’t show up, but she could arrive at any moment... What if María arrived while she was at the house?

I tried to calm down. I sat down. I looked at the phone. María hadn't written to me.

I tried to think. Something made me suspect this was Edu's latest trick. But Begoña had referred to something between the two of them, and why did she need to see me in person?

Before I could deduce anything convincing or logical, the sound of the intercom startled me. She was arriving sooner than announced. And, standing there in the middle of the living room, I could hear the elevator coming up and my heart pounding.

I opened the door and took a couple of steps back. I was very nervous. What if something had happened between them that I didn't know about? I trusted María... but everything was extremely strange... I felt overwhelmed.

I heard loud, determined heels approaching from the landing and, before I knew it, a very pretty girl with her hair tied back, wearing black pants and a black sweater with sleeves rolled up to her elbows, and a brown belt dividing everything in half, was entering my house, our house.

She didn't seem as petite as the first time, and she extended her hand in a strange, hurried greeting. Before I could offer her something to drink, she began speaking in a disorganized manner.

She didn't waste time on further introductions or trivial matters. I soon learned the origin of everything: she had taken Edu's phone. And then she blurted it out:

“You wouldn't believe the filthy things they write to each other. They're having an affair. It was obvious. I'm sorry to tell you like this. You must be freaking out, of course. Like me.”

“Wait, wait. When?” I asked. Both of us standing there, with no desire to sit down.

“I don't know the date, I had to look quickly. I couldn't even believe it... God... what a fucking pig.”

“But when? More or less.”

“I don't know. What does it matter? What I read was from a few weekends ago, three or four. Yes. From that night when he was at a bachelor party. But I'm sure if I kept scrolling up there would be more. What? Don't you believe me or what?”

I turned around. Thoughtful. Almost reflexively. Although I trusted María, in a way I felt relief, because Begoña wasn't revealing anything I didn't already know. But this also had its tense and negative side, which was that I now found myself obligated to give the performance of my life, pretending I knew absolutely nothing.

“And why are you telling me this? You don't even know me.”

“First, so you know what you have at home. And second, in case you already suspected... to know since when.”

I turned around and saw an angry but proud girl. She didn't seem to have been crying.

“No, I didn't suspect anything. And I can't quite believe it.”

“You can't quite believe it? Well, the last thing in the conversation. I mean, the first thing I saw, was a photo of your girlfriend... which, well... Plus, it was a photo he sent to her. Which means he probably took it... God... What a son of a bitch... and what a slut she is...”

I swallowed hard... I couldn't pretend indifference or disbelief.

“What? What do you think?” she asked, suspecting she was hitting a nerve.

“No... I don't know... I need to talk to her.”

“But what do you think? Are they having an affair or not? Maybe she had sent him that photo at some point and he just resent it another day... because it was like taken, I mean... angled... from very low...” she speculated, as if wanting to cling to the possibility that they might have some kind of sexting going on, but that there wasn't an explicit... carnal... infidelity.

“No... I don't know... I'm... Imagine...” I pretended a little.

At that moment she looked, for the first time, a bit around her, as if becoming aware of being in her enemy's territory.

“Did she spend nights away?”

“What?” I asked.

“Did she spend nights away from home... giving you some excuse.”

“Mmm... No.”

“And where was she a few Saturdays ago? Because that was on a Saturday late at night.”

“I don't know... I'd have to think. Can't you find out more? Specific dates?” I said, like in a forward escape, not entirely sure I was taking the right approach.

“You know even less than I do... That's saying something...” she said, for the first time, somewhat more relaxed.

She finally sat down and I remembered that Edu had sent María an audio note... with her moans... with her orgasm... An audio note of an amazing fuck that bastard had given her. Obviously, she hadn't discovered that part of the conversation. Sitting on my sofa was the girl who owned those gasps and screams... that I had listened to on my phone, in the most unexpected places, even at work.

“So what do we do now?” I asked. “Edu's leaving, right? Are you going to stay with him?”

Begoña raised her eyes:

“I appreciate your concern for my relationship... But I don’t think you’re grasping what I just told you... I mean... your girlfriend is a piece of work. I don’t think you realize that.”

“Well, calm down,” I rebelled, gesturing to her, “we don’t know that for sure. Maybe they’ve just sent each other things. I don’t know...” I was getting myself into an absurd mess, when I had almost gotten out of it.

“Sent each other things? Whatever. You don’t know anything. You don’t have a fucking clue about anything,” she said arrogantly, standing up with the intention of leaving. “I don’t know why I even came here,” she continued.

“Look... what do you want me to say... I’m still... in shock. I don’t know anything. It’s true. I never check her phone.”

“Well, check it... Can you look at it? Eduardo is leaving this weekend and I don’t think I’ll have another chance. And I want to know if they’ve met up. I just want to know if they’ve fucked,” she said, somewhat furiously, surprising me with the spite and harshness with which, despite her feminine voice, she had pronounced the word “fucked.”

“Yes... I might be able to check it, yes,” I said without being aware of what I was getting myself into.

“Then don’t tell her anything and see if she hasn’t deleted anything, okay? Can you do that? Don’t even tell her I was here. Nothing. Because she’ll deny it, delete the conversations, and we’ll have nothing. Does that work for you?”

“I don’t know if I’ll be able to hide it...” I pretended.

“Well... it’s... the only way we have to follow this thread, Pablo.” she said, and my name in her voice sounded strangely good.

“Yeah...”

“And tonight? Where is María? Honestly... It’s unbelievable. I wasn’t going to go to the farewell party because I thought he should be with his friends, but now I’ll have to go just to make sure he doesn’t end up... running into María. Running into in quotation marks, of course.”

“María is with Amparo. You know her.”

“Amparo? At this hour Amparo has probably been asleep for two hours. Anyway... I’m leaving. Check her phone, will you, and let me know,” she said while simultaneously leaning in for two goodbye kisses.

And she left, curiously more composed, as if she had at least resolved that this visit had served some purpose.

She had barely been in the house for fifteen minutes. I checked my phone and María still hadn’t written to me, although we hadn’t agreed that she would narrate what was happening.

I knew I would tell María. Obviously I would tell her that Begoña had been at our home. I would tell her everything. But I would tell her in person, when she arrived.

I sat on the sofa. I tried to organize my thoughts. I could still smell Begoña’s scent, and I even feared that María would notice it as soon as she walked in. It was a warm, youthful smell that had grown stronger when we said goodbye with those two kisses.

I felt envious of Edu. For fucking her. I imagined her naked first and then I imagined her fucking... and I got hard, sitting on my sofa... She was, without a doubt, very beautiful, somewhat childlike from a distance, but more powerful up close. Her large, lively eyes, her perfectly styled and shiny chestnut hair, her extremely white teeth... Her young complexion that radiated a disturbing healthiness... I was about to review that audio note, but I restrained myself.

I looked at the clock and discovered that the agreed time for that business meeting had already passed. And I was both glad and worried. Again with those conflicting feelings.

Without thinking too much, I wrote to her:

“How’s it going?”

I saw that she hadn’t been online for a long time. And then the familiar “what if...?” took on a strange power.

I felt split in two: my brain was focused on how to approach Begoña’s confession, on how María would take it, on whether she would call me again asking about my findings... And my desire... my restlessness... my lust... were with a María pretending to let herself be seduced by that man... perhaps now with not one but two drinks in her.

I lay down on the sofa to wait for her.

I wouldn’t hear from her until after one in the morning.


CHAPTER 9

On edge, restless, thoughtful, I kept checking my phone or straining to hear any sound. Then I heard the unmistakable noise of the elevator moving and thought it must be her, when my phone lit up: María was calling me. I answered.

There was quite a bit of background noise. It was hard to understand her, so it took me a moment to realize she was asking if I was awake and in the mood to go out.

“What? Now? Where to?” I asked, confused.

María told me she was at a bar, that Carlos had just left and that she was about to call a taxi, but then thought she didn’t feel like going home, and if I wanted to, I could come to where she was.

“But are you alone?”

“Yes... Come on. Join me. Get dressed.”

I went to the bedroom, put the phone on speaker, placed it on the bed while I got dressed, and she told me that Carlos had to go pick up his youngest son, who was about fourteen or fifteen, since it was the latest he was allowed to stay out at night, that they had said goodbye and that she hadn’t taken the taxi after all.

This plan of María’s seemed a bit strange to me, that she was willing to wait for me for about twenty minutes, to stay there alone, but she sounded surprisingly upbeat.

“But did something happen? Something interesting?” I asked her as I left the apartment.

“I’ll tell you when you get here, come on. Drive carefully. No rush.”

“But give me a hint.”

“I’ll give you a hint that something happened... something I’m not sure if I regret now.”

“Seriously?”

“Yes, come on. I’m hanging up, my battery’s about to die.”

Driving to that place, which was close to where she had met Carlos, from which I deduced they must have had a drink at each of the two venues, I wondered what could have happened that she might regret, while trying to verbalize, out loud, alone in the car, the right and appropriate words with which I would confess Begoña’s visit.

I parked, and as I approached the cocktail bar, I imagined an allowed touch... or something that could explain María’s hypothetical regret.

The place was fairly empty. I spotted her right away, at the bar. And I was surprised that no one was trying their luck with her. Sitting on a stool, wearing a dark blue skirt suit and a silky shirt in a lighter shade of blue, she welcomed me with an enigmatic and serene expression.

“You really dressed up,” she said, making no move to kiss me.

“Well... just a shirt... pants... This place is pretty fancy.”

I ordered a drink and saw that her cocktail was half-finished. There was a tense calm. I had seen her do incredible things, but that didn’t prevent me from getting nervous as I recreated in my mind touches that might have occurred. Although, on the other hand, she seemed to have such a clear stance on “no touching” that I was surprised anything had happened.

María didn’t take long to start telling me how initially they had talked a bit about work topics, but that the conversation had quickly taken more personal turns.

“And the people? Did they look at you?” I interrupted.

“Well... Yes... The truth is... Maybe not as blatantly as that night with Marcos... but they did look at us... In fact... Well, it was almost all couples where we were. Although he took me to a high table that was a bit secluded, like a private area, without actually being one...” María spoke calmly, with her thick hair and her jacket open, her impressive bust creating a prominent bulge despite the looseness of the shirt... She was... very very attractive, inhibited, but powerful. “And...” she continued, “curiously, the one who stared at me most intently was a girl... spectacular, tall, blonde, I think she was Russian, or Eastern European... who was with an older man, too... She looked at me like... I don’t know...”

“Like what?”

“Well... like... a connection... or like... empathy... like a... ‘yes... I’m going to pay for this dinner or these drinks later too...’”

“But was she... a prostitute or something?”

“I don’t know... Maybe not. Well, not for money, let’s say. Like a... lifestyle in exchange for something, you know. And... well, that had its appeal. I don’t know. And some guys too. It’s... kind of dirty, you know? That they think you’re agreeing to a date or a dinner or... whatever... in exchange for... that.”

“Yeah...” I said, undoubtedly aroused. Imagining María, walking toward that secluded area with that older man, telling the entire place, with her haughty style and proud walk, that she wasn’t ashamed of allowing that old man to fuck her, if it brought her other benefits.

Then she told me that Carlos had been charming, that he was very conversational, that he had bragged a bit too much about how well he was doing in life, but that at the same time he had shown a very human side when he had talked about his divorce and his two daughters and his son.

She spoke about him in a surprising way, as if they had connected in a spontaneous and sudden manner, which was unusual for her, always so reserved, at least until there was trust. But I was burning with desire for her to tell me what had me on edge. Besides, I was determined that when she finished, I would tell her about Begoña.

“And... well...” she continued, “this is where the... important part comes in,” she said, while taking off her jacket and carefully placing it on her crossed legs. Immediately afterward, she rolled up her sleeves while rhetorically asking if she should order another cocktail.

The waiter served her drink, and I, nervous, observed her body language, her neckline, and how she kept brushing her hair away from her face and tucking it behind her ears from time to time.

“You look very beautiful,” I said without thinking.

“You too,” she responded immediately, comforting me, but at the same time making me feel strange.

“But... is what happened intense?” I asked.

“I’ll tell you,” she said, now with her drink and completely turned toward me again. “Well... the thing is we started talking about venues, trendy places... and... I don’t know how we started talking about a place around here that’s for swinging... for... couple swapping, you know?”

“Yes... yes... I think I know which one.”

“Well... anyway... I said something like... Of course... imagine... that topic... with the baggage of craziness we have...”

“Right...”

“So then... I don’t know why I asked him if he had been there. And he answered that... Well, he kind of laughed and told me that he didn’t have anyone to go with. And I told him that people get very bored, and he said it wasn’t about that, but about opportunities, and that if there are more colors, why always paint in blue, I don’t know, something like that. But in a very relaxed way. Like he wasn’t giving it importance. When, without... I don’t know... without expecting it... and out of nowhere... with nothing to do with it... he dropped something like he knew I wasn’t interested in him, and that meeting for work reasons... that it didn’t hold up... Basically, he came to ask me what I was doing there with him. Can you imagine...”

María waited for my reaction, but I just wanted her to keep talking.

“And... I don’t know... I think from the first moment he... gave me a sense of calm. I don’t know. Or that he didn’t give importance to anything... The thing is, I told him.”

“What? Told him what?”

“That... I don’t know how I said it... But... I don’t know... Maybe I wanted to get it out, to tell someone who was... who wasn’t a friend. The thing is I told him something like you and I... that we’re a couple who sometimes does strange things... and that we found it arousing for me to meet with him... to feel the desire of another person, without allowing anything to happen. I don’t know. I don’t even know what I told him. I couldn’t believe I was telling him this, but he... I don’t know, so calm, you know? He wasn’t bothered about feeling used, nor did he think it was crazy. Nothing.”

I couldn’t believe that María, always so private, would confess that to him.

“And? But he must have said something?”

“Well...” she said thoughtfully, “he asked me if we set rules, that couples usually set rules for these things. And I told him there were two: that nobody would touch me and that all the... excitement we got from the situation... would be for us to enjoy at home as a couple. And... he asked me to explain the game well... and I told him that, that... we found it arousing for me to meet with someone else, preferably... someone older... so that whoever saw us would judge me... and that the person in question might think they could have something with me. And then he asked how many times we had done it, and I had to half-lie, and say several, but few, because... really... like this, deliberately, it’s the first time we’ve done it, although... we’ve done worse things... but that... obviously, I wasn’t going to tell him those.”

“Damn... that’s intense... And what if... What if he says something?”

“You mean if he tells someone? Someone at the office? He’s not going to say anything, Pablo. He’s... on another wavelength... He’s not a kid... He knows what an adult conversation is. I don’t know. I don’t know how to explain it. But I can’t imagine him telling it around. And you know what? Well, he had to leave, he had already told me at the beginning that before one o’clock he had to go pick up his son, but he told me he wanted to meet again. The three of us, actually. He wanted to meet tomorrow night.”

“What?”

“Yes, that he wanted to meet you and whatever.”

“And what did you tell him?”

“No. You know I’m going to my parents’ house tomorrow. You don’t listen to me. You’ve known since Tuesday.”

“And... do you have to go? Can’t you go another weekend?”

“No, Pablo.”

A silence fell between us that I suddenly broke:

“But... is he good-looking?”

María made a gesture of annoyance, as if giving up on me, and replied:

“He’s older.”

“But is he good-looking for his age?”

“I don’t know... maybe he’s attractive for his age, what do I know...” she responded, always with that little phrase that prevented me from fully understanding what she physically thought of him.

“And... did he look at you... I mean... your breasts, your ass, anything?” I asked.

“No. Actually, he didn’t.”

“Not even your legs? Nothing?”

“No.”

“Damn...” I sighed, disappointed. “And what else did you talk about?”

“Nothing, just that. That topic came up at the end. And he had to leave. He apologized. He offered to call me a taxi. I told him I’d call one myself. He said he wasn’t going to leave me there alone... So we went outside... I called the taxi... I told him to go, that my taxi would be there soon. We said goodbye and that was it.”

“And the goodbye?”

“The goodbye...? Oh, right,” she said, remembering. “We were going to give each other two kisses, but he refused... and said something like... ‘no, no, no touching’ and then, we laughed and he left.”

We fell silent. We drank from our glasses and I tried to organize all of this in my mind while knowing that this silence meant I should talk about Begoña. However, I began to fear that telling her would throw everything about Carlos out the window. That a coworker, whom she would see every day... knowing about her thing with Edu... would undoubtedly make everything related to our kinky games fall back into the category of harmful and dangerous.

I observed her, with her crossed legs and her characteristic body language, and I began to think about how interesting it was that she found attractive, and I did too, not only the thrill of the physical contrast between her and someone ugly or older, but with the added element of it being someone with money or power.

“Do you want to meet him again? With me...? Without me...? However...?” I asked.

“I don’t know, Pablo. I don’t see much point once he knows the reason why I met with him. It wouldn’t have much of a point anymore, would it?”

“No, I don’t know... if you say you liked him...”

“Yes... I also like people who aren’t twenty years older than me and aren’t clients of the firm. Hold on, I’m going to the bathroom,” she said, handing me her purse.

“Wait, do you have a photo?”

“Of what?”

“Of him.”

“How would I have a photo? Well, maybe his contact photo in my phone. It’s in my purse. Save the contact and see if there’s a photo,” she said as she walked toward the bathroom.

I grabbed her phone and remembered Begoña and her interest in me searching through it. I couldn’t help taking a quick look at her conversations. Nothing about Edu... Nothing about Roberto, Nothing about Álvaro... Nothing about anyone. She had deleted everything. The conversation with Carlos was there, with his contact still not added. I added it, naming him “Carlos date,” since I assumed she would have several contacts with that name, and to my disappointment, his photo was just the logo and name of some venue or restaurant.

María returned from the bathroom and I could see how several heads turned. She was radiant. It was curious, this kind of liberation she felt from having superficially confessed that to a stranger. Although, if she wasn’t planning to meet him again... I had no excuse not to tell her about Begoña.

At that moment her phone lit up and I read, almost reflexively:

Carlos date: “I had a really good time. Plus, you have some very curious secrets. I’d seriously like to meet again. No touching, of course.”

I showed it to María and studied her reaction. Somewhere between surprise and satisfaction. That message certainly hadn’t bothered her.

“What are you going to reply?”

“I’ll reply tomorrow. Carlos date? You’re ridiculous...”

“And what are you going to say?”

“I don’t know. I’ll see. Shall we go home?” she said, getting down from the stool.

“Okay... And once we’re there, what?” I asked, leaning toward her.

“Well... I don’t know...”

I also got down from my seat, moved a little closer... looked at her neckline... the beginning of her breasts... If I looked carefully, I could glimpse her nipples... I couldn’t contain myself... and sought her mouth with mine... Our lips touched. I felt hers very cold, and she cut the kiss short immediately, as she did when I produced some kind of rejection in her. And suddenly I felt happiness. That sordid and masochistic joy of rejection. María rejected me because something else excited her more and that frustrated her.

“There, at home, I’ll put on the harness and be Carlos... What do you think?”

“I don’t know...”

“You don’t know?”

“I don’t know... that... rubber cock is too big and too hard for an older man, isn’t it?” she replied, playing, in my ear, both of us standing.

“I’m sure you made him just as hard or harder tonight. He’s probably having an incredible jerk-off session right now while waiting for your response. Just tell me if he’s good-looking or not. How was he dressed?”

“In a suit.”

“Really?”

“Yes. You know what?”

“What?”

“Nothing.”

“No, tell me.”

“Well... the... suit... looked really good on him... At home you could wear a suit, couldn’t you?”

“Suit and harness?”

“Yes, I don’t know, it’s not that difficult, is it? You... pull out... that thing... from the harness through the zipper of your pants. What do you think?” she asked, not blushing, but rather somewhat uncomfortable, as if she didn’t like revealing herself, but I was almost forcing her to precisely articulate her intentions.

“Sounds good. And it seems to me that you’re indirectly telling me that this gentleman... is attractive,” I said, bringing my face close to hers. Seeking her rejection and trying to caress her belly first, then moving upward.

“You just put on that... the suit and the other thing, okay?”

“Okay, anything else?” I said, pushing it, caressing one breast over her shirt, trying to undo a button... feeling the touch of that bluish silk on my fingertips and the underlying power of her firmly hidden tit.

“Stop!” she protested.

“Stop what?”

“Stop, don’t touch me here... Don’t be gross...” she replied, pushing my hand away, pretending modesty for being in a public place, but it was rejection of me, and perhaps also her latent excitement about humiliating me, the real reason for her rebuff.

I leaned back a little. I had thought I hadn’t, but I had managed to undo that button, which made her neckline vertiginous, changing everything: from inaccessible and impossible executive to femme fatale with whom one might try one’s luck. Besides, María was blushing. And yes, at that moment her nipples were showing through her bra and shirt, subtly, but enough to give her away. She had become aroused imagining that context in which I was Carlos and my enormous rubber cock was imposingly peeking out through the zipper of my suit pants.

“Does it turn you on to imagine it?” I asked.

“What?”

“That old man fucking you. That’s why you’re all hot and bothered.”

“I’m not hot and bothered.”

“It turns you on. Otherwise... you wouldn’t have mentioned the suit. It’s not a big deal at this point anyway.”

“We’ll see if it turns me on. I don’t know yet,” she replied, and called the waiter to bring us the check.

I then went to the restroom, thinking that our night, outside our lair, wouldn’t yield anything more, but I was very wrong.


CHAPTER 10

Once in the bathroom, I wondered if what was happening was what we wanted, what María wanted, or if it was some kind of arrangement or makeshift solution to avoid complicating our lives further. It was difficult to know, as the shock of feeling I was losing her was still present, and surely there remained in her a residue of disappointment from my betrayal.

I left the restroom, expecting to find María standing by the bar waiting for me, but instead I found María, yes standing by the bar, but accompanied by three people.

It took me a tenth of a second to realize they weren’t people she knew, that she had been literally accosted by two guys and a girl, all three well-dressed and approximately our age. I became extremely tense and didn’t want to intervene, wanting to study the situation, trying to deduce what was happening: I couldn’t tell if the three were friends or if she was the partner of one of them, but what was clear was that the tallest one was taking the initiative, speaking close to María, which didn’t seem particularly necessary since the music wasn’t loud enough to require raising one’s voice.

I, facing them, standing apart about three meters away, watched how she, with her purse hanging from her left shoulder and her jacket draped over her right arm, received this harassment, forming two pairs, and all this without her having closed that button I had undone.

María glanced at me fleetingly while that tall man brought his face close to hers and spoke into her ear. And again I felt that tingling sensation of seeing her under attack. The redness in her cheeks hadn’t subsided since I had left her there, having planted in her imagination the idea of being fucked that night, not by me, but by the strap-on, disguised as that immodest and wealthy old man.

I looked around and became aware then that the atmosphere was strange. There were groups of friends, dressed as if they had come directly from their offices, but there were also couples who didn’t seem to have much familiarity with each other. First dates… second dates… and something told me there were also not entirely licit couples, that some married woman or married man was there, enjoying not the crime itself, but the preparation for it, which could end up being even more desired than the crime itself.

I looked at them again. The button remained cruelly undone and the neckline was an abusive invitation. The guy was gesticulating, as if not wanting to give her a respite that might lead to a goodbye.

She was rolling up sleeves that were already rolled up, finishing a drink that was already finished, and tilting her head to allow him to bring his mouth to her ear, with a mixture of allowing herself to be desired and indifference that I could never understand how she could navigate with such mastery along that line. Each advance he made was accompanied by a glance at her neckline and subtle movements of one of his hands landing on her waist. And she allowed it. She allowed herself to be harassed. She allowed herself to be looked at… and then I understood what was happening: she had undoubtedly been comfortable with Carlos, had undoubtedly appreciated and enjoyed his gallantry, his correctness, his closeness and his good manners, but she had been left wanting to be desired in another way, to feel the dirty desire in someone else’s eyes, to feel the indecent gaze, to feel the more animal, more crude, more clumsy harassment. To feel the sexual need from the other party, to feel that her interlocutor wanted to fuck her… to see in the other’s eyes the appetite, the whim, and the naive hope of what might happen. And there she moved better, felt more powerful, showing that disdain and that despotic lack of appetite, showing indifference and cockiness. If, on top of that, there was coincidentally a neckline that could mislead the suitor, the ambush was even more perfect.

I saw she had her mobile phone in her hand, so I wrote to her:

“Do you want me to leave?”

I barely had any hope, and then I realized that I hadn’t made any progress. That I wanted everything to happen again.

She looked at her phone and, while the guy was serving himself a drink and giving her a breather, she replied:

“Go outside. I’ll be there in two minutes.”

I obeyed, nervous, but not before taking one last look, and seeing how she rolled her shirt sleeves back to their place, put on her jacket and brought her hands to the nape of her neck to let all her hair fall back with an exaggerated movement. She didn’t touch her button, and the neckline seemed almost even more inappropriate and out of place having covered everything except precisely a cleavage that had little of the diminutive about it.

Once outside, I imagined a desperate attempt at a kiss, seeing that she was leaving him, and I was tempted to go back in. I didn’t know what to do. That damned “what if” was haunting me again, and it was damned both for being intense and for being desired. I wasn’t capable, once again, of keeping so many fronts open, of wanting that guy to kiss her, of wanting to get home to fuck her pretending to be Carlos, and at the same time having to confess to her that Begoña knew things she shouldn’t know.

I was in that speculative chaos when I turned and saw her come out, alone, now closing that button, as if nothing had happened, placing herself, without intending to, or perhaps yes, above all of the male sex; as a whole, weak men who, just because of that trifle, just because of one extra button, get excited and aroused like animals in heat.

“Well… how did it go?” I asked, approaching with unchaste intentions.

“Fine.”

“Did he try to kiss you?”

“What?”

“Did he try to kiss you?”

“What? What are you talking about? You’re crazy…” she said, pushing me away slightly.

I closed that distance she had created and wanted to kiss her. I managed to make our lips touch. And again that rejection.

“Stop. Come on. Don’t be clingy. Where’s the car?”

“Did you lead that guy on...? Tell me,” I almost begged her to at least give me something.

“No way. Don’t talk nonsense,” she responded, chastising me, making me feel small then, so small that I enjoyed it.

I knew she wasn’t going to elaborate on that guy’s dirty looks, as she had a more powerful game in mind. Her hurry revealed that what we would do at home could be especially intense.

Driving home, I thought about how she had talked about Carlos and that crazy idea of confessing our game to him. Also how quickly she had agreed to fantasize about him, and I remembered that man, also older, from our trip to the United States. I thought that perhaps I had been missing the mark with young guys or those our age, when she felt a strange attraction to older men. As usual, I didn’t take long to voice my concern in a somewhat obtuse way.

“María... do you remember that gentleman from the United States? Was he more attractive than Carlos?”

She remained silent. I was looking at the road and didn’t know if she was giving up on me and wouldn’t deign to answer, or if she was wondering what to say.

“I don’t know, Pablo... To tell you the truth, I don’t really remember what he looked like.”

She then took her phone and I said:

“Come on. Reply to Carlos. It’s more childish to deliberately delay responding than to do it now.”

“It’s not deliberate. Just look at what time it is.”

I insisted then, until I became aware that I was being annoying.

When I thought she would end up ignoring me and leaving me talking to myself, I heard:

“Fine...” she almost sighed, and I saw out of the corner of my eye how she was typing.

“What are you saying to him?”

“I’m saying... ‘I had a good time too.’ Happy?”

I remained quiet for a moment. The truth was that I didn’t expect her to respond with much more content. And I began to imagine what would happen when we got home... How far she would go... If she would call me Carlos while I fucked her with the harness... How I could get into character... If she would allow me to kiss her or if she would give me the joy of not allowing it.

“He’s written to me again,” María said then.

“Oh, really? What did he say?”

“Should I read it to you?”

“Yes,” I replied with a little tingle.

“He says: I’ve already dropped my son off with his mother. Don’t take it the wrong way if I tell you that tonight left me wanting more. Wish you were still around. Though I suppose you’re already at home with your boyfriend.”

It seemed a bit strange to me, somewhat rushed, as he struck me as someone who carefully times things. Although I was aware of what María was, undoubtedly someone with whom to make exceptions or commit errors due to impatience.

I was about to ask María if she was going to respond when I saw her writing.

“What are you telling him?”

“Nothing, I’m just telling him that he’s right that I’m with you, but not that I’m at home.”

María locked her phone, but it immediately lit up. She unlocked it and read aloud:

“Then why don’t the three of us meet now.”

“Seriously?” I asked, even more surprised.

“Yes... It seems he’s more eager to meet you than to see me again, don’t you think?” she said as she typed.

“What are you answering?”

“Good night,” she replied.

“Just like that? Exactly that.”

“Yes.”

Before I could start lamenting, as the idea of the three of us meeting undoubtedly appealed to me, María’s phone lit up again. Carlos was calling her. María answered and, after several evasive responses, she stopped talking, and then asked:

“Let’s see... I don’t know... It’s a bit late. Where is that?”

I looked at her, with her legs crossed, thus showing quite a bit of thigh, thigh that Carlos might have seen in an identical situation, perhaps that explained his rush... And with the seatbelt wedged between her breasts, and with a gesture that was meant to be indolent, but only succeeded in making her more desirable. And with a blush on her cheeks of someone who knows she’s coveted and isn’t entirely displeased by that ambition, not to succumb to it, but to handle it with authority, power, and even sadism.


CHAPTER 11

Thanks to a look that expressed not only my agreement, but my interest, María knew she didn’t even need to ask me. She then accepted that man’s proposal, and I turned the car around. In ten minutes we would be where Carlos had indicated.

Perhaps nothing would really happen. Perhaps we were going there just to chat with him. Nothing more. To chat with a client from María’s office because she had made a good impression on him. Or perhaps it was all self-deception and we no longer knew how to abandon our game without abandoning it.

While driving, I thought about how a month had passed since the catharsis, but that a partial purge was taking place, since everything with Carlos was flowing in a surprisingly simple way; as if we were following an obvious path, without extreme refusals or blatant deceptions.

Then my mind turned to my other open issue, and began to warn me that the longer I postponed my confession about Begoña, the harder it would be to justify my delay.

Finally, the real world pulled me from my musings, and I glimpsed a large open area, with a building behind it and not too many parked cars. Everything very disjointed. Half-finished. With a housing development next door, half-built, and the background sound of an airplane that had just taken off. 

“There. Park there if you want. That’s his car,” said María, pointing to a dark sedan.

I parked where she indicated, we got out of the car and walked across the dirt clearing toward the hotel, which was about thirty meters further back. I immediately saw that the entire ground floor was illuminated and almost completely enclosed by large glass walls, in what appeared to be a spacious lobby with an even larger lounge. Once we entered, I didn’t have time to guess what exactly we were doing there, past two in the morning on that Friday, as I felt María being approached by someone.

Of respectable height, with good broad shoulders, yet still slender, with gray hair and somewhat wrinkled skin, in specific expression lines and weathered by the sun; that man, in a tan-colored suit and white shirt, presented himself to me extending his hand with an abundant smile and eyes as clear as they were small.

It’s not that I had imagined him differently, since I hadn’t imagined him at all, but I didn’t see a decrepit man but rather a gentleman with poise and maturity, who invited us to walk with him, past the bar, and to sit on a white sofa, more than large enough, in front of a glass table. There were quite a few people, many with suitcases, which surprised me at that hour, and an instrumental melody was playing, the kind meant to sedate, but which usually makes me nervous.

He didn’t choose the armchair, but also joined us on the sofa, with María in the middle, and soon he was explaining the urban development possibilities of the area, gesturing almost more with his small eyes, where there seemed to be no pupil but a uniform mass of blue iris, than with his hands. The three of us conversed in a relaxed manner, but aware of the elephant in the room: María’s confession about why she had met with him hours earlier.

“Better to order something. What do you think? They only serve at the bar here, no matter who you are,” he finally said, somewhat pretentiously, and I made a move to get up, as did María.

“Four hands will be enough,” he assured, gesturing to me to sit back down, thus choosing his companion in a manner as subtle as it was captious.

“I was going to ask what you want, but I’m sure she already knows,” he spoke again, as she complained about the excessive heat and took off her jacket, which I took and placed on the sofa behind me.

As they walked toward the bar, I looked around for faces of disbelief and disapproval. Faces of reproach toward her and envy toward him, seeing a knockout thirty-five-year-old with an old man in his fifties, but the truth was they didn’t clash that much. It wasn’t like seeing her with a Marcos or a Víctor. And, besides, that lounge wasn’t a dismal, dark pub, so they looked more like an experienced boss and a meteoric-rise boss on a business trip than a dirty chain of favors. I then discovered the importance of context.

I watched them walk away and María’s blue silk shirt seemed to ripple with each step, producing an image of fineness and delicacy that contrasted with the sturdy, yet slender, bearing of a forceful Carlos, who clearly took care of himself.

Before I could realize it, they were talking with another couple, there, at the bar. And it was impossible for me to know if they had just met or if they were acquaintances of Carlos, as he seemed to have enough people skills to lead to those kinds of doubts.

I wondered why he had agreed to meet, with me present and knowing about María’s two mantras, and I couldn’t figure it out. And I wondered why María had done it, and I could suspect her motive: perhaps a second chance to try what she hadn’t yet achieved with Carlos but achieved with everyone else: That nervous misstep. That rushed phrase. That dirty look. That “I want to fuck you,” said with the eyes. “Polite yes, but desire me like no other.”

They left the other couple, turning then toward the bar, and in that turn there was no intimate gesture, no hand on the waist, perhaps because he knew the prohibition rule, nor attempt at anything. Then they walked back toward me and sat in the same order and once again the conversation became restrained. He, correct, looked at both me and her when speaking to us, but the feeling was that he sought her out more. So I soon asked permission to excuse myself and stood up, and moved away a bit, until I reached the large glass wall, out of that need to see her approached, but, above all, because I suspected that perhaps my presence was what was hindering the proper course of the conversation.

The Pablo of a year ago would have stayed on that sofa. Nervous. Imagining outrageous things. And perhaps even bringing up truly scandalous topics himself. But there I was, contemplating the city lights, with my drink. Tense, yes, but also with an experience that helped me not to accelerate when it wasn’t appropriate.

After waiting a reasonable amount of time, I turned back and saw them, just as I had left them: he was sitting with a very straight back, looking at her and nodding serenely, and María with her legs crossed, turned toward him, but without a twist of her torso that would indicate exclusive dedication, and, as I approached and could begin to understand what they were saying, I knew I had been right. Yes, the topic they were discussing was the one it should be. My absence had helped. Carlos had probably assumed that I had more power and influence than I actually did, and he had found it difficult to bring up the subject while I was present. That said, he seemed intelligent enough to quickly realize that mine was only the original idea and the attempts at manipulation; everything else was managed and under María’s control.

“Yes, that’s basically it. Fantasizing about it later at home,” she said.

“And have you done it many times?” Carlos asked, as I sat down.

“No. Not many.”

“Well, we all have our things, if the police could read my mind, I’d surely be in jail by now,” he said, as if trying to downplay the game that María was confessing to him again.

“Oh, really? Like what?” she asked.

“What do I think about...?”

“Yes... what is that... or those things... so... punishable...” said María, engaged in the conversation while intoning her words with cynical apathy.

“No. No. Tonight is not my night,” he replied, now always addressing her.

“There must be something mild you could... testify to as well.”

“The mild stuff doesn’t interest anyone. And you, least of all,” said Carlos, drinking from his glass and placing it back on the glass table, barely half a meter from her.

“Well, suppose I am interested... Maybe three or four mild ones make a strong one,” said María, not wanting to let him off the hook.

Carlos remained thoughtful for a moment and said:

“I won’t tell you four mild ones. Mainly because I don’t want to bore you, but... well... one could be... your heels.”

“What about them?”

“Not the shoes themselves. But how you wear them. How you walk in them.”

“Yes... That’s mild... yes,” she laughed, powerful but also somewhat blushing.

“And...” he continued, “another mild one could be... Looking. Everyone likes to look.”

María settled a bit more comfortably on the sofa, with her legs permanently crossed, and, as a consequence of her movement, her back almost came into contact with my torso.

She then turned her face. Close to me. Close to mine. And she looked at me. And, reclining almost against my chest, which, upright, didn’t move an inch, I understood she was willing to give him a handout. I lowered my face slightly and our lips met. She opened her mouth minimally and our mouths merged. Suddenly we were kissing. In front of him. Her tongue was pure moisture and my skin tingled every time it touched mine. Her cold lips made me shiver and the kiss lasted for a few seconds during which I could think that this kiss didn’t excite her at all, because of me, but perhaps it did because of him, or because of what it could awaken and make grow in him.

She initiated the kiss when she wanted and ended it when she wanted. She then turned her face forward and, somewhat tipsy or modest, or both, or pretending the latter, she brought her hand to the glass that lay on the table.

María then took a sip, but it was a different sip from the previous ones, because now she was looking at him while drinking. And he, not only did not flinch, but said:

“Again.”


CHAPTER 12

I didn't understand where all this was leading. María was using me to empower herself and to charge him with desire, but he demonstrated with every gesture and his measured voice that he wasn't like the others.

María shook her head dismissively, and a thick silence fell. I looked around and noticed there were fewer and fewer people, and I wondered if the bar would close and if the music would stop.

“Better tell me another one of your mild things,” she finally said.

“Forget about mild things... Tell me about that guy from Madrid,” Carlos blurted out.

I looked up at him. He maintained the same serenity, with no apparent intention of startling her. But his statement revealed that during my time by the glass wall, they had had enough time not only to resume one confession but to plant the seed of another.

It struck me how he was now only speaking to her, and I wondered why he had requested my presence. It would still be some time before I knew why.

“There's not much to tell. That was a while ago. We don't do that anymore.”

“Why not?”

“Well, because... it became dangerous.”

“Dangerous as in you might start liking the... lover more than the boyfriend...?” he asked, harshly, but again without seeming provocative, just mature, calling things by their name.

“No, no...” María wanted to clarify, “dangerous because... for example... that guy from Madrid specifically went a bit crazy. After all, you end up... in an enclosed space, with a stranger... who could be... a... I don't know, just that, a crazy person, and... also, let's say... alcohol involved... I don't know...”

“But what did he do that made you feel in danger?”

“Well, look... I think I remember at one point he said something like... like he was going to pee on me, and if I moved away... he'd slap me.”

I was petrified. But Carlos didn't seem alarmed in the slightest.

“That thing about... peeing on someone... It's quite intense. In both directions,” he said, somewhat enigmatically, but without changing his tone. “Although, in any case, that's where Pablo would come in, right?” he said, mentioning me, but without looking at me.

María drank from her glass again, with her legs crossed and almost pressed against me, maintaining a prudent distance from him, although if he wanted to try to break the no-touching rule, he could reach her by extending his arm.

There was a tension that I wasn't sure was strictly sexual or more about dominance. María seemed to enjoy the liberation of confessing all this, in dribs and drabs and in her own way, to someone who wasn't a judgmental friend. It was like confessing a sexual height that she seemed to want to show off.

“And how do you choose them?” he asked.

“I choose them,” María responded quickly, wanting to make it clear that this was her decision, and I had the feeling that in that answer she was framing, especially to herself, that Edu had never chosen, that Marcos and Víctor were absurd and frustrated attempts, that she was in charge.

“I should also clarify that we're doing very well,” she continued, “that one thing has nothing to do with the other.”

“I have no doubt,” he replied and announced that he would go to the restroom and would be right back.

We were then left alone and in silence until I heard:

“What's wrong? Doesn't he believe we're doing well?” she asked, having interpreted or suspected that Carlos had answered with irony.

We drank. Silent. If I was starting to feel the alcohol, she must have been feeling it more, having been drinking for more hours than I had.

I considered asking her what we were doing, but I knew she would respond with a “nothing, just talking” or one of her usual evasions in those contexts. But I knew she was plotting something, and something imminent, and I wasn't wrong.

Setting the pace, with precise calm, she waited until Carlos was about to come out of the bathroom and wanted to prove to him; wanted him to see clearly during his entire walk from the restroom to our sofa that we were doing well: She leaned back against my chest, almost on my shoulder, seeking another kiss, a kiss that began... and lengthened... mutating into a subtly dirty make-out session in which her tongue was surely visible for tenths of a second to anyone who wanted to look. I sensed Carlos taking his seat as the kiss continued, calmer now, but increasingly wet. My hand went to her neck, to hold her face and cling to that aggressive tongue that sought to clarify that there was plenty of desire there, without needing anything else, in what was a deception that, at minimum, two out of three of us knew about.

The kiss ended, she returned to her drink, and Carlos chose not to comment on the kiss, but did continue his investigation:

“I want you to tell me about the night with that guy. Or with any other. Once you were already together.”

“Once together? What do you want to know? The positions?” María mocked.

“No. The limits.”

“There aren't many limits. He fucks me. Pablo watches. He leaves.”

“Does he just watch?”

“Well, in this last... and distant case... he did participate a little.”

On one hand, I still didn’t understand where all this was going, and on the other, I wanted María to develop what she was holding back, as it seemed she felt that by elaborating she might lose something; she seemed to want to keep him there, begging for information and searching for the precise questions.

There was a silence and Carlos looked at his watch. I knew then that I should act:

“You can tell him everything. Everything about that night.”

“Oh, really? Everything?” she asked.

“Yes... About the harness too. For example.”

At that moment, it was the first time Carlos showed a subtle gesture of surprise.

“Are you sure?” María asked, her tone suggesting that this information might make me look bad rather than her.

I gestured to indicate she had free rein, and she began:

“Alright. Let’s see...” she said, sitting up straight. “We met the guy around there. But nothing happened. He gave me his phone number and once we got back to the hotel, we... felt like playing... I wrote to him. He came. We... kissed right at the door... And... well... the bastard came ready... and...”

“Wasn’t he surprised that you were with someone else in the room?” he interrupted.

“Well... He didn’t ask many questions. And... anyway... It’s not like I remember that much... The thing is he started fucking me. Pretty hard. And... Pablo watched. As always. The guy was pretty hot, he had a lot of game, but I didn’t care... As long as he fucked me the way he was fucking me... Good body... Good cock... A stranger... The truth is it was... like a gift... If he hadn’t gotten aggressive it would have been perfect.”

I was amazed at the words she was using, but I understood what she was after. And Carlos watched her attentively, without apparent alteration. I wanted to see with my gaze if María was achieving her purpose and if his stoicism was feigned... and yes, I found the disturbance outside his face, and discovered that his fine tan suit pants were not the best garment to disguise the effects of that narration.

“He... he fucked me on the bed... In the shower... And... I don’t know at what point he saw that we had a harness in the suitcase... which is like... they’re like straps, attached to a cock that honestly looks real. And he asked what it was and I told him that Pablo sometimes wears it...”

I expected Carlos to ask her to clarify that strange toy, but he didn’t, and I could already glimpse a cock throbbing nervously under that man’s pants. And I thought that María, being as observant as I was or more, couldn’t possibly be unaware of it.

“The thing is Pablo ended up putting it on. Because... he inserts his member through the hole... and... well, after that, once he had it on, we played, the three of us, well, to say it in plain words they both fucked me at the same time,” she said, not strictly adhering to the truth.

“And what’s that for? Why doesn’t your boyfriend fuck you normally?” he asked, hitting the mark, with his uniform tone, but with his cock, stretched to one side, totally insolent, unmasking him.

“Well, let’s say... It’s all more... dirty that way.”

“Well, and let’s also say that I’m not particularly well-endowed,” I interrupted.

“Oh, you’re not?” Carlos asked. To her.

“No,” I answered while María drank, probably disagreeing with my confession, as she didn’t want Carlos to suspect that we were looking outside for what we couldn’t have at home. She remained obstinate that Carlos should think it was an absolutely voluntary game, not a necessary one.

“So now, you’d go home, he’d put that on... and pretend to be me?” he asked, in an affirmative tone, in a dialogue, always with her.

“Yes. I don’t know. Though I’m a bit tired tonight. Maybe another night. Or never. Or thinking about someone else.”

“Well, I’d like that.”

“For us to do it? With him pretending to be you?”

“Not just for you to do it. I’d like to see it.”

“I already told you we don’t do that anymore. Neither him watching... nor anyone else but him and me, and behind closed doors.”

“So I’m too late.”

“You could say that.”

They looked at each other, in a duel of egos, to see who was more cutting. When he took a sip of his drink, while looking at her, and a drop that fell from the base of the glass landed, innocently... but it fell on that cock that was rebelliously excited against the brown pants. It was now impossible for María not to have seen it, and even he seemed to realize that coincidence had just exposed him.

“Yes, it is late,” he said, placing his glass on the table. And he said he was going to pay. I told him I would do it, but he insisted, without looking at me.

Before I knew it, he was heading to the bar, I was picking up María's jacket, and we were left standing there.

She made a gesture, as if pulling her shirt away from her torso a bit, because of the temperature, and I approached her from behind:

“Are you satisfied now?”

“Why?”

“Nothing... Did you see his... cock?”

“Of course I saw it,” she replied without turning around.

We went to meet him and then headed out toward the cars. There wasn’t a soul in that open area, and I was trying to read María’s mind. She seemed not only satisfied with having aroused him, but I had the feeling she thought that perhaps a Carlos might be what could save us: a kind of middle ground, someone to play with without getting burned, as long as the two rules were followed.

I opened one of the back doors of my car and spread María’s jacket over the seat, when she, who was on the other side, ready to say goodbye and then get into the passenger seat, and next to Carlos, said:

“Sorry, Pablo, but I need to use the restroom. I have to go back inside. So I’ll say goodbye to you now.”

“It’ll be closed by now,” said Carlos, while I was walking around my car and joining the improvised corridor formed by the two cars.

“Really?” María asked.

“Yes, but you can pee here.”

There was silence. His tone was the same as always, but not quite, as it was calm but now sounded somewhat authoritative.

“You want me to pee here?” María asked, even somewhat defiantly.

“Right here. I’d love it.”

“And you’d watch, right? Is that one of your crazy things? Do you go out at night to watch drunk girls pee in corners?”

“I don’t go that far, but I don’t mind when it happens. Like now. And especially if it’s not a drunk girl, but a woman like you... Who doesn’t like seeing glamour becoming humanized.”

María looked him in the eyes. I didn’t exist. There was a dense, hot mist, and a slight breeze that made María’s hair flutter a little.

She brought both hands under her skirt. Looking at him. Her skirt gathered up, though more in the back than in the front, so much that if someone had seen her from behind, they would surely have delighted in a resplendent backside in the darkness of the night. But from the front, she didn’t show anything. He took a step forward. And her panties began to descend. I couldn’t believe it, but at the same time it excited me... She lifted her skirt a bit and her panties descended until they bound her thighs, almost to her knees. Her pussy wasn’t visible, by miracle or by skill, leaving both of us wanting. And she squatted down, until she was in a crouching position. She was going to urinate right there. At any moment.

Once in that shameless position, she looked up, and moved her hair away from her face with a movement of her neck. She was staring at him. And I thought that, in what for any woman in the world would be a position of inferiority, she seemed to be the one playing with him.

I then began to hear the unmistakable sound of liquid hitting the ground of that open area... when Carlos wanted to approach.

“What are you doing? Don’t come closer,” said María, but he ignored her, until he positioned himself in front of her, and probably even got his shoes wet.

The sound of that flowing liquid continued. She kept looking up. The situation was unbearable, because he had gotten very close to her. When I saw Carlos maneuvering with his pants.

“What are you doing?” she asked. This time alarmed, as the sound of a belt buckle and a zipper could be heard.

I didn’t understand what he intended to do. I saw him half from behind. When I could glimpse from my position the revealing movement of an arm shaking... An arm that ended in a hand that was surely shaking his member.

Five minutes ago they were a polite businessman and an elegant executive having a cocktail in the lobby of an expensive hotel, and now she was urinating, crouching, between two cars, splashing her shoes, and he was jerking off inches from her body.

María didn’t protest and stopped looking only at his eyes to direct her gaze to the ground, and to his cock... and to one side... and back up again.

The noise coming from María’s hot liquid could still be heard clearly, and then Carlos, who anticipated the end of that urination was near, and who continued with his masturbation, said:

“Don’t get up.”

“If you touch me with that, I’ll smash your face,” she protested.

“And if only what’s inside touches you?”

“Is that it? You want to stain me...? That turns you on?”

María, with her heels dug into the gravel, with her naked pussy inches from the ground, with her panties stretched on both sides of her thighs, with her shirt and her hair waving, was provoking that gentleman who, despite the extravagance of the situation, hadn’t completely lost his gallantry.

I then took the necessary steps to stand beside him and saw more clearly how María's pussy, with the lips of her sex protruding outward more than usual, perhaps due to her position, expelled the last spurts... I saw how she urinated in front of him, and I could see the growing puddle and Carlos's splashed shoes, and I could see that cock: rock-hard, with the exposed glans, and large, substantial, powerful... and understandably desirable.

“Does this turn you on? Does seeing me pee turn you on? If you stain my clothes, I’ll kill you...”

I then looked at that cock even more intently, being jerked with a strange style.

It seemed like it would explode over María at any moment.

“Come. Get on your knees,” he said, stepping back a bit, and I could better see the puddle in front of her, and Carlos's expensive shoes, chaotically irrigated.

“I’m not going to kneel here... Just come already and be done with it.”

“So you want me to come then...” he finally panted a little, and positioned himself very close to her again.

A few eternal seconds passed. With that liquid soundtrack and, for the first time, his urgency. Until that sound stopped being heard... which told us that the urination had finished, and she didn’t seem willing to stay in that position for his pure delight. Carlos’s opportunity was vanishing, as she stood up, cutting off his temptation to stain her.

He surely cursed that movement, but he couldn’t stop her, because he didn’t want to and couldn’t break the rules, and verbally María wouldn’t obey, and trying physically was forbidden.

And she began to pull up her panties, very close to him. Face to face. Even with deliberate slowness. Now leaving, without hesitation, her bare ass exposed from behind and her splendid, swollen pussy in front. And he continued masturbating.

She adjusted her panties calmly, enjoying herself, as if she were alone, and lowered her skirt until she looked perfect. But he didn’t stop jerking off in front of her. And then María extended the right sleeve of her shirt, pulling at the cuff, until it completely covered her hand.

“Don’t touch me, as I won’t touch you,” María said then, and he released his member, and she began to wrap her hand around his cock, but without skin-to-skin contact, as the shirt sleeve was in between. He stared at her and let her complete that strange operation.

“I’ll jerk you off like this and that’s the end of the night, okay?” she whispered while already masturbating him.

Carlos showed no sign of surprise, despite her curious maneuver, perhaps because the kinkiness and pleasure overshadowed everything, and he tilted his head back and put his hands on his hips. María watched him as she jerked him, at a considerable rhythm, mechanical, imposing, in an agitated movement that made her breasts sway under her shirt.

“Like this? Do you like it like this... quick? Will you finish soon this way?” she moaned, cocky, while he was already opening his mouth.

The image of the two of them, over that puddle, in that almost dreamlike dimness, with the wind stirring María’s hair and her stirring his cock, but without actually touching him, was so erotic that I thought I would die. Carlos only felt the touch of the subtle silk on his member, but at the same time the relentless hardness of that aggressive jerking from the delicate but iron hand hiding behind it.

“Do you want to come like this...? Huh...?” she whispered, stepping back a bit, ready for him to ejaculate onto that ground that she herself had moistened, while he panted with his eyes closed.

“Ugh... God...” he gasped. “No... Stop...!”

“Yes...?”

“Yes, stop,” he said... returning to reality, opening his eyes.

She released him then and his cock remained firm, pointing at her, extremely reddened.

María readjusted her shirt sleeve and he, intending to cover himself, but knowing it was impossible with his cock in that state, said:

“Let’s go to your place. I want to watch you two.”

“Now?” she asked.

“Yes, now. Come in my car. We’ll follow him. And we’ll talk a bit. Let’s calm down,” he said, tucking his still very bulging and almost soaked cock back into his underwear and suit pants.

His change surprised me, from letting himself be handled to wanting to take charge. Something didn’t fit for me.

“No, no... Nobody enters our home. You know the rule. Him and me. Behind closed doors.”

“If it’s a matter of jurisdiction, I’m sure there are rooms available here,” he responded, referring to the hotel we had just been in. Composed now. As if nothing had happened.

“It’s just that... we don’t have the... elements... here either,” she said, slightly avoiding him and moving away, intending to get into our car.

“Jurisdiction and logistics, then.”

“Whatever you want. Come on, let’s go,” she said, not addressing me, but meant for me.

“Looking at the medium term, I’m glad the problems are jurisdictional and logistical, not about consent or willingness.”

María sighed then, her hand already on the car door handle, not wanting any more confrontation:

“Yes, yes. Of course. There’s plenty of willingness. Good night.”


CHAPTER 13

Driving home, I glanced at her sideways and was surprised by her sudden seriousness. I thought about waiting for her to start the conversation, but doing so would mean falling back into past mistakes, so I chose to speak first. I wasn’t going to tell her about Begoña yet, as I’d already decided to tell her another day, pretending she had just contacted me. But I did want to try to inquire about what we had just experienced, about what had happened and why we had opened up to him like that.

She didn’t answer the second question at all. She didn’t seem in the mood to talk, but I persisted:

“I don’t know what happened, María... I don’t know if this is what you want... If this works for us... It’s true he seems like a serious guy, someone we could play with... but I don’t know. After all, with this no-touching thing, it’s like we’ve switched roles, isn’t it? I mean...”

“Enough, Pablo.”

“No, listen. If it had ended up at our place and I pretend... to be him... and he watches... That would be fine... but... that’s not the game...”

“All or nothing then?”

“I don’t know...”

“At least I’m trying, Pablo. I’m trying to save this by finding solutions that aren’t dangerous.”

“But would that be enough for you?”

“What exactly?”

“Well, that... no one touches you.”

“I don’t understand why you’re overthinking this. It was exciting without having to lead to something crazy. If we never see him again, then ciao. And if something similar happens another night, then fine. I’m really surprised that you, of all people, expect to have everything perfectly clear at... almost four in the morning.”

I didn’t want to argue anymore. That “save this” she had uttered hung in the air and had undoubtedly been a warning. María never said anything without reason. Besides, I was aroused and feared that with so much conflict, the sexual tension that had built up would disappear, and I wanted things to happen when we got home.

Indeed, as we rode up in the elevator, I cursed our confrontation in the car, realizing we would hardly play out the fantasy of me being Carlos. While she was looking at herself in the mirror, I placed one of my hands on her waist, and she subtly pushed me away. When she rejected a kiss, it was usually a good sign, but rejecting a simple touch was a worrying signal.

Once in the bedroom, María took off her jacket, high heels, and skirt. We weren’t talking. I dreaded a lethal “I’m tired” coming at any moment. In her underwear and shirt, she checked her phone, read something there, and I was tempted to ask who had written to her as she placed her phone on the nightstand.

On edge, both about her phone and whether we were just going to sleep or if much more awaited me, I couldn’t help asking:

“So... what are we doing?”

“Talk, right? Since you’re so chatty.”

I remained silent for a moment. María was brushing her hair back. Imperturbable. And I didn’t know if she was being serious.

“You don’t need to put on any outfit. Just put that thing on and that’s it,” she said dryly.

I tried not to show obvious satisfaction and began to undress. I went to the closet and put it on without any problem, as with my almost permanent semi-erection, it was easy. While doing so, I glanced sideways as she checked her phone again, but she didn’t seem to be typing, so I thought perhaps she was just checking some notifications.

Completely naked, with that flesh-colored contraption well adjusted, I turned toward her as she placed her phone back on the nightstand and rolled up her sleeves almost to her elbows. She then turned off the light, leaving us illuminated only by a mixture of city lights and an almost dreamlike twilight, and approached me.

“So I’m Carlos,” I said, excited and also somewhat nervous, while she fixed her hair again.

She didn’t respond and took one of her hands to that cock, which was his, and squeezed it firmly while with her other hand she unbuttoned her shirt with as much deliberation as dexterity.

“He... wasn’t bad, was he? His cock...” I insisted.

She finished unbuttoning and separated her shirt on both sides of her breasts, covered by a substantial navy blue bra.

“He had a good cock... for an older man...” I persevered.

María seemed mesmerized, staring fixedly at that cock, caressing it with both hands.

“Who would have thought he would be... so well-equipped... at that age...” I reiterated.

“Is it supposed to shrink after fifty or what?” she whispered.

“No... but...” I began to respond while, surprised, I saw María kneeling. In front of me. In front of him.

She caressed that inert shaft with one hand, while the other rested on one of her thighs, and she began to give small kisses on that rubber. The image was tremendously impactful. María went from reluctance to listen to me, to the most suffocating eroticism, for him, and for herself, in tenths of a second.

I was aware that I had to be Carlos, that I had to stop talking in the third person, but when María showed herself to be so erotic, I would become blocked.

I placed my hands on my hips, while my member throbbed inside that cylinder that was receiving a kind of affectionate massage from her hand and her little kisses, and I thought about what to say.

María then lowered her hand, leaving both hands motionless on her thighs, closed her eyes, stuck out her tongue, and gave it a touch with it, subtle but prolonged, which made that cock bounce upward. And she did it again. And again. In some heartfelt licks that made that fake member rebound and that would make it tear up and even drip if that cock were real.

“Mmm... That’s it...” I said, sounding strange to myself.

She wrapped the entire tip with her tongue, making a circle, and I whispered:

“How well you suck me...”

I looked down and could see how there was saliva that was beginning to flow, discreetly, from the corner of María’s lips, impregnating that tip that was receiving that wet rubbing from her tongue, but it wasn’t quite receiving the prize of being welcomed into her mouth.

“You were left wanting more there... while you were peeing between the two cars...”

María brought her hands to her breasts and, while embracing them, swallowed for the first time that glans that was already glistening, making an exaggerated movement with her neck. And again. She moved her neck, back and forth. Giving an impressive and involved blowjob.

“Fuck... That’s it... You wanted to eat it while you were peeing... Huh...”

She was doing that for a few seconds, absorbed, in her own world. With that neck movement and with her hands, soft but firm, filling the cups of her bra, and undoubtedly imagining that, after peeing in front of him, she had agreed to put it in her mouth. I felt her so gone that I could almost feel how she was there and I was him.

She ended up pulling back a little and let a thread of saliva create a bridge between her lips and that cock. She opened her eyes and looked at that trickle, and leaned back more, and ended up breaking it with her hand.

“You like to eat... cocks... in... parking lots... at dawn...”

“Pablo,” she said then.

“What.”

“I can imagine it myself. Okay?” she cut me off.

I remained silent for a moment, while she straightened up a bit, without ceasing to be on her knees, took off her shirt and placed it on the bed.

“I thought you wanted me to talk.”

“Let’s do something, okay? I’m going to touch myself, imagining on my own, and when I’m about to. About to... come... You take that off.”

“I take this off... and? But then?”

“You take that off... and... ejaculate... okay? Whatever you can. I mean. On top of me. Whatever you can.”

“No... I don’t know if I’ll have time...” I said, but we both knew that once my member was free, in just four or five strokes... it would explode.

If there was any doubt that this would happen, María brought her hands behind her, to the clasp of her bra, and her tits emerged, beautiful, dancing from the liberation, and swaying heavy and hypnotic when she stretched out her arm to place it on the bed, next to the shirt.

She positioned herself again. Closed her eyes. Held that big cock with one hand. And lowered the other, which disappeared under her panties.

She spat, almost without making a sound, on the tip, stuck out her tongue again, and again put it in her mouth, and again that neck movement, but this time she accompanied everything with that furtive hand that rubbed her clitoris with mastery. I looked down and saw how those two fingers disappeared under the navy blue silk and how that elbow, which moved vehemently, produced in her whole torso a swaying that made her breasts shake.

I wanted to venture to touch her, and I dared to bring one of my hands to her head, and entangle my fingers in her hair, accompanying, without matching, that rhythmic movement of María’s head as she became engrossed in sucking that inert cock, imagining that she was eating it from that gentleman. María returned to that esplanade, drove her knees into the earth wet from her own urine, and ate it with as much class as eagerness from that old man. And while she was sucking it, her hand eroded her clitoris until it made her breathe agitatedly and made her pussy open, hungry and eager for its turn to come soon.

María replaced her agitated breathing with gasps, and I could see how saliva fell from the corner of her lips, down to her cleavage. And some shameless muffled “Hmmm!” “Hmmmmm!” began to be heard, while her tits shook, her neck continued with the swaying, and her hand altered her sex until it opened wide. And more “Hmmmm!” were heard and an “Ahhmmm!” escaped her for an instant when she separated her mouth a little, while she imagined that cock was Carlos’s, which was killing her with pleasure, kneeling in the mud, but powerful at the same time.

“Now...” she whimpered, pulling away a little and surprising me with her promptness.

And I then withdrew, quickly, trembling, excited, nervous; I was taking that thing off in a hurry, while I couldn’t stop looking at how she masturbated, with that hand under her panties, with her eyes closed and with her tits dancing... I was taking that thing off and she opened her mouth and gasped, almost gone: “Hmmmm!”, “Ahhmmmm!” and I dropped that harness and brought my hand to my cock, which, rock hard, had been waiting for a long time... and she opened her eyes and gasped:

“I’m coming...! Ah...!! I’m comiiing!!” she moaned as her hand accelerated even more if possible, and her elbow moved even faster and her breasts almost bounced, swollen and firm and I approached her, leaning over her cleavage, and she moaned: “I’m coming!! Oh Goood!!” “Carlos!!” “Cum on me!! Cum on meee!!!!” and my jerking became brutal and I felt myself exploding, and I stopped my hand, and with my eyes half-closed, already feeling the wave of pleasure that was going to end at the tip of my cock... I let myself go... I let myself burst over her... And she raised her neck, as if wanting not to receive Carlos’s semen on her face, but on her cleavage and breasts... waiting for the impact... and a dense drop detached from that tip and spilled over my hand and then yes, a whitish shot, violently erupted from me, and reached her neck, and I opened my eyes wide and watched with disappointment how that shot had been minimal and how what continued to flow wasn’t shooting out, but rather sliding, like a fountain without pressure, down my shaft and my hand, without splashing her... And I continued feeling pleasure, but a frustrated pleasure, while she kept moaning, still hopeful to feel a good hot lash that would fill her and with which she could experience that it was Carlos who was bathing her.

But she didn’t receive any more impact, and she, still with her eyes closed, finished her orgasm and brought one hand to that ridiculous whitish stain, excited that enough had fallen to spread it... and thus kill him with pleasure... but she soon realized that that meager drop wasn’t enough for absolutely anything.

She opened her eyes. She removed her hand from her sex. She looked at my member, shrinking and soaked with a thick white mass and said, standing up:

“Don’t worry. I’ll clean you up now.”

And she then walked to the bathroom, in search of toilet paper, not concerned that what had landed on her neck might run down her cleavage, because there was barely anything that could leave a trail, while in my head her last phrase echoed, which for being protective sounded especially humiliating.

She gave me paper, and while I cleaned myself, I saw how she put on her pajamas, physically satisfied by her orgasm, but with a frustration inside her, intangible and buried. The umpteenth one.

Both of us now in bed, with the light off, I wondered if we were really going anywhere with this. I wondered if we really had any salvation or if we had actually been doomed for months.

“Will you take me to the train station tomorrow, then?” she asked, from the other side of the bed, without coming closer.

“Yes. Of course. I always take you,” I answered. Without moving.


CHAPTER 14

The next morning, while I was having breakfast with María, my phone, which was lying there, innocently placed and visible to both of us, lit up, and we could clearly see a string of numbers and a brief “Have you found out anything”.

María got up almost simultaneously, and she didn’t seem to have noticed that someone had texted me, much less that this someone was Begoña. My girlfriend walked toward the bathroom and I, still startled, replied that I hadn’t.

“Well, Eduardo just left. And I have found out a lot, I mean, I talked to him about it. Can I call you?”

“No, I’m with María. But what did he tell you?” I responded, nervous, not believing that twenty seconds ago I had been calmly eating breakfast.

“Well, call me when you can,” she replied, and I dropped the phone on the table with a sigh.

I could hear María still in the bathroom and I looked at her phone. It was too tempting. Although my intentions weren’t about María and Edu but about María and Carlos. I picked up her mobile and quickly checked her conversations, and there was the last exchange with him, but I confirmed they hadn’t texted anything else once we got home, and the truth is I felt I would have preferred the opposite.

María then came out of the bathroom, I returned her phone to its original position and told myself that I needed to find out as soon as possible what Begoña knew, and then devise an urgent plan about when and what I would tell my girlfriend about this posh girl and her recent communication with me.

At the train station, María gave me a quick kiss and got out of the car. I still didn’t know if she would return the next evening or on Monday for work. She walked away and I didn’t start the car, but waited, hopeful, to see if she would turn around before disappearing completely, gracing me with any gesture, but she ended up getting lost in the crowd.

I didn’t understand what was happening to me. I seemed to have some kind of bad feeling, or maybe I was just more sensitive than usual, but I felt that since our encounter with Carlos, María had been more distant.

I took my phone and hesitated about writing something affectionate to her, when the need to solve my problem with Begoña crossed my mind. I didn’t want to delay it, avoiding the reappearance of that old me, and I called her without thinking further.

A few seconds after she picked up, I directly asked her what Edu had told her, and she said that he had left for Madrid a while ago, permanently, and that she had told him she had looked at his phone and made him confess. After telling me that, she said she preferred to tell me everything in person.

I insisted that she tell me over the phone, no matter how hard it was, continuing with my role of pretending to be a betrayed boyfriend, but my proposal was rejected with a firm “I’m not going to spend half an hour on the phone, plus my mother is going to call me, come over here. I’ll send you my location and the apartment number now. Take it or leave it.”

I barely knew her, but she spoke to me with familiarity, always seriously but at the same time with an undertone of lightness, of little importance, which was probably provided by youth. I was also surprised by how she ended up directing conversations until leading me into corners where the only escape was to comply with her conditions.

Driving to her house, I wasn’t too worried, as I was pretty sure that Edu would have told her a half-truth, that he wouldn’t have put himself in danger, which meant he wouldn’t have endangered María or me. I completely ruled out that he had mentioned our game.

I rang the intercom of an old but renovated building, looking left and right as if it were sinful to venture outside the neighborhoods within my usual radius of action, and went up in the elevator that led to a landing with a half-open door. I pushed that door, without being greeted by anyone, finding myself in a living room, austere but cozy; and soon I heard her voice, as agitated as it was well-bred, approaching quickly, talking on the phone, which I deduced because she was wearing wireless earbuds and there didn’t seem to be anyone else in the house.

Begoña then appeared, without makeup, proving that she didn’t need it to be pretty, and with her hair loose and freshly washed. She came barefoot, in socks, wearing dark leggings and a rather loose purple shirt, and, while listening to what her interlocutor was saying, she made a gesture with her hand, asking me with her movement if I wanted something to drink.

I nodded and her response was an “ok” expressed with her hand and whispered in a low tone, which came across as so posh and even annoying that it bordered on the comical.

I stood there, looking at some prefabricated paintings that presided over the living room, while realizing that the warmth of the space was due more to the light, which entered strongly through the windows, than to the grace or distribution of things. And she appeared again, still entangled in that conversation, with her white earbuds, and with her usual high energy, and left a beer on the coffee table, and, bustling about, disappeared again.

I wondered what I was doing there and if my acting skills would be highly demanded, and I consoled myself thinking that as soon as Begoña saw fit to begin, everything would be over in five minutes and I could get on with my life.

Finally, and after seeing out of the corner of my eye how she emptied a washing machine and put something on the stove, she took off those damn earbuds and graced me with her presence.

“Sorry. My mother. She never stops talking.”

“No problem. Tell me.”

“Don’t you want to sit down?” she asked.

“Alright,” I replied and took a seat on a brown leather sofa, and she followed, sitting close to me in a casual manner.

“I’m just going to lay it all out, okay?” she said, with her large eyes and tucking her hair behind her ears.

“That’s fine.”

“So Eduardo was about to leave, and I couldn’t hold back anymore, and to be honest I didn’t have much hope that you would find anything out, so I told him I had seen his phone and that I had seen conversations with María that weren’t exactly work-related. I knew he would try to turn it around, acting offended that I had taken his phone, so I didn’t take the bait and just let him get increasingly worried about what I might know, although you already know I didn’t know much, well, now I know more, because I had only seen his phone that one time.”

Begoña was talking at high speed, with her sleeves rolled up and few buttons fastened, revealing a neckline that, despite being casual and relaxed, was still attractive, but I wanted to concentrate on what she was saying.

“And,” she continued, “I told him I had seen very explicit things in their conversations. Very, very explicit, and I told him I wanted an explanation. At first he didn’t say much, until I got fed up and mentioned the photo, which he had sent to her... and that’s when he had no choice but to confess. And he told me that sometimes they had written those kinds of things to each other, but that they had stopped about a month ago because he had told her he wasn’t interested in continuing with that. And, most importantly, okay?, he told me that he hadn’t been unfaithful to me,” she said, making a strange face.

“What do you mean by ‘to you’?”

“Well... that he had been to Nati.”

“So...”

“Yes.”

“That means to me too.”

“Yes. At that wedding in October. Alberto’s wedding. About... six or seven months ago... He told me that... drunk, that night... they did it... that he was already having problems with Nati, that he told her the next day and they broke up. That he didn’t want it to happen again, because they were work colleagues, and it didn’t happen again, but... even without doing it again, they started writing those explicit things to each other... and then he met me... and he wanted to stop that, but he didn’t think it was important... And then she sent him the photo to encourage him, you know, to continue with that.”

“I see...” I said, in a tone that was meant to show I disapproved of those statements.

“I believe half of half of it,” she continued, “I’m not an idiot. But... that they hooked up at the wedding doesn’t make much sense for him to have made up. And... of course, I told him that María has a boyfriend, how come he didn’t find out, I mean, how come you didn’t find out, and he told me that you had gotten drunk and left early. Is that true?”

“Yes... I left early. Yes...” I said, standing up, certainly nervous, tense, despite not only knowing about it but having been present, but hearing it from her mouth not only shocked me, but actually hurt.

Begoña sighed, in an attempt or demonstration of empathy with me, or being aware of the gravity of what she was telling me.

“And what else?” I asked, turning toward her, who remained seated, with her feet on the sofa.

“Well, that... a few days after sending her the photo...”

“Wait,” I interrupted, “if he was the one who wanted to stop writing those sexual things, why did he send her the photo?”

“He told me he was drunk, at a bachelor party, and that she started teasing him and he ended up playing along...”

“I see...”

“No, no. I’m telling you I don’t believe everything either.”

“Everything or not even half,” I clarified.

“That they hooked up at the wedding, yes, Pablo. I know this is hitting you... out of the blue... but no matter how I look at it... he doesn’t gain anything by making that up... And... what I was going to tell you... even at the risk of sounding... cruel...”

“What.”

“Well, that a few days after the photo incident they met to talk about it. At Eduardo’s place. And he told her he wanted to end it, and she said that was fine, especially since he was moving to Madrid in a few weeks, and... then... María... wanted something to happen again. As a goodbye. I don’t know.”

“Let me get this straight. They hooked up at the wedding, didn’t do it again, and then María, six months later, by magic, wanted to hook up again as a goodbye gift?” I asked tensely, outraged by Edu’s lies.

“Yes.”

“And of course... Edu pulled away... and said 'no, no, María, I have a girlfriend,' right?”

“I don't know, Pablo. Don't take it out on me. Besides, I don't see why that matters to you. What should matter is that she cheated on you in October, not whether she almost cheated again in March. Just leave her and be done with it. That's what you need to do.”

Silence fell. I didn't believe any of it. It was all Edu's desperate attempt to cover himself. That day they had met because María wanted him to explain what game he was playing with me, not to end their dirty conversations or have a goodbye fling.

“And you? Are you going to leave him?” I asked, not quite sure why I was asking.

“Well... we broke up and got back together in the same conversation, I think. We're kind of on the fence.”

“Well, technically you weren't cheated on.”

“No, I mean. Actually, our fight wasn't really about them writing semi-pornographic things to each other.”

“What was it about, then?”

“I'm not going to tell you.”

“Why not?”

“Because it's something private between us.”

“And why are you telling me all this? We barely know each other.”

“So you'll leave her.”

“And why do you care? Are you some kind of... relationship vigilante?”

“Fine. I don't like her. I'll admit it, okay? If you were expecting this to be... altruistic, well, it's not.”

“No, no. I don't care whether it's altruistic or not.”

Silence fell, and then she went to the kitchen where I could hear the sound of buttons on the induction cooktop and how she was moving something off the heat, presumably. She appeared again, looking somewhat distressed, as if she genuinely felt she'd done something terrible to me, and said:

“What you don't know can't hurt you?”

“What?” I asked.

“Would you have preferred I hadn't told you anything?”

“No. No. I prefer knowing,” I replied, aware that for the past few minutes I wasn't sure if I was pretending to be angry or if I actually was.

Begoña then opened her arms, with a gesture that seemed to say “I'm sorry, it is what it is,” and then I said:

“I'd better go.”

She walked me to the door and once I was in the hallway, she said:

“Hey, Pablo.”

I turned around and saw her under the doorframe, affected and yet strangely sexy, with her perfect posh face and that casual neckline suggesting rounder breasts than I'd initially imagined, though still consistent with her overall light appearance.

“What?”

“If it's any consolation, I asked Eduardo if anyone else at the office knew about it and he said no.”

“Oh, great,” I said sarcastically, still not understanding myself and that strange anger that was becoming real.

We said goodbye with a mutual, gloomy “bye” and I called the elevator. While waiting for it to arrive, I noticed she wasn't closing the door. I looked at her, and then she said:

“Can you come back for a moment?”

“What for? Why?”

“Because I think I do want to tell you why I really argued with Eduardo. And I don't want to tell the whole stairwell.”

“Well. Now I'm the one who's not interested,” I said as the elevator door opened. And I left.


CHAPTER 15

I didn’t understand myself. I didn’t understand why I felt so bad. If I didn’t believe anything Edu had told Begoña about María, I couldn’t comprehend why I was feeling this way.

I believed her. Completely. I couldn’t imagine her begging for a goodbye fuck as Begoña had told me, but nevertheless, I felt something in my chest that was oppressing me.

I also hadn’t liked the way I left Begoña’s house. Although her intentions weren’t pure, since what she wanted was to expose María rather than do me a favor, she had been quite affable and approachable in her revelation. Nothing had prevented her from verbalizing it more maliciously, but she had told me practically as someone would tell a friend.

That Saturday night, after dinner, alone in our house, I finally devised the plan regarding Begoña: as soon as María returned, I would tell her that Begoña had just called me to say she suspected that she and Edu had slept together, that she wanted to meet with me to discuss it, and that I had told her I didn’t believe her and to let it go. I didn’t know if it was a half-truth or almost a complete lie, but I felt the need not to hide it completely, and I couldn’t tell her that I had seen Begoña twice already without having told her. I knew María would fly into a rage, but my idea would be to calm her down, telling her that after all, Begoña only suspected, and that suspicion was less dangerous than Víctor knowing about it, and the latter, though we didn’t like it, had never warranted greater anger or distress.

After devising my strategy, I went to the closet to put on my pajamas, and ended up, unintentionally, finding Roberto’s underwear, the ones I had stuffed into María’s mouth so she wouldn’t scream while... he was sodomizing her... in that hotel room in Madrid. It was curious how my mind flew to that image: me returning from the street and having a heart attack seeing how that animal was deflowering her ass without knowing it... while my body was searching for evidence in that closet that would somehow incriminate her, understanding by incriminate discovering that she hadn’t wanted to bury what had happened, which would indicate that her mind returned to those filthy acts from time to time.

The harness and our first dildo were there. Also the pink shirt we had bought to excite Víctor. Obviously that didn’t implicate her, but what did was that she hadn’t thrown away Roberto’s underwear, which she must have seen despite my having put them away, and, above all, what incriminated her was what I saw next:

Folded, in a drawer, was not only the set of stockings and garter belt, initially bought for me and later defiled by Álvaro and Guille, but there was also a pair of black leather pants. I took them out of the drawer and looked at them carefully, and I could immediately see that they were frayed and had holes in the area that should cover her sex and her anus. They were the leather pants that Roberto had torn just enough to penetrate her without taking them off. There they were. Forming part of a kind of drawer of shame or sanctuary of kink; I didn’t know, but there they were.

Whenever, during those months, I started to blame her for something related to the game, two mechanisms would awaken in me: one that wanted to make me see that I wasn’t being fair and another that reported an uncontrollable feeling of kink.

I got excited immediately. And I got as hard as possible. The images of Roberto fucking her hit my mind, and, behaving in an obscene way as one only does in dirty solitude, I ended up completely undressing and, standing up, I inserted my member, hard, through the hole in those pants. And I was Roberto, for an instant, fucking in the ass that hottie who had resisted me in that bar, but who had written to me afterward, regretful and asking for cock... I was holding those leather pants, in a grotesque alienation, as if the waistband of the pants were María’s hip. And so I pretended to fuck her... Feeling how the awareness of my own depravity and the overwhelming excitement walked hand in hand, forcing me to masturbate.

I ended up placing the pants on the bed and, when I was about to jerk off, standing in front of them, I decided to take my phone and confess my excitement to María, as we did a year ago, before the madness, before the game, when she was at her parents’ house and we couldn’t see each other. I wrote to her to let her know, in a rather direct way, that I didn’t think it was a bad idea at all for us to write “racy things” to each other, as Begoña called it.

I waited for her response. But it didn’t come. And I lay down on the bed and waited a bit longer, nervous, and being aware of my childish impatience, and, as she didn’t respond, I called her.

An electronic voice then explained to me that her phone was busy, which surprised me, and I waited a bit longer.

My sexual craving subsided a little, just enough to come back to my senses, so I ended up putting her holey leather pants back in their place.

I called her again and it was still busy, until, a few minutes later, she finally wrote to me, subtly changing the subject, indicating with her evasiveness that she wasn’t in the mood for any kind of erotic conversation in writing.

“Who were you talking to?” I wrote.

“Well, with Carlos,” I read, disconcerted, there, on the bed, half-erect, naked.

“What?”

“Yes. Nothing. Work stuff. So that besides the industrial property thing, he can look at something about licenses that they’ve stopped.”

“Come on, María.”

“What?”

“I’m sure he called you for that, of course.”

“Whatever you say, Pablo.”

“Are you telling me he’s calling you about work after you gave him a handjob in a parking lot?”

“Believe what you want. Carlos knows how to separate things.”

“Separate what?”

“Playing around one night from work matters.”

“Right...”

“If the conversation is going this way, I’m going to bed. Just so you know,” she wrote.

“You really didn’t talk about anything related to last night?”

“I already told you.”

I waited a bit. To see if she would explain more. But she didn’t.

I neither believed nor disbelieved her. It just seemed extremely strange that they hadn’t talked about that topic, and besides, I didn’t believe Carlos’s intentions were innocent. At minimum, I figured he had called to hear her voice... or gain her trust... And yes, I couldn’t believe that María, who was far from naive, wasn’t aware of this.

I put on my pajamas and got into bed. I looked at the chats on my phone and she still wasn’t offering any more explanations. I thought about writing something, but I managed to summon enough pride to restrain myself.

I then saw my chat with Begoña and decided to add her name to my contacts, and in doing so see her photo. Not that I was expecting a bikini photo, but I was surprised to see her picture, which looked more like something someone would use for a corporate social network than for a personal phone, which led me to deduce that perhaps she also gave this number to clients.

I suddenly felt an impulse for revenge after María’s rejection of my proposal for written sex. And I had enough material in front of me to carry out my revenge: a photo of Begoña, which didn’t reveal much, showing her from the waist up, in a gray suit and white shirt, arms crossed, smiling for the photo, not in a particularly natural way, but, above all, I had that audio that Edu had sent to María... An audio in which Begoña moaned passionately and melted with pleasure under Edu’s powerful thrusts.

I searched for that voice note and went back to the chat to see her photo, enlarge it and take a screenshot, when I realized she was online, and I remembered that my exit from her house hadn’t been entirely elegant. And then something compelled me to write to her. For some reason I wanted to, let’s say, end things well with her. Afterward, yes, I would surrender to pleasure.

I typed:

“Hey, sorry for leaving like that. What you were telling me wasn’t easy to digest.”

“No problem. Are you okay?” she asked immediately.

And soon we were entangled in a conversation, quite trivial, but flowing, letting each other know that we both had the full attention of the other.

Until I finally wrote:

“When I left, I cut you off. Will you tell me why you argued with Edu?”

“It’s understandable that you thought you weren’t interested.”

“I don’t understand,” I replied.

“My fight with him was about something related to María, so it also concerns you.”

“Ugh, explain that to me.”

“Should I send you a voice message?”

“Yes, since I guess the alternative is going to your house, like you made me do this morning,” I tried to be funny.

“It’s just that my mother was going to call me...”

“Right.”

“And wasn’t it something worth discussing in person?”

“Yes. Clearly yes. I was joking. Send me the audio.”

I had to wait a couple of minutes until I could see that I received it. I pressed play:

“Let me tell you this, okay? It turns out that one night, I don’t know how, Eduardo and I started talking about the girls at the office, because there are rumors that he was involved with someone named Patricia... okay? He denies that, and then we talked about María. This might have been... I don’t know... around December or so. And that was that, but another day María and I came to the office dressed similarly, by coincidence, of course, and that night we talked about it, him and I, and, more jokingly than seriously, I told him he’d like it if I were María. And... another night, I don’t know how either, Eduardo called me ‘María’ while we were having sex. He said it as a joke. Laughing. And I took it that way, you know? And... well, while we were still having sex, he said: ‘Tomorrow dress like her, and we’ll have dinner’ and... I don’t know any gentle synonyms, but he said: ‘dress like her, we’ll have dinner, and I’ll fuck you.’ I took it as a joke. But the next day, at work, he said it again. That it wasn’t much, just dark suit pants and a mauve silk shirt, but clearly, I saw he was serious. And... well, let’s say it became a fantasy, I mean, a recurring fantasy. We did it a few more times like that, with that story. And of course, imagine my anger. Because once I found out they had fucked, I realized the bastard wasn’t just fantasizing, he was surely remembering. That’s why I told him he was a real piece of work.”

The audio ended like that, and I quickly put the pieces together, my mind flying back to that night in Madrid when Edu and María were writing dirty things to each other, eventually building a kind of mini-scenario that we had acted out in the hotel, before going out and meeting Roberto. In that conversation, Edu had told her to imagine he was fucking Begoña, and that María was watching, and that he ordered Begoña to dress like María, and then Víctor appeared, and Edu was considering not fucking Begoña disguised as María, but the real María, but Víctor beat him to it. Therefore, Edu, that night, in those messages, was indirectly confessing to María about a game he was playing with Begoña herself.

“What do you think?” Begoña asked. “Does it bother you?”

“No, no. I’m just surprised, that’s all.”

“I mean, María is gorgeous, and super elegant and all, but what a pig he is. Have you broken up with her, by the way?”

“No, I haven’t even seen her. She’s at her parents’ house. What about you? Didn’t you break up with him over the fight?”

“No...”

“How come?”

“Let’s just say we reconciled right away,” she said, adding an emoji of a face looking upward.

“A quick reconciliation... and physical?” I asked.

“Yes,” she replied.

“But he didn’t call you ‘María’ during that reconciliation, I assume,” I tried to sound casual.

“Well, he might have...”

I then wrote to her that I knew she had been with a guy for a long time, but that she had broken up with him shortly after meeting Edu, in what seemed like a trade-off that didn’t initially put her in a very good light. She was surprised that I knew about it, and we got caught up in a relaxed conversation for almost half an hour more.

I finally went to bed, without masturbating, without making use of her photo, or her audio of moaning. I hoped that wasn’t the beginning of something worrisome.


CHAPTER 16

María extended her stay at her parents’ house until Monday morning, going directly from there to work. And I, on that same Monday night, was ready to tell her about Begoña, but the truth is that we went to bed without me being able to. I felt as if it was never the right moment. But I also felt that I didn’t want her to ask me a thousand questions... or perhaps it was simply that I was still me, the me who was incapable of facing problems.

During that week I didn’t know if María was distant or if I felt that way because of my increased sensitivity, but the fact was that we no longer slept as closely embraced as after the crisis and that sex hadn’t happened.

It was on Friday when María, in the middle of the afternoon, wrote to me saying that she was going to have drinks with Carlos that very night. Just the two of them. “We’re going to grab a quick bite nearby, and talk about work. Don’t get worked up because it’s not about playing any games.”

I asked her for more explanations and she ended up telling me that if I had a problem with it she would say no, but that it was silly.

I didn’t understand how, after what happened a week before, they could talk about work as if nothing had happened, and it also didn’t seem to me that there could be so much to talk about, or that they couldn’t discuss it at the office.

“He insisted. And I like him. And he knows when to play and when not to. And today it won’t be. I don’t know why you see it as a problem.”

I told her I didn’t see it as a problem and that she should do whatever she wanted.

“If anyone looks at us in a weird way, I’ll tell you, okay?” she wrote, as if it were a favor, and not one of our games.

I didn’t respond.

It was approximately ten at night and María had been offline for an hour, and I started to feel quite annoyed. It wasn’t that I was suspicious, or that I thought she might be starting to like him. No. I simply didn’t understand it. And, like days before, María’s rejection awakened in me a strange desire to contact Begoña. After thinking about it for a while, and knowing that it was probably a mistake not to completely break off all contact with her, I wrote:

“You must have seen María these days at the office. I haven’t left her. I’m waiting to see if she confesses on her own. How are you?”

Begoña didn’t take long to respond:

“If she cheated on you in October and hasn’t told you anything, she’s not going to confess now out of the blue. Maybe you just don’t want to leave her.”

“Could be. And you?”

“What about me?”

“I don’t know. What are you doing, what are you going to do.”

“I’m on the train, arriving in Madrid. I’m going to spend the weekend with Edu.”

“Well. Let’s hope you don’t do it pretending she’s María,” I wrote, with a familiarity that I already felt was permitted, although I was noticing she was somewhat curt.

“Ha, ha... I wouldn’t rule out him suggesting it. Anyway, you’ll see what you do with María. I’ll leave you now. Bye.”

I put my phone aside and didn’t understand what María was doing or what I was doing either. Fortunately, I didn’t have much time to overthink it, as she didn’t take long to come home.

Her entrance was discreet. She left her purse and jacket on a chair and sat on the sofa where I wasn’t sitting. She asked me what I had for dinner, and after answering her, I asked if anything interesting had happened, any looks from someone, any looks from him, or if they had talked about anything substantial.

“Not really, nothing.”

“I didn’t understand this date today. But anyway,” I couldn’t help saying.

“It wasn’t a date, Pablo. I like him. That’s it. He’s an interesting guy. Not every guy who appears in our lives has to be a potential lover to... manipulate... or whatever, so he can fuck me and you can watch,” she snapped, suddenly.

I looked at her then, from sofa to sofa, in her dark green pantsuit with a white t-shirt underneath. She looked very beautiful, and her chest appeared prominent under that round-neck t-shirt.

“Okay, okay. Fine. Maybe you’re right. Maybe you’re right and it’s normal to meet with a client twenty years older, after having given him a...”

“I’m going to bed, Pablo,” she interrupted me. “I’ll leave you with your delusions and your paranoia, which are precisely what have led us to almost breaking up... to suspending the wedding... and to a thousand stories,” she said, in a neutral tone, barely getting upset, and standing up, grabbing her purse and heading down the hallway.

I remained sprawled there while I heard her going to the bathroom. I then took my phone, checked the time, and thought that, at that precise moment, Edu was undoubtedly fucking Begoña, and who knows if he had the nerve, and she the stomach, to be fucking her while pretending Begoña was María.

That same night I wanted to take the initiative, not for sex, but for affection, and I rolled under the sheets to embrace her. My embrace was fully accepted and, spooning, me behind her, on our sides, my mind was shutting down while my member, which had a mind of its own, throbbed for God knows what reason.

“Your little one is very restless...” María whispered, playfully, docile, feeling those bumps against her butt. And I kissed her hair, without decreasing the intensity of the embrace.

Over the weekend I played at seeking her affection or tenderness, and the truth was that whenever I sought it, I always received a fully positive response. And I thought that perhaps nothing was wrong with her, but that I also had to give, to seek, especially considering that our crisis was due to my betrayal.

That weekend was smooth sailing, finally, once again, but on Sunday night, as we were both watching TV, I received, to my utter surprise, a message from Begoña, which I was able to read discreetly, without María noticing.

“I could kill you. You’re a liar.”

Disturbed. Startled. And assuming that she would already be returning from Madrid at that moment, I replied:

“Why? What happened?”

She wasn’t answering and my head was spinning non-stop. Edu had undoubtedly told her something. He had undoubtedly exposed me somehow. I didn’t quite believe he would tell her the whole truth, but he had probably managed to save himself and tell her things that undermined my role as the uninformed cuckold.

I checked my phone every few minutes, but she wasn’t responding. And I insisted again, while María was brushing her teeth. But I got no response.

During the following days María didn’t mention Carlos and Begoña didn’t answer me. I wasn’t attracted to the idea of looking bad to her, especially considering that she worked in the same office as María, but I didn’t want to obsess over it anymore. And the idea of not telling María anything about her kept gaining strength.

Thursday morning, in the shower, I began to feel an irresistible need to masturbate. The truth was that it had been two weeks since the last time we had done it, and a little less time since my sad masturbation over her in which I had barely ejaculated.

I just wanted to relieve myself, reset the counter, without needing to think too much, but soon my mind opted for Carlos and I imagined that, six days earlier, on Friday night when they had met without me, when María was wearing that dark green suit and that white t-shirt, they had ended up in the restrooms of that place... and there that gentleman had fucked her vehemently. Yes, I was masturbating to that image, the two of them standing, in a dirty and small bathroom, in front of the sink, with María’s pants at her ankles and that man giving her pleasure... and displaying a gesture of triumph that she accepted, embarrassed, but at the same time grateful, as she crossed glances with him thanks to the relentless mirror that crowned the sink. But, when I was about to come, I stopped. I controlled myself. I didn’t want to come like that. I wanted to do it with María. That night. I thought that if I was taking steps to ensure there was affection between us, I could also take steps to ensure there was sex.

That same night, with both of us already in bed, and with the light off, I sought the embrace again, spooning her from behind, and my member once again knocked at her door, throbbing against her backside. After the fourth or fifth thrust, I lowered one of my hands to her panties and with the other I caressed one of her breasts over her nightgown. She then turned her face and we kissed. In a calm and still somewhat dry kiss. It wasn’t long before I continued probing with my hand, first over her panties and then underneath, until gradually awakening a sex that was resistant.

I ended up lying on top of her. In missionary position. Covering her. And she welcomed me. In silence. And I penetrated her. Slowly. Gently. With short and heartfelt thrusts, while I buried my kisses in her neck and she embraced me... The act didn’t last long, and only I panted, and only I came. And deep down I was grateful that she didn’t pretend.

The next day, in the afternoon, I thought that I had made my attempt, and that perhaps it hadn’t gone well because María was in a state of higher excitement, and she was swallowing her desire. Holding it back, for our own safety. That old conclusion that our calm sex only thrived on her nights or moments of lesser excitement.

That suspicion gained strength a few minutes later when, while I was still pondering about it at work, that Friday afternoon, I received a message from her:

“Carlos has suggested we meet again, the three of us, at that hotel, tonight. Would you like that?”

I couldn’t deny that the idea enormously attracted me. Nor could I deny that it equally enormously surprised me how they could meet alone to talk about work or trivialities, and then meet the three of us and be practically different people, with different needs or intentions.

I was about to respond affirmatively, when another message came in, this time from Begoña. And, with barely enough time to be frightened or surprised, I read:

“I think everyone deserves to explain themselves and I also deserve you to explain why you lied to my face. Even though we don’t know each other well, I didn’t deserve your lies. Come to my house tonight and do me the favor of showing your face. I repeat that you’re a liar and I’ll add that you’re out of your mind.”


CHAPTER 17

Reading those words deeply hurt me. Each word felt like a sharp jab, piercing me with acute discomfort. But I knew I had to be rational, that I couldn’t allow myself to drown in the uneasiness of looking bad to this girl, whom I barely knew at all. Though it was equally true that the poor thing wasn’t at fault for anything, and her anger constituted the umpteenth collateral damage of my madness.

I thought that perhaps the best thing for my own survival was to act as if I hadn’t read anything. After all, it was clear that I was going to look bad to her no matter what, and I couldn’t see myself going to her house again, receiving her scolding, especially on the night when the possibility of something substantial being added to our recent history with Carlos was opening up again.

But then I realized that I couldn’t keep that ticking time bomb in María’s office without defusing it. If I didn’t settle things with Begoña, the chances of her talking to María would multiply... So it seemed that I had no choice, once again, but to agree to her terms.

But that night, unlike the other two times, I couldn’t meet with Begoña without María becoming suspicious. I decided then to wait until María left the office to call her and find out her plan for that night so I could reveal the Begoña situation. I certainly feared that if I confessed about the information that Edu’s girlfriend had, María might want to call off the Carlos thing, but I had no other choice.

I wrote asking her to call me as soon as she left work, and she did exactly that. I then asked about her plans and she told me she would go home, change clothes and have dinner with her cousin, who had just called her, then she would go to the hotel, and we could meet there around eleven.

While she was talking, my brain was working out how and what to tell her about Begoña. Finally, when she finished speaking, I took a deep breath, gathered my courage, and told her that Begoña had just called me, saying she had taken Edu’s phone and that, from what she saw there, she suspected our respective partners had hooked up and wanted to meet with me to talk about it.

It was curious because, while she had been talking, I had been hearing the sound of her heels on the street in the background, and suddenly I stopped hearing them. I could hear the street noise on the other end of the phone, but nothing else.

“And... what did you tell her?” she asked, after a silence, in a very serious tone.

“Well... that I didn’t believe any of it...”

“Damn...” she sighed, probably quickly assessing how serious this could be.

“Yeah...”

“To talk about it where? I know she was in Madrid with Edu last weekend, what I don’t understand is why she’s calling you now... Did she write down your number five days ago and is calling you now? I don’t understand anything, really. Because she called you just now, right?”

“Yes, well, a while ago. To talk about it at her place, she says.”

“So she just called you now, from the office?”

“Yes, I don’t know. I suppose. And... I think I should go, María. It’s better to know exactly what she knows. I’ll play dumb and, unless she comes with very clear evidence, which I doubt, because if she had it she would have contacted me on Sunday already... I’ll play dumb and see if that’s the end of it.”

“Damn... what a mess, God... Just what we needed...” María sighed on the other end of the phone, again with that sound of heels in the background indicating that she had started walking again.

“Alright,” she continued, “it’s true that the best thing is to cut this off as soon as possible. Go there and see what she knows. Call me as soon as you leave... and... damn... crazy bitch, really. Calling you... Mother of God...”

“Okay...”

“And be careful because this one isn’t stupid at all,” she wanted to warn me.

“Yes, okay.”

“But did she tell you to go right now?”

“I don’t know... I’ll write to her and see. Anyway, she’ll have to give me her address.”

“I also don’t understand why she calls you, gets you worked up, and doesn’t just tell you now, and wants you to go to her house. Maybe she wants you to overthink it... to try to remember if you suspected anything... Well, keep me updated. God... really...” María muttered, somewhere between concern and anger.

The conversation had gone better than expected. All the mess with Begoña could end that very night, but for that I knew I would probably have to end up asking her the favor of not telling anyone at the office, and not saying anything to María.

I then wrote to Begoña a terse “Fine. Tell me what time you want me to come by” and she soon replied telling me around nine thirty.

After a while I left work, got home and María was already gone, I ate something and went to meet Begoña.

I drove without wanting to overthink what version she would tell me this time and cursing that everything was happening precisely on that night.

Despite my attempts not to envision her reprimand, I grew increasingly nervous and tense as I parked, walked down her street, rang her doorbell, rode the elevator up, and knocked on her door.

Before she opened it, I checked my phone and saw María had written:

—“Tell me as soon as you can what that little brat knows.”

I put my phone away just as the door opened and that little brat, as María called her, appeared in her now-familiar dark leggings, a white blouse—as white as the pearls in her earrings—which she had perhaps worn to work that very day, and a rather thick and loose pink cardigan. She stepped aside, letting me in with a serious expression.

—“No beer today. And please sit down,” she said as soon as I reached the living room.

I took a seat while she tied her hair back in a ponytail. Noticeably angry.

—“Are you going to speak or should I?” she asked.

—“You, better,” I replied.

—“Yes, it’s better if I speak. After all, you were just going to lie...”

—“Well...”

—“Well, what?” she raised her voice.

—“Don’t go overboard. I... I barely know you... I don’t owe you anything.”

—“No. No. That’s clear. And if you’re satisfied with how you are... I’m not here to change you.”

We remained silent for a moment as she went to the kitchen. She returned with a glass of water. For herself.

—“Fine. I’ll talk. And I only want you to confirm it when I’m done. I’m not asking for anything more.”

I nodded.

She took a sip, placed the glass on the coffee table, and standing there in front of me, barefoot, beautiful and as serious as she could be, she began:

—“So it turns out that on Sunday morning, I told Eduardo that everything he had told me about his thing with María was really... I don’t know how to put it, very inconsistent, okay? And look, I’m not an idiot, maybe he was already with someone else in Madrid, and that’s why he confessed so easily, because what he wanted was to get rid of me, but he told me he had cheated on me with María, and many other things.”

I swallowed hard and leaned slightly forward.

She continued:

—“It’s just, really. It’s incredible. He told me they did it at the wedding and that you were there watching. That you’re one of those guys who gets turned on by watching others with your girlfriend. He said you had arranged everything for that to happen and that you had asked him behind María’s back. But that she knew you wanted that, but didn’t know that you had... how should I put it... that you had discussed it with him beforehand. That you were playing both sides, basically. Until finally you insisted so much at the wedding that it ended up happening. He told me you wanted to repeat it but he refused, and that after he broke up with Nati, María tried to hook up with him at the office without you knowing, but he didn’t want to, that he only agreed to write those things to each other, but never wanted to actually do it again, and then I asked him about that time about a month and a half ago when María was at his house and he said yes, that María wanted to do it as a farewell, and that she ended up... entering him... I mean, María to him, and they ended up doing it. That they... fucked, basically. So he cheated on me too. And on you too. Because if you don’t know about it, it is cheating. Unless María told you about it, of course, and you’re fine with it.”

My heart was pounding out of my chest as she, disorganized but relentless, narrated something that contained many truths, and I hoped also contained several lies.

—“But...” I managed to say, “Let’s see... Why would she go to Edu’s house last month if he still had almost a month left at the office? What kind of farewell is that?”

—“Because Eduardo sent her a photo that you had sent him. Because María didn’t know that you had convinced Eduardo to have... that kind of threesome... And he wanted to get revenge on you... so he sent her the photo. And then María got angry with you and wanted to talk to him about it. He explained what had happened, she told him that she was angry with you and not with him... and they ended up doing it.”

—“That doesn’t make any sense,” I protested.

—“What doesn’t?”

—“That they did it that day.”

—“Of course, everything makes sense except what would hurt you if it happened, right? What’s happening is that you’re realizing you’re a... what’s it called...?”

—“A... cuckold...” I said.

—“Yes, I mean... you’re not a willing cuckold, but a real one.”

I shook my head.

—“Okay. Then tell me what’s true. You tell me.”

“All right,” I said, briefly covering my face with my hands, “the truth is that yes, I did contact him to have sex with María while I watched. Yes, it's true that happened at the wedding. But after that, María said that doing something like that with someone from the office was crazy, so we broke off that kind of relationship with Edu and found our own way. And... about a month and a half ago, he got angry and sent the photo to María to expose me, and then María went to his house the following week to settle the matter, and obviously, they didn't just start having sex out of nowhere.”

“Look. That's enough for me.”

Silence fell. I didn't know what else to say. And she probably didn't either.

I made a gesture indicating that was all.

“Well, if that's how it is, I want you to leave now,” she said.

I stood up and she continued:

“Whether they did it a month and a half ago and therefore he was unfaithful to me, only they know. But why would he make that up, knowing that as soon as he confessed, I would leave him, which I did.”

“Well, you said it yourself earlier. Maybe he's already with someone in Madrid and wanted to get rid of you. Did he fight hard when you left him?” I asked, hoping that bluff would work.

Begoña didn't want to lie, so she said nothing.

“You know what's the worst part?” she continued, “last Friday I went to his place and what does he do but act out that fantasy we joked about, where I pretend to be María. What a son of... Anyway...”

“Well...” I hesitated whether to say it or not, but I finally took the plunge, in a truly kamikaze effort, but wanting, above all, to make Edu look bad so she wouldn't even consider getting back with him.

“What?” she asked, standing close to me.

“That... I don't remember when exactly, maybe two or three months ago. Edu sent María a voice note where you could hear you moaning. I mean, he recorded you while... you... you know... while he was doing it with you.”

“You can't be serious...” she said, suddenly overwhelmed, moving toward the sofa, now covering her face with her hands. I began to wonder if she would start crying.

I felt bad. I felt unfairly cruel. I immediately knew I shouldn't have told her.

“And María showed it to you, of course.”

“No... I took her phone one day and discovered it,” I lied.

After a silence, she said:

“You've been cheated on too, Pablo. You know that, right? Whether you care or not is something I don't know.”

I remained silent and sat down next to her, who only removed her hands from her face when she spoke to me. I didn't know whether to comfort her or what to do. Though deep down she maintained quite a bit of composure.

“Seriously... You're all out of your minds,” she said, turning toward me, her eyes somewhat inflamed but far from being teary, “If someone told me about another woman... but María... hooking up with Eduardo while her boyfriend watches... I just can't believe it... I mean... from someone else maybe... but María... who seems so... proper... I'm shocked, really. I just don't believe it.”

I let her vent. She spent a while dwelling on her disbelief. And all I wanted was for her to calm down so I could leave, but not before securing her commitment not to detonate a bomb at the office.

She asked me why I had lied to her and I told her I hadn't had much choice, but I wasn't sure if she believed me.

“So you'll leave her then, right?” she insisted again.

“I don't know...”

“You really don't believe they did it beyond that time at Alberto's wedding, do you?”

“It's Edu's word against María's... And I, obviously, believe her. If you believe him... I even find that normal.”

“So my options are either he cheated on me and was finally honest, or he didn't cheat on me and told me he did so I would leave him because he's already with someone else, right?”

I shrugged and she smiled.

“Great, isn't it?” she smiled again, with a striking charm. And what was also striking was that she hadn't cried, and hadn't even been close to it.

She finally stood up, indicating that there wasn't much more to talk about.

Already under the doorframe, with me in the landing and her just inside her domain, she said:

“By the way... Eduardo told me you have a tiny one.”

It surprised me, but I didn't mind, as she said it with curiosity, without intending to hurt.

I shrugged my shoulders again.

“I see it doesn’t bother María, which is why she ended up doing it with Eduardo and God knows how many others. But it wouldn’t matter to me.”

“What do you mean?”

“That when you’re in love with someone, that doesn’t matter at all. If I were in love with you, no matter how much you insisted, I would never have done it with anyone but you.”

I remained silent. She looked more beautiful than ever, wrapping herself in her pink cardigan, every bit a woman, yet with an innocence, charm, and involuntary coquettishness that left me breathless.

“We’re the only fools. That’s what I’m telling you. You’re quite the troublemaker, you looked the part,” she smiled, “but don’t have any doubt that she’s played you.”

“And if we’re the only fools, then what?” I asked.

I don’t know who moved closer, if it was her, me, or both of us. And I didn’t want to. I didn’t want to think she was right and I didn’t want to let that happen. But before I knew it, I was the one who, incomprehensibly but inevitably, as if driven by an impulse from deep within, kissed her cheek, and then I truly don’t know who contributed more... I don’t know who turned their face more in search of the encounter, but our eyes ended up closing and our lips ended up meeting... and I felt her incredibly soft lips brushing against mine... and that touch was so attractive that it became obligatory... and we kissed... Our lips melted together, very slowly, feeling as if it were the first kiss in years and we had to savor and linger over every millimeter, until we noticed the moisture appearing... and my hand went to her face... and her hand went to my hand... and the kiss extended in time... and became audible... and I don’t know if it was her or me, but someone prevented our mouths from making the mistake of opening, keeping everything in a prolonged, precise and even beautiful kiss, but without reaching extreme levels of sin, as our tongues had refused to participate.

We pulled apart. We looked at each other.

“What are you doing...?” she whispered, putting a hand on my chest, as if she hadn’t been at least half responsible.

I said nothing. Everything had happened, from nothing to everything, in about ten or fifteen seconds, as if something greater had controlled and directed us.

“Leave her...” she said, removing her hand.

My silence didn’t stop her from continuing:

“Where are you going now? To her, I suppose.”

“Yes,” I answered.

“You haven’t... scheduled one of those encounters with someone, where she has a great time and you watch?”

I didn’t know what to answer her anymore, standing there, surprised by so many questions about María, still affected by the kiss, and still not knowing whether I felt bad or good about what had just happened.

“By the way, I haven’t told you this,” she continued, “Eduardo also told me that... despite him not wanting to continue with that craziness of yours, he had suggested to María that she do it with that Víctor guy who downloads our programs, and with someone named Marcos. Did you know that?”

“Yes...”

“So that time we met, the day I met you, when Víctor was there with some foreign lady, at that terrace... when I left... So... Eduardo arranged that to see if María wanted to be with Víctor... What madness... really...” she said, trying to connect the dots.

“Something like that, I guess,” I said.

“So the arrangement with Eduardo... in that sense, did continue after the wedding.”

“Indirectly... you could say yes,” I clarified.

“And she didn’t want to be with them, right? She didn’t want to be with Víctor or that Marcos guy.”

“No, she didn’t want to,” I said.

“Okay. Then you must also know that a few weeks ago Eduardo told your whole story to Carlos, a client of ours, a man who walks around the office as if he were the boss or something, and he’s trying to see if he can sleep with her, right?”

I was completely frozen. Suddenly. My heart stopped. I couldn’t believe it.


CHAPTER 18

Faced with my silence, she tilted her head, puzzled, and I had to react so she wouldn’t suspect anything.

“Yes...” I stammered. “Carlos, yes... but... it doesn’t seem like she wants to. Nor do I. I suppose... considering... recent events,” I said, like a zombie, heading toward the elevator and saying goodbye with a lifeless wave of my hand.

I thought then that I would have time later to curse that businessman, as arrogant as he was fake. I needed to call María as soon as possible, and I did so while walking to my car. I told her that Begoña didn’t know anything, that she had just snooped through his phone, but that Edu had quickly approached her, and she’d had to stop. That she’d seen just enough to know the conversation wasn’t work-related, but nothing more.

With quite a bit of background noise, María answered me:

“That’s really strange.”

“Why?”

“Well... because... you can imagine what the last thing I talked about with Edu in messages was.”

I became thoughtful. It was true. The last thing was the photo.

“Yeah... I don’t know... maybe Edu was reviewing his conversation with you, left his phone, and she saw an earlier conversation.”

“Well, if you say she doesn’t know anything, then she doesn’t know anything. I’m not going to drive myself crazy now. You can tell me the details later. You can come now. We’re at the bar, having a drink.”

“How did you get there?” I asked.

“By taxi, why?”

“No reason,” I said, suddenly strangely worried that Carlos might have picked her up, as if that could be of greater importance.

We hung up, I got in the car, and I couldn’t stop thinking that from the very beginning, I’d had some kind of sixth sense telling me not to trust Carlos. Everything had been too simple. Meeting a discreet, formal, calm, approachable man who wanted to know about our game. The perfect man for us to play with, and for that game, more harmless and controlled, to save us. It hadn’t been a blessed coincidence but rather someone sent by Edu, who seemed to never go away.

Regarding María’s possible infidelity, I still trusted her. I couldn’t imagine her at the office, occasionally begging him to do it to her again. Nor that farewell sex. Perhaps I just didn’t want to believe it.

And then there was the issue of what to do about Carlos, whether to reveal to María that he was an impostor. I figured it wouldn’t be difficult for me to fit in that “Begoña had told me that Edu had told her...” But I knew that exposing him would end any possibility related to our game for weeks, and who knows if forever. And the worst part wasn’t that, but that at that moment, and for the first time, I saw it more likely that María would leave me as a consequence of not playing than of playing. I knew that she, on the eighth time, the tenth, or whenever our sexual act was insufficient and even pitiful, could seriously consider that we couldn’t continue like this.

There was also what had happened with Begoña. That kiss. And I thought that I would have to reflect on that later. I only knew that I didn’t feel entirely guilty, although logic indicated that I should.

I arrived at the parking lot more or less at the established time, and I saw Carlos’s car, somewhat distant from other cars, and decided to park next to it. I walked across that mixture of gravel and dirt, illuminated only by the moon and little else, as the area was as desolate as I remembered, and I didn’t want to overthink what I was doing there and what might happen.

I entered and there was more or less the same number of people as last time. I looked around for them and saw Carlos, alone, at the bar, in a dark blue suit and white shirt. I approached him and he extended his hand when he saw me. He shook it firmly, which I felt as an intimidating interest, and adorned it with a broad smile.

“María is in the bathroom. How’s everything? Lots of work?” he asked, with a pretense of being a cool mature man that I found repulsive.

We then exchanged three or four loose phrases each, and then something behind me caught his attention and he, while looking over my shoulder and interrupting me, said:

“Well, Pablo, let’s hope we’re lucky and I end up calling you Víctor tonight.”

I didn’t understand anything, and he gestured with his head for me to look behind me. I turned then and saw María, returning from the restroom, in a gray suit jacket and pants, high heels, and a pink shirt... The shirt we had bought to excite Víctor.


CHAPTER 19

She had to know that I, the precise moment I saw her dressed like that, would know exactly why. But that didn’t cause her serious and even defiant expression to change one bit during that walk that brought her to us. And not only did she not feel uncomfortable, but she asked Carlos for permission to have a word with me in private.

Carlos agreed and, as she and I moved away, I heard him saying to the waiter:

“I’m not going to be going back and forth tonight, you’ll serve us over there, by that sofa. Understood?” he clarified, in a tone bordering on impertinence.

Once we were far enough away that Carlos couldn’t hear us, María said:

“Seriously. Tell me. She doesn’t know absolutely anything?”

I observed her, her chest accentuated, her shiny hair, her fresh appearance, as if she hadn’t been working all day and all week… She looked powerful. She looked hot. I had just come from Begoña’s almost naïve and angelic prettiness and María’s sexual beauty struck me; slender, yes, almost thin, but with a superior forcefulness.

“I already told you she doesn’t know anything. And you? Are you going to explain… this?” I said referring to her outfit. The truth was that it wasn’t necessary to spell it out.

“Are you sure? But you were there for quite a while, weren’t you?”

I didn’t want to fall into the trap. I stayed quiet until she continued:

“Well, you’ll tell me later… This outfit thing is nothing. I mentioned in passing about playing to turn Víctor on and he came up with this. Nothing more.”

Whenever something alarmed me, and not necessarily because I thought it was wrong, she would end up defining it as “nothing” and I didn’t think it was nothing, which I let her know, and I also asked her about the danger that might come from him knowing Víctor, and she said:

“He doesn’t know him. Anyway. You exhaust me, Pablo. I never know what you want and what you don’t. It seems like if it’s not your idea, it doesn’t work for you. Like it bothers you that this silly thing with disgusting Víctor was his idea.”

I was about to ask her that if she found him so disgusting, to explain why she had agreed to it, but at that precise moment Carlos interrupted us, with his usual diligence, telling us that they would bring our drinks to the table, and that we should go there.

If María had wanted to, she would have cut him off, would have told him we’d be there shortly, and would have finished the conversation with me, but since she wasn’t interested, we started walking toward the same spot as the other night. And, before I knew it, he was already stealing her from me, as he was talking with her during that short journey, with me walking behind.

Before sitting down María took off her jacket and gave it to me, rolled up the sleeves of her pink shirt and we sat down, like last time, with her in the middle of the two of us, and I placed her jacket behind me.

I soon discovered that only the sofa was the same as last time, as everything else was different. Their connection was stronger. Their conversation was more fluid. The attention she gave him was total. Even trivial topics seemed to interest her completely.

I didn’t exist.

We were drinking and their conversations jumped from work topics to future travels and I heard “Maldives” and “General urban planning” with the same distance and disinterest.

He then told us that tonight he was staying at this same hotel, since the next day he had a very early flight, for a business trip, and that his life didn’t understand Mondays, or Thursdays, or weekends.

“I save myself driving forty minutes from the beach house and this way I leave it free for my 19-year-old, who has gotten herself a boyfriend,” he half-laughed, wanting to represent the ultimate expression of the modern and understanding father.

No one replied and he continued:

“Until you reach a certain age it’s complicated to figure things out in that sense. The least I can do is make things easier for her,” he said, with his usual sobriety, as if he wasn’t talking about his own daughter probably fucking her boyfriend at his house at that very moment. “And you, María? Did you figure things out in that sense?” he asked, in a somewhat forced way.

“Like everyone, I suppose.”

“With whom?” he asked.

“Well, with a boyfriend, in college.”

Carlos drank from his glass, as if waiting for her to elaborate on that, and indeed she ended up doing so:

“The usual. Car. Cheap hotel. Nothing special. The curious thing, or the funny thing, was that the guy was like six foot seven.”

“With a six-foot-seven guy in the car,” he said.

“Yes. Imagine.”

“I’m trying to imagine it,” he said seriously, and María drank, and I felt, even more, that I was in the way.

“Everything big?” Carlos asked.

“Everything big. Except the car,” she responded, as serious as him. And I didn’t know if the seriousness was a smokescreen for something else. I also had no idea who this guy was that she was talking about.

“And you? Did you… figure things out?” María asked.

“I was looking for it and I still am, right?”

There was silence. I looked around. There were quite a few people. Quite a bit of light. Later I would learn that I wasn’t the only one who noticed this.

“You know?” said Carlos, “the other night you were asking me about those thoughts that would send me to jail if... the police could read my mind.”

“Yes, are you going to share one? Or are you just bringing it up to seem interesting?” she said.

“I’ll tell you one... in which you were the protagonist.”

He was waiting for her to show interest. But she said nothing. And he had no choice but to continue:

“Well, the first time they sent me to your office, you made me sit down because you were on the phone. You were standing, pacing while talking on your cell. In fact, you were scolding someone.”

“And?”

“Nothing, I just thought all sorts of things in that moment.”

“I don’t know if you’re telling me that turned you on enough to imagine something criminal.”

“More or less.”

“Do you have a... fetish for women scolding colleagues or clients over the phone?”

“Maybe it’s a fetish for women who know what they want.”

“I don’t really think I know what I want,” she said.

“Right now I do. Something I’d like to happen right now. But I don’t want to ruin it.”

“There’s nothing to ruin. If you want something, you can say it.”

“Well, I’d like you two to kiss, here, like the other night, slowly, and if possible, dedicate that kiss to me. But I understand there are a lot of people. I should have suggested another place.”

“And how does one dedicate a kiss?” she asked, maintaining her serious demeanor.

“You look at me. You seek him out. You close your eyes. You feel it. You finish. And you look back at me.”

“Doesn’t seem very difficult. I thought you were going to ask for something stronger. Considering what... we did the other night.”

“Are you referring to practically peeing on me or to the handjob you gave me?” Carlos asked, imperturbable, but disturbing me, and surely disturbing her too. Although she seemed to hide it well.

“I was referring to the handjob, if I’m being honest.”

“Good... handjob... by the way...”

“It’s not rocket science,” María responded.

“I’ve had terrible handjobs, believe me,” he said.

There was silence then. They looked at each other. And he finally said:

“Well. The kiss. Dedicated. Do you remember the order for it to be considered dedicated?”

“What do you say, Pablo? Should we do him the favor?” she asked, turning toward me, including me almost for the first time.

I had been thinking for a while about what we were doing there, what each person’s intentions were, and during the time they had been engaged with each other, I had concluded that Carlos wanted to fuck her, that he wanted to be the protagonist of the original game: him fucking her and me watching, or without me. But he wasn’t going to force anything, he would respect María’s rules and her new game, he preferred to err on the side of restraint rather than make a false move; so, as consolation, he wanted us to show him what we did...

...And I also concluded that she was very clear that her new rules were unalterable, as clear as the fact that she felt a poorly disguised attraction to him, but that showing herself powerful, exhibiting herself and showing him how we fantasized, constituted a controlled exposure that excited her tremendously.

I, finding Carlos increasingly repulsive, couldn’t help feeling as much morbid curiosity or more than María about what we were beginning to experience with him, but I saw in that emissary of Edu, and in that new game, all the danger that she didn’t want to see.


CHAPTER 20

They locked eyes and I took a deep breath. She placed her glass on the table, keeping her legs crossed, turned toward him and leaned back against my chest. She then placed one of her hands on the back of my neck and our mouths sought each other. And found each other. Her kisses were initially somewhat different, like small pecks, short, lip to lip, wetness to wetness.

And then our mouths merged more deeply and our tongues came into action, in a thick, erotically charged make-out session, but it was like a transferred eroticism, because the dirty aspect of that kiss came more from Carlos than from me. It wasn’t that she was imagining my tongue was his, but he was more present than a mere voyeur. There was something more. And María then moved her mouth away slightly, and licked my lower lip with her tongue, in a display of shamelessness and mastery. I could feel my member growing... and I opened my eyes while our tongues merged again and saw Carlos’s gaze, frowning, squinting, delighting in it, restrained.

María ended the kiss. She picked up her glass again and, while looking directly at him, took a long sip.

“You’ll have to forgive me. It was clumsy of me to come here. There are too many people,” he said, frustrated, using that distress to disguise his excitement.

I looked around then, and I had already noticed before, although I hadn’t given it much importance, but there was a young guy, sitting in a nearby armchair who, hunched behind his laptop, seemed to be missing no detail of what was happening.

María set down her glass and he said:

“So... have you done this with that Víctor? Dressing in a way he likes and kissing or touching each other in front of him?”

“No. No. We don’t have any contact with him.”

“Then how did you know that dressing like this would excite him?” he asked, and I swallowed hard.

“Well... I don’t know. I don’t remember.”

Carlos was playing cat and mouse. He knew that María knew that information from Edu. Without a doubt. And he was putting María in a tight spot, catching her off guard for the first time.

“Another question...” he continued, and I could feel María becoming uncomfortable, “is that... the other night, with the... handjob you gave me... I understand that touching is allowed as long as it’s not touching flesh, or skin.”

“I understand that’s right,” she replied, starting to seem overwhelmed, and also seeming not to want this to turn into a barrage of questions.

Carlos then extended his hand and placed it on the thigh of her right leg, which was crossed over her left. Essentially, he was only touching her pants.

The three of us were really close, and I looked at that laptop guy who must have been understanding less and less.

María looked at him. He didn’t remove his hand. Nobody said anything. I could feel María’s heart beating and her skin bristling at that man’s touch, who was gradually closing in on her.

“Pablo, would you mind if I steal her away for a moment?” he asked, standing up, very determined.

“I want to treat her to a cocktail they make here that’s spectacular. But if you think it’s wrong for us to leave you for five minutes...”

“No, no, it’s fine,” I said, as María got up, without looking at me, somewhat reluctant, and I didn’t know if her wariness was because she didn’t want to go, or because the way he’d asked had been almost like a veiled order, and she didn’t like that.

They ended up placing their almost empty glasses on the table and walked those fifteen meters to reach the bar. During the first half of the journey I watched them; they again looked like boss and subordinate on a business trip, and during the second half I looked at the laptop guy, who seemed to miss no detail of María’s elegant walk on those heels, of her pink silk shirt tucked neatly into her pants and her gorgeous ass wrapped in that gray fabric. Surely he, and many others present there, would have preferred that ass in jeans, as those pants she was wearing only gave you the bait, letting you evoke the rest.

Once there, he didn’t waste time using his recent license, as he placed his hand on her hip, and they spoke closely. María touched her hair, somewhat uncomfortable, somewhat harassed, because without me it was harder for her to show power. But he seemed to know how to handle her, surely alternating relaxed moments with more harassing phrases and questions.

He then said something in her ear and she seemed to ask him to repeat it. They were really close. Face to face. With that furtive hand on her hip and with María’s ass in view of everyone. Also in view of everyone was the difference in age and even in authority. I looked at the faces of the people in that part of the lounge and could almost sense the whispers of groups of friends traveling, or businessmen... I could almost hear them thinking things like: “Looks like the big boss is pulling out all the stops, let’s see if he gets her drunk... and ends up fucking her.” I could almost feel the camaraderie of the male sex wishing that hottie would fall, in a: “Keep trying, insist, I hope you fuck her.”

María drank from her cocktail, which she now had, and, to my surprise, placed her hand on his chest, perhaps at his request, demanded by him as being permitted, and then he lowered his hand further and ran it over her backside, from bottom to top, with the tips of his fingers, over the fine gray suit pants, so fine that she had to be feeling it. It wasn’t groping. It was a caress. Gentle. That surely made her shiver.

I thought then about her, a woman like her, with all the sexuality she harbored... who hadn’t really had sex for almost two months, since Roberto, because what she experienced with me wasn’t fucking; now being pursued and caressed by that mature man, who gave the complete impression that he would know how to make her enjoy... that he would know how to make her come... that he would know how to possess her as she deserved.

And she didn’t remove her hand, which continued with that caress on one of her buttocks. And I couldn’t see María’s face clearly, but I could sense her blushing, and they weren’t talking. They just looked at each other. She with her hand on his chest and he with that caress on her ass.

My member throbbed and I looked again at the guy who was missing nothing, who had just seen how she had kissed me, on the lips of a man who now caressed her backside with a care that made him, me, everyone, and surely her, yearn for it to lead to more vehement contact.

I felt tremendous excitement and in a way even pity for her. Her twist on our game might work if she didn’t desire the third party involved. But having to hold all that back, to save me, to save us, was her umpteenth sacrifice.

Carlos began to whisper in her ear. Face to face. Not touching... yet. They were just one kiss away from everything blowing up. One kiss and the second game would no longer exist, it would be back to the first one and therefore to maximum danger. And suddenly I understood everything. I understood María. She didn’t want to touch, didn’t want skin on skin, because that would lead to fucking, and she knew that if she did it with Carlos once, it would lead to doing it three or four times, and if that happened, she could never come back to me. And perhaps that was why she had never wanted to do it again with Edu.

That man, that emissary of Edu’s, placed his glass on the bar and then brought both hands to her waist. The attack was imminent and María’s house of cards was on the verge of collapse.

I saw clearly that he had orchestrated everything, perhaps even with Edu. The fact of staying there, the fact of barely referring to me all night. The fact of arousing her. Of exciting her. And I thought then that surely, at that precise moment, he was making her see, tacitly or explicitly, that neither the second game nor the first made much sense anymore.

But the attack didn’t happen. And they separated.

And before I could realize it, María was heading to the restroom and Carlos was coming toward me, with those two cocktails of which still remained more than half full.

He placed them on the table. Calmly. Setting the pace. He sat close to me. He looked at me intently. He cleared his throat, and said to me:

“I suggested we finish these upstairs, in my room. And she said only if all three of us go, and only if you want to.”


CHAPTER 21

He studied me, scrutinized me, as if still wondering whether I had much, little, or no control at all. And I was thinking about what to answer him. Not directly to his question, but whether to tell him that I knew everything, whether to tell him that I knew he was there because of Edu. His cockiness and false nobility could be neutralized if I told him I was aware of his tricks and, if I revealed it to María in his presence, I would make him look even more exposed. It was in my power to expose him as a presumptuous impostor.

I hesitated. But I ended up deciding not to say anything. I thought I could use that bullet whenever I wanted, and that now wasn’t the time. And the truth is that I didn’t hesitate much about the other issue, about whether to go up to his room or not.

We spent about five minutes in absolute silence. And without María present, there was no need to pretend courtesy. This wasn’t a gentlemen’s agreement, but a collection of shared interests.

María eventually returned from the restroom. The question was on the table, and there was no need to articulate it out loud. Without sitting down, she leaned over, took her cocktail and drank from it while looking at me. The two of us sitting before her. My anxious and excited gaze confirmed to her, once again, that I still wanted everything. She separated her lips from the glass and then shook her head, as if showing yet another disappointment, although my attitude and decision could no longer take her by surprise.

Carlos stood up, took his glass, and they began walking toward the elevators. I then picked up María’s jacket and started walking behind them. But not before taking one last look at the laptop guy, who opened his eyes and nodded, looking at me, in a kind of greeting that showed he still didn’t understand much, but regretted not being able to witness the continuation of what was happening.

No one said anything while waiting for the elevator. Nor once inside it. They carried their glasses and I carried her jacket. María then looked at herself in the elevator mirror, as always, and there she connected her gaze with his. It was a pure, physical connection. And I wondered if nothing would happen, if we would play María’s game or if Carlos would manage to enjoy the original game. Everything, as always, in María’s hands. Who was playing a chess match, from a distance and without knowing it, with Edu.

They exited the elevator. I wanted to follow them, but not with them; and the couple walked together down the hallway. María’s bra was slightly visible through the back of her shirt, and her ass mesmerized me with each step. Him, with his great bearing and that suit. And I thought that, despite his age, he must find her tremendously attractive.

I remembered their eyes connecting through the elevator mirror. That indescribable tension. And I thought that he must have an unbearable desire for her, and that, if it weren’t for my existence and her rules, he would have groped her in the elevator and wouldn’t have been able to contain his urge to fuck her… so strong that he wouldn’t even have made it to the room, so strong that halfway down the hallway he would have stopped her… kissed her, fallen upon her and tried to penetrate her, possessed, right there, on the hallway carpet.

They stopped in front of a door and I caught up with them. He then took out a card with one hand and grabbed his phone with the other. When I realized what was happening, we were entering his room and he was talking on the phone with someone about work, as if he had to show, until the end, that he was a successful and busy man.

A spacious room. With a luggage rack where his suitcase already sat, a long table, a bed, where I placed her jacket, and in front of it two armchairs and a small table, where their two cocktails landed. I wondered what we were doing there, what María wanted, and what he would achieve while that man continued with his call and his harsh, irritating voice disturbed me.

“Here, you explain it to him, please, he doesn’t want to understand me,” he then said to María, handing her the phone.

She took his phone, surprised, and began talking to someone about urban planning, or something like that, while Carlos sat in an armchair and gestured for me to sit in the other one.

María quickly became engrossed in that phone conversation, walking around the bed, slowly and erratically, while he and I watched her.

“I can’t make it any clearer...” María replied, quickly exasperated, in a conversation that was suddenly becoming heated, and then she looked at Carlos.

It seemed that she and I realized, at the same time, that what was being reenacted was that time when they had met, with María arguing heatedly on the phone while he watched her with dirty desire.

The conversation continued and María, desperate, ended up untucking her shirt from her pants, letting it hang loose and, covering the phone, she approached Carlos, and whispered:

“Does this turn you on?”

And he responded:

“Sit with him. In front of him.”

She was surprised, and I spread my legs. María obeyed and sat in front of me, with her back against my chest; while she looked at him and listened to what a man’s voice was saying on the other end of the phone.

They stared at each other. María brushed the hair away from her face. I was getting excited even though nothing was really happening.

She then pressed her body more against mine, as if pushing her ass toward my crotch.

And then Carlos, addressing me, said:

—Come on, Víctor. Do something. Won't you?


CHAPTER 22

Sheltered behind her, I was enveloped by the scent from her hair and neck, and also struck by Carlos’s obvious statement. She barely spoke to her interlocutor and, while I still hadn’t reacted, she said:

“He’s not even listening to me anyway.” She stretched out her hand to return the phone, and Carlos took it.

“The girl is right, I just told you,” he then spoke into the mobile.

María leaned back and I, still hearing that “do something” in my head, placed my hands on her thighs, then on her stomach, and started moving upward.

“Listen... Listen to me...” Carlos was saying, trying to assert himself over his partner or whatever he was. “The lawyer just told you. Don’t be annoying. And by the way, she’s fucking hot.” After a brief silence, he continued, “No, damn it. She can’t hear me. She’s already gone.”

At that moment Victor, or I, moved my hands higher until they reached María’s chest area, and I began to unbutton the first button. She tossed her hair to one side and leaned back, but without pressuring me. And another button, and another. And I looked at Carlos, but he was looking at her, at the cleavage that was forming and at her eyes, as he had done so many times.

Gradually I undid all the buttons, while he said:

“She’s really, really hot. That’s why I want her to handle it for us. She has incredible tits.”

María accepted that description that bordered on the crude, while I fully opened her shirt without removing it, revealing a dark strapless bra, which made the temperature in that room rise considerably.

I looked down and saw María’s swollen breasts, contained there, moving slightly with the rhythm of her breathing, showing restlessness and longing to be freed.

“Wait, wait, I know you like these things, listen to me,” he was saying to his friend. “Listen, you know it’s been years since I had a dirty dream about anyone, but the other night... with this one...” he was telling him with emphasis, somewhat aroused, less gentlemanly now, more vulgar, while I, or Victor, caressed her cleavage with a trembling hand, running my fingertips over that black lace. “The other night... with this one... I dreamed I gave her the fuck of a lifetime. Plus, in the dream, she came to my house, hot as a bitch... and at first I was surprised... but she made it clear what she was there for.”

He was narrating that dream or invention while I slipped my hands behind María’s back, reached the clasp of her bra, and undid it. Suddenly the tension of that fabric disappeared and her breasts breathed. And I brought my hands forward, pulled that bra down, and two large, imposing, colossal breasts bloomed, with extensive areolas and grown nipples that pointed directly at that man. Carlos, stunned, listened to his friend while being affected by those breasts that fell slightly and then curved upward, broad, sublime, pure... impressive.

She then partially covered her breasts, almost instinctively, not with her hands but with that open pink shirt, wanting to hide the unhideable, and I brought my hands forward: first to her belly and then up, and I cupped her right breast with my right hand and her left breast with my left hand, gently, barely touching them, as I knew excited her, and I caressed with that minimal delicacy, without trying to encompass them, as it was impossible, and then I let my fingertips meet casually and randomly with those rock-hard nipples, delighting in that pointed hardness that seemed unreal.

“And in the dream,” he continued, trying to remain firm, but his voice almost trembling, “she told me that she played games with her boyfriend to turn people on, clients and such, but that her boyfriend had a very small cock and that’s why she came to my house... Yeah, yeah... you see... well... a dream... you know...” he almost laughed, not missing a detail of those caresses I was performing on those perfect breasts.

María then turned toward me, and I thought she was going to kiss me, as we had done on the sofa, but she whispered to me:

“Lower... Move your hand lower...”

At that moment Carlos stood up. I didn’t know what he was going to do. And with one hand he began to move aside the small table that stood between us, carefully so the glasses wouldn’t fall.

I obeyed then and my hands went down to María’s belt and I began to open it, simultaneously as Carlos, who was listening to his colleague, managed to trap his phone between his shoulder and ear and brought his hands to his pants zipper. And I opened her belt and he watched us, and I lowered the zipper of María’s gray pants, while he did the same with his dark ones. And I slipped my hands over her panties, as he maneuvered to pull his cock out through the opening in his underwear and through the zipper of his suit pants.

María let herself be touched and brought one of her hands to the back of my neck, while that man, who was laughing with his friend, pulled out his dark, moist cock, without unbuttoning any button or opening his belt.

My member throbbed, imprisoned, and my hands caressed those dark, silky panties, with her pants completely open, while Carlos sat down again, with his cock pointing almost to the ceiling.

“No, I’m not going to tell you how I fucked her in the dream, damn it...” he laughed, already stroking his cock, not missing a detail of those breasts, now partially covered by her shirt, and how my fingers rubbed her pussy over her panties.

—No, she doesn't look like a slut. Well, yes, depends on the day —he said, with his cock and balls completely out of his pants, starting a slow masturbation, showing that member with its glans completely exposed, and smeared with a large amount of transparent fluid, in an image that I knew had to be impacting María.

At that moment, Carlos moved the phone away slightly, so his colleague couldn't hear him, and said in a low voice:

—Put your finger inside her, damn it.

I could feel María trembling at that precise moment. And I prepared to obey. One of my hands rested on her belly and began to crawl downward, and I started to feel her trimmed pubic hair and soon some surprisingly swollen and protruding lips. I felt the wetness of her pussy on the tip of my finger, and brought another there to help the first separate those lips, but only one explored, beginning to slide inside her, and I began to feel how María squeezed my neck a little, as that finger flowed, without any resistance, inside that incredibly hot pussy.

María moaned, tilted her head back slightly, closed her eyes and brought her hands to her breasts. And she let herself be touched, there, exposed, caressing her tits, while my finger slid inside her pussy, carefully, slowly, and he, without stopping masturbating, hung up the phone without saying goodbye, and tossed it onto the bed, and whispered, giving an order to each of us:

—Put a finger in her mouth. María, don't close your eyes, look at me.

I brought my other hand to her lips and, as she opened her eyes and looked at him, and I continued inserting and removing that finger from inside her body, soaking myself, I noticed how she opened her mouth, and I then inserted not one finger, but two. And he masturbated while my fingers violated my girlfriend's pussy and mouth in the presence of that gentleman who, extremely aroused, still pretended to maintain his composure.

—That's it, Víctor. She calls you Víctor when she dresses like that, right?

—Yes... —I said in a thin voice, without stopping putting two fingers in María's mouth and one in her pussy.

—What? —he asked, standing up.

I cleared my throat and said again:

—Yes.

Carlos, standing, masturbating, then approached her, and stopped in front of María, with his cock near her face. And I removed my hand from her mouth, and lowered it to her panties, to pull them aside a bit to help me continue masturbating her better.

The rules were clear, but that erect cock threatened her just inches away. I didn't rule out that he might want to put it in her mouth. María was still clinging to her breasts and moaning from the finger I was working inside her, firm, hard, and I didn't know what she wanted. He then abandoned his masturbation and took off his jacket, showing off, unhurried, with his cock permanently near María's face, and then began to unbutton his white shirt, partially revealing a handsome and well-maintained torso, and then brought one hand to his hip and resumed masturbating with the other, and María then said, as she lowered her hands to her thighs.

—Don't touch me with that.

—Of course not.

—Not with that or with your cum. If you stain me, I'll kill you.

Carlos then lowered one of his hands, without stopping masturbating, to María's shirt, which he opened, as if drawing back curtains, to one side and the other, to delight again in the frontal impact of her naked tits. And he continued masturbating, close to her, for some suffocating moments in which María came to close her eyes again and look up at him, again, several times, while moaning some extremely erotic “Ahh...!” “Umm...!” “Ohhh...!” and I felt how her pussy melted around my finger, craving another finger, and her waist moved on that armchair, pressing against my member and seeking greater pleasure with her movement, a pleasure that was becoming increasingly insufficient for her; as insufficient was my meager finger in the enormity of that pussy that was overflowing, melting in wetness, extension and temperature.

He ended up sitting down and, again with his cock pointing to the ceiling, said:

—Who's touching you, María? Who's rubbing your pussy? Pablo, Víctor, or me?

María, covering her breasts a little again, whimpered:

—Him... Pablo...

—Are you sure?

—Yes...

—Well... and... why don't you suck his cock, huh? You must have the poor guy...

I removed my finger from her pussy. And waited. And then she stood up, turned her back to him and knelt in front of me.

—But make sure it's that Víctor guy, okay? You told me you played the parts well.

María, with her hair partially covering her face, as she let it fall when something embarrassed her, but at the same time aroused, maneuvered, kneeling in front of me, on my pants, undoing my belt, opening the button, lowering the zipper, and pulling the pants down to the middle of my thighs, until some blue underwear, soaked through, came into view.

Without being surprised by the tremendous amount of fluid, she also pulled down the underwear, revealing a cock that lay hard and flattened to one side in a sticky puddle.

María picked it up with one hand as Carlos descended from his armchair and knelt behind her. She, unaware of what was happening behind her back, and almost on all fours in front of me with her ass up in the air, picked up my member with two fingers, pulled the skin back once, and a dense, enormous drop detached from the tip and fell down the entire shaft.

“Put it in your mouth...” said Carlos, and María must have known, from the origin of his voice, his new location, but she didn’t turn around to confirm it.

I didn’t know if he had seen the laughable size of my member or if María was blocking his view, but he didn’t say anything. And as María brought her mouth to my member, he, kneeling behind her, separated her legs slightly without touching skin, and positioned himself between them, as if he were going to fuck her from behind, but they were both still almost fully dressed.

I brought one of my hands to her hair, caressed it a little, and heard:

“That’s it, Víctor, guide her a little, she might not be able to find it otherwise.”

I looked up and saw how he was caressing her ass over her pants, as he had done at the bar, but now everything was different, while masturbating with his other hand. With his pristine white shirt open and his equally white teeth in a constant tense grimace.

I suddenly felt an immense heat as María took my entire cock into her mouth. She took it completely and I sighed, throwing my head back. I could feel her burning tongue hitting my rock-hard member, and how one of her hands caressed my balls. She knew she couldn’t jerk me off or I would explode, that she could only use her mouth. And so she did. In long movements of her neck, in a somewhat exaggerated display, since the length of my member didn’t allow for much, and I accompanied that back and forth with my hand tangled in her hair.

The sound of that blowjob became wet and María stifled incredibly erotic moans that all three of us heard with a clarity that left us breathless. She closed her eyes. She didn’t want to look at me. And, as if he could guess the question I was asking myself, he asked again:

“Who are you sucking off? Him, Víctor, or me?”

María didn’t respond and continued killing me with that hands-free blowjob and those caresses on my balls, and then I looked at him, who had placed his cock on her ass, over her pants, and was holding her by the hip, and managed to masturbate with his cock resting there, matching the movement of her blowjob with the movement of his body, forward and backward, as if he were really fucking her.

That man looked imposing with his shirt open and his huge cock resting there, on her ass, while María, who must have been feeling that hardness on her behind, was engaged in a colossal blowjob, moving her tongue at full speed, moaning and catching her breath to continue eating me, while her pussy, orphaned, open, must have been dripping, continuously pouring more and more fluid onto her delicate panties, which could barely contain that incessant leakage.

“How is she sucking you off, Victor? Is she doing it well?” he asked me and I moaned a barely audible “yes...” while he was already fitting his cock between her buttocks, buttocks that he squeezed, over her pants... and... leaning over her, he then lowered one of his hands toward María’s breasts, but to do so, he used the pink shirt, which he gathered to bring his hand to her enormous hanging breasts, without touching breast, without touching skin. And then with his other hand, leaving his cock wedged there, and even more hunched over her, touching her tits through the silk shirt, but without touching her, without touching skin, thus making María go practically crazy feeling her breasts caressed that way and that huge cock wedged in her ass...

...and her blowjob then became unbearable and she brought two fingers to the base of my cock and panted and moaned, while he pretended to fuck her, thrusting his hips forward and backward, pushing her toward me, and I wished he would pull down her pants and panties and finally penetrate her, to finally calm that female who couldn’t take it anymore... and I didn’t know if she wanted it... but he didn’t do it, and then he brought the thumb of one of his hands to the base of his cock, and pressed, fixing his member between her buttocks and began to rub himself, as if he were fucking her, there, on all fours, in front of me, wedged between her buttocks, and he threw his head back and moaned a “GOD!! I’M CUMMING, FUCK!!” while rubbing himself... frantic, forward and backward...

...and María moaned in stifled screams, on my cock, and then a huge white shot burst from his cock, spraying María’s pants and the lower part of her shirt... That man was coming, exploding there, and I, simultaneously, felt a torrent of pleasure that arose from deep within, that reached my cock, and that burst in María’s mouth, which she accepted, with her unattended and hungry pussy, as that man ejaculated on her clothes, while I came non-stop inside her mouth. And two, and three and up to seven and eight jets spurted powerfully from that cock in long lashes that stained her pants and shirt, her ass and back again and again, and she continued receiving the pleasure of both of us, on her clothes and in her mouth. And her head kept going, up and down, and up and down, engulfing my cock and swallowing my semen that emerged without stopping...

... until Carlos stopped, pulled back a little, and, still with his eyes closed, gave a hard slap on her ass, on María's wet and sticky pants. And he leaned back, showing a chest that expanded and contracted with extremely agitated breathing.

María then removed her mouth from my member. She had swallowed everything. And she could barely move because of the enormous stains that lay on her pants and on her shirt. So dense and thick that they made her shirt become transparent across the lower part of her back, and I could even see how some spurts had almost reached her neck.

I. Exhausted. Saw her there, on all fours, motionless. And I couldn’t believe what I had just experienced and didn’t know what might happen next. And then, Carlos, standing up, said.

“Damn, I’ve made a mess of you. Take off your shirt and put on the jacket and go home like that... Unless you want to continue.”










CHAPTER 23

The image of Carlos, standing there, imposing, corpulent, with his semi-erect cock protruding through the opening in his pants, the tip completely smeared, his white shirt open, his clear and intimidating eyes… was striking. And equally striking, if not more so, was seeing María, on all fours, motionless, raising her eyes to me and whispering: “Damn… I’m soaked.”

I was putting my cock away and Carlos was doing the same while María, after wiping her lips with her hand, said to me:

“Pablo, damn it, bring me something, a towel or whatever. I don’t know what you’re waiting for.”

I jumped up like a spring, passed Carlos, who was buttoning his shirt, and went to the bathroom. When I returned, I saw that María, with her back to us, had already stood up and, trying not to get any more stained, was attempting to remove that soaked silk clinging to her body.

I gave her a towel and she then removed that pink fetish of Víctor’s, without turning around, and placed the shirt on the armchair, and began to clean her bare back, which made me realize the semen had filtered through the silk, and she was cleaning her pants, her ass, where extremely dense whitish impacts lay.

Carlos and I watched in silence as she cleaned and dried herself, after having emptied ourselves, in different ways, into her.

“Hand me my bra, please,” she said to me, and I obeyed, and, still with her back to us, she began to put it on.

“Does that mean we’re not continuing?” Carlos asked.

“Wasn’t that enough for you?” she asked, with her bra now properly positioned and beginning to fasten her pants.

“I’m asking more for your sake.”

“Don’t worry about me,” she said proudly, heading to the bed, then grabbing her jacket.

Carlos didn’t insist further. There was nothing more to say. We were leaving.

I left ahead of María, with my underwear still soaked, but with no external sign revealing what had just happened. Not so in María’s case, who was leaving wearing her jacket directly over her bra, her suit pants still impregnated with enormous stains, and the soaked pink shirt, crumpled into a ball, in her hand.

Already in the hallway, I began walking toward the elevator and realized that he, standing in the doorway of his room, had stopped her. I continued, without turning around, and I could hear them talking in low voices.

I called the elevator and, while waiting, she finally reached me. I asked her what he had said, and she told me:

“Nothing. He apologized.”

“For what?”

“Well, what do you think? I don’t think the plan for tonight was for him to come like that.”

“Yeah…” I responded, and we descended in the elevator while I turned over that “plan for tonight” she had mentioned, and I wondered what the plan for that night had been, that is, what María would have wanted to happen.

María crossed the lobby of the ground floor with extreme haughtiness, even more straight and upright than usual, with that wrinkled shirt in her hand, soaked with Carlos’s semen, and I wondered if, along with the trail of scent left by María’s own fragrance, one could also detect the overlapping odor of something else.

Outside now, walking in silence across that inhospitable and dark esplanade, I cursed myself for not remembering to check if the laptop guy was still there, and if he had seen us leave.

And suddenly, once we were already near our car, I heard:

“Shit!” María exclaimed.

“What’s wrong?”

“My purse. It’s in his car. Damn, I have to call him. He needs to open it for me,” she said, taking her phone from the inside pocket of her jacket, and I didn’t understand what her purse was doing there.

She called him and Carlos didn’t take long to answer, and once she hung up, she said:

“He says he’s coming now.”

“But what is your purse doing there? Didn’t you come by taxi?”

“Yes, what’s the problem? Don’t you believe me?”

“Yes, I believe you, but I don’t understand how your purse got there.”

“It’s really nice of you to ask those kinds of questions…” she said ironically. “I arrived in the taxi at the same time he was arriving, we talked here for a minute and he told me I could leave my purse there if I wanted. Is that good enough for you or not?”

The truth was that it wasn’t good enough. None of it made any sense to me.

María asked me to open the trunk and spread the shirt out there, and Carlos soon appeared, dressed in the same clothes, with his dark blue suit and white shirt. Elegant. Calm. And, to me, repulsive.

I didn’t feel like interacting with him, so I got in the car and waited for him to give her that damn purse.

He opened his dark sedan, gave it to her, and when María was about to walk around our car to reach the passenger door, Carlos stopped her. When I realized what was happening, they were whispering something and I couldn’t see them; I would have had to turn around to see them.

I wondered what they could be saying to each other and if he might even try something. The truth was that María had to be incredibly turned on... and Carlos surely knew it.

I finally turned around from my seat and saw her leaning against his car while he spoke to her from close proximity, leaning over her. She was brushing her hair away from her face with one hand while placing the other on his chest to push him back slightly.

Again that feeling that Carlos was just one kiss away from everything falling apart. And I didn’t know what I wanted, and I even thought that it would be fair for that kiss to happen... and for them to fuck... in his car or back at the hotel... even if I didn’t see it... Yes, I thought it would be fair for María to forget about me, even about us, and get a good fucking, or however many she wanted. A fucking that I could never give her.

He leaned in closer. He whispered something in her ear. I thought that was it... That it was done... That María couldn’t fight against her own body forever... And then María pushed a little harder with her hand against his chest, and he backed away, and a “good night” could be heard, spoken by María, who was now making her way to our car.

We were leaving that place... and I didn’t know if she was aware, as I was, that we had been practically a breath away from everything changing... And then I wondered whether to ask her about that last conversation, about his final advance, but I didn’t. After all, what had happened seemed obvious: an attempt by him to get her to abandon the game and spend the night with him.

We stopped at a traffic light, in silence, and I glanced at her. She didn’t look affected, at least not negatively. After all, she had stuck to her rules, we all had. But what she did show was an intense flush and arousal.

And I would soon confirm that I had read her correctly, because as soon as we entered our house, she said:

“Give me the bedroom to myself for twenty minutes, okay?” she asked, heading down the hallway with her purse in one hand and the shirt in the other.

“Sure...” I responded, though she was already disappearing without waiting for my answer.

I lay down on the sofa then. Feeling somewhat dizzy. I checked my phone and saw that Begoña had written to me. I read:

“You didn’t know anything about Carlos, did you? It showed on your face.”

It came out just like that. Probably because it was something I’d been holding inside almost from the first moment Begoña had contacted me. And so I wrote:

“I don’t know why you’re so interested in my life. It seems like everything you tell me, and even that kiss you gave me, is to make me leave her.”

I turned off the phone. I didn’t want to hear from anyone. And I ended up getting up to go to the bathroom, but as I walked down the hallway, I realized that our bedroom door wasn’t closed, but just slightly ajar. I reached the bathroom and looked back toward the end of the hallway. I knew I shouldn’t, that it wasn’t right... but I couldn’t help walking, silently, to the end... And I pushed the door open a little, nervously... and I saw it... saw her.

María, lying on the bed, face down, dressed only in the soaked pink shirt, was masturbating energetically with both hands... and I could see her closed eyes, and her face against the bed, panting, surrendered, feeling the wet silk on her back, and surely smelling Carlos’s semen on the shirt. She was ravaging her pussy, remembering, or imagining that Carlos had finally broken all the rules and pulled down her pants and panties, and had ended up fucking her...

...And I withdrew... letting her come, pant and moan shamelessly... While I wondered if that game, with that rule about not letting herself be touched, really made much sense, or if, on the contrary, it was going to end up being tremendously counterproductive.


CHAPTER 24

Displaying normalcy when nothing was normal was something María and I had been perfecting for months. And I had the impression that even in this, she was one step ahead of me.

And it was precisely this naturalness that María displayed again and again during the weekend, not holding back from texting with Carlos. Not constantly, not to an exaggerated degree, but with a certain frequency and without hiding the screen or trying to conceal it from me.

I felt that for several days she had been wanting to externalize or make me understand that she could maintain a cordial relationship with him because she found him interesting and was attracted to his eloquence, so that later, when agreed upon, eloquence could be exchanged for smooth talk and interesting conversation for tense conversation... and... eventually leading to... sexual excesses; Without touching, with her rules, but with a suffocating sexual charge, beyond the norm.

Undoubtedly, apart from that strangely intrinsic naturalness, she allowed my furtive glances at her phone because it suited her for me to see that nothing sinful was being discussed there, which endorsed her version and her theory that this was not only possible but positive.

Sometimes during that weekend, when she was texting with him, I would review, in my case hiding a bit, my conversation with Begoña, and I felt that my last message, without constituting any lie, had been rude. It was curious what happened to me with her, because despite barely knowing her, and that every time I saw her I told myself it would be the last, I had the permanent need to be on good terms with her.

I concealed the kiss from María and from myself. I had enough trying to analyze what was happening between my girlfriend and that man without trying to analyze myself too.

But the pretense of naturalness had a limit, and that limit came the next day, Monday afternoon, when María wrote to tell me she would be having dinner with Carlos that night.

“Wasn’t he traveling?” I asked.

“He came back today and leaves again tomorrow. He mentioned it the other night,” she answered.

“Just the two of you, I understand that’s what you’re telling me.”

“Yes, that’s what I’m saying. To talk about normal things.”

The phrase “to talk about normal things” was becoming a recurring statement that seemed to legitimize her leaving me waiting at home. But I thought that, at least this time, she had the decency not to throw in that “if anyone gives us strange looks I’ll tell you later,” which was hurtful, like some kind of favor done for a tiresome child.

That Monday night, eating alone at home, I thought about writing to Begoña, apologizing for the tone of my message, but I didn’t, as something told me I shouldn’t open that front. And then, at the precise moment I was deciding not to complicate things further, María wrote to me:

“He wants to show me his beach apartment. His daughter might be there. I don’t think I’ll be long, I’ll be home soon.”

I dropped the phone on the table, making more noise than expected, and asked myself what was happening. Besides, that comment about the daughter sounded like a “don’t worry, he won’t fuck me, there will be other people there” as if we were dealing with a question of opportunity rather than desire.

I didn’t respond. I got angry and, always catching me by surprise, for being incomprehensible, inappropriate, untimely... though not because it didn’t always happen to me in similar contexts... I became aroused.

Before I knew it, I had gone to the bathroom, grabbed some toilet paper, and returned to the living room. Like an automaton, I recalled how she had left the house that morning, wearing a pale pink pantsuit and a white lace camisole, and my mind flew to what might happen in that house.

I had experienced dirty masturbations imagining her with Edu and a few others, but this time I knew from the beginning that my mind would fly toward especially immoral things: I imagined him taking her to the likely terrace of his beach house, and there caressing her ass, following the rules, until María ended up asking him to make those caresses rougher. He would then have no problem obeying, and the caresses would turn into crude groping, with some dry slaps, similar to the one I had seen him give her three days ago.

I jerked off on the sofa imagining my girlfriend asking to see his cock again and, as soon as he showed it to her... María kneeling before him and telling him she couldn’t take this absurd game anymore, to put it in her mouth. In my imagination, María devoured it, surrendered, and then stood up, turned around and begged him to penetrate her, right there, even if the neighbors saw them. What followed was a furious fucking, with María gripping the railing and moaning uninhibitedly... screaming in a sharp, shameless shriek with each thrust...

I, on that sofa, began to feel myself coming at the precise moment when Carlos covered her mouth and insulted her, and penetrated her even harder, crushing her tits against the railing... and I came while imagining some voyeur from another balcony witnessing that fuck session as scandalous as it was degrading... with the image of her coming, with her mouth covered, with her eyes wide open, finally feeling a good cock inside her, finally experiencing an immense orgasm without needing to touch herself, finally feeling the climax provided by a good lover, without tricks, without games and with nothing more than sex, hard, dirty... with someone who wants you as much as you want him.

Semen had barely begun to flow from the tip of my member and I was already starting to feel guilty, and I hardly felt any pleasure during the following seconds. And, while cleaning myself, I wondered if we were in that situation more because of my minimal member or because of my sick mind.

It was past eleven thirty and I hesitated about writing to María, about telling her that I trusted her, but that even so I didn’t understand those, let’s say, cordial meetings. But I didn’t. I didn’t write to her. And I ended up writing to Begoña.

I apologized for the impertinence of my last message and she quickly responded, downplaying it. And we wrote to each other, about nothing and everything, about her and about me, but not about her with Edu, nor about me with María. We conversed as individual entities and I realized that it had been a long time since I had talked about myself or listened to someone talk about themselves. There was something about that girl, even in writing, something docile, light, gentle, carefree that ended up being contagious.

When we had been writing to each other for half an hour, I read:

“Do you know how I have you saved in my phone?”

“Surprise me.”

“As lying trickster voyeur.”

“All of that?”

“Yes, the whole package. Is any of it a lie?” she asked, adding the emoji of a woman with a robe and gavel, that of a judge, which I had never noticed existed.

“No, no, the truth is it’s not. You’ve labeled me well,” I responded and she said goodbye and I didn’t have time to ask myself what I was doing writing to that girl, Edu’s ex, at that hour on a Friday, because I heard the door of our house opening.

Her heels. Her glass of water. Her trip to the bathroom. And her entrance into our bedroom.

“So? Anything to tell?” I asked, from the bed, while she took off her jacket.

“No. Actually nothing,” she answered.


CHAPTER 25

I insisted as much as I could, or rather as far as usual, until that “I’m tired, Pablo” which was like a checkered flag to my attempts at investigating.

We went to bed and in the bedroom that constant “nothing” still hung in the air: Nothing meaning nothing had happened with him, and nothing meaning no one had looked at them with unease, alarm or disapproval.

The following days continued with that false naturalness of texting him in the evenings; like during the weekend, not much, perhaps five minutes, no more, but enough to make me uneasy. The truth was that I was also texting Begoña a bit, hiding it in my case, but what I was doing seemed more legitimate, more innocent, more about filling time that María used to occupy before me.

It was Friday night when that false naturalness led to tense calm:

We were on the sofa watching a movie, as we often did after dinner, it couldn’t have been much later than ten at night, and I glimpsed again, from the corner of my eye, how she was texting Carlos, and I began to sense a certain discomfort in her. And, not much later, I read that he wanted to call her, and I could clearly see a “don’t call me, I’m with Pablo.”

I had the feeling she didn’t know I had read it and, more importantly, I had the feeling that my presence at that moment was a burden, that she wished for my disappearance so she could receive that call, which surely wasn’t meant to be about work or trivialities, and I knew this from her body language, from that sudden restlessness. So I decided to devise a plan, or rather a trap, and once I had the outline in my head, I went for it:

—María, I need to tell you something —I said, and she was undoubtedly a bit surprised. But she didn’t say anything. She waited for me to continue.

—Begoña called me again this afternoon.

—Really? When?

—I don’t know, this afternoon —I answered, nervous, because I knew that if she asked to see my phone to confirm it, I was done for.

—And what for? I thought that was settled.

I remained silent for a moment, thinking about how to tell it well, without revealing it was all a trick, and then she said:

—I wonder if she likes you… —and she said it with a certain mockery, wanting to lighten the mood, but it bothered me a little.

—Well… —I began, without rising to the bait of what had seemed inappropriate to me —apparently a friend of hers was filling her head with the idea that, knowing Edu, he must have done something with you, and that if she hadn’t seen you two interacting in person, but later saw messages, it was likely true. And so, the girl told me to meet up again, tonight, to talk about it. And I said no, of course. Although she insisted quite a bit.

María hesitated for a moment, until she said:

—What, just because Edu is Edu I’m supposed to fall at his feet? How tiresome this girl is. Really. If you’ve already told her no.

—Yeah…

—Although the truth is it would be good for us if you calmed her down so she doesn’t make up stories. If she comes to the office with her drama, she could cause me serious trouble.

—So? —I asked, because I wanted her to tell me, in so many words, that she wanted me out of the house so she could talk freely with Carlos.

—I don’t know. I’m not going to tell you now to… did she say meet at her place?

—Yes…

—Well, I’m not going to ask you now to take the car… and go to her house, but maybe, deep down, calming her down would be best for everyone.

—I don’t mind. I’ll get dressed and be there in half an hour, and the movie will barely be over by the time I’m back.

—Whatever you think. Maybe it’s for the best —she said, without any further objection, falling into the trap with such unmistakable ease that it hurt.

I went to the bedroom to get dressed, and also to text Begoña, because if she didn’t shelter me I’d end up walking around the block.

María came in behind me, so initially I couldn’t, but soon she returned to the living room dressed simply in a white pajama top with buttons, from one of those sets she had that looked like men’s pajamas. And I didn’t miss the detail that this time she hadn’t put on the pajama bottoms, and was going to the sofa wearing only her panties and the pajama top… And then, getting angry but also aroused… I deduced that she wanted to get really comfortable… to receive that call.

I then wrote to Begoña a brief:

—Can I come over to your place for a bit, now?

She wasn’t responding, so I went back to the living room and María stood up, as if she wanted to be involved in my excursion, when I had the feeling she was eager to be alone with her phone.

—As long as you keep her calm she won’t make a scene at the office, which is what I’m afraid of —she said, repeating herself, and we gave each other a peck on the lips.

I read Begoña’s response when I was already in the building entrance:

—Now? Did they kick you out of the house or what? Ok. Come over.

—Thanks. I’ll explain when I get there —I replied.

I didn’t want to think too much while driving. I was truly tired of overthinking everything. I didn’t even know what to tell Begoña. What I was doing was feeling, feeling that mixture of anger toward María and at the same time arousal… Stopped at a traffic light, I imagined her saying all kinds of dirty things to Carlos, on our sofa, and it excited me.

Despite the undoubted intrigue my sudden visit must have caused her, I wasn’t met with a frantic Begoña, but quite the opposite. She didn’t immediately ask me about the reason for my escape either. In fact, her first question was whether I liked mojitos.

She led me into the kitchen and I followed her, certainly captivated, seeing her bare legs and her light blue shirt which, like the mauve one from before, seemed too big for her, and of which she hadn’t buttoned more than about three buttons.

I didn’t realize that besides the shirt she was also wearing a sort of very short silky cream-colored pajama shorts until I saw her stretch to try to reach a bottle of white rum from the top of a cabinet. She seemed to be wearing nothing more than those two garments, as I thought I saw her breasts moving quite freely under the shirt, but I wanted to mention something more trivial:

—Aren’t your feet cold?

—No, never —she answered while placing a wooden board on the counter and grabbing a lime and some mint sprigs.

She gave me a beer and, while preparing the mojitos, I watched her from behind, with those slender dragonfly legs and that young, healthy mane falling over her stylishly disheveled blue shirt. She mesmerized me, rolling up her sleeves and preparing everything calmly, but at the same time with her inherent energy.

It was then, enchanted by her movements, that I began to talk.

I told her that indeed I hadn’t known Carlos was sent by Edu until she told me. I told her I hadn’t told María that I knew. I also told her that María had practically kicked me out of the house so she could talk to him in peace… and I told her about our new rule, or rather María’s rule, about not touching… And I briefly told her about the encounter we had with Carlos at the hotel.

I found myself opening up to her, in what seemed like an innocent confession, from a somewhat overwhelmed guy to a girl who, not being a real friend, was a better listener. Curiously, I was opening up just as María had opened up to Carlos, as if we had both sought comfort outside: but my girlfriend’s confessions seemed to be part of the game, not with innocence, but with sexual charge, to show power and to externalize her own striking sexuality.

—What a scheme you guys have going —she smiled, turning around and handing me a mojito. Always with that lightness about her.

She then suggested we go out to the balcony that was accessible from the kitchen itself. And so we did, and we were hit by the smell and temperature of a spring night that smelled as fresh as she did. And we continued talking, dimly illuminated by the light of a nearby streetlamp that didn’t seem to be working properly, and I listened to her thinking that the whites of her eyes and teeth, under that imperfect luminescence, seemed even purer.

She let me repeat myself and I finished my confession always emphasizing that I trusted María.

—She’s cheating on you… —she said, with a certain blush, knowing I didn’t like hearing that, before hiding behind a sip she took while looking at me.

—I don’t think so. Well. Sorry for dumping all this on you. The mojito is really good —I replied, and we fell silent, and leaned on the railing, very close together, looking out at a deserted street.

—And what about you and Edu, then? Have you left him completely? —I asked.

—Completely. As if he were dead —she replied.

—You must miss him, even though to me he was, and is, an idiot.

—He’s not an idiot. He is how he is. About missing him… I’ve been thinking about it and I don’t think I was in love with him. Not like I was with the one before. Though, anyway, when I left the previous one for Edu, I was already out of love… Anyway, the thing with Edu was more…

—What? —I asked and she shrugged.

—I don’t know...

—Sexual? —I inquired.

—Mmm… Physical. Yes. Like a physical crush.

—So… what you miss… is…

—Sex? Yes. Well, you saw him… in action, so to speak… —she laughed— You guys are really messed up, seriously. María is gorgeous, she’s a knockout, I don’t know how it occurred to you… I don’t know how to say it, to give her away. And to Edu of all people, who wouldn’t think twice about it.

—Yeah… I don’t know… I got fixated on him as soon as I saw him. By the way, you guys also had your little games, because playing that you were María isn’t very normal either.

—Don’t compare… which, by the way, it seems like everything is about roles in this, isn’t it? Aren’t you impressed by what you’ve created?

I remained silent for a moment. It was true that a fantasy of mine had produced a whirlwind of events and games in which I don’t know how many people were now involved.

“What about my audio... having sex?” she asked, surprising me, as did the fact that tonight she was using, without mincing words, language that on other days she seemed more reluctant to use.

“What about it?”

“Did you and María get turned on listening to it?”

“Do I need to confess that?”

“You do.”

“Well... yes.”

“Many times?”

“I don’t know. Once or twice.”

“And you alone?” she asked, again somewhat self-conscious, blurting it out, turned toward me, before taking refuge in her glass.

“That too. Once or twice.”

“Send it to me.”

“What?” I asked.

“Send it to me. Here, you’ve finished yours. I’ll get you more and grab my phone,” she said, leaving me there, without a glass and without her. And I watched her disappear.

I took out my phone. María hadn’t texted me. I thought she must be busy. And I searched for that audio note that I had moved from the chats to a voice notes folder.

Not quite knowing where this would lead us, I sent the audio to Begoña, who appeared with her white wireless earbuds, her phone, and a glass with more mojito. She handed me the glass and, with her drink in one hand, her phone in the other, her earbuds in, and the silhouette of her bare breasts outlined against the blue shirt, she searched on her phone... and, without hesitating too much, pressed play.

She turned back toward the street, somewhat self-conscious, and I watched her from the corner of my eye. I knew she was listening to it, as it showed in her expression. She would push her hair back, tucking it behind her ears, and occasionally her eyes would widen, probably when her moans became louder.

She ended up turning back toward me, and I remembered those pants and screams, and even some of her phrases... Perhaps at that moment she was reliving that sexual encounter, or any of them. Those intense sessions Edu had with her. And I remembered her “Ohhh, Eduuu!” and her “Mmm Eduuu, you’re killing me...!!” and those “Ahmmmm!!” and I looked at her torso and could tell, now with certainty, that there was no bra there, as imposing nipples, more womanly than girlish, marked the blue shirt, crowning breasts that I imagined were firm, and which I knew didn’t need a bra to stay perky.

“That’s intense...” she sighed then, to herself... embarrassed but also amused, and she bit her lower lip and shook her head.

“I don’t know whether to get turned on by myself or cry,” she said, almost clownish, smiling, while again opening her eyes wider when surely one of her phrases was heard clearly.

The minute and change that the audio lasted then came to an end and she said:

“You guys are out of your minds,” but she expressed it again in a kind of peace that was contagious.

She looked at me. I found her gorgeous. With her large eyes and her features of a perfect posh girl. I looked at her lips that drew an angelic arch so Apollonian it didn’t seem real, and I remembered the kiss we had shared.

“Play it again,” I told her, and she smiled, and did what I suggested, and as soon as I knew that audio was starting again, I stretched out my hand, trembling to the point of almost giving myself away, and took one of her earbuds, and placed it in my ear.

“You’re very clever, you...” said the tangible Begoña, while the Begoña in the earbud sighed some incredibly erotic moans to me.

In silence, we listened to those “Hummm!!” and those “Edu... you’re killing me!!” and the sound of their bodies colliding...

“Does it turn you on?” she asked.

I then escaped from her dangerous question, and asked instead, while her moans bombarded us:

“You know something I told María about you after seeing you from afar and knowing you were dating Edu?”

“What...”

“That I didn’t know how his... cock... could fit in your... in that little body... that you have.”

“Well... it fit...”

“Yeah? Did it fit well?” I asked, close to her.

“It fit very well, actually. All the way in...” she said, while a Begoña, on the edge of climax, shouted in our ear: “Eduu! Mmmmm! Ahhmmm, you bastard..!! You fuck me so good...!” all of it screamed in an exquisite sob of gratitude... And then I lowered my gaze a bit, as if something was calling me further down, and I saw her nipples marking her blue shirt... and my hand went there, trembling, but at the same time determined, and I brushed one of those nipples, over the shirt, with my thumb, and she moved closer to me, pushing her hair aside, and Begoña was cumming in those earbuds and I felt her lips, attacking me, and I received her... feeling her icy lips... and our mouths opened and our tongues played, and my hand caressed her firm breast over the blue fabric while her tongue slithered nimbly, shamelessly and committedly, and those screams ended in a brutal climax... that made me enjoy even more her firm breast, her compact nipple and her wet tongue that frolicked with mine in a watery kiss... sexual...

… and suddenly there was absolute silence… but our kiss continued, with one of her hands on my neck… kissing me, kissing each other… calmly, without the stress of hearing Edu fucking her, there, on that balcony, her almost on tiptoes and me aroused and caressing her breast. And then I pulled away, knowing that this was wrong, that it wasn’t right… and I pushed her away, moreover, in an almost abrupt manner, suddenly breaking all the magic that had been created, but I didn’t feel magic but betrayal. My own. 

She withdrew as a consequence of my not-so-subtle gesture and there was an eternal silence.

Serious, though not angry, she removed the earbud from my ear and said:

“Let me get this straight: you feel bad about this kiss when María has cheated on you two months ago, has lied to you, and has just kicked you out of the house so she can say dirty things on the phone with an old man.” 

I remained silent for a moment. I was confused, but, above all, I felt bad and, finally, I said:

“Maybe.”

I took a sip of my drink then and, as my mind was racing at high speed, and not just about myself, or about María, but also about Begoña, I said: 

“Can I ask you a question?”

“Yes. You know you can.” 

“Well, it’s not a question. I just want you to confirm a hypothesis… and that is… I get the feeling that… this kiss, and the other one, and… how you are with me… is only because you want me to leave María.”

I looked at her intently, knowing that I might even get more from her expression after hearing that than from her words.

“Well, I’ll be honest with you. I always am. And I’ll tell you that at first, yes.”

“At first, yes? So since when not?” 

“I don’t know. Maybe a week ago. With the first kiss, perhaps.”

“Before or after?”

“Before or after the kiss the other day?” 

“Yes.”

“Maybe during,” she smiled. 

“During? You’re crazy,” I said, using a phrase that felt like hers, that I had picked up from her.

I was amazed by her ability to whitewash and soften every situation that seemed almost dramatic to me.

“I’m going to leave,” I finally said, firmly. Although I wasn’t sure of anything. 

“That’s fine,” she replied, and I was expecting one of her usual jabs, referring to being careful not to interrupt María in whatever she might be doing. But she said nothing. And nothing happened during the goodbye either, because nobody sought anybody. The step had already been long enough. 

Begoña closed the door. I called the elevator. I felt bad. That kiss hadn’t been like the first one. I had really wanted it. And I wondered if that kiss and that involvement were because I didn’t believe María.

The elevator opened its doors and I wanted to know if María had written to me. And, to my great surprise, I saw that she hadn’t… but someone else had… 

I couldn’t believe it, that person was Edu.

Trembling, like the first times, I quickly opened that chat… My heart was pounding out of my chest, and I read a sentence, and I saw that he was also sending me a screenshot containing a conversation. 

His sentence said: “My friend is making progress. No need to thank me.” 

I then looked at that screenshot, and it didn’t take me long to understand that it was a conversation between María and Carlos, recent, from approximately an hour ago. 

And then I read, with my pulse racing and my hand trembling so much that it was even hard to read:

“Her uniform would look good on you,” Carlos had written.

“You already told me that on Monday,” she responded immediately.

“Well, I insist.”

“And I insist that you’re sick.”

“Hey, can I call you? You told me Pablo isn’t there.”

“Call me for what.”

“To tell you how I would fuck you if there weren’t rules.”

“There are,” María responded, but, three minutes later, killing me, and exciting me at the same time, she herself wrote: 

“Fine, call me, but make it quick, because I don’t think Pablo will be long.”

I moved the phone away from my sight... And I looked at the elevator, there, open for me, and I turned my neck, and saw Begoña's closed door. 

I didn't know what to do.


CHAPTER 26

Fighting against my nerves, I reread what was shown in that screenshot and tried to calm myself. I thought that, after all, it simply confirmed my suspicions, what I had deduced from María's non-verbal language while she was texting with Carlos, and from her verbal eagerness in agreeing that I should leave the house.

I was leaving Begoña's building, turning over in my mind how Edu couldn't help showing that he was pulling the strings, even to the point of wanting to reveal to me that Carlos was his emissary. He surely intended to surprise me, not knowing that I already knew this from his ex. I also thought that Edu was playing it safe, since he knew me well enough to know that I wouldn't confess it to María; that between the game and honest confession to the woman I loved madly, I would choose the former.

I didn't respond to him. I didn't want to give him the satisfaction. Nor did I think about the madness that had just happened with Begoña. I arrived home in a state of forced calm, because I was feeling so many things and had so many doubts that there wasn't any predominant one that would make me collapse.

As soon as I entered, I saw María in the dimness of our living room, illuminated only by the television screen. Her phone was lying on the table that separated us. Whatever had happened had already happened.

I wanted to scrutinize whether her expression was one of sleepiness, tiredness, or breathlessness... to guess the intensity of her recent phone conversation with Carlos, but I found a María who was composed, even splendid for that hour.

“How did it go? Did she know anything new?” she asked, as she brushed her hair aside and arranged it to one side.

“Nothing. Just that her friend got her all worked up.”

“And then she got you worked up... for almost two hours...” she said, inflating the data, counting the time to go and come back, as she leaned forward to check the time on her phone.

“Yeah, right...” I replied, sitting on the adjacent sofa.

“Do you like her?” she asked suddenly, in a neutral, cold tone.

“Her? No.”

“It wouldn't be a problem if you did it with her. I've done it with several guys,” she blurted out, surprising me greatly.

“I assume you're joking...” I managed to say. “What you did was with me watching and both of us knowing about it, right?” I asked nervously, amazed at her coldness, and feeling like she was testing me.

“Yes, that's true. Nothing more about that kid, then? Is she still with Edu?”

“Do you care?”

“Whether she's still with Edu or not?”

“Yes.”

“Obviously I don't care at all.”

“And you?” I asked, looking at her, struck by the silhouette that her body, a woman in absolute prime, demanded of her pajama top, and by her lucid, lively gaze.

“Me what?”

“I left you texting with Carlos.”

“Yeah. He called me. He wanted to have a kind of phone sex,” she said hieratically.

“You don't say... and?”

“Nothing. I indulged his whim. Not much. He came quickly.”

“Wow... Masturbation and everything,” I replied with cynical distance.

“That's not forbidden, is it?”

“I don't know. For a while now, you've been the one making the rules. And you? Did you come?”

“No.”

“No? What a shame. And what was he telling you?”

“Well, he said he wanted to eat my pussy and I told him that was forbidden and he said he would do it over my panties.”

“And you? What did you say to him?”

“Not much. That was basically the topic. There wasn't time for much more.”

“If you want, I can act it out,” I said, sitting up a bit.

“Well, that's one of the things you do best,” she replied, and I stood up, not intimidated, though not knowing what we were doing, and moved the table aside a little, and knelt in front of her.

“Are you serious?” she asked.

“Of course,” I said, gently parting her legs, and caressing her thighs tenderly, as if our biting tongues were going one way and our bodies another.

I was going to kiss her thighs, but I had a better idea. I separated her legs a bit more and placed my nose on her silky, dark blue panties, and inhaled deeply, intoxicating myself with the smell of her pussy; a pussy as awake or more than she herself, which might not have reached climax, but had surely received some caresses, more or less forceful, minutes earlier.

She let me do it, though without abandoning herself or sinking into the sofa.

“I’m going to eat you out over your panties. I won’t move them aside. So you can better imagine I’m him,” I said, raising my torso to tell her face to face, like a farewell, before entrenching myself.

“That’s fine. If you want, you can pretend you’re eating out Begoña, okay?” she said seriously, but with a hint of mockery.

“I’m satisfied with what I have at home. I don’t need to imagine,” I replied and took refuge between her legs again.

I expected one last response from her, since she didn’t like to lose, but it seemed she was tired of arguing, and I ended up sticking out my tongue and licking upward over that dark blue silk. I traced a vertical channel, kiss by kiss, lick by lick, until the lips of her pussy began to emerge, marking the panties in an imposing and wet ridge that kept growing, protruding, almost wanting to escape from that blue silk. And I was surprised by that blossoming and delighted with that scent...

She was careful not to bring her hands to my head, to my hair, to push me toward her pussy, because she wanted to follow the rules, and the rules were no touching and Carlos eating her out. And then I heard her breathing heavily, and I looked up and she had brought her hands to her breasts, over her pajamas, to feel herself, to feel her sexuality, while she imagined that indeed that man was eating her pussy without breaking any rule.

I even spat on her panties and then spread that saliva with the tip of my tongue, as if it were a blade slicing her panty, from bottom to top, marking and separating her tender lips down the middle, and she began to pant more uninhibited, almost whimpering and surely wishing those panties would be moved aside...

We knew it was impossible for her to come like this, but I didn’t give up on the effort to do it well, perhaps spurred on by what she had said about it being what I did best. And I ate her pussy, over her panties, for minutes and minutes, until I felt how her pussy was getting soaked and wanted to escape from there, and until I felt pain in my own mouth, in my jaw.

I ended up leaning back. Aroused, but exhausted. And I wiped my mouth a bit of my own saliva, and asked.

“What do we do?”

Perhaps I expected her to ask me to do it. With a harness or without it. Or to eat her pussy as myself. But, with her swollen breasts marking her pajamas, she asked:

“Were you thinking about that kid?”

Her question was phlegmatic, with an expressionless voice, as if my time licking hadn’t affected her.

“No,” I answered.

“I don’t know if I believe you,” she said, sitting up and tidying herself a bit.

“Believe what you want,” I replied in a phrase that made me feel like we were switching roles.

I stood up, still not knowing where this was leading us, and she, fully sitting up, with the apparent intention of going to the bedroom, said:

“Carlos told me about going tomorrow to a pub near his beach house. He says there’s already a good scene there in May.”

“And?” I asked, both of us now standing. Close. Almost in a cocky confrontation between us.

“Nothing. He told me he preferred I go with you... basically because he knows that with you things can happen and if you’re not there, they won’t. But well, whatever you want.”

“I don’t believe that if you go alone nothing will happen, that you won’t even talk about anything. Last Monday, for example.”

“On Monday he did propose something. Something quite shady, actually. But I said no. He’s not insistent, fortunately. Anyway. We’ll see tomorrow then if I go alone or if you want to come.”

“You don’t rule out nobody going.”

“Do you rule it out?” she shot back, defiant.

After a silence, I said:

“Well, whatever you want. Alone or with me. Whatever you want.”

“If you want, I can meet with him and you with Begoña,” she tried to push, again.

“That could also work,” I answered, not wanting to lose that battle.

She, after hearing my last sentence, adjusted her panties properly, with ostentation, with conceit, pulling the sides a bit down and then up, as if wanting to ventilate that wetness and then feel it again... immediately leaving me breathless...

And then she turned and headed down the hallway toward the bedroom. Considering that madness of an argument and that madness of a night over.


CHAPTER 27

All the strength I had shown, or pretended to show, that Friday night completely disappeared the following morning. 

María was already up, and I could hear her moving around in the kitchen from our bed. Quite a bit of light was coming through the slats in the blinds, as if spring was showing tremendous eagerness to turn into summer as soon as possible.

I began to feel, without warning, suddenly, an overwhelming sense of guilt. My mind saw only one culprit, one traitor: me.

María hadn’t lied to me. She hadn’t done anything wrong. She was just still seeking to save our relationship through that kind of intermediate game. I, however, had kissed Begoña twice, had omitted telling María that Carlos was Edu’s envoy, and had omitted that Edu had contacted me.

I looked at my phone with clear uncertainty and saw that Begoña hadn’t written to me. I was glad. That would stay where it was. It had to stay there.

I went to the kitchen. María had opened several windows, and a fresh, luminous breeze had formed that made you want to live, to prioritize, to appreciate, to not complicate your life. She was making toast, wearing denim shorts and a red tank top, a men’s one, though it was hers, which revealed a generous profile, through which you could see her free breasts breathing, grateful for the freedom and comfort of home. 

She said good morning in a tone that showed an unequivocal white flag. And I felt even worse.

I hugged her from behind, and a “what’s up with you, silly,” came out funny and sweet from her mouth, and I kissed her head and inhaled her hair. I thought about confessing everything about Begoña, but I knew that would mean an automatic breakup. And then I thought I shouldn’t feel so bad, since I hadn’t felt anything when kissing her, but I knew that wasn’t entirely true.

We ate at home, and as the afternoon progressed, the elephant in the room—that is, the night ahead—spread like an enormous shadow over our silences.

In the middle of the afternoon, one of my bosses called, inviting me to go with him to watch his twelve-year-old son play a futsal match. The truth was that it didn’t catch me completely by surprise, as we had talked about it before. However, on that particular day, with the night that might unfold... it was the last thing I wanted to do.

I let María know, and she was clear about it:

“But doesn’t this guy have influence over your possible job change?”

“Yes, he could do something, yes.”

“Well, it’s obvious, isn’t it? Go, and don’t be silly, bring up the topic. People ask for things all the time without shame, don’t be shy about it.”

It was true that the matter of my promotion had been stalled for a while. Besides, I planned to return home for dinner, in time to decide with María whether we would both go or if she would go alone to the date with Carlos. What was completely ruled out was anything with Begoña. I wanted to believe that what happened the night before had been jealousy or a desire to argue, that she didn’t really want me to spend time with Begoña. 

While watching his son’s match, with that boss beside me, I thought about what I wanted to happen with Carlos. And the truth was that, despite him being Edu’s envoy, despite disliking him, despite seeing him as capable of seducing and hooking María to the point where she might start to feel something for him... Despite all that... I wanted everything to happen, and when I thought about “everything,” I meant the primary game, not the one created by María. I thought about the two of them, carrying out what I had already seen with other men... and an erection surprised me... sitting there in those bleachers.

From that time with my boss, I got an “I’ll look into it for you” regarding my promotion, and he got from me a dinner at a fast food restaurant with his son and his son’s friend. That began to make me desperate, as it completely disrupted my plans... and the minutes were passing and I wasn’t able to leave... until a message from María landed on my phone in the form of a voice note.

I pressed my phone to my ear and hunched over to be able to hear amid the shouting in that Saturday night fast food place, and, more or less, I managed to understand her:

“I’ve arranged to meet at ten-thirty. So I’m leaving now. Seriously, meet up with Begoña if you like her or whatever. If you don’t come with me, nothing will happen with Carlos, and even if you do come, probably nothing will happen either. He seems very forward lately; in the end, he’ll turn out to be like all the rest. He could use a good reality check today. 

I still didn’t understand her insistence on Begoña, but I didn’t want to get lost down that path, so I wrote:

“Yes, I want to go. As soon as I can escape from here. And honestly, I’d love for you to put him in his place.”

I imagined her, powerful, facing Carlos, and something rose within me. Love, pride... or simply feeling that we were back on the same wavelength after such tumultuous recent days. It was true that I wanted everything to happen, but at the same time, I wanted her to teach him a lesson. It was truly contradictory, but I felt it irremediably so.

Once I managed to get away from my boss, I went home, changed clothes, wrote to María asking for the name of the pub, and drove there.

Already walking on the sidewalk, looking for that place that must have been on the second line from the beach, I came across a terrace with several empty tables and chairs, and a bar raised on a platform behind that terrace, with a circular bar in the middle. And it didn’t take me long to spot them, there, standing, near that bar; he in dark blue pants and a light blue shirt, and she in pants and a vest, all in a cream color or bone white, as María would say. 

They were really well dressed, more so than the rest of those present, and they also stood out a bit because of their age, especially him. She looked extremely elegant. I knew those pants, they gave her a hypnotic ass, and even more so that night, elevated by those high-heeled sandals. And the matching vest, in the same tone, elevated everything to an almost aristocratic combo.

I was about to cross that artificial grass garden to reach them when I saw him turn toward the bar, to order another drink or two, and she took her phone from her purse. I stood still, hidden behind a sort of wicker barricade just over a meter high that separated the garden from the sidewalk, and discovered that she was writing to me.

—Are you coming or not? I can already see he wants to have one more drink and then go up to his place...

—I’m outside. Don’t look —I replied, and she kept looking at her phone, obeying, without raising her gaze.

Then I continued writing:

—You can play with him, and I’ll come in later. I’m in no hurry.

—Play how? —she asked. Tense. Because Carlos was already looking at her. And I knew I had to type quickly.

—Well... you could turn him on... you know, let him touch you a bit like that night at the hotel, your ass... and then... you touch him... in front...

—I don’t think he’ll take long to try the first part. The second part I don’t see happening. Come on, come in. Don’t be silly.

Carlos didn’t allow the conversation to last any longer, as he offered her a full glass, what appeared to be a gin and tonic, which forced her to put her phone back in her purse to hold the gift.

María not only followed my instruction not to look up to find me, but she also whispered a couple of things in Carlos’s ear, who seemed to appreciate that closeness, laughing more and gesticulating more, surely thinking that without me, and with her being so affable, he could get what his friend Edu had gotten, and, moreover, without the nuisance of having me present.

And María wasn’t wrong about Carlos having clear intentions, since soon his hand, free from the glass, went to her waist, and with each phrase whispered in her ear, that hand descended another centimeter. They exchanged whispers for territory. She let him do it, seductive, but serious. Letting herself be swayed, but at the same time with that look and that tension that didn’t allow Carlos to fully trust the situation.

Each phrase in her ear was also a possibility, a doubt for Carlos whether to attack or to hold back. He then opted to push further down, as I saw his hand slide over María’s ass, caressing, like that other night, her backside over the thin pants, and I could almost feel, through him, what he was feeling.

He caressed her, with his fingertips, he fondled her ass, and they spoke closely. And those around them didn’t seem to notice that strange hunt. And strange I felt there, crouched, having to pretend every time someone passed by my side.

María then placed one of her hands on his chest, and he put his drink on the bar and caressed her face with the back of one hand, while fixing her in place, groping her ass, with the other. María, between his arms, seemed like easy prey. The kiss was imminent. The kiss that would blow everything up.

When, suddenly, María’s hand abandoned the touch of Carlos’s chest, over his blue shirt, and went down, following my suggestion, and she brought it to his crotch, tracing with her hand a vertical movement, caressing his cock, over his pants, subtly... and again, and she did it looking at him, as if she were jerking him off slowly, in an anguishing, suffocating and delicate massage, almost vaporous, almost in the air, that was killing him and killing me. And his hand stopped with subtle caresses and squeezed María’s ass, and the kiss was about to happen, and María must have remembered that touching wasn’t allowed, not even on the cheek, because she removed his hand from her face and moved a bit away from him. Leaving him hot, excited, breathless... and suffocating me too.


CHAPTER 28

Carlos grabbed his drink and took a long sip, looking at María with his small, bright eyes; desiring her, judging her, wanting to intimidate her, or all at once. And all the calmness in his gaze contrasted with that long sip, finishing his drink as quickly as possible, suggesting urgency, urgency to get her out of there, in search of privacy.

Aware of Carlos’s objective, I felt compelled to intervene, to slow things down. I crossed the garden and greeted María with a strange kiss on the cheek. I don’t know why, but that’s how it came out, and Carlos extended his firm hand, surprised, and I think not knowing whether my arrival was good or bad news for him and his intentions.

There wasn’t much conversation, nor an invitation for a drink. He immediately proposed showing me his house, which gave him the excuse to pull María away from a public place and take her to his territory. If it was to propose something that suited him, he had no problem addressing me.

The other excuse was that his house was right across the street and, before I knew it, the three of us were crossing the road. I looked at María, splendid, radiant, with her voluminous hair, her bare arms, and that ass, elegant yet provocative at the same time. I wanted to tell her something; that she looked beautiful, or ask how she planned to put him in his place once we were in his apartment, but he, with his intense attention on her, didn’t give me the opportunity.

In the entrance hall they talked about local politics, some complaints from him, and then in the elevator, suddenly, Carlos said:

“Someone who moved well in those circles was your buddy Eduardo. He’s in Madrid, right? I should call him one of these days.”

“Yes… He’s in Madrid,” María responded, feigning normalcy, and I wondered what game this impostor was playing.

We entered his apartment, which was impressive more for its spaciousness than its presumed luxury, as there wasn’t much furniture, but it seemed he had knocked down some walls, converting what should have been two residences into one. From the entrance, without any foyer, you reached a spacious living room and a kitchen with a breakfast bar.

Then he took us to a terrace that connected to that space, but it was a covered terrace, integrated into the building itself, nothing like what I had imagined in that fantasy, in that dirty masturbation session, where he was fucking her in full view of the neighbors.

He brought out some drinks and soon we were standing there on the terrace, next to a table with four chairs that I assumed would be our imminent destination.

The conversation flowed pleasantly between them, though not to the point of laughter, but there was a certain connection. They talked about future trips, and he couldn’t help mentioning that he needed to go to Bali once a year. They then talked about India, a destination María had visited years ago with some friends, and I watched them and felt that, despite their age difference, it wouldn’t be tremendously transgressive if… if they fucked…

“And what do you think?” he asked me, remembering my existence, and I had barely begun to respond when he had already turned around and moved a couple of meters away to get more ice from an ice bucket he had brought out to the terrace.

María was beside me, and he, standing further away, looked at us, but wasn’t paying attention to what I was saying.

“Why don’t you two kiss?” he asked suddenly.

“Already…?” María half-smiled.

“We’re comfortable with each other now, aren’t we? And finally we’re relaxed. Aren’t you relaxed?”

“Completely relaxed.”

A silence fell. A somewhat cool breeze was blowing, probably from being near the sea, and I placed one of my hands on María’s waist. She then turned toward me. She looked at me intently. With glassy eyes, as she had probably already had three drinks. She wrapped her arms around my neck, in a gesture not too common for her. I brought my mouth closer and gave her a peck on the lips. We closed our eyes and exchanged more slow pecks, and our lips began to rub together, both enjoying that tender and moist touch, and then someone opened their mouth wider, and the other’s tongue emerged to invade the space, and both tongues began to touch. The kiss was turning into a make-out session and I pulled her toward me, so she could feel, if possible, my incipient erection, pressing against her crotch, at the level of her sex, since thanks to her sandals she almost reached my height. And she again made that display of extending her tongue and tracing a line on my half-open lips, with an eroticism that wasn’t for me, but dedicated to that voyeur who lived in the uncertainty of not knowing what my girlfriend would give him that night.

A sound startled us then and I knew it was the annoying melody of a phone. We didn’t stop the kiss as we heard him talking on his mobile, and we began to hear him more and more distantly.

The kiss ended. He had left us alone on the terrace. I looked into her eyes. It was hard, as well as morbidly exciting, to know that her aroused gaze wasn’t exactly due to my kiss, but to the fact that my kiss had happened with that man watching us.

“I don’t really understand this…” I said in a low voice and she removed her arms from around me.

She didn’t say anything and placed her drink on a holder next to the glass railing. I then did the same, and continued:

“Do you really want this? To follow the orders of this fraud?”

“Fraud? Why a fraud? I know you’d want me to do God knows what kind of depraved things, like what happened with the others.”

“I don’t know what I want, but I don’t understand this intermediate game. I told you the other day… And what about giving him a reality check? What happened to that?” I asked as Carlos returned to the terrace, putting his phone back in his pocket.

“Sorry about that…” said Carlos.

“You really are a busy man, aren’t you,” María said with a hint of mockery.

My girlfriend turned toward me, and as I sensed Carlos approaching us, the kiss resumed: first the pecks, then the brushing of our lips, then our tongues, and then that massage on my lips, almost vulgar, with her tongue.

I could feel her kissing me, pausing, glancing at him from the corner of her eye, and then kissing me again… and then, she lowered one of her hands and felt my crotch, just as she had done with him minutes before… I looked at Carlos then, and saw him standing motionless in front of us, and I also saw something that María had surely been seeing for some time already—he couldn’t hide the bulge beneath his thin blue pants. And she, saying goodbye to my member with a few taps of her fingers, didn’t miss the opportunity to reference his erection:

“Going for more ice?” she asked him.

“For you? Would you like some?”

“No. No. For you,” she said seriously, directing her gaze to his crotch, so that he would follow the trajectory she was marking.

And, as Carlos understood what María was referring to, she said:

“Come on, take it out.”

Carlos, once he understood the game, decided not to rush, took a sip from his glass, wanting to control the timing in that battle of egos, and said:

“Yes? Through the opening in my pants, the way you like it?”

“Exactly,” she replied.

María and I watched, standing almost pressed together, as Carlos began the operation: he placed his glass on the table, returned to his position, brought his hand to the zipper of his pants, fumbled to pull his cock out through the opening in his underwear, and presented a semi-erect penis with a wet tip. His member impressed me—thick, substantial, dark, powerful… and he pulled the skin back, just once, revealing a pink glans… and spread that transparent liquid with his thumb… looking at María.

I sought her kiss, but she turned her face slightly away, because kissing meant closing her eyes and she wanted to see Carlos, see him with his cock, masturbating, two meters away from us. I caressed her ass then, with my fingertips, delighting in the feel of her backside under the thin white pants, but that wasn’t enough, I had to balance the scale of sexual impact that man was displaying, so my other hand went to the front, to María’s sex, which I began to rub over her pants.

She rested her head on my chest, slightly bending her knees, and didn’t miss a detail of Carlos’s calm masturbation. And I pressed my finger against her pants and panties, and she then, after kissing my cheek and sucking on my earlobe, pretending that he couldn’t hear, whispered to me: “We need to make him come now.”

I pulled back a little. Carlos’s masturbation was hypnotic. His seriousness. His desire. And I wondered what María’s exact plan was, while my hands ventured, spurred by her challenge, to unbutton her vest. I unbuttoned all the buttons and opened it, so Carlos could see that splendid white lace bra, both refined and striking at the same time.

I glanced at him. I didn’t exist for him. I was just the key that would keep opening doors. And I saw his eyes captivated by María’s torso.

I brought my hands to the front of her pants, unbuttoned them and lowered the zipper, and saw how the white of her thong stood out against the duller white of her pants. I pressed against her, placed my hand on her belly and my fingers crept downward, centimeter by centimeter, until reaching her thong, and I slipped my hand in and felt the delicious touch of the pubic hair of her sex. María was looking at him. At his face and his cock. And he was looking at her, at her flushed face, at her strained bra and at the area that might be exposed. And I began to feel the lips of her sex on the tips of my ring and middle fingers, and I placed them there, and my fingers became soaked, surprising me… And, without time to calmly feel that touch, I noticed how one of my fingers took on a life of its own and slid between those lips, but it didn’t go up and down, instead it penetrated, going inward, invading María’s body… which welcomed that finger into the burning interior of her cunt.

I had my finger inside her body and I looked at her, with her face turned toward him, with eyes teary with desire, and I wondered why she didn’t just let it all go, why she didn’t move past me, past my finger, past the game and our relationship, and replace that finger with the imposing cock that Carlos was stroking.

I inserted the other finger, which entered with the same ease. I was fingering María, standing there. In front of him. My fingers went in and out, becoming soaked with her, as she was already breathing heavily and that sound overlapped with the sound of the skin of Carlos’s cock going back and forth; the skin of that exposed, brutal cock that protruded from his refined blue pants.

“Move aside,” he then said, harshly, referring to me. “Touch yourself.”

I stopped my hand, almost as a reflex, and she placed her hand over mine and said:

“You give a lot of orders, don’t you?”

“And that’s bad? Besides, the last one was given by you.”

María removed my hand, without forcing it, and her thong covered her sex again. I stepped aside and she positioned herself against the glass railing, leaning there, facing him.

Carlos stopped masturbating and let his cock throb on its own, and I looked at María, with her vest open, her imposing bra, her flushed face, and her unbuttoned white pants.

What María would do next would not only leave me breathless but would make me understand, with complete certainty, what her plan was for that night.


CHAPTER 29

“Fine. Just me,” María said, and he resumed stroking himself while she brought her hands to her breasts, over her bra.

Carlos watched her, trying to maintain his dignity, but his gaze was far from pure now. He wanted to maintain a style, a distinguished pose in his masturbation, but in this he couldn’t compete with María, who was lowering her bra skillfully, applying some force, demanding from the cups of that white lace until her breasts spilled over the bra, making it practically disappear. Her breasts, exposed there, large, with their extensive areolas, made Carlos mutter something unintelligible as he sped up his stroking, and I then understood María’s plan.

Her plan consisted of displaying a femininity and power that would completely overwhelm him. Her plan was to watch him masturbate to climax, and see him ejaculate onto the floor of his own home, his own terrace. As if she had ruled out satisfying her body, but at least could play her game of satisfying her ego, not her ego as a person, but as a woman, a kind of sexual ego that comforted and satisfied her almost as much as the physical satisfaction of sublime sex with a lover at her level.

María then lowered one of her hands and slipped it under her thong. Carlos stared at her, mesmerized, and I, now rock hard, opened my pants, breathless, tense, excited, and knowing that no one would notice me.

I wouldn’t get my maximum prize either, which was the original game, but seeing María displaying that eroticism, that power, in front of that fraud, excited me tremendously and also made me revere her, again not just as herself, but as her sexual self.

She masturbated, half-closing her eyes and caressing one breast with her other hand. One hand on her pussy. The other on her tit. Making her sex melt and making that nipple stiffen…

“Aren’t you going to give me what you gave that guy from Madrid?” he asked, in a trembling gasp, taking a step toward her, and alternating between faster and slower strokes.

“What?” she asked, in another gasp, but it seemed to me that she was more composed than he was.

“That thing about spitting on your tits…”

“Does that turn you on?”

“Everything you do turns me on…” he breathed heavily, and she, looking at him, let a thin thread of saliva flow from her mouth, which fell onto the breast she was caressing and trickled toward that sharp nipple… and with her thumb she spread that transparent foam over her areola, while Carlos seemed about to explode at any moment.

María’s fingers rubbed skillfully under her thong and she remained gripping her tit, which now glistened, and she flexed her legs slightly… and it even seemed like she might come before him. I masturbated, barely touching myself, with two fingers, as I didn’t want to be the first to succumb.

Carlos then took another step, which infuriated María, who sketched a rapid “don’t come closer, don’t touch me,” and I could see they were now close, within reach of touching each other.

“Relax…” he smiled. “I won’t touch you… Tell me… how those college guys fucked you. The other day you left the story half-told…”

“Step back. Don’t get me dirty today,” she replied, perhaps making a mistake, too devoted to her sex, too close to exploding.

Carlos obeyed and María said:

“What do you want to know?” she looked at him, with teary eyes.

“How did they fuck you?”

“They fucked me very well…”

“Taking turns? At the same time?” he panted… now stroking himself rapidly.

“Taking turns… And at the same time…”

“How fortunate they were, right?” he smiled in an unpleasant grimace. “Could you handle both of them?”

“Yes… Do you doubt it?” she moaned, feeling her breast swell under her hand and moving electrically the hand that was pleasuring herself. And Carlos didn’t miss a detail of that stretched white thong, which covered a pussy that must have had its lips completely separated by now.

“And at the same time, how is it?” he asked.

“Imagine it… And step back,” she exclaimed, in a gasp, suddenly closing her eyes, and I felt she was already coming.

“No… you tell me…”

“Ahhh…!” she moaned, making my hair stand on end, and opening her mouth slightly, and closing it, her face trembling. Suddenly she was coming undone, there, clinging to her tit and masturbating devotedly, with her vest open, her bra pulled down and her pants almost at her thighs… with those fingers that betrayed her and brought her to climax prematurely.

“At the same time means with a cock well inside your pussy… while his friend put it in your mouth… I deduce…” he whispered.

“Mmmm…! Yes…!” she whimpered, opening her eyes slightly… “Come on… cum…!” María gasped then, begging him to explode now, so she could come too, which seemed like she could only aspire to a tie now… for them both to come at the same time.

But Carlos, suddenly, very composed, and stopping his masturbation, said to her:

—“Let’s go inside, better. Look at yourself, you have goosebumps. It’s cold.”

That phrase fell hurtfully and dramatically upon her, killing her. And María contained her orgasm, mocked, and I noticed her bare arms, with her skin raised in goosebumps, although her nipples also appeared stiff and pointed, as well as the rest of her body exposed in an agitated state. 

She stopped her hand, contained her orgasm, and saved herself from the ultimate embarrassment of coming there alone, with her vest open, with her enormous breasts covering her expensive bra and with her refined pants pulled down to her thighs. But she couldn’t escape the humiliation of that interruption, of seeing Carlos going for his drink, with his cock sticking out, unhurried, leaving her half-naked, panting, burning, with her breasts swollen and her pussy desperate. 

Carlos drank, pretending normalcy, and waited for his erection to subside so he could put his member away more easily.

I looked at María and she was already pulling up her bra, wounded in her pride, and closing her vest. I was putting my member back into my pants without problems and then María said:

—“We better leave now.”


CHAPTER 30

Carlos turned around and looked at her, taking another sip. If he was worried about our departure being real, he hid it well.

He set down his glass and managed to close his pants and compose himself to the point where it seemed like nothing had happened there, and María had also finished tidying herself up, though she didn’t look as confident as him, but rather wounded in her pride.

I was expecting him to insist or María to confirm, but what I heard was someone entering the house.

Carlos left us immediately, with great speed, as surprised as we were or more; and he left that terrace with the intention of discovering who the unexpected visitor was, and soon we heard him say, from a distance, with complete composure:

“I’m with people, Sandra.”

María and I heard him start a conversation with a female voice, young, and also with a boy.

My girlfriend, still flushed, pretended her pride was intact, but I had seen perfectly what had just happened, and she felt it more for herself than embarrassment because I had seen her. It even seemed to me that she was shaking her head, as if thirsting for revenge.

“Come on, let’s go now,” María said then, walking past me, as we heard the house door again.

We reached the spacious living room, and Carlos, now alone, turned toward us.

“Was that your daughter?” María asked.

“Yes.”

“The nineteen-year-old? The one in university?”

“Yes.”

“The one with the uniform?” María inquired further, determined.

Carlos looked at her intently, narrowing his eyes, as if wondering how far she was willing to go.

“You know that this guy… gets turned on by his daughter,” María said, addressing me.

“Don’t say such outrageous things,” Carlos protested, very serious.

“Well, the other day…”

“The other day,” Carlos interrupted, “I told you I would be excited to see you in her school uniform. The one she used until last year. That has nothing to do with what you just said.”

Carlos explained himself and I then understood more about the screenshot that Edu had sent me.

“Oh, really? Would it turn you on to see me in her uniform?” my girlfriend asked, in a certainly impertinent tone.

“I already told you that.”

“Tell me… how is that?” María said, arrogant, believing she was regaining control.

“There’s not much to tell. It seems pretty simple to me,” said Carlos, in a suffocating challenge, there standing, the three of us, in the wide space between a huge flat screen and some sofas.

“Is it here? Does she have it here?” she asked.

“The uniform? Yes, of course. In her room. In her closet.”

There was then a silence that was even more suffocating than when they were arguing.

“How quickly would you come if I put it on?”

“Is that a challenge for you? That I come as soon as possible?” he asked, exaggeratedly accurate, so much so that I wondered if he had heard what María had whispered to me on the terrace.

María said nothing. She was probably waiting for him to beg her to dress as he found exciting.

“I’ll come in a minute… if you touch yourself… wearing that,” Carlos finally confessed. Quite tense. Giving her the satisfaction.

“Well, don’t be embarrassed. We all have our weaknesses.”

“And what’s yours?”

“Mine…” she hesitated, “well… that thing about a good cock coming out of suit pants isn’t bad.”

“Do you want me to greet you like that when you come back from putting it on?”

“Oh, are you already sending me to go?”

Again that heart-stopping silence. The sexual tension could be felt as much as the arrogance of both. And I wondered what my role was in all of this.

“For now I’m going to the bathroom,” she said and, without allowing him to guide her, continued:

“I know where everything is, thank you.”

María was leaving me alone with him. And I wondered if she would be capable of doing something so extremely bizarre just to win that battle of egos. But the truth was that, having given up maximum physical pleasure, those victories… sexual ego trips… to put it somehow, were what she had left, what satisfied her.

Carlos didn’t speak to me and I sat down on one of the sofas. Minutes passed. And then he placed his phone near the television.

I felt uncomfortable, but not intimidated like those times when I had been left alone with Edu.

That reasoning led me back to the original lover. And to what I knew about Carlos, about his fraud. And, perhaps to stop feeling like an absolute pariah, I wanted to show that I had information, and therefore, power.

“I know that you were more or less sent by Edu. That he told you what we did,” I said in a low voice, making sure that María couldn’t hear me.

Carlos turned around. At last I had his attention. I felt strangely good.

“Oh, really? You know that?”

“Yes.”

“And I deduce that obviously she doesn’t.”

“No, she doesn’t know.”

“Then I also deduce that if you haven’t told her it’s because you want… for us to cut the crap… I mean, you want to move past her idiotic no-touching rule and… have me fuck her… while you watch.”

I was about to tell him that I didn’t want anything more than what María wanted, but I could barely pronounce a syllable before he interrupted me:

“Well, if we’re on the same side, let’s see if we can make it happen,” he said, and footsteps could be heard approaching.

I inwardly cursed that our conversation was cut short, and I even regretted having said anything to him. Then, as the footsteps grew louder, I looked up, and he turned around, and María appeared: dressed in a long-sleeved white shirt, navy blue socks pulled up almost to her knees, a pleated skirt and a tie, both the same color as the socks, and black loafers.

“This is ridiculous. You better finish quickly,” she protested, and I saw that the clothes fit her quite well. But she didn’t look like a schoolgirl, but rather a full-grown woman, dressed up to satisfy a suspicious fetish.

“Seriously… you must be really sick… to get turned on by this,” María continued with her reproach, and I could see that not only had her sandals, vest, and pants been left in Carlos’s daughter’s bedroom, but also her bra.

Carlos made a gesture, formal, relaxed, as if directing her to the sofa, and she, tempted to continue with her criticism, approached me, and I wondered if she wasn’t playing too hard, as her appearance was certainly outlandish.

“Sorry, I haven’t received you as we discussed,” said Carlos, his falsely courteous persona reappearing, and he brought his hands, once again, to the zipper of his pants. To display, with false modesty and diligence, once more, that dense, forceful member that changed everything as soon as it came to light.

María looked at that dark member and disguised an impression that I perceived she felt each time she was presented with that part of him; honored by that abrupt masculinity that he displayed.

And what came next was the continuation of their war of egos, but no longer in words, but in action: María reclined a bit, along the sofa, leaving one leg on the floor and placing the other foot, with that shoe that wasn’t hers, on the sofa itself. Carlos then approached, and, in barely ten or fifteen seconds, his cock was already pointing at the ceiling and his glans was already completely exposed. Just two agile strokes and the tip already looked wet… Meanwhile, she looked at him, serious, wishing his climax would be immediate, so it would be clear that the pure sensuality she embodied was sure to win once we engaged in games of such caliber.

I, seated, saw María reclining, close to me, but her face was turned toward Carlos, who was masturbating slowly, with his whim fulfilled of seeing my girlfriend exposed like that, in that ridiculous uniform, and with the extra prize of nipples that marked the white shirt, betraying her and killing him.

María wanted her victory, in that minute that was stretching out, when a trembling “touch yourself…” came from Carlos’s mouth, and she didn’t smile outwardly, maintaining her expression as morbid as it was serious, with her eyes half-closed, but she did smile inside, and began to gather up her skirt, showing thighs that never ended, and, when we expected her white thong, we were confronted with the reality that this underwear had also been discarded.

We held our breath when we were treated, little by little, centimeter by centimeter, to the brutal vision of a majestic pussy, with its perfectly trimmed hair… a delicate yet fierce pussy, beautiful, with lips that protruded, overlapping its dark hair, when a gasped “Fuck…” came from Carlos’s mouth, who seemed to be just one more surprise away from coming undone on his living room floor, making María the winner.

My girlfriend, with her skirt gathered up, and with those nipples marking her borrowed shirt even more prominently, lowered one of her hands, and slid her long fingers between those tender lips. Calmly. Displaying more eroticism and more power than I had ever seen her exhibit. And Carlos’s masturbation accelerated and he gasped, close to us, standing there, not caring about the extravagance of his agitated breathing. María continued to torture him, rewarding him with those fingers that played with her lips and that, sometimes, fleetingly, pressed the button of her clitoris, which constituted the prize for her.

“Are you coming? Huh?” María whimpered, confident, as her middle finger took the luxury of stopping its caressing… to enter... halfway into her pussy, and then she withdrew it, and Carlos and I could see that hollow it left... that hole that called to be filled… and then she separated the lips of her pussy with two fingers, with exasperating slowness, as if they were two enormous and heavy floodgates.

Carlos gasped. He opened his mouth. Now without his imperturbable expression. Perhaps María could win, after all, and despite her ridiculous disguise. And I, sitting there, turned toward her and opened my pants, until I completely exposed my member, fully erect, and laughable in comparison to that gentleman’s, who, dressed completely in blue, and despite his dirty look and his obstinate masturbation, maintained a certain air of elegance… He still maintained a certain gestural grace, and I thought that perhaps that was what attracted María to him the most; he maintained his elegant style despite masturbating compulsively, almost on top of her, almost on top of that woman who was wearing his daughter’s uniform.

María then brought a hand to one of her breasts, over that shirt that could no longer prevent her areolas from showing through slightly. She enjoyed that swollen voluptuousness, rubbing herself over the white fabric, while simultaneously inserting a finger halfway in, and then rewarding herself again with her clitoris... and I couldn't take it anymore...

“Come... come on...!” she insisted again, mesmerized, not taking her eyes off that cock that was already dripping pre-cum in a thread that swayed in rhythm with his hand. Always keeping track of the sharp, lustful gaze of that man who worshipped her body while surely judging her, as he had been doing for weeks.

Then María inserted two fingers into her pussy and withdrew them, treating us once again to that hypnotic cavity... And I couldn't take it anymore and moved closer to her, slowly leaning over, knowing she would stop me, since my improvisation wasn't part of her plan.

“That's it... fuck her...” Carlos panted, throwing his head back, masturbating more vehemently. And María looked at him... and moved her hands away... and allowed my body to land on top of her, covering her... and, without taking her eyes off him, she searched for my member with her hands, and I felt them cold against my burning cock... and she spread her legs to receive me, still without taking her eyes off him, and she aimed, and allowed me to bury myself... and I began to feel immense pleasure and inhuman heat as I slid inside her... and I panted, almost drooling on her neck, while penetrating her as she placed her hands on my bare ass, calmly, protectively, and didn't make a sound despite me thrusting all the way in, and her silence contrasted with my crude grunts that I began to snort next to her ear.

There I was, on that sofa, with my pants down to my knees, fucking María while she caressed my ass, and I knew she was looking at him, watching his masturbation and his alienated expression, and her silence was her partial victory, which wouldn't be complete until Carlos surrendered and spilled himself right there.

I didn't want to seek her mouth, as it would be unfair, and I continued with my heartfelt thrusts into that extensive pussy where my cock floated in her hot wetness. One, two, three minutes of fucking her, and she ended up wrapping her legs around me and setting the rhythm of my thrusts with them. And then, like this, she did purr a little with each thrust, guttural, animal purrs, “Hmm!” “Hmm!” with each thrust, which killed me with lust and must have been killing him too, as he was also receiving her gaze, but he held on, didn't come. And more “Hmm!” “Hmm!”, dry, rough, hard... and I felt I was about to come, when I heard:

“Come on. Turn her over.”

Carlos's voice was now more serious. More composed. And that had to frustrate her.

I pulled back a little. I saw María flushed. With her nipples now tearing through the shirt. With the tie to one side... I pulled out my member... pulled it out completely whitish from inside her, as I had never seen it before... And María sat up a little and, looking at him... began to unbutton her shirt, starting from the bottom, until reaching the last one, which secured the tie and which she didn't unbutton, showing Carlos her naked and imposing breasts, and letting those nipples and areolas and those sweaty breasts breathe...

That man saw her there, on his sofa, with her swollen pussy and her sublime breasts... and didn't stop masturbating and María agreed to turn around, positioning herself on all fours, offering me her bare buttocks and her open pussy. And a “fuck her like that... Come on... fuck her like that and I'll come” was moaned by Carlos.

I then placed my meager member in front of María's sublime sex, which seemed to be already coming out of her body... and, just by pressing against it, my cock entered on its own. At once. All the way in. And María looked straight ahead. Without looking at him, for the first time. And I began to fuck her, again, in a slow and heartfelt fucking, and I caressed her ass with my fingertips and buried myself in her, feeling immense pleasure. And I panted and she didn't, and then Carlos positioned himself beside her, and she turned her face, and told him:

“Don't touch me...”

“I'm not touching you,” said Carlos, withstanding the restless gaze she fixed on him. And then he gathered up a bit of the white shirt of that uniform, carefully, without touching skin, to be able to see those breasts swinging back and forth, as a consequence of my fucking... Carlos lifted that white fabric, as if it were a tablecloth and he wanted to look underneath. And María endured that intrusion and exposed her enormous, hanging breasts, which almost collided with each other when I accelerated, and he kept that tablecloth up with one hand, while massaging his reddened cock with the other.

María was desperate for him to come. Her plans had been failing for some time now... and things only got worse when he, in that cocky pose, looking at her breasts, said to her:

“You don't moan?”

María didn't respond and he insisted:

“Is that why you two were out there looking for cocks? Maybe it wasn't to do him a favor so he could watch, but so you could get properly fucked. Right?”

I continued thrusting into her and the sound of my pelvis was already making noise against her ass, and her soaked pussy barely gave her pleasure, gave her nothing to moan about, and she continued looking at him, allowing that tablecloth to remain lifted, and he insisted, hurtfully:

“How many guys did you fuck these months, huh? How many cocks did you take with the excuse that he gets off watching?” he asked, asserting... until he let go of her shirt and moved in front of her, and she lowered her head, and allowed me to continue fucking her, when it no longer made much sense. And I, by then, even if I wanted to, felt I couldn't come, because María's pussy was so beyond me that I felt absolutely no friction with which to seek my climax.

María was giving in, lowering her head, and I sought my orgasm in one last fierce, aggressive attempt that raised the decibels as our bodies collided with greater vehemence, but still didn't draw even a gasp from her... And I surrendered... losing sight of Carlos... and I tried... and sweated... with my shirt sticking to my body... and then he said:

“Here. Put this on. At least this way you’ll make her come.”

I slowed down, not understanding anything, until stopping completely. I then saw that he had left a harness beside me, like the one we had described using, but in this case it was all black, the straps and its enormous, brutal and realistic extension, and I also saw that it still had plastic covering it.

María turned her face. I pulled out of her. I looked at that harness. I looked back at her. And María turned over, lying on her back... Knowing she had already lost... but her flushed face compelled me to put that thing on... compelled me to at least give her an orgasm from all this.

I got off the sofa and Carlos released his cock, which fell large and tired. And he began unbuttoning his blue shirt while I completely undressed. He looked at María, challenging her, as he opened his blue shirt, and she held his gaze, closing the white shirt slightly, hiding her breasts, but keeping her skirt at her waist, so her pink, protruding pussy remained in everyone’s view.

I adjusted the harness with some difficulty, inserting my member into the hole, while Carlos placed his shirt on a nearby armchair and returned to us.

“Come on, put it in her already... the poor thing is melting there...” said Carlos, savoring his victory, and I was already leaning over her, and she just wanted to explode as soon as possible and leave.

I directed that formidable black apparatus to that hungry entrance and she whispered a “be careful” that made Carlos smile.

María then helped me guide it, parting her lips with her fingers, and I began to lower myself onto her, covering her again, but this time I couldn’t feel anything, enclosed in that cylinder, and she emitted a harsh, rough, very long moan... a tremendous “Ooohhhhh...!” that made Carlos smile again, saying: “This one you can feel... huh.”

“Move aside a bit,” María then told me, wanting to ignore him, and wanting me to give her space so she could touch her clitoris while I fucked her.

I pulled back so she could lower her hand and, in missionary position, with that enormous dark thing, I began to fuck her, while Carlos positioned himself again, standing beside her, but she no longer looked at him, or at me, but closed her eyes and caressed one breast with one hand while rubbing her clitoris with the other and emitting “Aahhh...!” “Aahhh...!” “Uhmmm!” and I strove to give her pleasure, to fuck her faster and faster, and I sank that enormous rubber cock into her pussy, and she welcomed that monstrosity, not only competently, but gratefully.

The fucking became hard, fierce, intense. I watched María’s flushed face, her hair sticking to her face, her sweaty breasts, her wrinkled uniform, her frantic finger rubbing her clitoris... and I was amazed how she began to open her mouth and desperate “Aaahhhh!!”, “Gooood!!”, “Give me...!!”, “Give meee...!!” came out of her mouth, and then I looked at Carlos, and everything had changed, he was completely beside himself... his face contorted, his brutal masturbation... He was coming... finally he was coming... his cock was enormous, rock-hard, with veins bulging... and he was looking at María... who was coming undone... and Carlos uttered a “Fuck... fuck her... fuck her like that...!”

...and María opened her eyes... and she was coming and he approached her, his cock near her face... her face turned toward his cock... and a drop emerged from the tip of his member... and she continued touching herself... and squeezing her breast, and she hesitated to protest, but it was too late, and Carlos threw his head back and leaned more over her, and María closed her eyes and left her lips partly open and a white lash then came out, extremely powerful, from Carlos’s cock, crossing her face from one side to the other, and then another lash that drew a parallel white line, next to the first, and even reached the back of the sofa, and another that fell on her neck and a very thick drop fell on her lips, which she closed. And I was fucking her, I kept fucking her... and I watched that face gradually getting smeared with that thick liquid, with Carlos’s dense sperm, which he poured over her as much as he could, but she only closed her eyes and sought her orgasm... and emitted stifled moans as she couldn’t open her mouth since her lips were impregnated with that compact semen... and he, then, placed his cock on her face, breaking all possible rules... and she opened her mouth... and continued rubbing her clitoris... and welcomed that cock, the entire tip, soaking wet and hard, into her mouth, and began to scream there, on his cock, her orgasm... some “Hmmmm!!”, “Hmmmmm!!”, shrieked, stifled, shameless and almost ridiculous, and he moved her hand away, the hand that was massaging her clitoris, killing her, dominating her, stopping her climax... and she continued sucking his cock for a few more seconds, until a sudden flash of pride took pity on her and made her withdraw her face... and free her mouth.

I stopped. Shocked. María's face was stained with his semen. Carlos was pulling away. I didn't understand anything. And then he said to me:

“Move aside. And take that off.”

María was cleaning her face a little with the cuffs of the white uniform shirt. A wreck. Embedded in the sofa. With her violated face. And without her orgasm.

While looking at her, I obeyed and removed that dark, wet rubber thing soaked by her, and then Carlos pushed me aside, took the harness, and sat down next to her.

I wanted María to protest, to rebel, and surely she did too, but she was no longer capable.

Carlos leaned over her and, with that black plastic cock in his hand, said to her:

“Open your legs wide.”

María obeyed and he began to insert that thing into her pussy... María spread her lips... and closed her eyes.

“Look at me...! Look at what I’m putting inside you,” he said, there, leaning over her, but without touching her. And she gave in, and looked at him. She looked at his intimidating eyes, and looked lower, watching how he inserted that black cock into her... while his real cock hadn’t receded much after his orgasm, but still looked almost as large as the one he was inserting.

“This instrument is soaking wet...” he smiled and she lowered her hand to her clitoris again... to finally come. And he allowed it.

Again her hand on her breast and her other hand rubbing the upper part of her sex... And he was relentless... inserting that cock at a constant rhythm, neither too slow nor too fast. And so he continued, for an indeterminate time... and I was amazed at how his cock was growing again... regaining an almost maximum dimension and hardness.

María couldn’t take it anymore. She wanted to surrender. She closed her eyes, her face still stained by him, and began to moan... defeated, surrendered... and her “Ahhmmmm!!”, “Ahhmmnm!!” sounded extravagant, almost grotesque, especially because she accompanied them with exaggerated movements of her hips, trying to get that thing deeper inside her. Until a “Gooood...!!”, “Oohhh!!”, “Oh-myy-god!!”, “I can’t...!!” came out of her mouth, surprising me, indicating that she was unable to come like this... And then he leaned more over her, placing his free hand beside her body, and she opened her eyes and looked down, and saw that inert and cold cock, insufficient... drilling her and his splendid and hot cock, practically next to the fake one; That huge cock as wet as her pussy... that real flesh, with its smell, with its temperature, that man’s cock... ready, available... for her... constituting the only thing that could calm her... And, swallowing the last bit of pride she had left, she gasped:

“Fuck...!! Put it in me...!! F... fuck me yourself...”

“Yes? Is that what you want?”

“Yesss...!! Oh... godddd...!! Fuck me yourself...!! Goddd...!!”

“I don’t know...”

“Come on... Fuck me...! Fuck me now...! Put it in me!!” she begged him, having abandoned her clitoris and clutching each of her breasts with her hands... Anxious, eager for him to replace the inert and cold cock with the hot one, with his...

Her eyes were tearing up. Her bent legs were trembling. With those schoolgirl socks and loafers. Diminished. Ridiculous. With her shirt completely open except where the tie knot was... Nothing remained of the elegant, powerful woman who had entered that house a couple of hours earlier. She still had semen at the corner of her lips and wasn’t cleaning it off. And she looked down. She watched how the rubber cock kept entering and leaving her body, insufficient, and she begged him again to fuck her:

“Fuck me...! God...! Fuck me now...!” she implored, with her mouth half-open and writhing her hips. And Carlos then said:

“I’ll fuck you... if he leaves... I don’t want to fuck you with him watching...”

María looked at him, incredulous, and he pulled that device out of María’s interior, exposing an enormous hole that this time didn’t close; you could see the lips of her sex, battered, completely undone... and María looked at me... enigmatic... perhaps asking for mercy...

But I feared, and I had the feeling that she also had to fear, that if she let herself be fucked, outside of our games... if she let herself be fucked again for pure pleasure, and moreover by that man who truly attracted her, it would be the end, decisive. The absolute end of everything.


CHAPTER 31

María, looking at me, placed a hand on his chest, and I thought she wanted to feel him before being penetrated. Her gaze was absolute desperation, almost anguish... and I felt I wasn’t in a position to ask anything of her, or to stop anything.

The worst part was that I, despite knowing the extreme risk it entailed, wanted to see her fulfilled, grateful. I wanted to see Carlos letting himself fall, sinking into her, I wanted to see her close her eyes, welcoming him... To see that male calming her...

“Stop...” she whispered then, in a thread of a voice, without taking her eyes off me.

“Yes?” he asked, pulling back a little.

“Yes. Stop.”

“Don’t you want to?” he persisted.

“No. I don’t want to. Move away,” she said, pushing slightly with her hand.

“He can watch. I don’t care.”

“No. Neither with him, nor without him. We’ve lost our minds,” she told him, now looking at him.

Carlos pulled away and María quickly covered her breasts, closing her shirt with two tugs and composing herself, ready to sit up.

He dropped the harness, which fell onto the sofa, and stood up, his stiff cock still protruding.

“Bring me my clothes and something to clean myself,” she ordered him, trying to recover her pride with that false authority.

The man turned around and responded with a “Sure, I’ll be right back,” while opening his pants to tuck away that enormous member that had exploded over María’s face.

I got dressed, watching out of the corner of my eye as María removed her shirt, dried her torso and breasts with it, brought it to her face to clean herself, and then threw it on the floor with disdain.

Once we were alone and I was already dressed, María surprised me with a gesture contrary to what she had just done, as setting aside her frustration and her obvious anger, she came to me and hugged me. I felt her naked breasts against my chest and she whispered:

“Things got out of hand.”

“Yeah...”

“I don’t know how many times this makes...” she said, thoughtful but composed, being a schoolgirl from the waist down and an impressive female, naked, from the waist up.

“Well... Don’t worry...”

“No, I’m not worried,” she almost smiled, showing a María who wasn’t the same as after our previously experienced madness. Calmer... Frustrated by her defeat, her total defeat, of ego and absence of orgasm, but without her dismayed and dejected expression.

Carlos arrived and, in a completely different tone from the one he had shown on that sofa, he told her almost sweetly that he was leaving her clothes and a small towel there, and also told her that he was going to the bathroom.

María’s arms stopped embracing me and I began to hear a loud noise coming from the terrace, which seemed to be energetic rain, or even hail.

That man was putting on his shirt before disappearing down the hallway, and I decided to go to the terrace, thus allowing María to have a moment of privacy to get dressed.

It was indeed hail, and it was falling hard, bouncing off the glass railing and falling inside the terrace, creating an attractive smell from the mixture of the cold of the ice and the heat of a somewhat windy, but warm night.

I don’t know how long I was there, watching the hail bouncing and melting, with my mind deliberately blank... until I finally turned around and saw María finishing getting dressed and Carlos who seemed to be trying to clean the sofa with something.

“Will this come out?” he asked then, referring to those dense stains that he had spilled and created on his own sofa.

“How should I know,” she responded, buttoning up her vest.

“Well, I don’t think it’s going to come out,” he said, absorbed in his task, showing humanity and concern for his problem, after so much madness.

“The truth is I don’t know what you men have in there, but it’s terrible to clean, it seems radioactive,” she ended up saying, more relaxed, becoming infected again with the calm and composure that the original Carlos gave off.

I turned my gaze back to the terrace and began to hear María’s footsteps approaching. She came to my side and I said:

“They didn’t even forecast rain. And look,” and our conversations became banal... as if ten minutes earlier we hadn’t been involved in sexual madness that was anything but banal.

Carlos came to us, we commented for a moment on another triviality, and he said:

“I wanted to apologize to you both. It was all a bit... I don’t know how to explain it. Besides, I said many things I shouldn’t have said.”

María let him explain himself, and I wasn’t going to do any less. He continued:

“The fact that you told me you liked it rough is no excuse for the awful things I said. I have no right to judge you, to judge either of you. That’s the last thing I should do.”

I didn’t know if he was putting on the performance of his life. The truth was that he sounded sincere.

“If I said or did anything that particularly bothered you, please tell me. And of course, I shouldn’t have suggested doing it without you, without Pablo,” he said looking at me, “being present. That was stupid. Completely out of line.”

María then turned to him and said:

“Don’t be so... melodramatic. You didn’t lose control any more than we did.”

Carlos took a breath, puffed out his chest, and said:

“Well, if you’ll excuse me, I’m going to put away that uniform, or throw it in the wash or whatever, especially since my daughter could come back at any moment.”

“Seriously?” María quickly asked, as shocked as I was.

“Yes, well. She usually takes her time, she’s with her boyfriend. I locked the door from the inside, which would allow us to... stop and put everything more or less in order, but yes.”

“In your fifties and nervous about your daughter catching you... with a couple... with their clothes...” María didn’t know whether to laugh or be mortified by the embarrassment she foresaw.

“Yeah. Part of being a parent. Theoretically she came to study... but she can’t detach herself from that boy. Anyway. Have something to drink, please. It seems it’s not raining anymore. Even if it’s just a soda or something. I’m going to erase the evidence of our... episode... and I’ll be right back with you.”

Carlos then went to the door and we could hear the sound of a key being removed, and then he went to pick up the uniform that María had left on the floor, and gave the sofa one last inspection before going down the hallway again.

I was surprised by his sudden naturalness and María, confirming that she was also thinking about him, said:

“At least he’s not an imbecile like all the ones we’ve had.”

And after hearing that, I didn’t know whether to worry because she really liked him or be happy because he might be what we were looking for.

I went to the refrigerator and grabbed two cola sodas and joined her on the terrace. I thought that perhaps we could talk things through, the three of us. If not tonight, then another day. Propose the original game with him. The desire was obvious. There was only one doubt, and that was whether María feared playing the primary game with him for fear of getting attached.

Carlos eventually joined us shortly after María asked me about my conversation with my boss, so we decided to change the subject, and the three of us started a pleasant conversation in which I was, finally, an equal participant. Or almost. And then we said goodbye, amicably, like adults, in a normal tone and atmosphere. Blessedly normal. Making me think again if we could, with him, reconcile the game and normality.

We were leaving his building and I felt good, because finally we were coming out of a sexual encounter derived from the game without drama, tears, or reproaches.

And then we ran into a couple kissing in the entryway: he was quite tall and thin, she was a blonde girl, with a build similar to María’s, who was kissing the boy almost torridly and who ended up looking at us, with her father’s eyes, oblivious, naive, far from knowing what her school uniform had just gone through.

That night I went to bed wondering if we could really talk, the three of us. Like adults. But I no longer saw just the problem of María getting attached to him if he fucked her, moreover, with an established or agreed-upon regularity, but whether I could really trust him or if Carlos would try to lure her into an intimacy of two, without me. And the third doubt was Edu’s role in all of this.

I therefore needed Carlos to renounce Edu. His commitment not to seek tricks to lure her away from me. And María’s confession or clear clarification that she wouldn’t get attached to him.

My speculations didn’t last long, because the next morning, having breakfast, after María reminded me that we had to go to the birthday party of one of her cousins’ son, I raised my doubts, starting with the one that concerned her most, that of her possible physical attachment, or something more, to Carlos, if they were to have sex.

“I don’t know, Pablo. It’s complicated.”

“What’s complicated?”

“I think this no-touching thing is better than throwing ourselves back into the other thing.”

At that moment I remembered María, in that ridiculous uniform, with her legs spread, with that black cock going in and out of her pussy... and begging Carlos to fuck her. I also remembered that the no-touching rule had already been violated; I remembered those seconds when María had been eagerly sucking the tip of that man’s cock, her face stained, while perhaps the last drops of his orgasm were still flowing, and therefore pouring into her mouth...

But I didn’t want to go there.

“Just tell me if the no-touching thing is because you’re afraid that... if you really do it... you’d get attached to him.”

María didn’t say anything and picked up her coffee cup. And I insisted:

“Tell me. Answer me. It’s okay. At this point.”

“Do you really want me to answer that?” she said, not wanting to be hurtful, but revealing the harsh reality to me.


CHAPTER 32

While performing the most mundane tasks and enduring the most obligatory social commitments, I felt most aware that we had essentially created two separate lives.

That’s what I was thinking at that insignificant birthday party, which had been attended by friends from the neighborhood of that boy who was turning nine. They explained to me that he had already celebrated the first part of his birthday the previous day with his school friends, and I cursed having been a child of the twentieth century.

I watched the couples, mothers and fathers, of middle class—though very comfortably middle class—and wondered if they lived in absolute tedium or if there might be someone among them who was also involved in some kind of madness. Then I looked at María, who was handling this small talk better than I was, wearing light high-waisted jeans, somewhat nineties-style, and a loose green shirt. It was one of those modern looks that rebelliously confronted the stuffiness of her Monday to Friday.

The two lives we had now established, as almost fifteen months had passed since it all began, intersected at specific moments. For instance, that afternoon, when she bent down to make some joke to a child, and then a father experienced his greatest adventure of the quarter, peeking down that casual neckline that presented itself to him, praying to his luck that he might catch even a millimeter glimpse of her bra. I knew that her aura of irresistible female created moments of adolescent confinement in the bathrooms of those family men, perhaps after several “she’s not even that pretty” recently uttered by their own wives.

That was the maximum intersection of lives I expected that Sunday, but Begoña wanted it otherwise.

While María held one of the youngest children at the event on her lap, probably the younger sibling of some invited friend, my phone vibrated and I found a rather lengthy message from that posh girl, who was trying to clarify things like “don’t think I’m a homewrecker,” with that peculiar language of hers that I found quite amusing. Essentially, she was apologizing, unnecessarily in my opinion, for having kissed me twice when I had a girlfriend. She also told me that I had every right to continue with María and bury her infidelity, and that she would understand if I never wrote to her again. Her jab about infidelity made me uncomfortable, and I knew she had aimed precisely for that, as a farewell, but always attaching her hammering message.

I didn’t want to dwell on whether I wanted to see her again or not, or whether I had felt much or not so much during that second kiss, because I was clear that I couldn’t keep that front open. I concluded then, convinced, that this was the end of it, so much so that I didn’t even respond to that message.

I put my phone away and saw that the child hanging from María was pulling, perhaps instinctively, on her green shirt, giving his father, who was nervously talking to her, a view of more flesh than he had dreamed of, providing him with clear and substantial material for a solitary release that very night.

During the following days, I hoped to enjoy the echoes or the afterglow of what we had experienced that Saturday at Carlos’s house, but María placed on the table each night the entire collection of tacit elements warning me that nothing sexual would happen. The hurtful and painful part was that her negative indirect messages often came after several exchanges with Carlos; again without being too concerned about me seeing her phone screen, again wanting to show those clear and mature compartmentalized spaces.

Thursday night I asked her about him and she told me he was traveling again. She also told me that she would be going to spend the weekend at her parents’ house the next day. At first I was surprised and suspicious, as it seemed to me that it hadn’t been long since she had visited them, but then I did the math and realized it had been a month... It wasn’t common, but not extremely unusual either, so whether to suspect or not that she wanted to text and talk on the phone with him, without my annoying presence, was then my choice.

Saturday night I had another dinner with friends, one of those tasting menus they had been so fond of lately, which I wasn’t crazy about either, but it ended up being postponed to the following Saturday due to some last-minute cancellations. So I found myself alone at home and decided to call María, only to have a robotic voice assault my ear, announcing that the phone number was busy.

I felt my suspicion justified and imagined her having phone sex with that man, who had been so close to fucking her just a week before. I remembered that moment when she begged him to penetrate her, he said he didn’t want me present for that, and she looked at me enigmatically, perhaps asking for permission. Later she had rejected him, who knows whether out of common sense or pride... But I began to imagine what would have happened if he had forced a caress on one of her bare breasts... Or what would have happened if he had brought the tip of his member to the entrance of her pussy... during that impasse of doubt.

Already with my member semi-erect, on the sofa, I imagined Carlos rubbing the tip of his cock on her wrecked and hungry pussy... and that with that friction María was no longer able to refuse. His member then slid inside her body, decisively opening the walls of her pussy, and María closed her eyes and let herself be penetrated, accompanying her lover’s masculine and firm penetration with a moan of gratitude and relief that killed me, with jealousy and arousal. Carlos then looked at me, showing his enormous cock entering and leaving her pussy, as if telling me how to satisfy my own girlfriend.

I masturbated in the solitude of my house imagining that man sinking into her, fucking her slowly, kissing her, whispering in her ear, and her bringing her hands to his ass, over his suit pants, as she found exciting, as his big cock continued to protrude from there, without completely undressing. And then she rode him, with her back to him, moaning in surrender, with her breasts bouncing exaggeratedly, facing me, but without seeing me, still dressed in her schoolgirl shoes, socks, skirt and shirt. Ridiculous. Almost pathetic. Surrendering herself so grotesquely, dressed up for him, but driving me crazy... and I masturbated, in front of her, hypnotized by that image, by seeing her like that... panting, with her shirt open, grabbing her breasts so they wouldn’t bounce in such a grotesque way... and shouting “Fuck!” and “How well you fuck me!” which were gratitude and recognition for him and punishment for me... And so I began to ejaculate, lying there, imagining María coming, without needing to touch herself, riding up and down that powerful, manly and precise cock, while Carlos managed to stare at me, telling me with his eyes how to bring a female like María to orgasm.

Dizzy, with my navel stained white, I returned to reality...

After cleaning myself in the bathroom and returning to the living room, I called her again, and this time she was available and did answer the phone. I was looking for clues that might indicate if she was recovering from a telephonic climax, but it was impossible to know.

I thought the conversation wouldn’t amount to much, and then I mentioned my boredom on weekends like this one and, to my utter surprise, she blurted out:

“You could meet up with Begoña tomorrow, it would always be better than spending the day alone.”

“What?” I said, completely shocked.

“If you like her and you’re a bit at loose ends...”

“Well, I don’t know...”

“I’m serious. If you like her. I don’t see why not.”

I didn’t want to tell her how strange I found this suggestion, which wasn’t entirely new, and I told her I had other people to entertain myself with. The conversation then drifted to other topics, and didn’t last much longer, under her excuse or reasoning that it was already late. And it both was and wasn’t late at the same time, which again left it up to me whether I wanted to be suspicious or not.

After hanging up, I thought about Begoña and how she might be handling her newly acquired single status. I deduced that she surely had higher aspirations than my two kisses, and with guys her own age. I also thought that she wouldn’t lack for suitors, though perhaps not like Edu, and I remembered that game they had during their short relationship, the one where Begoña pretended to be María for him. And I reflected on how what she had said was true, that my original game had evolved into a role-playing game that now affected several people.

After spending some time thinking about her... and, perhaps out of boredom or the perennial need not to bury minefields, I found myself writing to that posh girl, breaking that sort of pact I had made with myself. I told her she had nothing to apologize for, which I believed was true, and a perpetually available Begoña responded, and we started one of our conversations about everything and nothing, but entertaining, gentle, light, which contrasted with all the suffocating intangibles I had been feeling for months.

We went from jokes to confessions, and from confessions to jokes. The names of Carlos, Edu, and María, peppered our screen, though always in a light manner. When, without really knowing why, I told her that María had suggested several times that I should meet up with her.

“María told you to meet up with me several times? I am utterly flabbergasted,” she wrote with her comic flair.

“Yes,” I replied, and then received a thinking face emoji.

“Mmm... It seems clear.”

“What does?” I asked.

“You’re going to deny it. You’ll say I’m always on about the same thing. But I see it clearly,” she wrote, playing mysterious.

“No. Tell me. I’ll decide afterward how valid I find your insight...”

“I’ll send you a voice note, ok? But it won’t be moans.”

“Fine, fine,” I wrote and smiled.

I spent a few seconds looking at the screen until her voice note arrived. I pressed play and heard that somewhat posh, but certainly very beautiful voice:

“Well it seems to me... clearly... very clearly... okay? That she quite likes that old guy, and I’ll also say they kind of match, but that’s another matter. And that she wants you and me to start something, even if it’s just a silly little spark, so she can leave you for him with a clearer conscience, and thus save herself large amounts of drama.”


CHAPTER 33

I didn't even pause to reflect on Begoña's theory. I simply told her that my initial individual machinations, and later ones with Edu, were infecting her... and she replied:

“Anything that doesn't suit you simply doesn't exist. You stick your head in the sand like an ostrich.”

I didn't want to continue the conversation in that direction and I felt her become more distant during the short time we kept texting, so much so that I wondered if she viewed her conversations with me as mere opportunities to deliver her message. Her possible plan to cause trouble so I would leave María seemed more plausible to me than her theory that my girlfriend was trying to push me toward her so she could have a clear path with Carlos. Though the plans weren't necessarily incompatible.

I wasn't tempted to contact Begoña the following day, and I thought that, even though I didn't believe her theory, it was certainly difficult to understand why María would insist I meet up with her.

It was undeniable that I was a bit unsettled by María's recent behavior, but everything calmed down when she returned on Sunday, not Monday, and especially because she didn't text anyone that night, nor Monday night, nor Tuesday night. And, since my mind was a roller coaster of guilt, as soon as María started being more herself again, the sin fell exclusively on me, as the two secret kisses had been mine.

But everything took a radical turn on Wednesday.

Throughout my life, the best news has always come suddenly, without even giving me time to get nervous, and that pattern held when I received a short, technical call from my boss telling me the vacant position was mine. It wasn't the same boss with whom I'd spent the afternoon watching his son play soccer ten days earlier, but there had undoubtedly been an exchange of information and favors.

I felt the urgent need to call María, but I preferred to meet her after work to tell her in person.

The afternoon dragged on endlessly, as endless as the light in those late May evenings. Finally, around the time I knew she would be leaving, I positioned myself near the entrance to her office building. I was almost ecstatic. I also felt strangely calm in front of that building, since Edu no longer existed and the intermittent Víctor wasn't threatening in himself.

When I saw her come out, my face lit up, but everything immediately fell apart when I discovered she wasn't alone, but with Carlos.

A concealed discomfort in that girl in a dark blue skirt and light blue blouse immediately turned unpleasant, as her first phrase was a “What are you doing here?”

“I don't know. I got off early,” I managed to respond while finding myself obliged to shake hands with an always impeccable Carlos.

And the situation only worsened when, after exchanging three or four inconsequential phrases, María said:

“I'm going to have a quick drink with him, shall we meet at home? We'll talk about work. You'd be bored. I don't think I'll be long.”

María wasn't even giving the option of creating a three-way meeting.

We gave each other a peck, they disappeared, and I couldn't understand what had just happened.

I remained as stunned as I was disappointed. And I don't know how long I stood there, feeling people coming out and passing through a ghost, until a familiar voice approached me:

“Hey, what are you doing here? María will be out soon.”

I focused my gaze for the first time in two minutes and saw Begoña, in a pencil skirt with a gray jacket and white blouse, standing before me, but showing some haste.

“No, no... She just left,” I replied, still in a daze.

“Oh, really? Well...” she said, probably not understanding what I was still doing there.

“Yes... hey... what are you doing now?” I asked her.

“Well, I'm going to the bakery for a moment, I have gym at ten and if I don't, I'll faint before I even start.”

I knew that Begoña knew I had seen María leave with Carlos, but I was internally grateful she didn't say anything.

Before I realized it, I was accompanying her about thirty meters, and she ordered a huge croissant and I, without thinking, said: “But where do you put that?” and we both knew this echoed what I had confessed to her that I'd said to María the first day I saw her with Edu; but in this case “that” was the croissant and not Edu's member.

Begoña smiled and said:

“It may not look like it, but I can fit it. I can fit everything.”

Once again, amid the tension and drama caused by the game with María and Carlos's recent existence, Begoña ended up softening everything.

Standing next to the bakery, Begoña took small bites and tried to keep any pastry flakes from falling on her immaculate clothes, while I ended up confessing to her what had happened that led to her finding me alone on the sidewalk.

Perhaps tired of showing me her suspicions, or not wanting to rub salt in the wound, she listened to me with restraint. The sun hung low and illuminated her face and especially her eyes, head-on, making them almost transparent, and I couldn't understand what a gorgeous girl was doing there, putting up with me.

“I should be the one using you as a shoulder to cry on about Edu, instead of you putting up with me... listening to me complain about Carlos... who shouldn't matter to you at all...” I said as the conclusion to my speech about not understanding María's recent snub.

“Your situation is more interesting,” she smiled.

“You think so?”

“Well, mine is just another breakup. Yours... is completely insane...”

“That’s true,” I replied, feeling understood, accompanied, and I looked at her, with her jacket open, her impeccable white shirt hinting at the silhouette of medium-sized, perfectly positioned breasts, her large eyes and her pure, calm expression, either from naivety or simply because that’s how she was.

“And how were you planning to celebrate your promotion? With a threesome?” she laughed, pulling me out of my visual assessment.

“No. I suppose by doing it normally.”

“Normally? You guys can’t do it normally anymore,” she said, as if it were obvious, but hitting the nail on the head. So much so that I found myself wondering when the last time had been.

“You’ve seen them together, right? Around the office. María and Carlos.”

“Yes. They were around. They’re working on some urban planning issue and something about industrial property. The truth is María knows about everything.”

A silence fell. I wanted to keep talking about them, although I didn’t want to abuse her patience.

“The other day you told me they made a good match,” I finally said.

“Are you trying to torture yourself?” she smiled, finishing her croissant.

“No. Well. I just wanted to know why.”

“I don’t know. They’re like... well, you see them yourself, dude. I don’t know, they’re both highly respected, you know? And they both like that and they both like that the other person also has that... vibe... “respect, I’m somebody important.” I don’t know if I’m making sense.”

“So if she goes somewhere with me... it’s the respected one and the outcast, and if she goes with him, it’s two admired and respected people.”

“You’re not an outcast, you just put her on a pedestal. María is spectacular, I get that, I have eyes, but I don’t know. Anyway, some guys are like that. If you see your partner is more attractive, instead of feeling more confident, you feel less. And others are the opposite. This Carlos guy actually feels even more confident when he’s with her.”

Another silence fell. She spoke quickly, and very aware of her surroundings. She looked at me and didn’t look at me. And in a way, I missed being at her house, where no external stimulus could distract her from me.

“Well, what about you?” I asked her.

“Me what?” she asked, her late snack finished, dusting off her hands.

“About guys.”

She looked at me, inquisitively, and said:

“What are you plotting? Are you trying to get me into a threesome... or some weird foursome?” she smiled.

“No, no. Just asking.”

“Oh, I don’t know... Coming from you... Maybe you wanted me to dress up as María, with Carlos watching... you doing me... and María recording... and sending my moans to Edu,” she smiled, almost laughing, charming, with her innate grace.

I denied having such audacity and she didn’t reveal anything about possible candidates, which she surely didn’t lack. And we talked for a while longer, until she said:

“Well, guy. I need to go home... change, get my bag and go to the gym.”

I looked at her, undoubtedly disappointed, as I could have continued chatting longer.

“I know you’d want us to go to dinner, so you wouldn’t think about María being with that old guy...” she then asserted, changing her tone slightly.

“You know I don’t talk to you just to use you...”

“Well. You do fill voids,” she concluded precisely and with something resembling a hint of wariness.

I shook my head and she said:

“Anyway. Consider yourself dismissed. I’m telling you like this, from a distance, so you don’t try to kiss me today,” she smiled, returning to being the graceful Begoña.

“Me come on to you? Weren’t you the crafty one?”

“I specifically told you I wasn’t crafty at all. Anyway. Don’t try to confuse me,” she said and said goodbye with a gesture of her face and hand. And I instantly knew that her goodbye was the starting gun for my return to reality, the one where my own girlfriend had distanced herself from me to be alone with someone else. 

I arrived home and no one was there. I had dinner and no one came. And I didn’t know what to feel. The truth was that if someone had told the Pablo of six months ago that María was with another man, he would have been dying with excitement. And that was true. But at the same time, it wasn’t. I didn’t know if it was because of the shock of the near-breakup two months ago or because of the seed of doubt that Begoña kept planting in me. But the fact was that the excitement was no longer accompanied so much by jealousy as by fear. 

I was lost in these thoughts when, after ten thirty, I heard from the living room María’s voice and the sound of her keys, which she was surely taking out of her purse to enter the house. 

I thought she would appear talking on the phone, as she had so many other times, but I found that she was opening the door and that Carlos was coming in behind her. 


CHAPTER 34

It was so abrupt, so surprising, that I didn’t even have time to react and I was standing up while María was saying to him:

“I’d show you the house, but it’s a bit of a mess.”

And I thought that wasn’t true, but I had no interest in contradicting her and seeing Carlos taking the tour… and I deduced then that María had thought the same thing.

She offered him something to drink, acting as a proper hostess, nothing exaggerated, even somewhat unenthusiastically, and Carlos told her it wasn’t necessary. Finally, he agreed to a glass of wine and I watched them, almost like a special witness, and I had time to think about whether this didn’t break one of the two rules she herself had created: the one about “only behind closed doors.”

“Thank you. But I’m leaving soon anyway,” Carlos was saying as he received the glass of wine.

“If you’re leaving soon I don’t know why you insisted on coming,” María cut him off, sitting on the same sofa as him, though at some distance, while I observed them from the other sofa.

It certainly didn’t give the impression that this involved anything sexual. It was strange. It wasn’t the atmosphere experienced in that hotel, or even at her house. They began to talk about their own topics, continuing previous conversations, and I couldn’t believe that courtesy and relaxation after the things they had already experienced. I was so surprised that I considered whether María had been right all along about their ability to create those compartments.

Carlos, in a shirt and jeans, was talking to her, with that sharp, almost slanted, and bright gaze, with his legs crossed, as if he were a dandy from another era, and she listened attentively, but always with a somewhat distant demeanor. I remembered then what Begoña had told me about them being a good match, and there was some truth to it: a bearing in which nothing was casual, that somewhat cold cordiality, the harsh seriousness, and even that kind of arrogance, at times annoying. Although these were traits of the María who showed herself when there was no trust, not the one she was with me.

As I began to figure out, Carlos was a childhood friend of the city council’s lawyer, and that seemed to give them endless material to discuss.

While they talked, I fiddled with my phone, convinced that as soon as they finished their drinks Carlos would leave. It would be then when I could finally tell her about my promotion. Before that, I planned to acknowledge that yes, it seemed to be true that one could play with Carlos in our sexual madness, in the game created by her, while, on other days, in other contexts, having a proper relationship, a normal conversation, even a pleasant one.

Carlos ended up apologizing and asking for the bathroom, and María directed him, without getting up from the sofa. He disappeared down the hallway and just then the sound of his mobile phone’s melody was heard, a melody that was already familiar, and he entered the bathroom answering the call.

My girlfriend was drinking from her glass, with her legs crossed, still angled toward where Carlos had been, without turning toward me, as if I didn’t exist. I realized then that she hadn’t even spoken to me since she had entered.

The silence was extremely strange. So much so that it led me to try to remember if I had done something that might have made her angry. But soon my mind began to turn everything around. And I started to see that the one who was once again being somewhat vilified was me. Everything was suddenly happening in my mind, to the point that an incipient irritation began to run through my veins. And, giving it another thought, I couldn’t understand what was the point of bringing Carlos to our home. Certainly, each second that passed, in which, arrogantly, I only saw her in profile, without deigning to speak to me, I was getting more and more annoyed.

All that boiling ended up leading to a restrained phrase:

“Good evening, María, is everything okay?” I asked, certainly with an edge.

“Yes, perfect. Why?”

“I don’t know. You bring him here… I thought the game was only behind closed doors,” I said, and she turned a little, at last.

“There’s no game here, Pablo. I already told you that you need to know how to differentiate.”

“It’s obvious you like each other. That’s fine,” I said, surprising myself, and she sighed, shaking her head. “Yes, don’t sigh, it’s fine. Maybe it’s better if you just do it. As many times as necessary. And then you decide,” I snapped without really knowing where that was coming from, as if I had been keeping it inside for days without knowing it.

“You’re not listening to yourself,” she protested, still finding time to sit better on the sofa and fix her hair.

“You look very beautiful, María. No need to groom yourself.”

“Well, Pablo. That’s enough. You’re tiring me. How are things with Begoña? Good?” she asked, surprising me, in whispers but aggressively.

I remained silent for a moment. Wondering what she might know. While I heard the sound of the toilet flushing in the distance.

“That bakery is very good. One day I’ll bring you something,” she said seriously.

“Fine. One day you can bring me something,” I replied, not understanding how things had exploded like this and feeling certainly overwhelmed. 

“She’s adorable, isn’t she?” she asked, and I didn’t know what to say, but for the first time I considered that what María felt toward Begoña might be nothing other than jealousy. 

“Just tell me what turns you on about him,” I said, disconnectedly changing the subject, and she shook her head and frowned. 

“What...? About this guy? What are you talking about?” she asked, extremely puzzled.

“Just tell me that.”

“What are you talking about? He’s an old man. He’s just for you and me to play with. You don’t understand anything.”

“What are you talking about... He almost fucked you,” I whispered just as Carlos entered the living room, apologizing again, always moving along that line between courtesy and fakeness.

Carlos took a seat. María was flushed, but with anger. And then he said:

“It’s funny. You know who just called me? Eduardo, or Edu, I don’t know what you call him. He’s handling some matters for me in Madrid.”

María and I were barely recovering from our own argument when Carlos dropped that bombshell.

She didn’t respond. She drank from her glass. Once again turned more toward him than toward me.

“He’s a very capable young man. I don’t know how you let him go,” he said, and I knew what he was getting at, while María, uncomfortable, couldn’t know.

“He left because he wanted to. It’s a law firm... not a cult, right?” María said, and I didn’t know if she was more angry with me or annoyed by the conversation Carlos was starting, but she was definitely upset. 

“I know a law firm isn’t a cult. But when you find someone very valuable, you can’t let them get away,” he said, and I expected him to look at me, to seek my gaze, either complicit or threatening, but to seek that connection. However, he didn’t; he kept looking at her. 

María remained silent and Carlos said:

“Pablo. Would you pour me another glass, please?”

I was so eager to know how far he was going to take whatever he was creating that the condescending tone of his request didn’t even bother me. I stood up. I went for the bottle. And nobody spoke. I wondered how far he would push this game, this double meaning in his phrases, and I also began to wonder if María might be suspecting something, hence her silence.

I placed the bottle on the coffee table and Carlos served himself. At ease. With his legs somewhat apart, occupying more space, more invasive, larger.

Before sitting back in my spot, I looked at María: with her legs crossed, her thick hair falling back, leaving free the firmness of her torso, facing forward, with her breasts subtly marking her shirt and with a neckline that barely existed. With one leg mounted on the other, showing some thigh, but not enough, and with her high-heeled shoes, elegant but discreet. She was like a time bomb hidden under those staid clothes. A voluptuousness and femininity locked under that blue silk shirt and under her bra, undoubtedly lacy and substantial, about which Carlos would surely have already fantasized regarding its shape and color.  

I looked higher, at her face, sweet but also aggressive, and saw that her cheeks remained flushed, from her anger with me, or from Carlos’s insinuations, or from both things. She then placed her glass on the table and rolled up her shirt sleeves to her elbows. And she subtly sighed, externalizing a sudden feeling of heat. All in smooth, feminine movements that forced you to watch until she saw fit to end her show, which one never knew if it was casual, if it was for herself, or if it was for others. 

“Well. Where were we? Thank you, Pablo, for the wine. Ah, yes. Eduardo. That you shouldn’t have let him get away.”

“I don’t know what’s gotten into you about him,” María said then, pouring herself another glass, with a steady hand.

“Yes. I don’t know. I don’t either... But, well, by the way, he’s a very attractive man, isn’t he?”

María looked at him intently. Perhaps wanting to understand what was happening. And he continued:

“I don’t find it difficult to say it. About people, about men, I mean, who are attractive. Some men seem to find it hard to acknowledge that.”

“If you want to say something, say it. No need to beat around the bush,” María interrupted him.

“Well, it wasn’t my intention at first. But now it’s obvious where I’m going with this.”

“No. It’s not obvious. That’s why I’m telling you not to beat around the bush.”

“All right. Well... for... what... Well, for your game, right? He could have been a guy who fit in well.”

“Edu worked with me. In fact, he later became my boss. He didn’t fit in anywhere,” María replied, extremely uncomfortable.

“All right. All right. It’s true that being your boss, especially, would make it complicated. I’m sorry if I’ve stuck my nose where it doesn’t belong. But anyway. Now he’s not a boss. He’s at another firm. In another city. 

“What do you want? Do you want us to call him now to entertain us this weekend? Are you his agent or something?”

“No, no. Not at all. Although I think with him you’d find it harder not to let yourself be touched.”

“I still don’t know where you’re going with this. Really.”

“Nowhere. I’m just frustrated, I admit it, I’m frustrated that I arrived late to your game. And that I got the... bad version of the game. Even those college guys had better luck.”

María drank from her glass. The tension was thick enough to cut with a knife. I thought she would show him the door before long. However, Carlos took advantage of the silence:

“By the way, about those college guys, you told me the broad strokes, but not the details.”

“I wonder what details there could be. You’re old enough to know how these things are done.”

“No, I’m not talking about that kind of description. But how a knockout woman like you ends up getting fucked by two kids in a student apartment. No offense, but how horny did you have to be to end up like that.”

María took another sip from her glass. Her cheeks were burning, and her hand was no longer so steady. And I no longer knew if there was just anger there or something more.
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She placed her glass on the table. She fixed her hair. And she looked him over, without being intimidated.

“Sorry to disappoint you but I didn’t go there, desperately horny, to get fucked by those two kids. It ended up happening and that’s it.”

“I understand. Well, and I suppose that, at that age, with hormones out of control, they jumped on you as soon as they could,” said Carlos as he extended a hand toward her. 

“What are you doing?” she protested. 

“Nothing that breaks your rules,” he responded, bringing that hand to her blue shirt, and maneuvering skillfully until he unbuttoned one button. 

María let him do it. Uncomfortable. And I saw her closer to throwing him out of the house than to playing along with his game.

Not content with that, he tried to force another button and that too was allowed. And, once he unbuttoned it, he pulled her shirt aside a bit and I couldn’t see it well, but he surely was seeing much more than just cleavage.

“How were you dressed that night?” he asked.

“I don’t remember. I don’t see it as relevant.”

“It’s so I can imagine you.”

“You were all in black,” I said, almost for the first time all evening, and Carlos looked at me, but María didn’t turn around.

“It’s curious that your boyfriend remembers and you don’t,” he said incisively, always trying to disarm her. 

I swallowed. Extremely nervous. Still not knowing why I was getting involved in this war between the two of them. And I said:

“I remember because you were wearing black stockings and garter belt, which in theory were a gift for me. And then a shirt and a leather skirt. All black,” I said, tired of not existing, and also wanting to provoke María, to make her throw him out or to make everything explode.

“Wow. So you were dressed for battle then. Despite going there not to…” 

“I don’t know where you’re going with all this. Or should I say where you both are going?” said María, covering herself with her shirt, in an aggressive gesture and subsequently taking refuge in her glass of wine. 

“Well. Because we’ve already done the thing with this Víctor guy… and what would be left, unless you want to tell me about other encounters, is the university students and the guy from Madrid.” 

“I see you’re not counting the time I dressed like your own daughter. I hope she hasn’t found out about your sick games.” 

“Well no. As far as I know… She hasn’t caught me. Although I don’t feel very comfortable with that harness in my closet. In that sense, you two have more privacy.” 

“Have you tried it on?” 

“Sorry, I didn’t understand you.” 

“The harness. If you’ve tried it on. If you’ve put it on at home.” 

“No. Why would I do that?” said Carlos and a silence followed that he used to take a drink. 

I watched them and cursed not being able to know how much of her bra and breasts that gentleman could enjoy while they were talking.

He then put down his glass and said:

“I see you’re not taking up the challenge of explaining and reenacting that night with the university students.”

“Reenacting? Do you want me to dress like I did that night?”

“Yes. That’s what I’ve been trying to get at for a while. I think this game can’t go much further than that. Since touching isn’t allowed… well, Pablo can put on the harness and you can explain to me a bit…”

“This is surreal…” she interrupted, saying it even more to herself than to him.

They couldn’t say more than four sentences in a row without a void being created. It was tense. Suffocating. When my phone lit up. I looked quickly and what I saw… I couldn’t believe it. 

I had to look at it several times. I didn’t understand why. At that moment…

I felt overwhelmed. Harassed. I felt that intrusion was unfair…

Because Edu had written to me:

“Come on, little Pablo. Leave them alone.”

I became extremely tense. My pulse, already altered almost to the extreme, shot up even more. It was like having him present again. My hands were sweating, they were trembling… until I almost dropped the phone… and I quickly turned it over… as if I were doing something wrong. And I stood up, almost as a reflex. Once again I felt that I couldn’t handle everything. 

“I sincerely believe that this has nowhere else to go. You reenact the university students thing, perhaps another day the Madrid guy thing, and end of story.” 

“This doesn’t amuse you, then. What a shame,” said María, sarcastically, without looking at me despite the fact that I had stood up. Always more composed than me. 

“It’s not a question of amusement. I’ve already told you that what it is is frustrating,” he clarified, and I, standing, could see how she, having covered herself with her shirt, was showing a narrow but very deep cleavage and a bit of her bra. 

Without really knowing why, I turned around and obeyed that absent but omnipresent Edu. I left the living room without saying anything and walked down the hallway toward our bedroom. I thought then that perhaps I was what was hindering everything. Perhaps Edu was right and perhaps those silences were nothing but unresolved sexual tension because María didn’t want me to see her final surrender.

I reached the bedroom and couldn’t breathe. I didn’t close the door because I wanted to listen, but listen for what?

I sat on the bed and immediately imagined Carlos opening her blouse again and María, without my breath on her neck, without my eyes on her back, letting him. Excited. Tense. And somewhat hesitant. But knowing she couldn’t keep denying it. That she couldn’t, once again, bear all the weight.

I covered my face with my hands and already saw Carlos approaching her, leaning over her on that sofa, and her reclining backward, yielding, letting that man, older but attractive, fall on top of her... and... kiss her...

It was certainly deserved. Logical. Fair.

And while my heart exploded, my skin tingled and my cock grew. And, moreover, my hearing sharpened, both wanting and not wanting to hear the sound of kisses that I believed were as imminent as they were necessary.

I looked at my phone. That message from Edu. Who surely knew through Carlos what the exact situation was. And I read it again. That “Pablito” that took me back a year, and I didn’t know if everything had changed or if hardly anything had changed at all.

Two, three, four minutes. And I stood up, trying to hear something, but I heard nothing. And I sat back down on the bed.

I lay on my back. I closed my eyes, as if in another world, and abandoned myself to trying to listen. And I thought that perhaps I wouldn’t be able to hear the kisses. That surely the first thing I would hear would be a moan... from María... penetrated by that impostor whom I wasn’t exposing...

When I heard a sound that startled me greatly, waking me from that nirvana, from that dreamlike trance... It was a vibration on the bed, it was my phone moving. I thought of a persistent Edu and instead found a surprising María: “Why did you leave? Bring the harness.”

Blocked. Surprised. Overwhelmed... Always at her mercy...

I finally got up and looked for what she was asking for. And once I had it, nervously, I walked down the hallway, and, like so many other times, I didn’t know if I wanted everything or nothing. If I wanted destruction or salvation.

The silence was striking and, swallowing hard, I entered the living room with that thing in my hand, and saw they maintained the same positions. I approached them and the unbuttoned buttons were the same.

Tired of so much tension, I stood in front of them, not caring about the embarrassment of appearing, obedient, with the harness in my hand.

María swept all her hair to one side of her neck, in a display of calmness, and took the harness from me with subtlety and placed it beside her, between her and him.

“I like yours better,” Carlos said, serious, “and it seems bigger, doesn’t it?”

María said nothing and he continued aggressively:

“Who had the bigger one, by the way? This Álvaro or this Guillermo? Or in the heat of the moment, you didn’t have time to assess?”

María looked at him, defiant or with hatred, and, to my surprise, brought her hands to me, to my belt.

I felt afraid. An infinite embarrassment. I didn’t understand anything.

She opened the belt and unbuttoned the button. I, standing in front of the two of them, was going to be exposed, cruelly, and I didn’t understand what María gained from this.

“What... are you doing,” I asked, in a whisper, as my pants fell abruptly and my member throbbed hard, hidden under my pink underwear.

María then withdrew, leaned back, and sighed, annoyed:

“Sorry. Pablo...”

“What’s wrong?” I asked and she turned to him and said:

“I’m not going to suck my boyfriend’s cock here to turn you on.”

“That’s fine,” Carlos replied, “I don’t need it.”

Standing there, overwhelmed, incredulous, I understood less and less, and understood even less when he brought his hands to his belt and began to unbuckle it with calm and confidence.

“I can make do with your face... and with the little you want to tell me about your night with those... kids, as you call them.”

Before I knew it, Carlos was unbuttoning, unzipping, pulling down his pants and underwear a bit, and his mature, seasoned, and generous cock emerged imposingly. And he proudly displayed, in contrast to my shame, his wide, pink glans, partially exposed as a result of his member being semi-erect. From the moisture that glistened on the tip, it seemed he had been excited for some time.

“I can make do with your face? You’re being absolutely charming tonight. Such rudeness is a delight,” she protested, pretending not to be affected by that man taking out his cock and staring at her fixedly.

“It’s not rudeness. It’s frustration.”

“Well, I’m deeply sorry,” she said as Carlos brought his hand to his cock and now pulled all the skin back.

“Don't be sorry. Just talk. Since you don't want to act anything out, or dress up, or touch, or do anything.”

María looked at his face. And sometimes she lowered her gaze and saw that member, being slowly masturbated by him.

Flushed, heated... blushing... Not only was she not exhibiting herself or talking, but she was touching her hair and closing her shirt, like an uncomfortable tic. As if by compulsively covering a non-existent neckline, she could be more immune to what was being displayed in front of her.

I pulled up my pants and watched María burning up, and again I wondered why she didn't just forget about her game.

“Come on. Tell me. Who fucked you better?” Carlos asked. Sober. Dry. While he continued with his relentless masturbation.

María didn't respond. She tossed her hair back and looked him in the eyes. Pretending she wasn't tempted to look lower.

“I don't know why you don't want to do things properly today. With all the trust we've built.”

She stoically endured that tone which, in a way, increasingly reminded me of Edu's. And meanwhile, I sat back down on what was now my sofa.

“You know that if you put on that slutty garter belt... and the rest of that outfit from that night, this isn't going to...”

“Fine,” she interrupted, and stood up.

And then she walked past me, and a haughty María headed down the hallway... probably also disappointed with that suddenly cocky Carlos who had become unpleasantly arrogant. But I also sensed she was aroused. In every sense.

I already knew this María. I knew her well enough to know that she could explode in one way or another.
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As I listened to the sound of María's heels moving away, without even having time to reflect on what this man with an erect penis was doing in our living room, I heard him say in a serious voice: 

“I don’t know how you put up with her.”

And I immediately understood that Carlos only had one objective regarding María, that their meetings to discuss work and other things were just another farce. And in the face of my silence, he confirmed it:

“Right, stupid question,” he continued. “You put up with her because she’s hot. And because, of course, she lets you fuck her. You, and Edu, and those college kids, and the guy from Madrid, and probably that IT guy too. 

That man was holding his cock by the base, with his pristine and probably expensive white shirt, with his well-trimmed gray beard, with his open jeans... with his blue gaze... unfairly imposing. And I understood that there was no longer any doubt that beneath that mask of distinguished, formal, and educated businessman... behind that act of the last few weeks, there was nothing more than an arrogant, conceited fifty-something jerk. “Frustration” as he called it had to appear for the real Carlos to emerge. 

He then reached out his hand and grabbed the strap-on that María had left on the sofa, examining it carefully, and said while looking it over: 

“María told me that you sucked the Madrid guy’s cock.”

Carlos dropped that bomb without even looking at me, and I froze.

“That’s a lie,” I protested. 

“Come on. It’s fine. You two are fucking weird. You’ve probably done weirder things, both of you together and you on your own,” he said dismissively, playing with the straps of the harness. And then he began unbuttoning his shirt, as he saw it was close to being stained by his cock, which was drooping to rest on his abdomen. 

I remained silent, watching how he enjoyed opening his shirt, noticing how proud he was of his member and his entire physique. I felt envious.

“Why don’t you suck mine too?” he asked, and my pulse skyrocketed. 

I swallowed hard. This new Carlos intimidated me. I felt deceived and at the same time overwhelmed.

He then began to take off his shoes... and I was hoping, wishing, that he hadn’t meant it seriously... And while I was wondering if it was a joke, a bluff, a passing thought or a real request... he stood up, placed his phone and wallet on the coffee table, and also removed his socks, underwear, and jeans, which he carefully folded and placed on the sofa.

After all that impeccable and meticulous routine, comfortable, confident, and standing with his white shirt open and his semi-erect member pointing at me, separated only by the coffee table, he said:

“It’s amazing the things you two invent to compensate for the fact that you don’t turn her on... Because you know all these games and sub-games are because you don’t do a damn thing for her anymore, right?”

He spoke without waiting for my response. Though I didn’t really know what to say either.

He then leaned over and picked up the strap-on again, and to my surprise, he seemed to be attempting to put it on. 

“Fuck, this is weird as hell,” he said, speaking strangely crudely, now trying to insert himself into it, and I wondered if it would fit him, especially given the thickness. 

“Do you feel anything when you fuck her with this?” he asked, while adjusting the device that did fit him, although he ignored the straps and put it on without using them. 

It felt violent, invasive, and strange to see him wearing that thing. And he also seemed to find himself odd, as he looked down at himself, adjusting it and tilting his head.

I began to hear heels approaching down the hallway, and he looked up. María entered the living room, dressed like that night at Álvaro’s house, with high heels, stockings, the leather skirt, and the black silk blouse. I thought she would make some comment about Carlos’s striking appearance with that rubber cock attached, but she pretended to walk past him, moving proudly but blushing toward the sofa. 

At that moment, Carlos grabbed one of her wrists to stop her, and she halted, but not before roughly freeing herself from that forbidden hand that tried to hold her, and said:

“What are you doing? Don’t touch me.”

“That’s right. Sorry. I won’t touch you.”

The two of them standing, facing each other. María fully dressed and he completely naked except for the open white shirt and that realistic cock attached... However, she seemed to be the modest and tense one.

“Damn...” Carlos whispered, observing her. 

“What is it?”

“Nothing... Nothing...” he said, and I watched them, seated, diminished, and knowing that I had to react, but not knowing how. 

“Well...” he continued, “I stand by what I said... you were dressed for battle that night. You were looking for something.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about. It’s normal clothing. Except for the garter belt. And that couldn’t be known because it’s not visible. 

“Right. Well. And this?” said Carlos, gesturing with his face toward her, and I didn’t know what he was referring to. 

“Obviously I didn’t go like this.”

“Then?”

“It was bothering me, so I took it off,” María replied, and I noticed the outline of her breasts under the thin silk shirt. She wasn’t wearing a bra.

“Was it too tight?” Carlos asked.

“A little.”

“I’m not surprised.”

“And you? Isn’t that tight on you?” María reacted, as quickly as she could, looking at that rubber penis, perfectly fitted.

“It’s a bit snug. Can you feel anything with this? I’m asking out of ignorance. Your boyfriend wouldn’t answer me.”

“Do you mean if you feel it or if I feel it?”

“Well. You would definitely feel it. Such an apparatus... I mean if he feels it. If I would feel it.”

María then reached out her hand and touched that lifeless cock with reluctance, as if it weren’t guarding what it was guarding, and abandoned it almost immediately.

“I didn’t feel anything,” said Carlos, urging her to grab it.

She looked him in the face, wanting to be even cockier than him, and placed her fingers there again, until she finally grabbed it with her whole hand and closed her fingers.

Face to face, María was holding his cock, though she wasn’t touching flesh but plastic, and Carlos insisted:

“Come on. Squeeze it.”

And she obeyed then, closing her hand tightly.

“Yes. You can feel it a little. But almost nothing,” Carlos specified.

I, as excited as I was perplexed, didn’t understand what was happening, since the plan was for me to wear it, to do it with María, for her to enjoy herself and show her sexuality while he watched. That was the plan, María’s game, the intermediate game that was meant to be our salvation.

María challenged him with her gaze and didn’t let go of that cock. And not only did he not back down, but he ended up reaching out one of his hands... until he brushed one of her tits... over her shirt.

“What are you doing?” she protested, but didn’t push his hand away.

“You’re touching a sex toy, I can never remember what you call it. And I’m touching a shirt. Nobody’s touching flesh.”

I watched as Carlos, satisfied with his answer, subtly caressed over the silk... over that tit... with unusual expertise... and María’s nipple betrayed her at an embarrassing speed, in just a few seconds... after which she began to move her hand over that rubber cock, as if she were really masturbating him, in a slow handjob.

The game was happening above, in that soft caress over the black shirt, over her tit, awakening the nipple, and below, over the rubber cock, and then he said:

“Squeeze it harder.”

And she obeyed, squeezing the rubber, and he responded by squeezing her tit a little, and then a faint and almost inaudible “Owww... what... are you doing...” came whispered from María, which wasn’t a normal complaint, but a purr... that showed a mixture of pain and pleasure.

And Carlos ordered again to squeeze that harness hard and she obeyed. She obeyed knowing that the counter-response would be a squeeze on her tit over the shirt, and this time an “Mmmm...! Ahhh...!” was almost moaned by her, and she adorned her morbid protest with a movement of her neck, and all her hair, which fell thick down her back, undulated with a strange sensuality.

“Did you suck both of them off?” he asked. And she took time to respond. The two face to face. She jerking that thing and he now caressing her other breast, with no need to provoke the nipple, as both were already marking the shirt with as much clarity as dishonor.

“Álvaro and Guille...?”

“Of course... This whole show is about them, isn’t it? It’s not about me. Since I can’t touch.”

“That’s right. It’s not about you.”

“It’s not about me, because I arrived too late. If I had met you earlier... I would have fucked you... with your boyfriend watching,” he told her, close to her face, caressing her tit over the silk, now with such subtlety that it almost seemed like disinterest. Or perhaps it wasn’t apathy but his famous frustration, disappointment and annoyance at not touching real skin.

“Well, I don’t remember if I sucked both of them off, to tell you the truth,” María tried to evade.

“But they both fucked you.”

“Yes...”

“And at some point one was fucking you while you were sucking the other one off.”

“Yes...” María responded, half-closing her eyes, letting herself be rocked by that massage over her breasts.

“And one of them did you in the ass.”

“No...” she sighed, moving her hand a bit faster. Perhaps imagining she wasn’t jerking rubber but flesh.

“You told me they did.”

“One tried to.”

“Just the tip?” he asked maliciously, now undoing a button on that black shirt, but still without touching skin.

“A bit more. More than just the tip...”

“Damn... What a shame, right? So it was the guy from Madrid who really fucked your ass then.”

“That’s right...” María surrendered, omitting Sofía’s existence, perhaps because that was too much, and bringing both hands to that rubber cock. I then stood up, not really knowing who was making this decision or why. And, extremely nervous, I positioned myself behind her.

María felt me behind her and let her ass, wrapped in that leather skirt, make contact with my member, as hidden as it was hard.

I then ventured, not knowing if I was invited, to bring my face, my nose, to María’s neck; I closed my eyes and inhaled from her hair a scent that intoxicated me: warm, thick; while my pelvis almost pushed her by pure instinct.

“And Pablo? What was he doing?” he asked, surprising me, as I dared to place my hands on her skirt.

“Sometimes he watched. Sometimes he left.”

“Really? Why did he leave?”

“I don’t know. Jealousy. I suppose.”

“I understand,” he responded, and I felt strange about how they were talking about me in my presence, as I dared to slowly lift that somewhat tight skirt, first revealing the lace of her stockings, then the garter straps, and then black panties. I had the feeling that María’s legs were trembling slightly, though she continued looking defiantly at that imposing man.

My excitement skyrocketed upon discovering her ass and that garter belt, elegant yet vulgar... refined yet crude, perfectly positioned, just like that night... and my cock wanted to escape my clothes, and I freed it until it rested on her panties. Panties that I later moved toward her ass crack to gain space and place my hot, dripping member on one of her bare buttocks.

“You must have felt like such a slut... especially when the second one started fucking you, right?”

“Yes...”

“Damn, that’s a beautiful garter belt,” he said then, looking down, and continued:

“If I were in my twenties and fucking a thirty-something like you, looking like this...”

“What...” María asked.

“What do you mean ‘what’? Those kids wouldn’t believe their luck. I’m sure they fucked you until dawn,” Carlos was saying, almost in her mouth, and she, with her shirt open, continued receiving those caresses while I no longer knew if more buttons had been undone, as she remained gripping that cock.

In a penultimate act of daring, I moved away slightly, unsticking my hard cock from her ass, discovering that I had moistened it... and brought my hands to her panties and began pulling them down. Something happened that not only left me shocked but caused another drop of pre-cum to emerge from my member; as the moment came when the silk should have detached from her pussy, it resisted releasing the panties, showing the sticky wetness flowing from her sex... And then yes... her panties descended easily, ending up at her ankles.

I then caressed her bare buttocks, which felt as smooth as they were cold, and subsequently freed my torso from clothing and lowered my pants as much as possible. María, standing there between us, displayed her naked pussy, guarded by her stockings and garter belt, and she still wasn’t touching flesh, and still wasn’t receiving caresses on her skin, on her extremely erect breasts, in a game created by her, but which was beginning to seem macabre toward herself.

Carlos then stepped back minimally, but just enough for María to have to release that lifeless cock, and, while stylishly adjusting the cuffs of his white shirt, he said to her:

“Who fucked you better of the two... fortunate ones?”

A María still dazed by those insufficient caresses and the sudden abandonment, whispered:

“Álvaro...”

“Well... Then Pablo will be Álvaro today... right? Is that how you two fantasize in this house? Is that correct?” he asked with a certain mockery.

María then looked back and saw me, naked except for the pants and underwear piled at my ankles, and looked at my crotch and saw my member, as hard as it was minimal... and certainly ridiculous compared to Álvaro’s long, energetic cock.

And Carlos immediately said:

“María, ask him to fuck you right here, just as you are, with him playing the role of that Álvaro guy. Come on.”

He expressed it forcefully, tremendously serious, while opening his shirt a bit more, showing a torso with trimmed, whitish hair. Admiring himself.

And María looked forward again, toward him, not so much to see him but to avoid continuing to contemplate my insignificant member...

...And both of us realized that we weren’t showing our fantasies, but our shame. And we also realized that perhaps they had always been the same thing.


CHAPTER 37

It was difficult to understand how we had arrived at that situation. Carlos seemed the most composed and María was the one struggling most to hide a state of arousal that was obvious.

“Come on,” insisted that man who I felt was larger, as if he occupied the entire living room.

María looked back again, but she didn’t look at my member, but at me, and I didn’t know if with her enigmatic gaze she was telling me to hurry and satisfy her, or if she was asking me to do it well so that she could better and more powerfully display her sexuality.

“Wait...” said Carlos, moving the coffee table slightly, intending for María to place her hands there.

My heart was pounding out of my chest, but my cock wanted to enjoy María’s pussy, which I imagined was burning hot, thanks to Carlos, not thanks to me.

She leaned forward, placing her hands down, and looked at him, facing him. The vision of her hanging breasts must have been majestic for Carlos, just as her raised ass, her slightly bent legs encased in those stockings... her garter belt... and her panties, taut, binding her ankles, became majestic for me.

“Come on, Álvaro... Fuck this thirty-something lawyer who came to our party,” said Carlos, perhaps pretending to be Guille, without overacting, disguising his enjoyment, as if the game was meant to be played this way.

I then approached her, with my rock-hard member, and pulled up her skirt a bit more as it wrinkled at the lower part of her back... and then I moved away slightly, and bent down to check the condition of her sex... and I saw her protruding lips, emerging forcefully, with a shine that left no room for doubt. Her pussy was blooming radiantly and anxious from those caresses she had received from Carlos, even though he hadn’t touched skin, and I thought that María had never shown such a splendid pussy so eager for me.

I longed to crouch down and bury my face, my nose, in her sex, and smell that dense aroma produced by that man who watched us hieratically, with his well-polished torso, his open white shirt, his ostentatious silver watch, his blue gaze and that rubber cock fitted with arrogance. But I didn’t crouch down; instead, I obeyed. I was asked to be Álvaro and I would try to be him. And María was asking me to do it well, to disguise our shame, and so it should be.

Before penetrating her, I ran two of my fingers over her pussy and felt an overwhelming touch. She was melting. Her lips felt so tender... that I nearly got dizzy from the impression... and then my two fingers entered her interior on their own, as if it were nothing, soaking in her intimate wetness, and she neither moaned nor flinched. I withdrew my fingers and then aimed with my rock-hard member. There was no need to separate those extended and protruding lips because they were already parted, representing her own eagerness.

I then placed the tip at the entrance and pushed. I entered her, and she received me, in one thrust, in one insertion, all the way in, and her heat intoxicated me; being inside María had never given me so much pleasure and such an increase in temperature, and I wanted to hear her breathing, but I heard absolutely nothing.

I looked up and Carlos was holding that rubber cock by the base and his other arm was akimbo. I looked at him, but he was looking at her, who was holding his gaze.

“Think about that Álvaro guy. Close your eyes,” directed Carlos in what had originally been meant for us to direct.

María, with her legs bent and leaning on the coffee table, received those minimal thrusts, as I didn’t want to pull out, and she moved her hair from side to side, wanting to extrapolate a haughtiness when it was already difficult not to recognize that we were once again losing the game to that man.

I buried myself in her and slightly felt the walls of her pussy embracing me, while I held her by the hip and gently caressed her cold, extensive buttocks.

“You don’t moan?” asked Carlos. Pretending to be curious. Wanting to be hurtful.

And María made the mistake of moaning at that precise moment, not exaggeratedly, but somewhat forced, humiliating me, and humiliating herself.

The fucking accelerated a bit, perhaps thanks to the deception of the moan, and at least María’s ass received the impacts of my pelvis in a “slap, slap” that resonated through the living room in a low, but audible tone. And María breathed with each thrust, exhaling, sometimes shaking her hair, and looking at him.

When an unpleasant sound startled us, and Carlos immediately apologized and took the couple of steps necessary to approach the table María was leaning on, and grabbed his phone.

I saw him, standing there, with his mobile in his hand, and with that rubber cock just inches from María’s face, and I thought he would reject the call, but he answered it and brought the phone to his ear.

His cockiness tensed me up and infuriated me and finished off María, who lowered her head, to not feel his presence, nor that cock, inert and enormous, so close to her face... to her mouth... and I continued with my mechanical in-and-out... when he said:

“Yes... hey... what’s up... No. No. Tell me. Tell me.”

I spread María’s buttocks slightly, to see and marvel at how my cock went in and out, how it slid, penetrated, her splendid pussy, while she remained silent and Carlos spoke on the phone:

“Yes. It's what I told you. But if the declaration of technical ruin is already there. The administrative act is already in place...”

He didn't seem affected, talking about his business with who knows who, while having María just inches away, dressed in those clothes, being fucked... by me... and for him. And I felt that María's pussy was melting, dissolving so much that I was starting to feel nothing...

Carlos continued talking on the phone and began removing his shirt, eventually placing it on the back of a chair, where María would usually hang her blazer when she came home from work. And she raised her gaze for an instant, toward nothing, toward the wall, and I noticed how she pushed her ass backward, so I would thrust deeper inside her, and she herself began to set a faster rhythm with her body... and I matched her pace... producing once again a louder "slap, slap" than before, but she still wasn't moaning, perhaps aware that it would be even more humiliating if she pretended.

When I thought Carlos would finish his conversation, he moved to position himself in front of María, and while saying: “Look, Edu, damn it, they've already evacuated, there's nothing to wait for,” he removed that rubber cock with his free hand and his real dick, thick, reddened, with its exposed and glistening head, was positioned just inches from María's face, from her half-open mouth.

The worst part wasn't his arrogance, the worst wasn't that their plan, the two of them, was working perfectly, the worst wasn't how my pulse raced, the worst was the jolt, the spasm, the trembling in María's legs, which weakened when the name “Edu” was heard.

That embarrassing quiver in her slender legs humiliated both me and her. Although Carlos had probably not noticed. Carlos who kept his cock inches from my girlfriend's face while talking to her first lover, her favorite, the one who had fucked her best. And I, fucking her, pushing her with my hips toward him, couldn't deny, despite everything, that I wanted María to succumb... and open her mouth... and take that man's cock... even if that meant our total defeat.

Carlos finally showed a bit of impatience and moved forward until his member almost touched María's lips, and she then turned her face away. She lowered and turned it and moaned back a desperate and incredibly erotic “give it to me...” directed at me, naively thinking that I could still make her win.

That man finally hung up the phone and placed it back on the table, and said:

“Sorry for the interruption... and thanks for not making noise. It could have been quite awkward.”

María raised her gaze again and I sped up a bit more, seeking the friction of her pussy walls, ready to cum if necessary.

Carlos, then, holding the harness with one hand and bringing the other to his cock, positioned himself in front of María again, and began masturbating in front of her, in front of her face.

“I'm sure Álvaro fucked you harder, right?” he said and looked at me, as if gesturing for me to speed up. “Yes or no?” he insisted.

“Yes...” María whispered, with her head held high, not intimidated by having his cock twenty centimeters from her face.

I sped up then and the sound of our bodies colliding became more audible. I felt pleasure, but at the same time I felt very little friction. And I had the feeling that she wasn't feeling anything. Carlos insisted that I be Álvaro and I extended one of my hands to reach María's hair that fell disheveled down her back.

“Did he pull your hair?” Carlos asked, seeing what I was doing.

“Yes...” María whimpered, aroused, but far from being fulfilled, and I gathered part of her hair with that hand and pulled it toward me, while penetrating her deeply, and then a majestic, forceful “Hummm!” was moaned by her as she lifted her face as a result of the pull.

I was fucking María hard, with dry thrusts, seeking those rhythmic, animal, and somewhat crude “Hummm!” from her, and Carlos demanded more:

“He pulled your hair... and spanked your ass... right? Of course, damn it, in those drunken fucks, and especially with a thirty-something slut looking like this, you do all that and more.”

I wanted to obey his indirect order, so I freed the hand that was holding her by the hip, and gave her ass a spank, an open-handed slap that resonated loudly. A spank that María took impassively. And once delivered, I grabbed that buttock with energy, almost with rage, managing to be a bit like Álvaro for the first time.

I then closed my eyes and let myself go... spanking her ass, lifting her face by pulling her hair and seeking with my hip thrusts those “Hummmm!”, “Hummmm!!”, which at least made me feel that she noticed something of my mediocre cock inside her. And Carlos continued masturbating in front of her face, perhaps wanting to explode on her or perhaps wondering whether to try putting it in her mouth again. And he spoke seriously, involved, and hammering:

“That's it... when you find a slut like this... you have to spank her ass until you wake the neighbors and you have to pull her hair until the slut protests. Did you protest?”

María didn't respond and I kept hearing her “Hummm!” “Hummm!”, each time longer, and I opened my eyes and saw her with her head raised, enduring my hair pulling and my spanking, probably wanting Carlos to come on her face.

“Not answering me? I bet you didn't protest…” said Carlos, pleased but restrained. “No… of course not… how could you protest… with the dick you have at home, why would you protest the one time you get properly fucked…”

“Shut up already…” María complained with an exasperated moan, raising her face higher, and then gasped some “Ahhh…!” “Ahh…!” and turned toward me, half-closing her eyes and quickly saying, almost running the words together: “Aaahhh...!” “Au…!” “Ohh...!” rewarding me for the hair pulling, the spanking and my deep penetrations.

Carlos didn't mind losing that battle, knowing he was winning the war, and didn't reply to María's complaint, but moved to position himself at her side, as he had done at his house. And when she turned her gaze forward again, he lifted her black shirt a bit to better see how her free breasts bounced from my thrusts. María remained firm, looking straight ahead, and moaned her “Ahhh!!” “Ahhhh!!” now adorned with some “Give it to meee!!” and closed her eyes, thinking of Álvaro, or of Carlos himself, while he watched, hypnotized by the forceful, rhythmic and somewhat ridiculous swaying of her enormous breasts.

“Damn… what tits. Touch one… caress it…” said Carlos, trying to maintain his composure, but impacted by the majesty of seeing María so exposed.

And she, with her eyes closed and her “Hummm!” “Ahhhh!” betrayed herself and obeyed, bringing one of her hands inside her shirt to hold one of her breasts, containing it, caressing it, and in a way preventing her imposing yet somewhat ridiculous tits from continuing to bounce against each other.

“But don't hurt yourself…” said Carlos, seeing that now she struggled to maintain her balance while supporting herself with just one hand. “You like touching them while you're getting fucked, don't you?”

“Ahh…! Ahh…! Hummm!” María responded in broken gasps, not excited because I was fucking her, but because he was watching and admiring her.

Clutching her breast, eyes closed, enduring, proud… she finally displayed her heart-stopping sexuality that she rarely got to show, and I abandoned the spanking but kept her held by the hair.

“I noticed the other day that you like touching them.”

“Ahhh…! Hummm…! Give it to me…!” she moaned… and Carlos insisted:

“You have a complex because they're big... I noticed that in your office, but they're fucking beautiful... and you get so turned on when you caress them while getting fucked. Isn't that right…?”

“Mmmm….”

“What…?”

“That… yes…!” María finally admitted, touching herself, squeezing her breast... and I pulled her hair harder and accelerated even more, and the sound of our bodies colliding now enveloped us crudely.

“Call him Álvaro… Tell him, 'Álvaro, fuck me'”

“Mmm…! Yes…! Álvaro, fuck-me…!” María moaned, emphasizing each syllable, and I felt myself about to come.

“Beg him…”

“Mmmm…!! God…!! Like that…!! Álvaro, fuck me…!!” María sobbed, surrendered, finally enjoying herself, clutching her breast, with her flexed legs trembling…

“Tell him you came to his party to turn him on…”

“Mmm…!! Fu...ck…!! Yes…!!”

“Tell him…!”

“Mmm…!! Hummm…!! Ahhh!! Yes…!! Álvaro…!! I DRESSED LIKE THIS SO YOU'D FUCK ME!!”

“Yes?”

“Mmmm…!! AHHHH!! YES!! Mmm!! GOD!! I DRESSED LIKE A SLUT SO YOU'D FUCK ME!!” María screamed and I couldn't hold back anymore… and I stopped… and María understood my pause:

“Mmmm…!! Ahh!! No! Don't come!” she almost shouted, and I felt a torrent invading me, closed my eyes tightly and couldn't hold back anymore… I let myself go… and began to feel an immense pleasure that started from my toes and fingers, and flowed to the tip of my cock which exploded, spilling, and each spurt of semen that I buried in the humid depths of her sex was a wave of pleasure that made me tremble and almost fall… I came moaning, uninhibited, while María protested and that man watched us… I couldn't stop flooding her… and she repeated “Don't come!” which was already absurd, as she must have been feeling the jets inside her… and my orgasm was ending and then I remained still, as deep inside her as I could, feeling the last drops still flowing… until I was completely empty.

An intimidating silence fell and I pulled out of her, too stunned to think about what situation this left us in.

María then stood up and I sat down on the sofa. She, standing, with her panties tied around her ankles, her skirt at her waist, stockings, garter belt, heels, and open shirt, was peeling her matted hair from her back… and Carlos and I could see how a white, dense drop fell from her pussy down the inside of one of her thighs and ended up pooling at the lace of her stockings. And she calmly and delicately unstuck her shirt from her back and sweaty breasts, flushed, knowing she was delighting us with that cum flowing downward, but pretending that it wasn’t impactful.

I looked at Carlos then, as I found it strange that he had been silent for a minute or two, and I saw him with his cock rock-hard… but he was beginning to hide it, putting the harness back on.

“Damn… I’m going to clean up,” said María as she bent down, picked up her panties, pulled them off her heels and placed them on the table.

“No. Sit down,” Carlos ordered, without hesitation.

She looked at him strangely and said:

“What are you doing?”

“Sit down. Sit down for a moment,” he asked her then, in a different tone. Tense but not authoritarian. And I could see how he had already put the harness back on, again without using the straps.

María agreed, combative but expectant, and ended up sitting next to me, and I pulled up my pants as if a strange shame had suddenly come over me.

Carlos approached until he was standing in front of her. Again with that harness in front of her face.

“What are you doing?” she protested, pretending she hadn’t been left halfway, that she didn’t want to explode as soon as possible and however possible.

“Open your mouth.”

“No…”

“Open it. Touch yourself and come. And we can say it was a good night.”

“You think so?”

“Seems clear.”

María, sitting on the edge of the sofa. With her pussy naked and dripping with her own fluids and my semen there… was hesitating whether to give in, since she wouldn’t be touching flesh and at the same time would achieve her orgasm.

“You can think of me, if you want, you don’t have to pretend you’re sucking Álvaro’s.”

“I can think of Guille too.”

“You prefer him to me?”

“Of course,” said María, opening her mouth, and looking upward.

Carlos, completely naked, looked down and watched as she put that thing in her mouth, as if she were sucking him off. María enjoyed knowing that he was eager to take that off, that he was dying to feel her hot tongue and mouth eating and sucking his member… and that gave her confidence to lower her hands to that sex that was moistening the sofa.

I watched her… how she began to suck that rubber… with her pussy lips open and soaking the sofa, with her shirt open and her large breasts... free… with her rock-hard nipples, with her extensive areolas… looking upward… at him… and she pleasured herself with her hands… until she moaned on that rubber… coming to close her eyes… The image was striking, so much so that I began to feel excitement again despite having come just moments before.

“Damn… I can’t feel anything…” Carlos complained, and I understood his complaint better than anyone.

And María continued, licking, sucking, suctioning; sometimes she closed her eyes and moaned there, sometimes she opened them and looked upward, sometimes she leaned back to catch her breath and showed all the saliva she was pouring over that rubber, sometimes she moved her neck in circles with mastery, enjoying herself… and always, always with her precise, relentless hand, rubbing her clitoris… getting closer and closer to bringing her to ecstasy.

Carlos, with his hands on his hips, with his blue eyes narrowed, with his robust and weathered pectorals, looked down and seemed to accept that she would get her prize, letting the victory of the first part of the challenge be his and the second hers… but he complained again:

“I can’t feel anything… At least tell me you’re imagining you’re sucking me off…”

And she heard him and then closed her eyes and began to move her head back and forth, almost frantic, in long movements, taking that device halfway in each time, quickly, and moaning there, panting, in a muffled way some “Mmmmm!” “Mmmm!” erotic and hypnotic that drove him desperate…

…and at the same time she was almost reaching her climax, her explosion, as a result of the precise and at the same time almost furious rubbing of that hand, of that arm that moved at great speed.

“Mmmmm! Mmmmm!” she moaned louder… as she was already coming… and then Carlos moved her hand away, as he had done at his house, stopping her explosion. And she removed her mouth, and looked upward.

“Lie back,” he asked her.

She, annoyed by his interruption, obeyed, but not with the intention of losing her orgasm, but of delaying it and enjoying it in a more comfortable position.

Indeed she reclined and brought her hand back to her pussy, looked at him, and said:

“Do you want to watch me come?”

“Maybe... But open your shirt.”

María stared at him intently and, taking advantage of the fact that her shirt was covering her breasts, said:

“No... You said my face was enough for you.”

Carlos had no comeback, and María, with her shirt mostly closed but with her nipples pressing against the silk and the contours of her breasts creating two enormous mountains beneath the fabric, brought both hands to her sex this time, to finally finish.

What followed was María closing her eyes, parting her lips, panting, and rubbing her pussy, almost gone... thinking that she would finally win, that Carlos hadn’t touched her and that she had enjoyed a different kind of sex, almost as good as if he were really fucking her. And she felt victorious, enjoying herself, rubbing herself, with an audience, displaying that power and sexuality she could never show with just me. And, by keeping her eyes closed, she didn’t notice Carlos kneeling on the floor in front of her.

“Move your hands,” he said seriously, and she stopped, opened her eyes, and saw him kneeling there with that rubber cock near her sex.

“What... are you doing...”

“Come on. Move them aside,” Carlos said, and she obeyed, revealing her reddened, soaked, and open pussy, with some thick white clumps that could have been mine, hers, or a mixture of both.

“What...” María hesitated... and he took advantage of her hesitation to place the tip of that rubber at the entrance of her pussy.

“This is allowed. I’m not really touching you...” he said... and began to push inside... smoothly... into her... That man was penetrating her. With the harness, but he was penetrating her... and María half-closed her eyes... and panted... not understanding anything.

“Damn... how it slides in... What an amazing pussy you have...” said Carlos, looking down, mesmerized by the sight of that rubber cock entering halfway, becoming soaked with her, and coming out completely wet.

“Ahhh...!” she moaned... and he placed his hands on the back of her thighs to lift them, so she would feel the penetration more intensely.

“No... don’t touch me,” María protested, with a hint of resistance.

“I’m not touching you. I’m touching stockings, if you notice.”

And María allowed her legs to be moved and lifted. Sinking into the sofa. Moaning with each thrust.

“Do you like it...?” he asked, and she closed her eyes tighter, her hands lifeless, touching nothing, a victim of her own game.

María responded with moans, and he then brought one of his hands to her shirt and, carefully, without touching her breasts, uncovered, from one side and then the other, calmly, first one breast and then the other, which were revealed again, free, beautiful... marking, up and down, the rhythm of her agitated breathing.

“That’s better,” Carlos whispered, maintaining that measured and precise fucking.

I stood up and walked a bit despite my legs failing me... from desire... from arousal... And I could see Carlos’s ass, moving back and forth, sinking into her, and I could see her with her eyes closed, whispering “Ahhh!” “Mmmm!” “Ufff!” that were tremendously impactful and heartfelt.

And then I knew that Carlos’s strategy was clear, similar to the one he had used at his house... to arouse her until she practically begged to forget the inert member and pleaded for the warm one, the real one, his.

“Touch yourself if you want,” he moaned to her, close, enticing her, so she would seek her climax and then want to explode with his real cock.

And she, naive or needy, brought one of her hands down, while she took the other to one of her breasts... and moaned as soon as she began to caress her sex.

“Ahhh...!”

“That’s... it... Damn, how it goes in. Should I put it all the way in?”

“Yes...” she moaned, and he slid inside her... drove into her without resistance... and smiled at her, kindly, falsely humanized.

“Ufff...!”

“Do you like it?”

“Ah...! Yes...”

“You can take it all... You have an incredible pussy, María...”

“Mmmm...!” she responded, with her legs up, clutching her breast, with her eyes closed, rubbing her clitoris and letting that rubber cock penetrate her...

“Are you coming?”

“Mmm...! Yes...!”

“Should I go faster?”

“Ufff... A little...” María moaned, and he increased the pace, and she did the same with her hand.

At that moment I sat down again, next to María, and Carlos looked at me. He was looking at me while fucking her. Threatening. As if telling me to pay attention because soon he would be fucking her without the harness. Soon he would be fucking her for real.

María made a move to release her breast and put her hand on his ass to make him penetrate her deeper, but she remembered the rules and pulled back, beginning to pant more forcefully, those shameless, insolent “Ahhh!” “Ahhhh!”

—That’s it…

—“Ahhh…! Ahhh…! Yes…!”

—“Are you coming now?”

—“Mmmm…! Yes…!” —she masturbated relentlessly.

—“Damn… is this enough for you?”

—“Mmm… What…?” —María panted.

—“Don’t you want to come properly…? With my cock?” —Carlos attacked.

—“Mmmm… What… No… I don’t know….” —she opened her eyes.

—“I’m going to fuck you properly, okay!” —he said then, pulling back, leaving a tremendous void in that pussy and beginning to remove the harness.

—“What? No… What... are you doing… Bastard…” —María protested, in a thread of a voice, with teary eyes, still touching her clitoris, with her legs spread…

—“If that’s what you want.... It’s what we all want” —Carlos said, showing his enormous cock, thick, with marked veins… And he pulled the skin back a little…

—“No… bastard…” —she protested, without much conviction… while he jerked himself off, millimeters from her pussy, to prepare her, to get completely hard so his entry would be triumphant.

And María, without stopping touching herself, very close to her climax… protested and turned her face toward me… looking at me, like at her house, asking for permission, or forgiveness.

And Carlos turned slightly and I didn’t understand what he was doing, and he grabbed the panties that lay on the table and brought them to María’s face, a face that, sideways, was looking at me… And he stuffed them in her mouth.

—“I’m going to fuck you! Enough already!” —he wanted to settle it.

Carlos then moved closer to her. He placed the tip at the entrance, and María closed her eyes. With her own panties in her mouth. Surrendered.

—“Damn… how you turn me on…” —Carlos panted, to himself…

Carlos’s expression was one of extreme tension, of nervousness, for the first time. And we all knew it was done. He was about to start sliding in now. He was going to penetrate her. He was going to fuck her.

But María’s hand didn’t stop, and she began to pant, to moan, forcefully, and to cover her pussy with one hand while rubbing her clitoris with the other, brushing the tip of Carlos’s cock with the back of her hand… not allowing him passage… Not allowing him to penetrate her…

And a spasm, a jerk of her torso, suddenly indicated to me that María was coming… and she let her panties fall from her mouth and began to scream “Ahhhh!!” “Ahhhh!!” “I’m comiiing!!”, and Carlos, who had been cut off, stood up… very annoyed and began to jerk himself off.

—“Ahhh!! Goood!! I’m comiiing!!” —María shouted, shocking me.

—“You’re a bitch...” —Carlos protested, shaking his head, and starting a frantic masturbation.

—“Ahhh!! Goood!! Mmmm!!” —María writhed with pleasure, moving her hips, sinking into the sofa, abandoning herself, enjoying herself.

—“You’re a fucking bitch… damn…” —Carlos complained as he watched her come undone… coming… how her breasts shook and how she screamed.

—“AHHHH AHHH!! I’M COMIIING!! GOOOD!!” —María shouted at the precise moment when a white drop came out of Carlos’s cock…

—“AAHHH….!! MMMM…!! I’M COMIIING!!” —she screamed while Carlos threw his head back and a thick white lash crossed María’s torso, from bottom to top, from the garter belt to her breasts.

And María felt the heat of that lash and continued screaming while he came on her torso, in constant and rapid splashes, which watered her breasts, her belly and even her neck, and she took advantage of the kinkiness of that dense heat to enjoy more of the orgasm that her hands gave her in her sex... and her orgasm lasted longer than his, who exhausted looked down and saw her completely bathed in that white liquid… and she sat up, almost sitting, and left her mouth close to his cock… and in the last throes of her orgasm, she stuck out her tongue and gave it a subtle but forceful touch, which made his cock bounce upward.

María, with her viscous torso… with her breasts stained with his semen, semen that ran strongly in torrents downward… hit that cock with her tongue and freed her hands from her sex. And Carlos closed his eyes… and she put her hands on his ass, breaking her own rules, opened her mouth and swallowed Carlos’s cock that was still dripping, rewarding him and rewarding herself, and she sucked on that cock and Carlos panted a “Damn…” with his eyes closed, and María’s head went back and forth, with force, with lust, as if her orgasm hadn’t satisfied her but ignited her… She sucked his cock and I got excited and hard again, and she grabbed his buttocks forcefully and the back and forth of her head and her hair became erotic, beautiful, precise, desperate… until she pulled back to catch her breath, and Carlos’s semi-flaccid cock fell fat but tired, and she looked up, not knowing who had won... and not knowing if both or neither had been satisfied.

“Fuck...” Carlos exhaled. Awkwardly stepping back a couple of paces, and bringing his hands to his face.

María then surveyed the mess on her drenched torso; all that cum flowing down from her neck and her glistening breasts... and whispered a “My God...” as if returning to reality.

“Sorry. Let me clean you up,” said Carlos.

“No. No. I’ll go,” she replied, quickly standing up. Sweaty. Drenched. Deeply flushed, she carefully removed her shirt to avoid staining it, and let it fall onto the sofa.

Before I could realize what was happening, Carlos was catching his breath and María was disappearing in her heels, stockings and garter belt, walking with her pussy still open...

...A pussy that neither I, nor perhaps she, knew if it had been completely satisfied.


CHAPTER 38

Once we were alone, Carlos didn’t say a word. And I didn’t know what to say as I buttoned my pants and got dressed; I glanced sideways at him searching for his underwear and jeans.

I then heard the sound of the shower, the water falling, and understood that María needed to wash herself, especially after everything that man had spilled on her, but I cursed the fact that she left me alone with him for longer. I continued watching him discreetly, seeing how he dressed with a certain unhurried manner. He seemed thoughtful at the same time.

I went to the kitchen, but I didn’t offer water to Carlos, whom I could see from there putting on his shirt, very upright, rigid, proud, with his perennial arrogance, although perhaps as undecided and surprised as María and myself.

I drank from my glass of water and killed time, waiting for María to rescue us from that uncomfortable silence, though I seemed to be the only one bothered by it.

I was relieved when I heard my girlfriend’s bare feet approaching down the hallway. She appeared wearing white pajamas, pants and top, like the ones she had in various colors.

Carlos, then, almost without looking at her, whispered:

“I should go.”

“Yes, you should,” she said, as she picked up her panties.

And he left. Just like that. Neither with good vibes nor bad ones. And I didn’t know if that was what María wanted or if it was the complete opposite of her plan.

My girlfriend came to meet me in the kitchen, not looking for me, but for water... And I watched her as she drank... And I could see her nipples showing through her pajamas and how her cheeks were burning; indicating that she wasn’t even close to having recovered.

“What... happened?” I asked.

María looked at me. Hesitated. And said:

“Good, right? More or less.”

“Good? I don’t know...”

“Well... He didn’t... you know.”

“If you mean he didn’t fuck you... then no.”

“So what’s the problem?” she asked haughtily and full of conviction. “If you’re saying that because in the end... I... you know... a little bit... relax, just because I gave him a blowjob for twenty seconds doesn’t mean I’m going to get hooked on him,” she said, and I was shocked, as she seemed unaware of the importance of what she was casually revealing.

“But is this what you want?” I asked.

“I don’t know why you’re speaking in singular.”

“Well. You know what I mean,” I said, sighing, still very affected.

“I don’t know, Pablo...”

“So?”

“Look. I’m going to tell you without... beating around the bush, okay?”

“Tell me.”

“We did just enough to make him believe that he can... you know... That thing he couldn’t do.”

“And is that good or bad?”

“It’s precisely what we need so we can keep playing with him a little longer.”

“I don’t think he’ll put up with it one more time without getting angry and telling us to go to hell. He’s dying to fuck you and he’s pissed that others have done it.”

“Yeah. That’s why. Let him... you know, ejaculate on my breasts... He loves that... Or on my face... If that makes him happy, but as long as he doesn’t... you know, which he won’t do, we’ll have him there until he wants to stop.”

“And when he gets tired?”

“Well, we’ll find someone else. Look, I know it’s not... perhaps the perfect solution... but it’s definitely better than having anyone else fuck me,” she said, finally verbalizing the word that seemed to embarrass her to pronounce, which was strange after what we had just experienced.

“Because that’s over,” she continued, “I already told you after what happened with Roberto and Edu... and that damn photo... Which, by the way, I don’t know what the hell is going on between him and Edu, but it’s starting to smell really bad.”

“Yeah...” I sighed.

María seemed to have it pretty clear. And she seemed to want to tell me that she didn’t want that man to fuck her, but out of pride, or because it was crazy that having a boyfriend she would continue doing it with other men, and hence all her game which was a modification of mine. But what worried me was whether she wouldn’t want to prevent him from fucking her because she knew that, the day she made a mistake, she wouldn’t be able to refuse falling repeatedly with him.

And the thing is, I feared with Carlos, as I had feared with Edu, that if he managed to do it with her several times, he could take her away from me.

But it was curious that, when I got into bed, I remembered that “I don’t know how you put up with her” that Carlos had said to me, and it actually relieved me, as it could mean that, even if María succumbed once, Carlos’s intention might be to leave after achieving his objective.

And I tried to fall asleep, though torturing myself, as I realized that perhaps I trusted more that he wouldn’t get attached to María, if she indeed made the mistake, than I trusted that she wouldn’t get attached to him. 


CHAPTER 39

The shower water ran down my back. It was the next morning, Thursday, and it was my second-to-last day in my current position, since I would be starting my new role on Monday. And María still didn’t know.

I felt tired, sleepy. The mental strain was tremendous, and besides, we had gone to bed late after our madness with Carlos.

I grabbed my sponge and began to soap myself up, and for some reason I thought about how María didn’t like using a sponge, and I realized that about five hours earlier, my girlfriend had been in exactly the same spot as me, also soaping her torso, though with her hands. And I got aroused. I imagined her, under the water, caressing her breasts, her neck and her belly, to wash off Carlos’s semen, and my member pointed forward. I imagined her washing her pussy… cleaning what she had released and what I had deposited, and my member hardened even more. 

My hand automatically went to wrap around my sex that was growing stronger and I thought about what to think about. What was it that I wanted. What excited me; because María’s game was undoubtedly morbid and powerful, but it wasn’t really what I most craved. What undoubtedly excited me most was seeing someone fucking her… and I thought that I would give anything for Carlos to fuck María if something, someone, a higher being or an absolute truth, would assure me that it would be just sex.

And why not another night like Roberto’s. But yes, with another lover, more normal. It was true that contacting someone online was perhaps too planned and lost its thrill… but why not, yes, like with Roberto, but with a guy who didn’t turn out to be so unstable. 

I then thought about going away for the weekend. Not the next day which was Friday, but the following Friday. After dinner, going to a pub, or a nightclub… leaving her alone… seeing her approached, and, if she liked any of the suitors, the three of us going to the hotel.

Yes, my cock was throbbing under the shower, and it was telling me that my fantasy was that; everything had started after meeting Edu, but that couldn’t be… so that was the closest and most desired thing, for me. 

I was having breakfast across from María, who was only drinking coffee and looking at her mobile phone, three meters from where Carlos had fucked her with the harness… and where she had sucked him off as if her life depended on it.

I was exhausted. Dark circles under my eyes. And she looked splendid. With dark pants and a mauve silk blouse.

I hesitated to just blurt out about my promotion. The thing is, whenever I saw her looking especially beautiful, I liked to tell her either good news or something funny; because if her splendor was accompanied by a smile, I would already be falling off my chair. And I loved the feeling of that fall.

But I knew I couldn’t tell her like that. I had to pretend the news was from that very Thursday. I would call her in the afternoon and act as if I had just found out.

“Are you coming down with me?” asked María, picking up her cup. 

I looked at the clock and told her I would still be a while, so a couple of minutes later María gave me a small kiss on the lips and left. She was leaving with that familiar post-madness composure that always scared me a little.

I was putting on my shoes and remembered that she, the night before, had mentioned Begoña… and I began to wonder how she knew about our chat in the bakery. And I also thought about how María found the sudden connection between Carlos and Edu suspicious, and perhaps, above all, that uncanny timing of him calling twice when Edu was at our house.

All of this compelled me, with the perfect alibi of my promotion, to go out to dinner with her that very night and thus clarify as many issues as possible.

At work I had to wrap up some things, but I couldn’t get everything I was experiencing out of my head: after the night with Roberto came Edu’s dirty trick, the near breakup, the reconciliation and then all the stuff with Carlos… the two kisses with Begoña… and all in two months. Two months that were supposed to bring calm, peace after the storm, tranquility after the scare, justification for postponing the wedding… and yet, the pace of our experiences as a result of our games hadn’t slowed down. A pace that had accelerated in October, with that wedding, that is, with the night with Edu… and that hadn’t stopped until that day, May thirtieth. 

In the middle of the afternoon I decided it was time to call María. I got up from my seat and had to pass by the marketing department to reach the window area, where the coffee machine was, to get some privacy there, and it was by chance that one of the girls from that department said to a colleague:

“Do as always. Look for customer patterns.”

That phrase kept bouncing around in my head and I didn’t know why.

I then called María to tell her about my promotion and her joy was immense. More than when she was promoted to Edu’s position. And she even scolded me for not showing much joy, but it was hard for me to pretend that this news was only ten minutes old.

I told her I wanted to take her out to dinner and she asked if I wanted to pick her up at her office. I lied about that proposal, telling her I would probably be working late, that it would be better to meet at the restaurant. But the truth was that I wanted to avoid the possibility of running into Carlos, as he intimidated me almost as much as Edu had... And I also wanted to avoid Begoña, since I imagined talking to her, or simply greeting her, with María present, with the two kisses and my confessions to that posh girl in between… and I couldn’t conceive of a more uncomfortable situation. 

We arrived at the restaurant terrace practically at the same time. The sun had set, but the temperature remained uniform; neither the afternoon heat reverberating nor cooling down, so it was so obvious that we didn’t even need to vote: we would dine there, in the open air.

Two kisses. A heartfelt hug. And the scent of her hair and her neck that gave me goosebumps.

María wanted me to elaborate on the long version of what I had told her over the phone, and faced with my summary, she protested with several “but tell me properly.” And the truth was that her excessive attention overwhelmed me.

She ordered her usual spaghetti with shrimp. And I, whenever she did, would ask her how it was possible that she didn’t remain hungry, since the portion they served there was so meager. And she wouldn’t even finish it, claiming she was full, and I would tell her she had the stomach of a sparrow. That was the ritual every time we went to that restaurant and so it would be that night as well.

They hadn’t brought our food yet when she got a phone call. She apologized and whispered: “It’s Amparo, it’s about something I was finishing. Just a minute.” And she got up from her chair and began talking with her, three or four meters from our table, pacing around randomly.

I raised my gaze and scrutinized her: with her heels, her black suit pants, and the silky mauve shirt that outlined her bust in a fabulous contour, well tucked into her pants; which allowed a clear view of her compact, well-defined backside. The consequence was that she wouldn’t let you catch your breath, neither from the front, nor from the side, nor from behind.

And my mind received a signal that there was something there. And that something was Begoña telling me that one day she and María had gone to the office wearing similar clothes and that since that day Edu would sometimes ask her to dress like that... and they would fantasize that she was María. The clothes were precisely what María was wearing while she walked and talked. I thought that not even on this intimate night could I have any rest.

María walked and turned around. She touched her hair. She looked down. She put one hand in her pocket, and then started over. And I had to agree with Begoña that it was all like a dark game of roles and clothes, as if those garnished performances were the first, mandatory and murky rule of a private club.

And I wondered if Begoña had enjoyed that fantasy with Edu or if she had only done it to please him. After all, the relationship between the two women didn’t seem too good and Begoña undoubtedly had her own character. I wondered if it was possible that Begoña liked being María to over-excite Edu or to over-excite herself... and suddenly it seemed like a mistake not to have asked her, as I could have confused it in those informal conversations. Also, before María sat back down, I had time to imagine how Edu would drive his impressive member into that slender body, how that wasp waist could withstand the thrusts of an unleashed Edu. And it excited me imagining him fucking her vehemently, calling her María, dressed exactly as my girlfriend was showing me in those innocent walks.

While my member throbbed and my girlfriend continued wandering, some guys carrying folders, perhaps coming from studying at a nearby library, passed close to María, and performed an individual and blatant scan, including a neck twist. And then, one of them, when it seemed they were passing by, approached María and forced her to cover her phone with one hand, and to respond to him. Two watched crouched and one spoke, and she indicated something, and the boy, with flushed cheeks, looked at her face when he surely wanted to look at much more and many more places, nervous and impressed, and turned around and left, whispering with his friends, and I knew that the question had been an excuse, and I wondered why everything couldn’t be easier: Why couldn’t a boy like that, or older, but as much of an outsider, enter our game, fuck her, let María release her tension, and continue with our lives, and stabilize it, and program it, and enjoy it...

“What did he want?” I asked her when she finally sat down.

“Amparo?”

“No, that guy.”

“Oh, nothing, that tapas bar, the one with the shouting waiters we always talk about, he wanted to know where it was.”

“And he didn’t know...”

“Well, I guess not,” said María, as if it were nothing, putting her phone in her purse.

They brought us the food. María, with her legs crossed, showed a subtle cleavage every time she leaned forward a bit and drank stylishly from her wine glass. The conversation was as pleasant as the night. It was all a moment of calm that I, as soon as there was a small silence, blew to pieces.

“Have you heard anything from Carlos?” I asked.

“Well... No.”

“Maybe he’s tired of us,” I said and looked at her, and saw that she didn’t respond verbally, but from her facial expression it was clear she didn’t think so.

After another brief silence I blurted out:

“What turns you on about him?”

María didn’t raise her gaze, but while my first question about him hadn’t altered her relaxed expression, now it did. She understood that we were definitely changing the subject.

“Is it necessary to discuss this here?”

“Nobody can hear us,” I replied, and it was true, there was no one close enough to hear us if we spoke in a normal tone.

“The smell.”

“What?”

“How he smells... And his hands.”

“Seriously? What about how he smells?”

“I don’t know. I don’t know if it’s his cologne or how he naturally smells. Or the combination. But it’s... I don’t know... Especially up close, of course.”

I remained silent for a moment. I certainly wasn’t expecting something like that.

“And what about his hands?”

“Well, they’re... I don’t know. They’re beautiful. They’re masculine but at the same time... yes, they’re beautiful, and how he moves them, I don’t know. He’s not effeminate. Or almost is. It’s like, yes, like effeminate but masculine, I don’t know, a strange thing.”

“Wow...”

“What?”

“I don’t know. I thought you’d say other things.”

“Like what?”

“I don’t know. His cock.”

“Shh. Come on. You animal,” said María, without smiling, but being funny.

“What? It’s true. He’s well-endowed in that department.”

“Yes. I don’t know.”

“What do you mean you don’t know? I see him as... above average.”

“Well, I don’t know. Maybe it’s normal. It’s not just about size either, but if you’re talking about that... I think... well-endowed... Álvaro and especially Edu. The others, good, normal. You think they’re all big,” she said, trying to sound relaxed, but it hurt me a little.

“Maybe they all seem big to me because I see mine every day,” I said, and that’s exactly what I thought, I wasn’t playing the victim.

María looked at me, took a small breath, and finally said:

“What a conversation... By the way, Paula saw you with Begoña, next to the office, yesterday.”

“I figured. At the bakery. She told you quickly.”

“Yes. You see. That’s how we are.”

“I don’t know why you’ve told me several times to meet up with her. At first, to get out of her what Edu was saying, maybe, but...”

“Edu... what a nightmare, really, he’s everywhere,” she interrupted. “I’m shocked. What was yesterday about? Those calls. Can you imagine if Carlos told him he has contact with me or with us and Edu told him something about what happened?”

“I think he’s capable of it.”

“I don’t know. It would seem like cruelty to me,” María said, thoughtfully. “Although in that case Carlos would have changed his attitude and I saw him as always.”

“As always?” I asked. “I thought he was being a bit of an asshole yesterday.”

“Really?” María looked up, surprised, and drank from her glass.

“Yes. Quite arrogant.”

“I don’t know. He was a bit fired up. Arrogant, I don’t know. Maybe it’s because he was... what does he call it?”

“I don’t know what you’re referring to.”

“That thing he repeated several times... something like... angry.”

“Frustrated,” I said.

“That’s it.”

A waiter interrupted that conversation that was a mix between relaxed chat and confession of doubts, which I didn’t know if it was helping me figure anything out and, after asking for the dessert menu, and once we were alone again, I asked María:

“Anything else that turns you on about him?”

“I already told you.”

“But something sexual.”

“I don’t know...”

“Think about it. Let’s see,” I insisted and convinced her to make the effort, to remember or to confess.

“Well... how he looks... and... how... you know, how he comes.”

“How he comes?”

“Yes... he’s like a fountain. You’ve seen it. I’ve never seen anything like it. Last night wasn’t normal. I was sticky until this morning.”

“Yeah... That’s true,” I responded, remembering that tremendous ejaculation he had released on her.

“And... nothing, that’s it. And that he knows what he’s doing... the caresses on the... on the breasts... you need to know how to do those too. He’s not a... brute. I mean he’s... aggressive when he needs to be, but not a clumsy oaf. I don’t know how to say it.”

“Clumsy oaf?” I smiled and we laughed. The truth was that I had never heard her use that word and even she had sounded strange saying it.

Already at dessert, I was hesitating to ask something that did matter to me and affected me personally. María was playing dumb, but I knew that she knew I was mulling something over.

Finally, I took the plunge:

“María. There was a moment when... he was doing it to you. You know, you leaning against the table, yesterday, when he was, well, pretending to be Álvaro, when that thing about spanking and pulling your hair, and you were moaning... Were you close to coming... at that moment... or during...?”

“No,” she interrupted, firmly.

“And why were you moaning?”

“It was arousing.”

“Because he was watching?”

María fell silent then, but her silence confirmed to me that her moans were more because of Carlos’s gaze, to please him and herself, than because of having my cock inside her.

“Well. I think we can change the subject now, can’t we?” María protested.

But my mind was still working at full capacity, and then I remembered that moment when Carlos had asked me if I would suck him off, since I had already sucked off Roberto. That had me very confused.

“Just one more thing. What did you tell Carlos about the night with Roberto?”

María sighed. She looked at her watch. I could feel her closing up.

“Not much, Pablo.”

And I remembered the moment when Carlos had stuffed her panties in her mouth, which was very reminiscent of when Roberto had done the same with his underwear... when he had stuffed his underwear in her mouth... while... he was taking her from behind...

María went to the bathroom and left me there, turning things over in my mind, and she knew that was exactly what she was leaving me doing.

And thanks to her absence, I was able to concentrate and conclude that this demonstrated patterns in Carlos’s behavior with respect to Roberto. Patterns. That word I had overheard by chance that afternoon at work. And then I thought about María’s patterns and yes, there were some: Roberto, Edu, Carlos, Álvaro... all of them were, each in their own style, aggressive, cocky, despotic, dominant.... In contrast, the gentleman from the United States or Marcos hadn’t had that force, and María had dismissed them. It seemed that she, consciously or unconsciously, was looking for that provocative and arrogant, even obnoxious lover. Víctor was a separate case, as she found him physically repulsive to the extreme.

What happened was that Edu behaved like a jerk almost all the time, but Carlos only during the act. So perhaps Carlos was the ideal one, for everything, to fuck her and for her to get hooked on him.

María returned then. She sat down. Somewhat annoyed. Without that good vibe from the beginning of dinner. And I said to her:

“I want to ask you a favor.”

“What?” she sighed, fearing I would continue with the topic.

“Normal sex. Tonight,” I said, and I realized that phrase was María’s, from the María of a few months ago. The tables had turned.

“Are you stupid? As if I wouldn’t want that,” she said, exaggerating her indignation, and I didn’t believe her...

...Nor could she, anymore, believe herself.


CHAPTER 40

The waiter placed the bill on the table, left us alone again, and as I took out my wallet, I heard:

“You look handsome today. You’re more handsome than you think.”

I raised my eyes without lifting my head and replied:

“Is that so?”

And she smiled, and I blushed, and once again that latent feeling that we were complicating our lives. So latent and so obvious that, once I had paid, I said to her:

“Just one more thing.”

“Tell me.”

“Have you had phone sex with Carlos?”

“But you already know I have…”

“At your place?” I asked.

“What do you mean at my place? At my parents’ house? Are you crazy? That’s all I needed.”

“So… just that one time?”

“Yes, the one I told you about, and it wasn’t really… phone sex. He was telling me what he would do, with or without the rules… I don’t know, Pablo. Let’s drop it, please.”

I gave up. I understood I was being tiresome and didn’t insist anymore. So we left that terrace and took a walk before going to get the car. We crossed the bar area, skirted a plaza, and came back along the same street. I had my arm around her shoulder and she had hers around my waist. We’d shared a bottle of wine between us, which always increased physical contact. Besides, that idea of “doing it normally” was hanging in the air, though I had my doubts about how it would turn out.

Once at home I couldn’t contain myself. After crossing the living room and watching María put her purse on a chair, I grabbed her by the wrist as she was heading toward the hallway because I didn’t want to delay it any longer. She turned around, calm. I pressed myself against her, looked at her intently, placed a hand on her cheek and kissed her face, with a sweetness that concealed a lust I could barely control, but I knew I couldn’t jump straight to fifth gear, as this was a thing for two.

The kiss on the cheek evolved into a kiss on the lips. I placed my hands gently on her face and neck, and she put hers on my waist. And I didn’t stop to think whether she was letting herself be kissed as a favor to me or if she truly wanted it. I felt I deserved not to overthink this. I felt her moist lips and soon our mouths opened. I enjoyed her warm tongue, circling with mine, in kisses that were becoming more intense and audible. And before I knew it, I was fondling one of her breasts over her mauve shirt and she was feeling my member over my pants.

“Uff… I’m very… turned on…” I whispered in her ear, a confession I didn’t usually make, after leaving her mouth to kiss her face.

“Are you? And why’s that...?” she asked in a soft voice.

“I don’t know… We’ve had… some crazy weeks…”

“Yes.”

“But… it’s because of you, María,” I clarified, letting her know, and it was true, that many times I didn’t need anything more than her.

I unbuttoned a couple of buttons on her shirt and then went to caress her sex over her thin black pants. Once she felt my hand there, she whispered:

“Wait… Sit down…”

I obeyed and settled onto the sofa. In the exact spot where the night before I had witnessed how Carlos had fucked her wearing the harness.

Me sitting. Her standing. In front of me. She unbuttoned the remaining buttons of her shirt and untucked it from her pants. Before me was her open shirt, her flat stomach, and a black bra, substantial, as it had much to cover, and refined, as nothing in María’s clothing could be vulgar.

She leaned forward, over me, and brought her hands to my crotch. Soon she was opening my belt and kneeling between my legs. And then I couldn’t help but start thinking that this was a favor.

Everything happened very quickly then. Soon I saw my pants and underwear at my ankles, and my exposed member, semi-erect, throbbing and small, lying slumped over my pubic hair. And then, nervously, I watched as her mouth approached that area, and a “María, you don’t have to do this” resonated in my head, but I didn’t say it out loud.

She closed her eyes and buried her head between my legs. She blew near my balls and made me shudder. She took my member with two fingers at the base and made it point toward the ceiling, and we both saw a thick white drop crowning that hot column, which had no complaints about hardness, but did have a size deficit that spoiled everything.

María stuck out her tongue, I closed my eyes… and a sound startled us.

“Seriously…?” María sighed, as we heard the melody of her mobile phone.

I opened my eyes and, annoyed by the hammering stridency, whispered:

“Answer it… if it’s from your work I know they won’t stop.”

“If it’s Amparo, I’ll turn it off,” she said, standing up and going toward her purse.

I heard the solid sound of her heels thundering until she reached the chair. She put her hand in her purse. She looked at her phone and came back toward me. She showed me the screen as it continued ringing.

Carlos was calling her.

“Damn...” I whispered.

“I know. What timing.”

“Answer it.”

“Really?” she asked. Standing in front of me, with her shirt open, with her elegance, with her stylish body language. Splendid.

“Yes, go ahead,” I said, and she moved her finger and brought the phone to her ear.

I held my member by the base, as she had done before, and watched her. From María’s responses, it didn’t seem like they were talking about anything relevant and, suddenly, María pressed something on her phone and I could hear Carlos’s voice clearly.

“Let’s see. Repeat that,” said María, who was leaning toward me again, and placed her phone on my blue shirt, on my chest.

“That, what I just told you,” the voice of that man resonated from my thorax. “I know you must have done things with more people, but from what you’ve told me... about Víctor, about the college guys... well, that would leave the guy from Madrid still to be seen or done,” Carlos was saying, and María was kneeling again between my legs, moving my hands away and replacing them with hers, taking my cock by the base with one hand and pulling the skin down with the other until completely exposing my glans.

“And?” María asked and stuck out her tongue, giving my member a flick with it. Looking at me. Serious.

“That Roberto’s thing is still missing,” Carlos was saying on the other end of the line.

“Yeah. Yeah... I already understood that,” she said, forcing him to keep talking.

And he, indeed, tried to explain himself again, which freed María who looked at me and lowered her head, toward me, and I knew what was coming... and I closed my eyes and felt a suffocating heat and a dense wetness, starting from my genital area, but enveloping my entire body. I shuddered and one of my legs suffered an involuntary spasm... and I looked down... and María was swallowing my entire cock, down to the base, until her lips touched my pubic hair, and Carlos was saying:

“Well, you had told me that he had been very aggressive, and that he had even torn a hole in your pants.”

María then opened her eyes and looked at me, with her mouth full... and I could feel her tongue hitting my member hard as it was inside her mouth, blissful, as it only was there and inside her sex.

“Are you there?” Carlos asked.

“Yes. Yes... I know I told you that. But what I don’t know is where you’re going with this,” María responded, pushing her hair to one side and jerking me off, silently, barely squeezing, with three fingers.

“Oh, okay. I thought the call had dropped. Well... I was thinking that maybe we could go out tomorrow night, and have a drink like that.”

“Like that? Like what?”

“Well, you wearing those pants... And on top whatever you wan...”

“With pants that have holes in them? Are you crazy?” María interrupted, not letting him finish his sentence, surprised, but calm.

“You still have them?”

“Yes. I still have them. But I’m not going out in public like that. People would see me... You’re insane.”

“Well. It was just an idea,” he said, and she gathered my balls with one hand and placed the other at the base of my member, and she suffocated me again... and I tried again not to close my eyes from the pleasure... and she moved her head up and down, three or four times, and she was killing me with pleasure with that slow and silent blowjob.

“Are you there?” Carlos asked.

“Yes, yes. The call seems to be cutting out,” María said, right after making a circle with her tongue over a glans that was trembling with excitement.

“Well, that. It was just an idea, you could try it, maybe it wouldn’t be noticeable. And only you and I would know. Well, and your boyfriend, if he wanted to come. Is he there with you?”

“He’s in the bedroom and I’m in the living room. By the way, you don’t stop... do you?”

“Why? Stop what?”

“Well, because we just met yesterday... and you already want to meet tomorrow,” she said before taking refuge in my sex again... and she began to lick the shaft... and she put her hands on the sofa, on both sides of my body, and began a very passionate and somewhat faster blowjob... without hands... and I watched her head go up and down, and I felt that heat that almost burned me, and the strokes of her tongue on a member that could explode at almost any moment now.

While María was undoing me in that way, we heard Carlos say:

“When you’re older, you’ll see the importance of making the most of your time, and especially of seizing the moment. I think we’re in a good place. All three of us. So why pretend we don’t want to continue… experimenting. Or why delay it. That’s why.”

There was silence. María continued with her blowjob and I kept trembling… from that immense pleasure... and Carlos continued:

“So what do you say?”

María brought one of her hands to my member, removed her mouth, wiped a bit of saliva from her chin, and said:

“I’m telling you that I’m not going out for drinks with pants that have holes… there. And besides, I’ll be tired tomorrow.”

Now it was Carlos who didn’t respond. Probably disappointed. And María continued:

“Even though... I appreciate your coach advice about… seizing the moment, but let’s stop, or slow down a little, okay?”

“Alright. Alright,” responded a resigned Carlos.

“Anything else?” María finished, delighted, serious and almost abusive.

“No. That was basically it.”

“Okay. Well, goodnight then,” she concluded.

“Goodnight,” Carlos responded, and the call ended with an abruptness that revealed anger.

We didn’t say anything to each other. We didn’t comment on anything. Neither about his proposal. Nor about her victory. And María removed her phone from my chest, put it beside me and stood up.

Feeling my member abandoned, I went to please it with one hand and masturbated slowly while I watched María unbutton her pants and lower the zipper, showing me that her underwear set was all black. Then she took off her heels and took a couple of steps to the other sofa, where she removed her pants, folded them and placed them down carefully.

She then stood still, as if hesitating, and subsequently removed her panties as well, and came back to me.

“Were you enjoying it?” she asked and positioned herself on her knees again, between my legs.

“What do you think?” I said, releasing my member, and she picked it up again, making it point to the ceiling and pulling the skin back. And again she opened her mouth, and stuck out her tongue… and again that heat… but this time I saw how she lowered one of her hands, which disappeared between her legs, and I wondered if she was doing that to open her pussy, in a maneuver that with others wasn’t necessary.

But again I didn’t want to overthink if that was true, if it was all a favor… if there was hardly anything left on her part... and I closed my eyes and let myself go. And I watched, sometimes, with half-closed eyes, that head going up and down, and also that elbow that moved, setting the rhythm for a hand that caressed… that rubbed in circles a clitoris that was a button… a trigger that acted as a detonator, the detonator of her wetness.

She knew where to hold me. Where to squeeze. Where to lick. And at what speed to do it all. And once she had me at the point she wanted, she released my member, stood up and turned around.

“Hold out as long as you can.”

“What? Why?” I asked in a thin voice, while she took it again and prepared to sit on it, giving me her back.

“No. I mean… because I’ve been sucking it for a while… I understand you might not last long…”

“Oh. Okay. I don’t know. Let’s see…” I responded, with difficulty, while I became captivated by her movement, by how she gathered the lower part of her shirt with one hand and I could then see her naked buttocks and her pussy, and how she aimed with her other hand, to sit down, to bury herself…

And the moment I felt the tip touching the beginning of her sex, I wanted to keep watching, but I couldn’t, and an “Uffff!” exhaled by me, resonated throughout the living room, and I felt how she sat down, sliding her sex along the entire shaft, to the end, and I let out more air… and she didn’t say anything, but I was dying of pleasure, feeling her pussy, its burning and tight walls… and she took it all the way in, and crowned her downward movement, in a display, enjoying herself, moving her hip in a complete circle once she felt invaded.

“Damn…” I gasped uninhibitedly, and she raised her body a little, her ass lifted, and my member came to light a bit, and she buried it again, indicating to me that the movement would be the one I preferred, up and down, and not the one she preferred, back and forth.

She was intent on fucking me like this, her to me. Up and down. Being very careful not to slip out. Lifting herself barely five centimeters, to descend again… And I brought my hands to her naked buttocks, under the shirt, buttocks that felt cold, but that at that moment I couldn’t see, because she had let go of the shirt.

María at first had her hands on her knees, but then placed her palms on the coffee table, and thus better helped herself with that up and down motion. And I lifted her shirt a little, to see my cock appear and disappear from her body, from that pussy that was tight for me, and undone and extensive for so many others.

“You know what?” María said, with half-closed eyes, flushed but not moaning, turning her head back without stopping her up and down motion.

“What...” I panted, lifting the bottom of her blouse with both hands, hypnotized by the sight of her pussy swallowing me.

“This outfit... well, Begoña once went to work dressed exactly like this. We were both wearing the same thing.”

“And...?” I gasped... confused, and extremely close to coming, with the feeling that she knew I was on the edge.

“Nothing... Just that... But she never dressed like me again. Thank goodness...” she whispered, turning her gaze forward again... and speeding up a little more, letting out an incredibly erotic purr... an impactful “Ummm...!” I didn’t understand why she’d brought that up, but it made me think about that girl, and how she would fuck... and I lifted that silky lavender blouse again, which Begoña also had, and for an instant I imagined I was fucking that posh girl... and I felt myself coming... I was going... exploding... and I looked down and saw that ass going up and down and heard the sound of our bodies colliding, and I imagined it was Begoña’s ass falling on me and her pussy sliding over my cock... and I gasped “fuck, I’m coming...” said extremely quickly...

...and María wasn’t even breathing heavily, and Begoña’s face crossed my mind, her angelic face flushed, sweaty, soaked, with her hair, always impeccable... but this time disheveled... with closed eyes and craving sex... And I imagined that she not only was panting, but screaming, and I felt even more heat, and how my muscles tensed... and I began to ejaculate, to explode vehemently, inside that pussy that, relentlessly, continued absorbing and releasing me, and more spasms made me shiver, even making my parted lips tremble... and I kept panting... seeing that posh girl’s face... who was screaming, shrieking and actually coming with me...

One final gasp, and my hands fell lifeless, and María stopped. Without reproach. Without saying anything. She hadn’t even tried to reach orgasm. She’d ruled that out before we started.

She then brought a hand to her sex, and carefully stood up making sure nothing fell onto my stomach or the sofa. And, with her hand between her legs, she walked to the bathroom, preventing anything from dripping from her pussy and staining the floor.

I, still dizzy, rode between the memory of ecstasy and the sedative effect of orgasm.

And then I heard the sound of shower water, just as I had heard the night before, and, more lucid now, I began to wonder why that comment about Begoña... Why right when she knew I was about to come...

...And I started to wonder if that girl might be onto something... with her far-fetched theory... about María wanting to push me toward her, to clear a less traumatic path toward Carlos.


CHAPTER 41

From the bed, I could hear the whistle of the Italian coffee maker announcing that María was already in the kitchen. I looked at the clock and it was seven fifteen, five minutes before the alarm was set to go off, but she hadn’t needed it, she almost never did.

I felt a knot in my stomach, and I knew it was because of something I had dreamed. So I did what I usually did in these cases, quickly searching my mind, because I knew that either I figured it out at that precise moment or the memory would vanish.

First an image came to me, and then a phrase, and another, and another. And I pulled on the thread and the memory became more complex and elaborate and the discomfort intensified. I made efforts not to lose it, and once I knew I couldn’t extract anything more, I structured it and reviewed it;

In the dream, I was walking alone on the street. A deserted street, but in broad daylight, as if it were very early. And I ran into Edu. But I didn’t feel the impact of his intimidation; rather, he was almost like a friend. We stopped, greeted each other, and he asked about María. I told him she was doing well in her new position, the one that had been his, and he was pleased. It all felt tremendously real.

And then, maintaining the good rapport, like someone talking to a friend, I asked him:

“Well, tell me. How many times have you actually done it with María?”

And I felt, lying in bed in the real world, how my dream self had indeed tensed up when saying that.

“Well, let’s see...” he responded, recalling, without seeking sadism, calmly —“the night of the wedding, of course. And once in the office when we got carried away. And a goodbye one, when she came to my house to talk about what was going on between you and me.”

“Begoña had told me about that goodbye one. I didn’t know about the office one,” I responded, upset, but pretending it didn’t affect me.

“Yes. So those three times. And, by the way, Pablo. Sorry about Víctor and Marcos. But you’re happy with Carlos, right?” he asked, even seeming concerned. Involved. Protective.

“Yes, yes. He has his quirks, but good. Besides, I think María is quite attracted to him.”

“That’s what I thought. That she would like him more.”

After that, I couldn’t remember what happened, and the next thing was me walking alone, down that deserted street, feeling terrible, but at the same time accepting that this was how things were; a sensation of immobility and of irreversible facts that didn’t allow for self-flagellation.

Then the alarm went off. I turned over. Seven twenty. And I turned it off.

I got up, and, altering the order of the automatic ritual, since the first thing I always did was go to the bathroom, I went to the kitchen. And there was María in a light blue nightgown, taciturnly battling with the cupboards.

“Are there no cookies left?” she asked as I approached from behind.

“You only drink coffee.”

“Yeah. I don’t know. But I got a craving,” she said, on her tiptoes, and I hugged her from behind.

She allowed herself to be hugged and I held on tight. Feeling her back against my chest and her hair against my nose.

“What’s wrong with you...?” she laughed lightly.

“Nothing. I think I had a bad dream.”

“Oh, really? The other day I dreamed that terrorists killed you,” she said and I slowly released her.

“Great. Thanks,” I said, also smiling.

“Yes, yes. I was having a terrible time... A massacre,” she laughed charmingly. “But do you think you had a bad dream or are you sure? Do you remember what it was like?”

“No... I don’t remember.”

“Oh well...” she responded, now giving up on finding the cookies.

By mid-morning at work, I was blaming Begoña for my nightmare. After all, she had planted the idea of María’s infidelity in my head.

And, not long after I was thinking about her, by coincidence and to my surprise, that unpredictable girl texted my phone.

I was struck by how she wrote, because she did it exactly as she spoke, in such a way that something happened with her that happened with very few people, which was that I read what she wrote, but in her voice. She captured her own tone in the text, with her sweetness, her excitement and her usual cheerfulness, and, referring now to the substance of her message, I saw that she was telling me about a friend of hers who was looking for work:

“Come on. Now that you’re a boss you can push his resume around. He’s always worked in logistics. To tell you the truth, I don’t really know what that is. I mean, I know what logistics is, geez, but not what he does, hehe,” I read and rubbed my eyes, a bit incredulous at the ambush.

“Yeah, right, super boss I am now. The CEO is trembling,” I responded.

“Come on... should I send it to you?”

I agreed to give her my email and I don't know why I asked her if she had seen María that morning.

“She's at the courthouse with Amparo, I think,” and I then understood why that call had come just as we'd landed on the terrace the night before. And my mind immediately went to how María had been dressed like her, and to that strange thing my girlfriend did at the moment when my climax was imminent.

Suddenly I was dying to ask her about her involvement in the game with Edu... about pretending to be María, but it was certainly neither the time nor the channel.

“By the way. Did you end up having a threesome for your promotion?” she asked.

“What do you think?” I played it cool.

“If I tell you what I think, you'll act like I never said it.”

“Could be.”

“So you're not telling me. What a shit...” she said, with that vocabulary as posh as it was delirious.

“You're very nosy. Though maybe I'll trade you someday. Information for information,” I entangled myself, without reason, knowing I was getting into trouble.

She then responded with a thinking face emoji, and I gained enough clarity to put my phone away and lock it.

I tried to focus on work and a few minutes later I checked that she hadn't pressed me further. The conversation ended with that thinking face. The truth was that our relationship, or rather our interactions, was extremely strange.

And in fact my phone had no more activity until the afternoon, when I received a screenshot from María. I was a bit startled when I saw it showed a conversation between her and Carlos that had just taken place.

I leaned back and took a breath, knowing that if she was sending it to me, it must have substance. And I read:

“I'll be at my place tonight. In case you want to come to that pub from last time,” Carlos had written.

“You mean the time I dressed like your daughter,” María responded.

“Yes. That time.”

“I already explained that I'll be exhausted. We'll talk later.”

“You don't need to wear the pants I mentioned. I understand if it intimidates you or makes you uncomfortable.”

“That's not why. I'm tired.”

“Okay. Let me know when you want to then,” he finished, and there was nothing else written.

I read it again and then wrote to María:

“Poor guy. You've got him desperate.”

I waited a moment, as she was online, but she didn't respond further. At least not about that, since an hour later she called to tell me she would have a couple of tapas with Paula, near her office. I took the opportunity to invite a coworker, the one I liked best, for a quick drink near our company, as a kind of pseudo farewell.

The dinner didn't amount to much. Nothing amounted to much except my craziness with María. And, while driving home, my mind wandered to the usual, and I thought about how María enjoyed those snubs to Carlos by message, and I wondered if by doing so she would end up making him give up, or if on the contrary she would be creating a greater desire in him.

Once I parked the car I went toward our apartment and saw Maria in front of the building entrance, walking and talking on the phone, in a short, measured path, like a sentinel.

She was wearing a gray skirt suit with a blue blouse, and I remembered that Begoña had told me María had gone to court that morning; so I thought about how pleased the judge would have been, if male, and in any case the lawyers, attorneys and others, who surely would have fluttered around her, all nervous and some vulgar.

I then approached her and she covered her phone with her hand, so her interlocutor wouldn't hear her, and whispered to me with a smile:

“Did you collect your plant and my photo?”

I remained thoughtful for a moment and, as she hung up the phone, I understood her joke, so finally, I said:

“I don't have any plant. Or photo... My desks are sparse and austere...”

“Well, better, fewer things you have to move.”

“I'm still in the same hallway anyway,” I responded as we entered the building.

She seemed especially animated, happy and clear-headed, and I remembered that she had told Carlos several times that she was declining his plan because she would be tired. And I thought about taking advantage of her good mood to suggest going away for the weekend, the following week. But then I realized that if she had put Carlos off, perhaps her intention was to accept a meeting for the next weekend... And I didn't want to ruin that possible date... whether for two or three... so I didn't know what to propose.

We entered the house, and then the bedroom, and there María took off her heels... She was radiant, splendid, and I knew I had to take advantage of that current, that there would be other Friday nights to stay home watching television. And suddenly my mind concocted, out of nowhere, a risky proposition:

“Hey, María.”

“Yes?” she replied, and I wasn't sure how to say what I wanted to say.

“Um... I thought it was crazy when Carlos mentioned it yesterday... But, I don't know. Just to try it...” I stammered, and I could see María, standing in front of the closet, looking at me sideways, frowning. “So... why don't you try on those pants? Maybe it won't be noticeable.”

She, standing there, had just picked up her shoes and was untucking her blouse from her skirt, and responded, surprised but in a neutral tone:

“How could it not be noticeable?”

“Well. Just try...”

“Why do you want me to try them on?” she asked, now with a different inflection in her voice, and I was starting to think it hadn't been a good idea.

“Well, if you don't want to, it's fine.”

“No. I don't mind trying them on. If it makes you feel better. But I'm telling you it's going to be noticeable. How could it not be noticeable?” she repeated.

María unzipped her skirt and I headed to the bathroom without having received an explicit answer. Somewhat tense. Moderately optimistic. Giving her time and space.

I looked at myself in the mirror. I washed my face. And every sound I heard coming from the closet made me anxious and uneasy, but in a strangely positive way.

I brushed my teeth. I killed time as much as possible. I rinsed my mouth. And I finally came out when I hadn't heard any noise for a while.

I entered the bedroom and María was wearing the blue blouse she had worn to work, and the black leather pants with the holes cut by Roberto.

“You can't tell...” I whispered, excited but convinced.

“No. Well. Not from the front.”

I approached her and prepared to lift her blouse a bit to see the area between her legs.

“What are you doing?”

“Just seeing what's visible.”

“Well, if you lift it up of course it will be visible,” she protested, uncomfortable and blushing, despite it being just me.

But I decided to move her blouse aside... lifting it up... and suddenly saw... without any preamble and with nothing in between... her impressive and carnal pussy... substantial and exposed, with its thick lips and her groomed pubic hair, dark, dense and curly. And I felt that impact. Suddenly. With such force that my hands immediately released her blouse... and it fell, covering that imperial marvel.

María didn't notice the impact it had on me, and she turned around calmly. And I could see how the blouse completely covered her ass.

“What if you and I go out like this tonight?” I asked her, in an excited stutter.

María turned around and said:

“You're insane...”

“Why?”

“And besides, where would we go? Imagine if we run into someone we know.”

I thought about suggesting we go to another city the next day, postponing it to Saturday night, but I was restless, anxious. I wanted everything at that precise moment.

“Well... Look. It's perfect. Carlos will be at his place, like he told you. So we have that hotel free, the one we went to with him a couple of times. And standing at the bar is nice. It's all people passing through. People coming and going to the airport. There won't be anyone we know.”

There was silence. I hoped María was considering it.

You couldn't tell from the front or the back. Someone would have to get on the floor to see anything, almost the same as if she were wearing a skirt.

“And once we're there, what?” she finally said. “We're back to the same thing, Pablo.”

“It would be incredibly exciting. How long has it been since we played, just the two of us?”

“But we're talking about the same thing... Once we're there... what would you want to happen?”

“Nothing. Whatever you want... I don't know... Let's go there. A couple of drinks. We get turned on... If you just talked to one guy... just one guy... it would be incredible.”

“I don't see what's so incredible about it.”

“Imagine it... with that... like that... exposed... but only you and I would know.”

“Oh, without panties too,” she replied.

“Of course... right? Just like that.”

I imagined María, standing by the bar, talking to any businessman who frequented that hotel... knowing she was like that... with her pussy so exposed... and my heart was leaping out of my chest.

“Well. Let's see...” she said, and that “let's see” sounded heavenly to me. “I'm going to check if I have a blouse a bit longer than this one,” she murmured, and opened her closet again, browsed through it a bit, and said:

“I have this one... ivory colored... and this emerald one.”

“What?”

“I mean... I have this white one and this green one.”

“Mmm... I don’t know. I don’t care,” I told her, not really sure if she was asking me or not.

“Ugh, I don’t know, Pablo. This seems crazy. Too crazy even for us... if that’s even possible...”

I looked at her. She was hesitating.

“It won’t be noticeable?” she insisted. “What if it tears more? Because it might unravel more. Imagine the spectacle.”

“If it tears more, we’ll leave. Come on. I swear you can’t tell. It’s not that big a deal.”

“Fine. Let’s see. Give me a moment. I’m getting anxious,” she tried to organize the situation and herself. “Two drinks there. And if it shows, you tell me. And if some annoying guy comes over, you rescue me.”

I was rejoicing inside, trying not to show my excitement, and my member throbbed with arousal. Meanwhile, she kept overthinking it, wanting to visualize herself clearly, wanting to find organization and control. And she continued asking questions:

“And what do we do there? What do I do there? I just don’t see it... Do I stand at the bar and wait for someone to talk to me? Nobody’s going to talk to me. It’s a hotel bar. Not a pub or a cocktail bar.”

“We can pretend we work together and if we see someone... alone or whatever, I’ll start a conversation with that person... and then I’ll figure out how to leave you alone with him.”

María looked at me and then away. Tense, doubtful. And I knew she was nervous... I could tell by her wavering gaze and her flushed cheeks; but it wasn’t an innocent nervousness, rather one linked to a burning desire.

“My God...” she whispered, shaking her head, and turned back to the closet, soon unhooking a hanger with a white silk shirt. Or rather, ivory.


CHAPTER 42

María’s “Ugh, fine, I’ll go get ready” marked the beginning of the night and indirectly told me to go to the living room; she never wanted distractions or suspicious presences interfering with her pre-outing ritual.

Once I left her alone, I grabbed a beer from the fridge and began trying to predict what might happen. The truth was, I thought it practically impossible that María would talk to a man, like him, explain our game—the one I had created—and things would progress further. María was clear that the game in play was hers, and that the appeal of tonight was that light variation that had never been revoked, which consisted of her enjoying herself and being desired, with the added thrill of her exposed sex that only she and I knew about, but nothing more. She also knew perfectly well that I, under the masquerade of the light game, foolishly yearned for that night to aspire to the original game.

I was lost in these thoughts when my phone vibrated in my pocket. It was María who had written to me, and I read:

“It’s true that it’s been a while since we played just the two of us and the game is ours.”

That message particularly caught my attention, because whenever she clarified that the game was ours, it sounded more like an excuse to justify her boldness than a search for complicity. When I was the one clarifying it, it was out of fear of the third party.

María finally appeared in the living room as I took the last swig of my beer. The black high heels, those leather pants, the silky ivory-colored shirt and her purse. Everything looked as elegant and powerful as it was impeccable, but she looked at me seeking the umpteenth confirmation that our secret wasn’t noticeable, while what I noticed was that she had applied a bit of lipstick, a soft color, light pink, which wasn’t common, and also a touch of eye makeup.

She seemed more aggressive, less docile, but only in her expression, because probably due to the discomfort of having her sex exposed, and the tension of possibly being discovered, she didn’t look as haughty.

She then sat on the sofa, in a forced manner, crossed her legs, and looked at me, waiting for a verdict.

“You can’t tell when you’re sitting either. If that’s what you’re asking me,” I told her, and it was true; she hadn’t even needed to pull her shirt forward to cover anything.

I went to put on cologne and when I returned she was in the middle of the living room, silently checking her phone. I was tempted to approach from behind and touch that exposed sex... but I held back. I knew I had to wait for her to loosen up, to see that there was no danger of ridicule, and for her to have one or two drinks.

In fact, already in the car I noticed she was quiet, almost subdued, obsessed with whether it showed. I was eager to ask her if she could feel her sex in direct contact with the seat, but again I knew I should wait. I ended up asking her about Amparo, about the trial they had both attended, trying to hide the elephant in the room. But I think María saw through my intentions and didn’t elaborate much.

There was a kind of almost drizzle or persistent humidity, where you couldn’t tell if it was actually raining, but the night was still warm. What did happen was that the cloudiness made the night severely dark.

We arrived at the parking lot, that large dirt esplanade, and I glanced at her and saw her light shirt, almost glowing, illuminating us, and I saw the seatbelt wedged between her breasts, which looked enormous, their magnitude emphasized thanks to that division... and I could almost feel an instant erection. She was gorgeous, still inhibited but more powerful than usual. I was going to park near the entrance, but my mind quickly calculated that we could take advantage of that darkness; the truth was that all signs pointed to María and I returning alone to our house that night, so our options for sex involved either using the harness at home, or me trying to propose something in the car when leaving. Something I hadn’t proposed in a long time.

I drove slowly over that gravel, thinking that the car was my best opportunity to be with her without the prison of that inert cylinder, when she asked:

“Where are you going?”

“We always park far away when we come here.”

“Yes, and I don’t know why. Especially if it’s raining,” she protested.

“It’s not raining. Or barely,” I told her, playing dumb, as I drove the car to the most remote area.

And she looked at me sideways, and shook her head, but smiled a little, and I knew she had read my intentions; but she didn’t say anything, allowing the María of a couple of hours later to make the decision.

We got out of the car and she told me she was leaving her purse in the trunk, that she didn’t know why she had brought it, and she gave me her phone. And I remembered what had happened a few weeks earlier, when her purse had been in Carlos’s trunk without a clear and convincing reason.

“One drink each and then we wait a bit in case there are any checkpoints,” María said, as we walked across that gravel where fortunately the humidity hadn’t made an impact and it remained firm.

“Two drinks, María. One barely does anything.”

“And what do you want it to do?” she asked, this time complicit.

“I don’t know...”

A silence fell between us. We were walking against a kind of dense, watery air, and I thought her protest would come, but it didn't. I looked up and glimpsed the entire illuminated ground floor, but this time there were quite a few more people.

We reached the lobby and there was certainly a lot of activity, perhaps due to a conference or some event, and María was pulling her damp shirt away from her body while I looked for a spot at the bar. But I wasn't the one who found it—María did, and I positioned myself behind her.

She ordered two drinks and I, unintentionally, pushed against her slightly with my pelvis from behind.

“If you lift my shirt up, I'll kill you,” she whispered, suddenly angry.

“How would I lift it up?”

“I don't know. I think you're capable of it.”

That sudden change in mood was undoubtedly due to her discomfort at feeling naked with so many people around, and I began to wonder if I had really gained more than I'd lost with the pants idea.

María handed me my drink and said:

“Well. What now?”

Her displeasure was evident, and I feared it would lead to rushing, which strengthened my suspicion that the pants hadn't been a good idea.

I was about to respond when a rather large group moved away toward the sofa area, opening up a fairly extensive clearing, which I wasn't sure would relieve her pressure or make her feel more exposed.

“Nothing now. Just you and me and we'll see,” I said calmly, wanting to sound convincing.

After saying this, I positioned myself in front of her. With no one within two meters of us.

“You and me? Let's see how long you last...” she murmured, tense, before taking a sip of her drink.

I expected the first drink to be difficult, but hoped that with the second one I could spark conversation and start looking for a candidate or a group. But we had barely taken three sips when two burly men, dressed in outfits that contrasted with the sobriety of most people there, passed by us, and one turned around and looked at María.

I thought he might say something, as the pause was exaggerated, and I looked at his shorts, his t-shirt, his flushed cheeks, his blond hair, his light eyes, and his incipient belly, not knowing what kind of comment to expect.

The man frowned, with his friend beside him, and, hesitantly, said:

“Vanesa?”

I looked at María who shook her head, and the guy insisted:

“No?”

“No. Definitely not,” she responded, curtly.

“Sorry...”

“It's fine,” she said and adjusted her hair a bit.

“Sorry, it's just that you look a lot like her. I thought you were.”

“And who is Vanesa?” I asked, seeking interaction.

“My cousin,” he said, and I thought he was messing around, and suddenly had a somewhat negative feeling.

“You must see your cousin quite often then,” María added, and I moved to her side.

“No, I haven't seen her in years. Sorry if I bothered you.”

“You've already said sorry three times.”

“Okay. Okay...”

I thought that would be the end of it, a strange misunderstanding with an uncomfortable aftertaste, but María then said to me, but in a tone audible to them:

“What is this? Some kind of pickup line?”

“What? What did you say?” said the guy, and his friend put a hand on him, whispering: “come on, let's go,” with the clear intention of preventing things from escalating.

“Is this how you pick up women? With that nonsense...”

“What's your problem?” protested the blond guy who shook off his friend's hand, not with the intention of confrontation, not at all, but visibly annoyed.

And I tensed up a bit, and looked at her, thinking she was pushing things too far, and without any reason; and at that moment, another man, who didn't seem to have anything to do with them, appeared out of nowhere, positioning himself between them and us, and began talking to the guy, with conciliatory gestures and in a low tone.

Then two more guys came over, dressed in pants, shirt and jacket, like the conciliator, and things calmed down, and the first two guys began to move away, but not before giving María a look of disbelief, while the blond one shook his head, in a mixture of indignation, surprise, and disgust.

Everything had happened in barely two minutes. It hadn't even escalated to a minor scuffle. Nothing had really happened, but the place was so quiet and sober, with such relaxing background music, that what had occurred seemed particularly jarring and strange, as if out of context.

The conciliatory man then turned toward us and said:

“Sorry for interfering, but I was listening and it was starting to seem unpleasant.”

Then he introduced himself, along with his two colleagues. He told us his name and I didn’t retain it, but for some reason I noticed he was wearing a wedding ring, and then I looked at his companions’ hands and they were wearing them too. In his forties, tall, thin, with very short black hair, a receding hairline and a prominent nose, somewhat Dracula-like… and with a skin tone to match. And he asked if we were there for work and I realized we hadn’t planned anything, so I quickly told him yes, that we were work colleagues, because I was afraid María might tell the truth.

Fortunately, the conversation shifted to whether we traveled to this city often, which allowed us to continue with the lie.

I was drinking quickly and one of his colleagues called him Luis, and María listened to him without much engagement. The truth was that soon there wasn’t much more interest or effort in the conversation beyond the attention, both in words and gaze, that Luis was directing at María. In fact, even his two colleagues had already started a separate conversation between themselves.

I let the situation evolve, gradually withdrawing and stepping aside discreetly, to see if there really was a genuine attempt by that married man toward María.

When I finished my drink, I passed behind her and left the empty glass on the bar, and, taking advantage of a silence and a moment when he was distracted, she managed to whisper to me:

“I don’t like him at all.”

“What?”

“He’s horrible, I’m going to get rid of him right now.”

I ordered another drink and one for María too, and I noticed that this man, who actually had scars on his face, like from old acne or something similar, was indeed not very attractive.

I gave María her drink and headed to the restroom, even knowing she wouldn’t be too happy about it, and once there something vibrated in my jacket. It wasn’t my phone, as that was in my pants pocket, but María’s.

I took it out, automatically, without thinking about anything, and was surprised to see that Carlos had texted her.

I assumed it wouldn’t be anything important, perhaps a proposition for another night, but my curiosity got the better of me. I entered the PIN and read:

“My offer still stands. You or both of you are still in time.”

I didn’t give it much importance. That man, who seemed increasingly anxious, which perhaps made him lose a bit of his uniqueness, would have to wait.

I put the phone back in my jacket and went to urinate. And then my mind began to consider something that I knew from the start wasn’t a good idea.

I knew that when I returned to the bar, María would have half a drink left to finish and she would have already gotten rid of this Luis, or would be very close to doing so. So I had two options: either find someone to play with in the half hour that a rather defensive María would give me, or… text Carlos.

Yes, I was considering texting Carlos, pretending to be María.

I looked down while urinating, and saw my tiny member, and compared it to Carlos’s strong, potent, and masculine cock. And I remembered the two times he had almost fucked María; Her look… that look of yearning… of need…

…And suddenly I had a feeling of deservingness, but a deservingness that had long since ceased to be linked to me, but to María.

I finished urinating. I washed my hands. I looked at myself in the mirror. I dried them. I took her phone. And I truly believed I wasn’t doing it so much for myself, but for her.

“I’m with Pablo at that hotel by the airport,” I wrote to Carlos.

“I hope you don’t mind if I take that as a proposition,” he wrote back immediately.

“Take it however you want,” I responded, pretending to be her, and knowing that he wouldn’t let this opportunity slip away.


CHAPTER 43

I looked at myself again in the bathroom mirror and thought about the obvious fact that María wouldn’t take this well at all. It was clear that I needed to tell her what I had just done, but I feared that if I told her too soon, she would want to leave, leaving Carlos and me high and dry.

I hadn’t even gotten out of one mess before getting into another, but I couldn’t see a clean way to do things. I just hoped the end would justify the means, that the final outcome would also be satisfying for María; which might relieve me of guilt, though it would lead me into the next problem, and in turn into the most feared one—the possibility of her becoming attached to him.

I left the bathroom, approached the bar and saw that María was still with Luis. So I waited a few minutes, watching, trying to analyze that man’s capabilities, who had very poor cards but plenty of desire.

After a reasonable amount of time, I decided to approach them, and at the precise moment I reached them, they were exchanging farewell kisses on the cheek. From the body language and the look of that married man, a strange disappointment emanated, and even a hesitation about whether to insist and not give up, even at the risk of being annoying and making a bad impression. But he seemed to opt for being conversational and not exposing himself, and after his moment of doubt, he began walking the three meters necessary to reach his colleagues.

Once beside María, I saw her glass was half empty, and I had that feeling again, which I’d had on other nights, that her drink was a clock marking the time until the end.

I was about to ask her what they had talked about during that time, but she got ahead of me:

“You love leaving me alone.”

“Well, hope is the last thing to die.”

“I told you I didn’t like him.”

“Not even to warm up?” I asked her.

“Someday we’ll have to talk about what warming up means and how it’s done...” she said, placing her glass on the bar and unsticking her hair from the nape of her neck; it looked like she was going to put it in a ponytail, but she simply aired her neck and let her hair fall back down her back.

A silence fell between us. I observed how she had enjoyed that movement and knew she had surely enjoyed being courted by Luis, even if he wasn’t particularly attractive. Her bra was slightly visible through her shirt, almost imperceptibly, and the contour of her chest was disguised by a silk shirt that was far from being form-fitting. Where it was tighter was on her legs, on her thighs wrapped in that black leather; leather with a hole in the area of her sex, her pussy, which breathed freely, something only she and I knew.

I had to tell her what I had just done with her phone, but it was still too early, as I needed to give Carlos time to get closer, but if I waited too long I ran the risk of him showing up there, and María not understanding anything, and him discovering that I had organized everything.

I still didn’t know how to solve that problem, though soon I would be left without any decision-making power.

María took a sip, and her glass didn’t have much drink left... Time was pressing and I said the first thing that came to mind:

“How are you handling our secret?” I said, looking down at the area of her pelvis.

“Fine.”

“When you sat down did you feel it? In the car, for example? I mean... was there direct contact... of that with the seat...?” I asked, disorganized, insecure, as I didn’t see María wanting to detail these kinds of things.

“I felt it in my ass, more than anything. And it’s not very hygienic, to be honest,” she responded.

My mind then flew to the moment when I was returning from the street and Roberto was sodomizing María almost viciously... And I couldn’t understand how she could be dressed and at the same time being penetrated...

“I still find it incredible that Roberto made a hole in it... and took you from behind while you were wearing it...” I said, moving closer to her.

“Shhh...! Keep your voice down...”

“I am speaking quietly. What was it like?”

“I’ve already told you.”

“You told me at the time that he tore it, but... not the sensation of having it there.”

María then looked at me fixedly, she seemed annoyed, and I thought she was misinterpreting me.

“Do you want to try it?” she said, not only serious, but somewhat defiant.

“What?”

“If you want, tonight you can take me that way, as you say. Take me that way, in the car, which I see you’ve parked quite far away.”

“I don’t understand what’s wrong with you tonight. With these mood swings. I just asked if the sensation is better or worse... than the... normal place.”

María remained silent, perhaps conceding that I was right about her unstable state, though she wouldn’t admit it.

Her way of agreeing with me that she was somewhat irritable and agitated was by changing her expression and resolving my doubt in a more or less composed manner:

“Fine. Well, it’s strange, you feel as if you’re being... I don’t know how to say it... but the sensation of... intrusion or having something foreign inside you is much more... intense.”

“And pleasure?”

“It’s more about the thrill than pleasure,” she responded, with our faces close but not touching, speaking in a low tone so no one could hear us. 

We fell silent again. The truth was that she answered and resolved my questions, but the situation was tense. She made it tense because she hadn’t been comfortable from the precise moment she had dressed the way she had. 

But my feverish mind didn’t understand empathy for Maria’s discomfort, and it made me remember that scene with Roberto: the moment when he had pulled his cock out of her ass... and I evoked that moment... seeing that hole... that dark and virgin cavity, violated... and I remembered how afterward he had cum on her pants... in the area of her buttocks, and how he had ordered me to do the same... to put it in Maria’s ass. 

I noticed an incipient erection and raised my eyes, by chance, and saw that Luis was looking at us... looking at her... And I thought that perhaps he hadn’t given up yet.

“Let me have my phone. See if I have anything,” said Maria, pulling me from my daydreams and making my pulse race.

I thought about confessing at that precise moment. I looked toward the entrance and no one was coming. And I glanced at her phone screen, discreetly, while taking it out of my jacket, and I could see that a friend had written to her, which would make her open the chats.

I knew the conflict was imminent.

I gave her the phone and watched her. She unlocked the phone and I knew from her eyes the exact moment when something didn’t add up for her, and the exact moment when she understood everything.

Everything happened very quickly... And soon I saw her shaking her head. And she bit her lower lip. Not so much out of disbelief but out of disgust, out of weariness. It wasn’t even disappointment anymore. 

Shaking her head, with a burning gaze and releasing her lip from between her teeth, she said:

“You’re an asshole. You’re a complete asshole.”

I remained silent. I had no defense.

“Almost half an hour ago, too. Very nice,” she nodded, cynically, still not looking at me. 

She returned her phone to me listlessly, and I felt her permanent expression of disgust, and I put it back in my jacket. I raised my eyes and now she was looking at me, piercing me with her eyes.

“Can you tell me what the purpose of this is?” she asked, in a low tone, containing herself.

“I don’t know...”

“No. Tell me.”

I took a breath, looking for time to explain. An idea. An alibi.

“Well... It’s nothing. Just... after all, we’ve played with him about fantasizing about Víctor...” I said, surprised that she wasn’t interrupting me, “and... then the thing at Álvaro’s house... and... obviously we’re not going to act out the thing with Edu because they know each other and we don’t want him to know... so the Roberto thing would be like... squaring the circle. It would be like reviewing everything with him.” 

“You think I’m an idiot, don’t you? There’s no other explanation.”

I remained silent. I knew she had every right to give me a severe and uninterrupted dressing-down.

“You don’t want to play with him,” she continued. “You don’t want to square any circle or any similar nonsense. What you want is for him to fuck me. Because you absolutely don’t care what I want or think. Tell me. It’s fine. But I want you to say it.”

I looked at her. Ready to tell her she was right... When I saw movement behind her. It was Carlos approaching. He came upon us and I couldn’t react. Neither could Maria. He gave her two kisses and shook my hand, and in light pants, white shirt and a checkered blazer, I saw how he scanned Maria, from bottom to top, and I knew, and Maria knew, that Carlos realized what those pants were.

He must have also known that the situation was extremely tense. Maria’s eyes were shining with pure anger toward me.

And Carlos let out a warm and innocent “So, you finally decided to go for it” and I looked around and saw something that made me think this couldn’t be happening, that it was impossible... I thought it was a dream... That it couldn’t be true...

...I thought that fate, or Carlos himself, couldn’t be so macabre... Because a guy was opening the door at the hotel entrance, to let a couple exit. And the guy was Edu.


CHAPTER 44

Carlos was talking to María, and I heard it as a buzz, like a distant beeping. My pulse had skyrocketed and my gaze remained fixed on him, on Edu. I couldn’t react and was struck by an unpleasant shiver that shook my entire body.

I didn’t know if María had seen him, and he was approaching, calm, in navy blue pants and a burgundy striped shirt. With that somewhat long hair, parted in the middle, but not as tanned, somewhat dark under the eyes, thinner, somewhat haggard compared to the splendor I remembered. The closer he got, the more tense I became. I still couldn’t believe it.

He passed by me without looking at me, ready to greet them, and I turned my face to see María’s. Suddenly pale. Livid. Shocked. And she had no choice but to respond to his two kisses, and Carlos said:

“Oh, wow, you almost got here before I did.”

Nobody responded. Nobody said anything. The tension was suffocating, and Carlos seemed to want to continue pretending to be calm:

“Sorry, but I was texting with him about that little matter we have in Madrid, and you contacted me saying you were here, and I mentioned it to him in case he wanted to stop by.”

There was no glee in his tone, although it was obvious that, by his decision, Edu’s, or both of theirs, they had set up an ambush. And that was precisely what María’s expression conveyed, tension and the feeling of being ambushed, of being the victim of a perverse trick.

Edu looked around and said he had never been there before, that he didn’t know that place, or anything about the area, other than what he’d seen from the car on his way to the airport. And María looked at me then, and I wouldn’t be surprised if she wanted to leave immediately, and, what could be worse, if she thought that I had orchestrated all of this. Her look was contained fury, either at them or at me, to which was added the underlying tension that Edu provoked in her.

Carlos was explaining to Edu the details and possibilities of the area, always eager to let others know about all the economically profitable ventures he was involved in, and I wanted to tell María that I was as surprised as she was, that I had nothing to do with it, but I couldn’t do it in their presence.

Edu then said something to María. Something I couldn’t hear, and it made her turn toward him and toward the bar. He had been subtle, precise, and a few seconds later he was saying something else to her, in her ear, while looking for the bartender. And at that moment I felt something on my arm, on my elbow, Carlos was touching me, firmly, and saying in a low voice:

“Can you come for a moment?”

I thought he would take me aside, to explain the reason for that trick, but I found myself walking with him a few steps, until we were three or four meters away. Once there he turned toward them and said to me:

“Let’s give them a bit of space, what do you think?”

I remained silent for a moment. Still surprised. Trying to decipher or understand that scheme, until, pretending self-control and calm, I said:

“That’s fine with me, but I don’t know what you’re trying to accomplish with this.”

“Well, I just wanted to see, since the opportunity presented itself, where and how it all began.”

I felt calmer with him than with Edu, even as if I could breathe better, and I then followed his gaze, and there seemed to be a kind of mythologizing toward them and toward what was happening there. As if the game, which I had created, had reached for him a superior magic or grandiloquence.

Neither Edu nor María looked at us. They were talking. María was gesturing especially, becoming animated rather than withdrawing, as she often did when she was nervous. It was surprising how we no longer existed for them.

Carlos accompanied me as a voyeur, something I would never have imagined, and he surely didn’t miss a detail, like me, of their body language, of Edu’s confidence, of her tension, of his penetrating gaze and María’s habit with her hair. Carlos and I silently enjoyed María’s nervousness and body, hidden and not so hidden by her perforated leather pants and her ivory silk shirt; and we enjoyed the cockiness and immunity of an Edu who seemed to have been born knowing how to dominate her.

“She’s wearing those pants from the night with the guy from Madrid. I gather,” Carlos said.

“Yes...” I answered, expecting more questions, but he didn’t say anything else, and it was I who asked:

“And does Edu know that?”

“That she’s wearing those pants? Well, he probably assumes so.”

I imagined that pulsating pussy, which must be feeling heat from inside and the coolness of the environment from outside, when I saw María shaking her head, blushing, and seeming to reproach Edu for something. I was still amazed at how Carlos and I had completely disappeared.

I looked at Carlos to see if he was guessing more than I was, and he must have felt my gaze, because he said:

“Eduardo has told her everything.”

“What?” I asked.

“Well, everything that you already know. That it was he who told me to contact you two.”

“I don’t think so, if he were telling her that... or if he had just told her... María would have already told him to go to hell and we’d be in the car by now.”

“Well, as you can see, that’s not the case.”

María sipped from a straw and listened to explanations while squinting her eyes and never taking her gaze off him, as quite a few people returned from the seating area and approached the bar, surrounding Edu and María, making it difficult for us to see them.

Her look toward him was one of complete attention, but a special kind of attention, a surrender that made me feel more jealous than if she had admitted she wanted him right there. And I wondered if it was possible that Begoña was right, and that my dreams were correct, and I wanted to take advantage of that strange complicity I had with Carlos at that moment... so I asked him if he knew whether they had done it more times than at the wedding.

Carlos looked at me strangely and said:

“Well, I don’t know if he mentioned in passing that they did it another time besides that one.”

I was aware of the seriousness and importance of my question and his answer. And he continued:

“The last time they saw each other, just before he left for Madrid. I think. Something rings a bell. But don’t take my word for it.”

That fell like a weight on my body. I felt that the sum of suspicions was leading to a certainty, and I imagined her going to his house, to reproach him, to scold him about the famous photo... and ending up... fucked by him... and it hurt me because of her infidelity... but... it even excited me. And again that feeling of guilt for my excitement, and fear because her lie would distance me from her.

Carlos left me and went in search of a drink, but he looked for it far from them, who continued without missing anyone. It was increasingly difficult for me to see them among so many bodies, so many faces... I could barely make out María’s flush, her chest marking her shirt and her thighs marking the black leather of her pants. Her hair here and there... her intense gaze... her discomfort... And suddenly I could see Edu whispering in her ear, and her moving her hair away from her ear... and another phrase in her ear, and then one of María’s hands moving downward, stopping an arm... Among so many men I could barely see, I would see for a second and then stop seeing... until I found a gap to notice that María was stopping one of Edu’s hands down there; she seemed to be preventing the raising of the curtain... managing to prevent Edu from lifting her shirt and her pussy from being visible, exposed.

Their faces close together, María saying no with her hand and pleading with her eyes. What was an arduous path with everyone else seemed not only natural but almost logical with Edu. María’s haughtiness with him turned into imploration. That’s how it had always been. And that made me suspect even more.

And if many times I was struck by the idea that María deserved something else, seeing them together that feeling was even stronger; and I had felt it even more once I had seen them fuck, with their bodies in tension, sweaty, with their faces of pleasure, like a kind of sex they could only have with each other.

It felt like they would kiss at any moment. And I was prepared to not interfere anymore. She hadn’t even looked for me once with her eyes. That thing about looking at me, either to do me a favor or to humiliate me, seemed to have been forgotten with his mere presence. I was ready to stop bothering them and leave if that kiss happened.

I looked for Carlos, who was getting his drink, and my eyes returned to Edu and María. Up top, not only was the kiss not happening, but he had moved away a bit, though I saw he had moved away because he wanted to look at her from a distance, and I immediately knew why: my gaze went lower, between the bodies of three guys talking in a group, and I could see that María’s shirt was tucked in, at the front, inside her pants, contained there it no longer hung down, which left her sex exposed... María’s pussy was pulsating freely... It couldn’t be seen from my position, you had to be in front of her, and close... you had to be Edu... who was gloating, cocky, but without showing any alteration at that sight. An Edu who didn’t want the easy victory of a kiss... but sought her exhibition, her surrender, as if he didn’t want to fulfill the formality, but seek excellence, and excellence was her submission, her obedience and her embarrassment.

María looked toward the bar, blushing... you could almost see her trembling from where I was... Excited... ashamed... knowing she was failing herself, showing her pussy in that way to the first lover of our game, and risking that any of those surrounding her would notice her exposure.

I had no doubt that María felt more turned on by submitting to him like this, by letting him do that to her, than by the best sexual act she had ever had with me.

Edu then extended one of his hands and placed it on María’s neck, below her ear, like in a strange caress, and she looked at him and moved his hand away, without force, and that hand went down and subtly caressed one of her breasts, over her shirt, before withdrawing, and I could almost feel her nipple stiffen, overcoming her bra and her shirt just from that small touch. And if the tension was unbearable, it became even more so when Carlos made his way through the crowd, preventing me from seeing more, and now he too could delight in María’s exhibition.

My heart was beating vehemently, in an uncomfortable roar, and my cock wanted to free itself from my pants, and was persistently leaking onto my underwear.

I moved a bit then and could see that Carlos was speaking close to María, and she let him sink his mouth into her ear to whisper, and then one of his hands went to a button on her shirt and she looked toward the bar, at nothing... She was letting herself be handled. Affected. And Carlos took advantage of that submission, which was not yet known to be definitive or temporary, and unbuttoned one button of her delicate shirt... With her pussy exposed and with a neckline that perhaps already revealed her bra... those two hunters were harassing a prey that had been trying to resist not for half an hour but for six months.

The sensation was different from any other before. Perhaps because she was with her best lover and her best candidate… but, unlike other times, I had the feeling that I didn’t matter at all.

I imagined approaching them and whispering to María that I wanted to be present in whatever was going to happen, and I didn’t see it as fair. I saw that I didn’t fit in. Nothing would excite me more than witnessing the end of the hunt, the maximum explosion of accumulated desire, but I couldn’t see how it would be appropriate.

I was determined to leave, but I wanted to look one last time… and it would have been painful to see Carlos trying to unbutton one more button, or to see Edu daring to touch that exposed pussy in the presence of so many people… but the reality was more painful: seeing that they weren’t doing anything, but that she was begging them with her eyes… Seeing that they weren’t touching her but her erect nipples were visible through her shirt, piercing through her bra from pure excitement, seeing her sweaty neckline and her pleading gaze and her body language of absolute surrender… Seeing that she made no effort to release her shirt and cover her pussy... Every signal from her body comprised a call to be calmed, and that plea to be calmed killed me more than witnessing attempts at excesses from those two.

Looking at her, at her face, at her burning, restless eyes, for the last time… I searched for an answer, a glance, and a “seriously, you’re not going to look at me even once?” came out of my mouth, in a low voice. And I got no response. So I left.

I opened the door to the lobby and a slap of reality in the form of a light wind and humid mist hit me and cleared my head. The night was pitch black, so dark that I wondered if I needed to use my phone light to reach the car. I stepped in random puddles while wondering if Carlos would finally do it with her tonight. And where. And if both would do it at the same time… Or if María… out of her own ego, and not for me, would manage to refuse and prevent anything from happening.

I realized as I opened the car that our relationship wasn’t then in the hands of her love for me, but in the hands of her pride.

I looked around and saw that my car was flanked on the right by Carlos’s car and on the left by another, perhaps Edu’s, and it seemed to represent an encirclement, a symbolic harassment, but at the same time real.

Once inside I leaned on the steering wheel and a buzzing on the glass indicated it was raining a little. And I don’t know how long I spent thinking… imagining… because images of María surrendering to them crossed my mind and I felt again that it was the end… That seeking other lovers… that obeying or not obeying Edu in choosing them… that María’s false idea that she was in charge and that’s why Roberto… that her game of not letting herself be touched… were nothing but patches, self-deceptions, far-fetched resources to save our relationship, and to try to avoid the inevitable… which was the reality that sex with me no longer made sense… that she was called to another level of sexual experiences.

The shocking part had been the simplicity of it all, because Edu, his mere appearance, had unmasked our entire charade.

I took my phone out of my pocket and saw that I had several messages, which I wasn’t going to pay any attention to, but I saw that one was from Begoña. I opened it, even knowing that nothing she could tell me would be more intense or would alter one bit what I was feeling. And I read:

“Eduardo stopped by the office this morning, he was with the bosses, María wasn’t there, she was at court, but you’ll see how this weekend he tries to contact her.”

I didn’t have the energy to dwell on her interest in attacking María, or whether that could mean that I attracted her or that she liked me somewhat… I was too tense, dejected, and even aroused.

I put my phone away and remembered that I still had María’s phone. I then took it out of my jacket and saw that Edu had written four minutes ago:

“Pablo, it’s María, where are you? You took my phone.”

I was reading the end of the message at the precise moment when I heard movement outside the car. I turned and saw people, but I couldn’t see well, and then I heard the passenger door open; I was already sighing with relief anticipating María, when I witnessed, frozen, how Edu sat down beside me.
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Edu shook his slightly damp hair, without even looking at me, and I tucked María's phone back into my jacket.

With my heart in my throat, I looked back, diagonally to the right, and I thought I could see her talking with Carlos.

I lowered both windows on the right side of the car, tense, waiting for Edu's first words, and once they were down, I could see that María and Carlos were indeed having a conversation that seemed more like an argument.

“Give me María's phone and let's go,” said Edu, who glistened slightly from being wet, with tiny droplets of water on his hair.

His mere presence there, so close, was suffocating me.

“What's happening?” I asked.

“What do you mean what's happening?” he said seriously, speaking quickly, turning toward me. “María wants her phone and we're going to Carlos's house.”

“Who's 'we'?”

Edu looked at me then and shook his head.

“Everyone except you. Come on, give me the phone.”

“No, let her ask me for it herself,” I protested, drawing strength and determination from where there was none.

Edu turned around then, toward Carlos and María, and said:

“She's busy right now. I don't know what's wrong with her. I think arguing turns her on.”

He turned back to me and insisted:

“Look, give me the damn phone. She doesn't want you to come.”

That statement was killing me, because for the first time I not only thought it possible but it made sense... And I was ready to stop fighting and give him the phone, when Carlos and María came more clearly into our field of vision; positioning themselves at the level of Edu's window, standing about three meters away, near Carlos's car, but in such a way that I no longer had to turn to see them, just look to my right.

“Pablo, it's over. You've been hanging on to something that isn't there for six months. Leave her alone,” said Edu, who was now taking out his own phone.

I looked toward María, who, with her back to us, was talking to Carlos as he placed both hands on her waist. They were really close together, and it didn't seem to be raining, but the humidity enveloped them.

“Are you nervous?” asked Edu, without looking up from his phone.

“What...”

“I asked if you're nervous... You look better than other times. Have so many guys fucked her already that you've gotten used to it? By the way, the thing with the pants is incredible... You're all completely insane...” he was saying, almost to himself, calmly responding to several conversations on his phone with short phrases before moving on to the next.

“No... I don't know...” I barely responded while watching how María let Carlos's hands remain there as she rearranged her hair, running her fingers from the roots backward, as if shaking off moisture, and tossing it to one side.

“Seriously, the pants thing is mind-blowing,” he said then, looking at me. “You don't lack imagination.”

I looked at him, never knowing what he might say next.

“Damn... I'm exhausted, I've been drinking since four, how do you recline this thing?” he sighed, somewhat dazed, looking for a lever on the left and right.

He managed to lean back slightly, barely at all, and the seat got stuck, but it seemed enough for him, and he reclined a bit and placed one of his forearms over his eyes.

I took advantage of his lethargy to observe his slim but strong build, which didn't show through his burgundy striped shirt but suggested a sculpted torso beneath it, as well as his strong forearms, visible because he had his sleeves rolled up, and then my gaze went to his pants... to a cock that was noticeable, without intention, just by mere potency, and I remembered his naked cock, entering and leaving María on the wedding night, and I wondered if that cock had fucked her again, a second time, two months ago.

And I raised my gaze, to my right. Carlos and María were very close. He was leaning his ass against his own car. And it happened quickly. Without time to suffer the moment. Or to enjoy it: Carlos brought his face closer to hers and she no longer resisted... Their lips joined... They were kissing... And I could almost feel in María's body the precise moment when their mouths opened and their tongues touched.

I had the sensation that my heart stopped completely. Again that feeling of uncontainable arousal. I could see how they slightly moved their heads as a consequence of that make-out session that was lasting. María's wet hair fell down her entire back and her shirt covered an ass and sex that we all knew was free and seeking satisfaction.

Carlos was finally achieving it. Breaking María's rules. Although he owed it all to Edu, who seemed to have arrived to break down the last barrier. And I watched as that man held, almost tenderly, María's face, as she, surrendered, kissed upward, keeping her hands on his waist.

I closed my eyes for a moment, to privately enjoy that maximum arousal of knowing that my girlfriend was giving herself to another man, and a smell of wet earth assaulted me. I opened them again and saw that Edu was looking to his right, and that he was seeing the same thing I was: that Carlos and María were moving slightly apart and that Carlos himself was bringing his hands to his pants. And María seemed to be waiting, patient, wet, in the open air, for Carlos to show what she, once her game had failed, could enjoy.

Edu wasn’t looking at me. Nor was he gloating. And something inside me asked him, even more surrendered than desperate:

“You didn’t fuck her just once, did you?”

Edu made an instant grimace. And I awaited his response like a defendant anticipating the verdict, but soon I saw he had no intention of answering me, while Carlos and María were kissing again... but now Carlos’s hands weren’t clearly visible, as María herself blocked my view, though I could glimpse that one hand was lost above and the other below. That one hand presumably caressed her tits over her wet shirt and the other surely sought a pussy that, without pants or panties, he was perhaps already feeling and enjoying without any barrier.

But the worst part wasn’t not being able to locate his hands exactly, but seeing that María’s elbow, her right arm, began to move rhythmically... and I could see her rolled-up sleeve... so that movement depicted a pure, clear handjob, without her trick of not touching skin. María was gripping Carlos’s cock firmly and masturbating it, while sometimes kissing him and sometimes moving her neck, making her hair dance. And sometimes she looked to her right, and kissed him, and looked to her left, making sure that nobody, apart from Edu and me, was witnessing that torrid handjob under that drizzle.

Edu sat up a little, and said nothing. He wasn’t gloating that his friend was making her succumb, nor humiliating me, nor boasting about having ended our charade.

And then, in the most absolute silence, without warning or preparation, a sound was heard, clear, accurate... A moan, a gasp... and I could see María slightly bending her legs...

“Fuck...” whispered Edu, who was witnessing, like me, how Carlos was finding in María a place where he was coming undone.

And immediately afterward an “Ahhh...” could be heard, gasped by her, and I could see María stopping the handjob, leaving her arm still, and throwing her head completely back, letting the drizzle soak her face and letting Carlos go as deep as he wanted.

“Fuck... what a finger-job he’s giving her, huh? I’m getting sick... ” said Edu, serious. “It is quite a turn-on to watch... I wouldn’t like it with my girlfriend anymore, but...”

“You haven’t answered whether you fucked more than once...” I said, almost in a plea, while I continued watching María keeping her head back, with her hair reaching down to the lower part of her back, and how she held onto him, who didn’t stop masturbating her and who now buried his mouth in her neck.

“What do you want to know? What for? Rather. She couldn’t have been more faithful to you,” said Edu, at the moment when María released her hand, stopping her grip on Carlos’s member, and then removed the hand that was invading her between her legs.

Carlos seemed to understand nothing. María was telling him something, straightening her clothes a bit, brushing the hair from her face, and turning around, and walking, damaged, crossing the dense and dark curtain of humidity, toward us.

Her flushed cheeks. Her affected walk, her uncomfortable heels on the muddy ground, her wet shirt clinging to her body with two buttons too many undone. Her wet hair... and her burning gaze.

“Edu. Get out of the car,” she said, wanting to sound dignified and composed, but breathless and with a thin voice, once she reached that lowered window.

He looked at her fixedly, but she didn’t back down:

“Come on. Get out of the fucking car. It’s over.”
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“Calm down, María. I'll get out of the car and we'll go in mine. But nothing is over,” Edu said, serious.

“Get out of the car... Please,” she responded, distressed, in a low tone, without looking at me or at him. And I could see that her neckline was dramatic; part of her cream-colored bra was visible and her nipples pierced through both the bra and the wet shirt like two hard, unstoppable crystals.

“Say it again,” Edu pressed, “tell me you want to leave.”

“I already told you. Get out of the car now. I'm asking you please...”

“For what? What are you going to do?”

“Go home,” said María, who didn't seem to know that Carlos was behind her, very close.

“Go home? With Pablo?” he insisted, playing with her.

“Stop!” María protested then, turning slightly backward, protesting to Carlos who, behind her, had tried to touch her.

“But have you finished jerking him off?” Edu asked.

“No...” Carlos was heard saying.

“I said stop!” María protested again to Carlos who seemed to be attacking her buttocks with his hands.

“Come on... You were getting me hard...” said Edu, who didn't seem willing to get out of the car and give up his seat. “I was just telling Pablo that watching isn't so bad either.”

“You're a pig...” María sighed, brushing the hair from her face, but, tired of fighting, now allowing Carlos to press against her and touch her ass.

“I'm a pig? Have you seen your pants?”

She looked at him with contempt, but suddenly closed her eyes. For an instant. And I knew that Carlos, from behind, was caressing, or touching, something again that made María yield.

His chest against María's back... and she reached one of her hands backward to his neck... and let Carlos kiss her neck... Everything was happening very quickly, seconds ago she was arguing with Edu... and now she was half-closing her eyes and letting herself be harassed... and I guessed that the reason for her capitulation was due to something happening lower down, as Carlos's hand was probing, from behind, around her sex, thanks to those frayed pants.

We all remained silent. Nothing was heard but a slight wind and then I saw out of the corner of my eye how Edu was maneuvering in his pants, but my gaze was fixed more on María, there, standing, under the drizzle, and on Carlos pressed against her back... and she was letting herself be bitten on the neck and fondled through the hole in her torn pants... while a composed Carlos, but eager to go all the way, used his other hand to unbutton the remaining buttons of María's shirt, one by one, until reaching the last one...

...and when he finished, he pulled the shirt aside a bit, and squeezed, almost crushed, first one breast, and then the other, forcefully, over the bra... while he continued biting that neck until... simultaneously as Edu pulled his cock out of his pants... Carlos squeezed one cup of María's bra again, and then gave it a yank, downward, and an “Ahhh...!” was faintly exclaimed by María, in a moan, and then another pull... causing María's tits to emerge strikingly into the light, and she then began to feel the light rain on her bare breasts.

María had protested with a lament at that pull, but she was appreciating with soft moans what Carlos was doing to her below. And Carlos squeezed and released one breast and then went to the other. Exhausting and exciting her. Exhausting and suffocating me. And I felt my member dripping drops into my underwear and my excitement skyrocketing. And I glanced sideways at how Edu was caressing that magnificent cock, pulling his heavy balls out of his navy blue pants and his underwear, showing a long and wide mast, tremendous, that left me as speechless and breathless as the image of María, with her wet and open shirt, with her breasts spilling over her bra, with her extensive areolas, feeling the touch of the rain and bending her knees and gasping at those finger or fingers of Carlos that were undoing her pussy.

Edu said nothing. He didn't look at me. Nor did he go overboard with any phrase. He just began to masturbate, slowly, watching as his emissary destroyed my girlfriend's pussy and managed to show her to us, panting, wet... with her heels anchored in that thick mud and with her wet hair stuck to her face. The image of the rain wetting her shirt and the drops moistening her breasts until they glistened was so striking and hypnotic that I wasn't even able to open my pants to free my member, I just felt my heart coming out of my chest, and how everything was trembling, with supreme excitement. María's face showed indescribable pleasure, and when one of her hands went to one of her breasts and squeezed it, as Carlos was doing with her other tit, I thought I would die right there from the purest arousal.

María opened her eyes and Carlos pushed her back a little, until María's hands rested on the door, on Edu's lowered window. And a “That's enough...” came from Carlos's mouth, who was maneuvering to penetrate her while María looked, affected, at Edu's cock. There was no more reply, protest or rebellion. Carlos was going to fuck her, against our car, with Edu's cock within reach of María's hand as she cast a fleeting glance backward, which I couldn't interpret whether it was asking for care, skill, or simply to calm her as soon as possible.

I looked away toward the front. I stared at the windshield streaked with drizzle. I didn't exist. I was there but not there. And I looked back at her, who was waiting, with half-closed eyes, looking at me, for Carlos to finish maneuvering. Yes, looking at me, but it seemed to happen by mere chance, as she didn't seem to see me... she only wanted to feel... and then a sound was heard, liquid, which also caught Maria's attention, and she looked down, because that sound came from Edu's cock, from the skin he was pulling back, finally revealing his pinkish glans, large and grotesquely swollen. Maria's face, seeing that cock again, made her close her eyes and sigh, who knows if imagining that the one about to penetrate her was Edu or perhaps already imagining being fucked by both.

And suddenly I saw it in her eyes, which opened slightly. I could see there that Carlos’s cock was beginning to invade her, and Maria adorned her invasion with an “Ahhh...” gasped, inside the car, telling us with her moan and her gaze that Carlos was finally penetrating her, and he brushed back some of her hair from her face with one hand, while holding her by the waist with the other.

And then a prolonged “Ufff....” which explained to us that Carlos’s member was sliding decisively inside her. And Carlos’s hand that had moved her hair away went to one of her breasts, which he squeezed hard, and then released, and went to caress the other, and I could feel, through him, the touch of Maria’s hanging wet breast and her hard, cold nipple.

Edu was masturbating slowly and Maria half-opened her eyes, and I no longer existed even by mere chance; she only had eyes for Edu, for his slow masturbation and for his tremendous cock, which was the only one that had truly calmed her... and she looked at him, with tearful eyes, while she panted, restrained, as Carlos’s thrusts were felt, slow... and she, eager, conveyed that she already wanted more.

The gasps came from her mouth and were blown into that car where air was lacking. Her hands stopped supporting themselves on the lowered window and her forearms did instead, preventing us from seeing her enormous breasts swaying from Carlos’s thrusts, but allowing us to focus more on her half-open mouth and on her expression that showed immense pleasure.

And Edu didn’t need to ask for the obvious, but it was she herself who, rocked by Carlos’s penetrations and gasping constant “Ahhh!” “Mmmm!” “Ahhhh!” opened her eyes a little more and, asking for consent with them, ended up extending her hand and surrounding, or trying to, Edu’s cock with her hand. She then shook her neck a little, and her hair flew... and she outlined a “My God...” once she knew, and remembered, that she couldn’t close her hand while holding that cock, and Edu stopped masturbating, letting her do it.

They looked at each other. Maria jerked him off clumsily, invaded from behind, and rocked, back and forth, by the thrusts of a composed Carlos. And her gaze went to Edu’s lustful face and then to his ungraspable cock. And she rewarded him with some “Ahhhhh!” moans nearby, which also expressed gratitude toward Carlos.

“Stick out your tongue. The way I like it,” Edu then whispered.

And she obeyed, agitated by that rhythmic rocking of her torso, she stuck out her tongue, and closed her eyes, and didn’t let go of that cock, and Edu then leaned forward a bit, and brought his tongue to hers, and drew a strange circle there, while she panted as best she could, and that contact of their tongues led to a kiss, to a heart-stopping make-out session... that was killing me with lust and that showed me a complicity as exciting as it was suspicious.

Something in me compelled me to get naked and masturbate frenetically, but something else stiffened me and inflicted such pain that it first made me look away, and, after a “Ahhhh!” “God!” from Maria, it even forced me to get out of the car.

The mixture of excitement and pain was so intense that I was two people in one. Standing there, on the other side of the car, I could hear her panting and also hear Carlos sigh. I looked around and saw absolutely nothing and no one, except our three parked cars. And then the part that demanded more lust and more bearable cruelty made me walk around my car from behind, until I saw, from the side, Carlos with his pants at his ankles and Maria with her heels stuck in the mud... and his cock... entering and leaving her, while he held her by the waist. And Maria then pulled back a little, and again rested her hands... and looked at me. And Carlos too. Two meters away from me, both looked at me, panting; Maria expressing such pleasure that it was almost distressing and Carlos a measured pleasure, and also a kind of pride or feeling of victory.

“Fuck me... harder...” Maria begged him, looking at me... and Carlos then pulled out his entire cock, soaked with a thick, whitish liquid from inside her, and I walked and let myself be treated to the vision of that powerful member soaked with her deepest essence, of the dark and helpless cavity that was her pussy, and of the lips of her sex... hanging and completely outside her body.

Carlos pulled back the lower part of Maria’s soaked shirt a little and I could better see her perforated leather pants. The image couldn’t be more overwhelming and at the same time grotesque: Maria, with her breasts spilling over her bra, with her shirt open, with her perforated pants, and with her heels stuck in the mud, looking back and begging with a “Fuck me... For God’s sake...!” to a Carlos who was setting the pace and slowly stroking his cock.

“Didn’t you say no touching?” he whispered to her.

“Fuck me... Bastard...” she gasped, desperate, humiliating herself, out loud.

Carlos was killing her with the wait, and she finally stood up, and then I saw Edu's door open, and he got out of the car, with his cock sticking out of his pants, and María reached out her hand, grabbed his cock, and Edu, pushing her away, said:

“Come on, let’s go.”

And what happened next killed me.

María ignored his request, and she knelt down, and you could hear the sound of her knees sinking into the mud, and she sought Edu’s cock with her mouth, and he pushed her face away a little, but María didn’t give up, and she grabbed it with one hand, and brought her mouth to it again, desperate, uninhibited, almost pathetic... and she achieved her extravagant purpose... opened her mouth... and swallowed it... the entire tip... the glans she could barely encompass... making Edu moan a “Fuck...”; and there he stood, watching in amazement as María sucked it and began to feast on his cock, engrossed, gone, moving her head back and forth, and even moaning with each suck “Mmmm...!” “Mmmmm...!” shameful... ridiculous... which killed me with lust and also shocked me as I witnessed that brutal fall, seeing the transition from absolute rectitude and elegance, to seeing her swallowing that cock, like a complete slut, with her pants torn in the crotch area, with her knees stained with mud, and with her enormous breasts overflowing her flattened bra, which bounced back and forth as a result of the tremendous blowjob she was giving to that bastard who drove her crazy.

“Shhh... easy,” Edu whispered to her, in an unpleasant mockery, while he gathered her hair a bit and those harsh and choked “Mmmmm!” “Mmmmm!” continued from María, with her eyes closed... and she cupped his balls with one hand and jerked him off with the other, and then released his balls and caressed one of her breasts... trembling, nervous, almost hysterical, worshipping that cock like a secret and obscene fetish.

“Put your hands behind your back,” Edu told her, and she obeyed, and began an even more submissive blowjob, with her hands behind her back, sucking it only with her mouth, in a blowjob that became wetter, mixing saliva with pre-cum and rain, so that the amount of liquid falling from the corner of her lips multiplied.

I, stunned, watched petrified as María let that saliva and pre-cum overflow from her mouth and fall onto her breasts and onto her shirt that clung to her body from the moisture of the rain. María moaned, worshipping that cock with such eagerness that it seemed her eyes were tearing up with desire, and her head back and forth and her torso back and forth and those desperate, pathetic and thunderous “MMMM!” “MMMM!” that enveloped the four of us and I still couldn’t believe seeing her so submissive and ridiculous... and Edu, with his hands on his hips, looked down and opened her shirt to see her breasts more clearly, and whispered a “Fuck... take it easy...” that left me breathless.

I quickly looked around and saw that the parking lot was a dense empty darkness and that Carlos was masturbating near them. And then I opened my pants and didn’t take a second to start frantically shaking my member... Her humiliating collapse hurt me, but I couldn’t hold back so much excitement anymore.

When a “Fuck me, you. Please... You fuck me...” from María to Edu came out implored, begged, and at full speed from her mouth. And she leaned back and caught her breath, letting the rain and saliva fall over her shiny, erect breasts. But, with the movement, her open shirt closed a bit, covering her breasts like a second skin, and then she herself pulled it aside, treating him again to her naked breasts; to convince him, in a shameless and obscene, crude way, to fuck her.

“Suck his cock, and look at me,” Edu ordered, and María, instantly, turned her face and looked at Carlos, who took the necessary step so that his cock was in front of her face.

And I had to stop jerking off to avoid exploding the moment María reached out her hand, tossed her hair to one side, conceited, despite her extravagant situation, there, obedient, submissive, kneeling, soaked and desperate, and now without a trace of self-respect, lowered her bra a bit more and looked at Edu as she took Carlos’s cock in her mouth... A cock that she swallowed and that marked her mouth, her cheek, her face, in an exaggerated and heart-stopping way... and she kept her eyes wide open, looking at an Edu who, with his hands on his hips, contemplated her total surrender and capitulation.

And what came next was an impressive blowjob on Carlos’s cock... She lingered on the shaft, on the balls, on the tip... She pushed her hair aside, opened her shirt or caressed a breast... and all for him, because of him, for Edu, at whom she looked almost constantly, showing him what he could have whenever he wanted and as many times as he wanted. With her stained knees and with the tips of her heels stuck, and with her soaked shirt, she moved her head back and forth and swallowed with ridiculous, almost grotesque, and loud “MMMM!” “MMMMM!”... Carlos’s cock that shone, increasingly liquid and cleaner... and then María remembered what excited Edu and put her hands behind her back, closed her eyes and sucked it, without using her hands, in exaggerated movements not only of her head, but of her entire torso... and more saliva and more pre-cum and more drizzle and I couldn’t take it anymore...

… and suddenly María pulled her mouth away… caught her breath and said to Carlos:

“Come on my face if you want… and you… fuck me afterward… Please….”

And her words killed me… and must have spurred Carlos on… who took his hand to his cock and barely had to stroke it more than three or four times, and extended his other hand, and held María’s head steady, while she, on her knees, looked at Edu, and a deep sound came from Carlos’s mouth and a white shot erupted thick, condensed, forceful and pasty, and stained María’s cheek with such force that the stream splattered back, and she tried to maintain eye contact with Edu who remained cocky, and another stream hit her face, and another, and another, and Carlos dissolved into rough groans, and she finally closed her eyes and turned her face toward him, and let him come as much as he wanted on her forehead, her cheek, her chin, her neck, her tits, and her shirt… He drenched her completely, humiliating her, and his semen blended with the moisture from the rain that was already on her body.

That image was so brutally dirty... and sexual... that not even Edu could contain himself, and seeing her there, kneeling and drenched by Carlos, and barely able to open her eyes because of the thick streams that had defiled her forehead and were dripping down, he brought his hands to her face and helped clean away some of that dishonor in the form of white liquid, without any hesitation.

He was helping her clean up. Protective. And he whispered:

“I’m going to fuck you right here. I can’t take it anymore. Get on all fours right here.”

There hadn’t been any resistance for a while. It was all surrender and submission. From everything to nothing. And that’s what I was thinking while I watched as she, still unable to open her eyes properly, and with Carlos’s semen still hanging from her chin, also placed her hands on the wet gravel, and looked at me, for the last time… and I couldn’t see anything anymore… I didn’t recognize her anymore… as Edu knelt behind her and Carlos tucked his cock away and looked around making sure nobody could see us.

“How long has it been since I fucked you, huh?” Edu panted, arrogant and cocky, kneeling behind her… with his cock already near that frayed opening in her leather pants.

“How long has it been since I touched these tits… huh?” he whispered, extending one of his hands and sliding it between her shirt, until he caressed her breasts that hung soaked from the rain and sticky from Carlos’s tremendous load.

María looked forward, on all fours, between the two cars, and lifted her face, with her eyes closed, to enjoy the moment that was coming, a moment she had surely fantasized about countless times.

“You want me to fuck you, huh?” he whispered, already positioning the tip “Tell me.”

“Yes… Come on… I want you to fuck me…” María exhaled, unable to wait a second longer without being satisfied.

“Beg me for it.”

“Fuck me… Fuck me now… And afterward at your place… or in a hotel… you can fuck me again...”

“You want me to fuck you in a hotel? Like a slut?”

“Yes…” María panted… “Like a whore… There you can fuck me like a whore...”

“Yeah?”

“Yes… Like a filthy pig… I want you to fuck me like a filthy pig…!” she panted, humiliated, surrendered.

“You feel like a pig, huh! Look at us… Look at yourself… In the end I’m fucking you in this muddy shithole… Like a pig… huh!”

“Yes… God…! Put it in me now…!” she begged.

And Edu positioned his cock between María’s fleshy and battered lips, aimed, held it by the base, put his other hand on her hip, and invaded her pussy with fierceness, with rawness and an “Aahhhhh!” “Goood!” was exclaimed from María’s mouth… He put it in halfway and the other half he drove in with another thrust... and María screamed a heart-wrenching “Oooohhh!!” “Ahhhhhh!!” and Carlos was amazed and I couldn’t believe that thing could fit inside her and I couldn’t believe seeing her there, with Edu’s cock buried to the balls, with her hands and knees in the mud… she who was always so delicate, proud and elegant… there, being fucked…in her expensive clothes, but fucked like a common whore… and then came a vehement back and forth, as Edu thrust into her with merciless speed, in ferocious penetrations… that made her moan some gut-wrenching “Aahhhhh!!” “Aahhhhhh!” and made her tits swing back and forth and the semen hanging from her chin swayed, back and forth, without breaking…. And Edu held her by the hair or squeezed her buttocks, encased in black leather… and I brought my hand to my cock as María caressed one of her breasts, not caring about getting it dirty with wet earth and moaned eccentrically and shamelessly:

“Goood!! Give it to meee!! Eduuu!! Give it to me like that!!”

“You like it like this?”

—“Oh my Goood...!! Yesss!! Fuck me like that!!”

—“Yes!?”

—“Yesss! Oh God...!! I’m coming already...!! You’re killing me!! What are you doing to me...!? I’m coming already...!! God!! I’m coming right now...!!” —María gasped, lifting her face higher, letting the rain finish cleaning the remains of semen from her face, not caring about continuing to dirty her breasts with her hand soiled with wet earth... and she was melting with pleasure... and she came with screaming moans... in barely two minutes... only because of Edu, because it was Edu’s cock... the cock that finally satisfied her... and Edu reached out his hand to cover her mouth and she moaned her orgasm there, with her eyes open, and in a shocking way, in “Hmmmm!!” “Hmmmm!!” that kept time with his thrusts... and Edu’s hair swayed back and forth, and she rested even her elbows in the mud and kept coming, and Edu freed her mouth and whispered “Come! You dirty slut...! Keep coming!” and she screamed her orgasm in “I’m coming!! Edu!! I’m coming!!” shameless, humiliated, surrendered... and she continued with her “Ahhh!! God!! I’m coming!!” shouted, and pulling aside her shirt to squeeze her breasts, also staining the white silk with mud... caring about nothing else but coming and having Edu continue fucking her...

...and the image of Edu’s cock going in and out, filling her, penetrating her to the balls, satisfying, as only he could satisfy María’s tremendous pussy, sending her into ecstasy, was so impressive that it suffocated me... and María lowered her head, humiliated, and continued caressing her breasts, with her trembling hands, and remained horny despite having just come, and Edu then stopped his thrusts, reached out his hand and put a finger in her mouth... and whispered to her:

—“What a dirty slut you’ve become...”

And María sucked that finger, with her eyes closed, engaged, and moved her hips to fill herself with Edu, who wasn’t moving.

—“Fuck... what madness,” Carlos whispered, and I couldn’t even move.

And Edu withdrew his finger and then leaned his body backward, a little, and more, and more... until his cock, extremely long and thick, finally came out of her.

The image of María, with her open and soaked pussy, her torn pants, her heels, knees, and elbows in the mud, was so shocking that I still couldn’t catch my breath. Her silk shirt was so wet that it stuck to her back and one of her breasts as if it weren’t white but completely transparent.

Edu finally stood up and María did the same, but very clumsily.

María then turned toward him, and whispered, in a low voice:

—“Let’s go to this hotel now.”

—“Who?” Edu asked, also in a low voice.

—“I don’t know... You and me... And Carlos... if you want.”

I felt that so deeply... that... defeated, I put my small cock back in my underwear and put my hand in my jacket pocket. I took out María’s phone and wanted to give it to Carlos.

—“Wait... I don’t know if I want to participate in all this,” he told me.

—“I don’t care. Then you give it to her. Please,” I said, gave it to him, and headed toward my car.

I got in and didn’t even want to look at them. The most brutal desire enveloped me. I couldn’t believe what I had just experienced, but even so, I wasn’t able to see if indeed the three of them were leaving, or the two of them, or if they were fucking in a car, or in the hotel... or at one of their homes.

Tears welled up knowing that this was the end, that María hadn’t even looked at me, that she didn’t love me, that it seemed increasingly clear that she had been unfaithful to me... For the first time I felt a resentment... that didn’t quite reach hatred, but I felt that some love for her was leaving... leaving with that night... which I had no doubt at that moment would be the last.

I left the parking lot and a tear sprang from one of my eyes, ran down my cheek, and reached my lips, and I tasted it as extremely salty, and I wiped it away, angry, with María, with myself... with my stupid game, with my fantasies...

...And I despised myself, fiercely, as I had never done before, knowing my guilt.


CHAPTER 47

Stopped at a traffic light, with the sound of the windshield wipers hammering at me, I felt the excitement beginning to overcome the pain; I remembered Edu fucking her, in that filthy way, on the wet ground of that esplanade... and that phrase from María... that “What are you doing to me? You’re killing me!” which showed astonishment and admiration... and my hand went down and slipped into my pants and underwear, which received me with a cold, viscous puddle.

In barely two minutes of penetration, he made her come in such a brutal way that it confirmed to me that with Edu everything took on another dimension for her. And that it was something she could no longer continue to renounce.

My mobile phone vibrated then, and I knew it wasn’t María, as I had just seen her, unstoppable, surrendered, unleashed, and enjoying a submission that would surely continue for hours.

I saw it was Begoña who had written a terse “Eduardo is with her now, right?” And I wondered why she cared and how she assumed we weren’t playing as three, but that María was abandoning me.

Stopped at another traffic light, I responded affirmatively and she replied with a “Come to my place, if you want.”

I looked at the clock, it was almost two in the morning, and I told myself I shouldn’t, while I envisioned myself at home, in our home, in our bed, waiting for her arrival... sleepless, excited and dejected, imagining how Carlos and Edu were fucking her, or just Edu, in his car, in a hotel or wherever... and I knew I didn’t want to go through that. I imagined her arriving at dawn, smelling of sex, undone... and telling me she didn’t love me anymore... and it tore me apart so much... that I found myself driving to Begoña’s house.

I didn’t want anything. I didn’t even know if I would tell her anything. I just wanted to escape the torture of waiting in our bedroom.

I knew María didn’t have house keys, as her purse was in the car, but I was sure I would return before she did.

Everything was like a dream: the rain, the glow, the thick smell... I parked near her house, rang the bell, went up in the elevator, and she received me wearing a long pink sweatshirt, with disheveled hair, as if she had already dozed off on the sofa, and with her legs almost bare, as a nightgown, also pink, peeked out a little from under the sweatshirt, softly covering part of her thighs.

I wasn’t there because I wanted to be there, I was just running away. And she must have seen in my face that something very serious had happened and that my eyes had witnessed it, as she brought out, mature and understanding, a bottle of gin almost without us having spoken a word.

“I don’t have soda... or mixers or anything,” she said sweetly, and I no longer had the strength to distrust her sweetness.

“I don’t care,” I told her, and I poured myself the alcohol, in a glass, each of us sitting on a sofa.

She didn’t ask me anything. She let me drink, and it gave me such peace that not only did the silence not bother me, but it sheltered me, and, after a while, I found myself reflecting out loud, and, later, I found myself confessing to her what had happened.

I didn’t give explicitly sexual details, but rather emphasized the absolute disappearance of my existence and the rest of the world once Edu had appeared at the hotel. And she listened and I appreciated that she didn’t judge me, or criticize María, or interrupt me with an “I told you so.”

I drank and we both respected the silences, and my mind flew to what I had just experienced: María’s total and humiliating surrender, and I realized that there was one thing that excited her more than being watched while fucking and enjoying herself, as we had done with Carlos, and that was her own spectacular fall; that if I found her surrender to submission and her most absolute degradation morbidly exciting... it excited her even more. Humiliating herself before Edu, obeying him... feeling like a whore for him... was really the ultimate goal, and it left the rest of the ramifications of our game as mere superfluous banalities.

I knew she could no longer renounce that maximum climax of feeling that way. That not even the love she might feel for me would make her give up Edu.

“You’re going to finish the half bottle that was left in twenty minutes...” Begoña smiled.

I looked at her then; with her large eyes, affable, adorable, and I said:

“Do you think Edu will want to continue? To tell you the truth, my hope is that he... fucks her tonight, goes back to Madrid and... ignores her.”

“I don’t think what Edu wants should matter to you,” Begoña replied.

I remained thoughtful for a while. And I was also turning over everything that had happened with Carlos and asked Begoña for her opinion.

“Well, I’d say Carlos did appeal to her somewhat, and as I was telling you, I had the impression that María was pushing you towards me to have a free path with him, but it seems Edu appeared and her panties dropped...”

“No, her panties didn’t drop...” I said, referring to the fact that she wasn’t even wearing any, and she didn’t understand, as I hadn’t told her about the torn pants, but she didn’t ask for clarification either.

“I don’t want to get involved in your relationship, which is super... crazy and super twisted, okay? But... if you say something happened in that parking lot, something very dirty, and she didn’t even look at you... and then she wanted to go with them and not with you, well, that has little to do with a couple’s game... Actually, it has nothing to do with it.”

There was a silence, and when I came to my senses, there was barely any liquor left in the bottle, and she was telling me she was going to bed, but that she was offering me the sofa, and she said goodbye with a “don’t overthink things too much...”, serious, but which, coming from her, always sounded airy and strangely light. 


CHAPTER 48

Everything was spinning, as if the softness and plushness of the surface beneath my body had conspired with the gin to destroy me. I opened my eyes and saw nothing but darkness. I felt a body next to me and couldn’t understand how I had gotten there. Until I realized this wasn’t my bed, but Begoña’s.

The dizziness was so intense that I even doubted whether to get up to vomit. I was suffocating from the heat. And my eyes were adjusting to the darkness, making me realize that she was sleeping under the sheets while I was on top of them.

I sat up slightly and a sharp blow hit my head in the form of a premature hangover, as I couldn’t have been lying there for more than an hour. My shirt was choking me and I took it off, along with my pants and shoes that fell noisily to the floor. And my drunkenness allowed me to try to sleep in my underwear next to Begoña, as if this were not only normal, but logical.

I fell asleep.

I felt movement. And heat. I was dying of thirst. And an unbearable ringing pierced my skull. And I knew the reason for my awakening, as my bed companion was leaving me. I heard the sound of her bare feet moving away and the impact of reality cruelly cleared my head, reminding me that María would be at that very moment having sex, or sleeping, with Edu, or with Edu and Carlos. I sat up slightly, looking for my phone, but my eyes went to an alarm clock on a nightstand that told me it was just after 6 in the morning.

Begoña was returning to the bedroom with a bottle of water, just as I found my phone, which was in the pocket of my pants, lying wrinkled on the bed, and discovered that María hadn’t called or texted me. And Begoña extended her hand holding the bottle, saving me from thirst, and I thanked her while I couldn’t help but notice how good that pink nightgown looked on her and how her nipples were subtly outlined, crowning medium-sized breasts, which I had assumed were lifted, but had a minimal sag that made them not only less childish but even tremendously sexual.

She could tell from my face that María hadn’t contacted me, and didn’t want to press the issue. And I lay back down and got under the sheets and closed my eyes and noticed how she was also going back to bed. And we fell asleep.

Suffocating heat. A horrible dizziness. And a touch on my hand. I let my fingertips wander. A thigh, which I discovered almost without wanting to, or perhaps wanting to, until my hands met the silk of a nightgown. And I felt a presence near my face. I opened my eyes, and saw nothing. I only felt. Something very close. Face to face. A caress in my hair, subtle, slow, and a hand that rested on my cheek. I desired it right at the moment I felt it. Lips, unfamiliar yet familiar, surprisingly fresh, or at least that’s how they contrasted with mine. And our mouths opened, with unusual synchronization, and I felt her mouth, moist, calm and confident, telling me that this was neither right nor wrong.

A slow, heartfelt kiss that kept time with caresses that were in no hurry at all, as if time had stopped, or as if what was happening there was happening only under the shelter and repercussion of that world, which was her bedroom. And it wasn’t my disappointment that made my hand caress that thigh, but now on the inside, but rather a pure desire, almost adolescent, as if she had bewitched me and taken me to another time.

When I realized it, nothing mattered and my fingers were tenderly caressing over very fine panties… and those caresses ended up leading to the excess of pressure, as my fingers soon rubbed with more force over those panties that covered a sex so soft and yielding that it was overwhelming… and she responded to that furtive rubbing with broken gasps in my face, and, between kisses, and surrendered, simple… she responded with sensual, pure caresses on my torso, which I didn’t even remember. And my hands went down to remove those panties and she helped me, and I wasn’t afraid of my nakedness and barely knew the exact moment when she lowered my underwear and began to caress my member which, small but hard, felt no shame, and she continued gasping from my caresses, without any alteration or impact from feeling a surprisingly small member, caresses that were now on a wet and gathered sex, with pubic hair that felt trimmed and neat.

We kissed, we caressed each other, and we masturbated each other, because there was desire and because perhaps we both thought it was fair. And she rolled until she was on top of me. And she kissed me again. And she kissed my chest, blew on my nipples, licked my belly and I closed my eyes while the touch of her hair tickled my torso.

And I felt her grab my member… and she intended to sit astride me… and she was looking for the entrance, to satisfy herself with my cock, with me, and she sat on it… she sank down, penetrated herself... and I felt heat, and she emitted a moan that sounded glorious to me, as if from another life… And she sighed, affected, and I felt her tight pussy, embracing me, sincere, and I opened my eyes, as she lowered the straps of her nightgown, until all that pink silk wrinkled at her waist, and there emerged before me, illuminated by some light announcing dawn, breasts neither large nor small, diligent and pointed, and with areolas more extensive than expected, of a soft color, that almost blended with the tone of her breasts.

And she began a heartfelt rocking, as if she could feel every millimeter of her interior, and she looked at me, beautiful, flushed, somewhat sweaty, and my hands went to her ass, to match her movement, and her sighs merged with mine in a slow and vivid pleasure… And we were doing it… fucking… in a normal way, but wonderful, where there could be no love but something, something nameless, which was what wasn’t normal, and perhaps that absence of normality was what made common sex special. And she closed her eyes and rested her hands on my chest and moved with precision, and my cock didn’t leave her…

… and so we were for a few minutes in which I closed my eyes and abandoned myself to feeling a carnal pleasure, animal but involved, without emotional stress… in a placid and pure enjoyment, until she ended up leaning back a little and whispered a delicate and faint “come… with me…” “come inside,” and that made my member throb inside her… and she accelerated a little, back and forth and began to gasp more forcefully; and I thought of nothing but her, her beauty, her sweet face, her erotic gestures, her youthful body and her womanly breasts, and I reached out a hand and caressed one of those protruding breasts and felt a different touch… hard and yet soft… and that touch made me shiver and feel that my explosion was imminent and an “Ohhh! Yesss!” was breathed by her and I knew she was coming…  and we both let ourselves go, and we gasped, in a pure way, in exaggerated spasms, in strange trembles, and in honest and immaculate moans… and I filled her and she rewarded me with the last “Ohhh! Yesss!” that I noticed were new, different and singular...

… and I sighed in ecstasy, emptied, and then she exhaled, indicating that she too had finished, and she leaned forward, toward me, and I felt her hard nipples against my chest, and we embraced, while I felt my own semen trickling down, along the shaft of my member, and she didn't move, and I could feel her heart pumping, chest to chest, and my hand went to her hair, damp with sweat, and I caressed it, and then something told me that this really shouldn't be happening, and I stopped caressing her.

And we fell asleep.

Alone, in that unfamiliar bed, I looked at the alarm clock on the nightstand, and saw it was almost eleven.

My naked member announced to me that it hadn't been a dream, and I didn't feel bad as if I had been unfaithful, nor good as if I had done something right.

I looked for my phone and María hadn't written to me. And she didn't have house keys, so she was either still fucking or lying embraced with Edu. And I couldn't see any options beyond those two.

I put on my underwear and looked for a bathroom. Then I searched for the living room and Begoña, with that pink nightgown and her perpetually bare feet, offered me coffee. And I felt that everything was very simple while at the same time unbearably complicated, so much so that that night and that morning had changed my entire life.

“Have you heard anything from her?” asked Begoña, and I still didn't get the impression she was trying to unmask her.

“No. And she doesn't have house keys.”

I got dressed and we barely spoke. I did ask her about one specific issue, regarding what we had done, and we clarified nothing beyond the fact that she was on the pill and that I shouldn't worry.

And I said goodbye and we ended up with a kiss on the cheek, which was more than two and less than one on the lips. And I felt it was appropriate and that the sex hadn't been inappropriate either, which might seem crazy.

There was so much to think about that I thought about nothing. I drove home. I showered, and, coming out of the shower, now at one in the afternoon, I saw that María had written to me.

I walked with the phone to the bedroom, inevitably nervous, until I read:

“I'm going to spend the weekend with Edu.”

Her bluntness shocked me. Her sadism. And I felt as if she wanted to blame me again for creating the game, when we had long since exceeded all the initial rules. Besides, I knew that with those pants… without panties… with her tattered shirt… she couldn't leave wherever she was, which indirectly told me that she would spend the weekend fucking with him, naked or wearing his boxers and t-shirts… to eat… perhaps in bed… and rest… and fuck again… And I imagined that, I was certain that was her plan, and it was that intimacy and complicity that was killing me.

I couldn't bear it. And I called her.

And I heard a very dry “yes?” and I knew Edu was with her, nearby, or not so nearby, and, the worst and most humiliating part was that he surely didn't care or worry too much.

And I let it out. Without any filter. It came out, devastating, desolating… from the deepest part of me:

“María. This doesn't make much sense anymore.”

I then heard a thunderous silence on the other end of the phone. Each second was a hammer blow to our life together, to our relationship, to our love… which I always believed was infinite and invincible... 

“I know,” she responded and I had to sit down on the bed.

“There's something I have to tell you,” I whispered into the phone, bringing a hand to my face —and I knew I was going to say it, that it would hurt her, but that I couldn't end that conversation without confessing it. 

“Tell me.”

“Tonight, well, last night, I didn't come home, I stopped by Begoña's place. I slept with her. And we ended up doing it.”

If the previous silence had been unbearable, the one that followed then was the hardest silence I heard in my entire life.

Still no response. Nobody spoke.

“Okay,” I finally heard, in a thread of a voice… and it sounded distressed, though she wanted to sound composed.

“I'm not saying it to hurt you, or to… screw you over. 

“Yeah. I know. 

“So this is over?” I asked and tears came from my eyes, silent tears that showed infinite sadness. 

“It seems so,” she responded, with a trembling voice. 

After another silence we both knew there was nothing more to say, and it was I who made the decision to close:

“A kiss, María,” I whispered, convulsing, unable to contain the tears.

“A kiss, Pablo,” she finished.


Continuará.
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