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CHAPTER 1

I felt that the self-destruction process had culminated. That I had done everything possible and impossible, for months, step by step, to destroy it all. The guilt, which at times I thought fair and helpful to share with María, I experienced at that precise moment as exclusively my own.

I got into the shower as if the water running down my body could wash away and sweep off my machinations and also my betrayal with Begoña; I felt dirty and solely responsible.

However, that extreme feeling of guilt wouldn’t last too long, at least not in its most inalienable form.

With an unpleasant hole in my stomach and a throbbing pain in my temple, I was aware that another sensation was missing, but it wouldn’t appear; that tightness in my chest was missing for what had happened, for what I had seen in that parking lot and for the devastation of that breakup: a bilateral split, more from lack of answers than explicitly stated, which had just occurred over the phone.

And, again, as so many times during the last few months, it came out of my mind, but this time even pronounced in a low voice, with a tone that sounded almost sinister to me… a phrase that was both my burial and my catharsis... Yes, under the resonant sound of the shower, a “…and the thing is, I don’t regret it…” could be heard

Guilt without regret. Wanting to see María surrendered while dying of jealousy. Thinking it was the end and at the same time thinking that was impossible.

I had always thought it was inherent to me to avoid conflict, until one day I discovered the more precise nuance, that of confrontation. I had dared to call María on the phone, perhaps emboldened by having done so with Begoña, but I didn’t see myself capable of receiving her, neither that day nor the next, in our house, freshly fucked multiple times, by Edu, and perhaps by Carlos, one at a time or simultaneously… I didn’t see myself capable, moreover, with a breakup on the table.

It was time for my retreat. Indefinite. I looked for hotels and then apartments. I ate something and tried not to think about anything. And I remembered that María’s purse, with her keys, was still in the car. The car… Edu sitting next to me, his smell… his intimidation… his enviable confidence… He probably already knew while playing with me, with those exasperating silences, that he was going to fuck her that very night. 

Even without closing my eyes, I saw in a flash the moment when Edu penetrated her… and she, submissive, on all fours, with her knees and hands on the mud, received him with false composure. His cock entering her hungry pussy… And… María’s face. It was always her expression, her tearful gaze, of tension, of disappointment with herself, and at the same time gratitude, that was even more sexual than the raw penetration itself… As if the fucking was more in her mind, in her desire and in her guilt for surrendering like that, than in her own body.

A flash and I got excited. A gleam that exonerated me from that inalienable guilt, raising it to shared, because that surrender of hers had been so colossal that it revealed an underlying desire for which I didn’t feel responsible.

Another flash took me to Carlos ejaculating on her face, and my imagination wanted to fly to how many times that could have been repeated that night and that morning… My mind was drawing what might be happening at that precise moment when I was looking for an apartment in our living room… and I made the decision to stop, to imagine no more, to stop fueling my member that was already throbbing hard, and my mind that I myself couldn’t decipher.

I booked a stay for a week, although I knew it would be longer. I went down to the car, left the purse at home and took María’s keys to a nearby restaurant. I picked up the mobile phone, and, without stopping to look at the last thing written, I tersely and dryly indicated where she could find her keys.

I wasn’t expecting a response. And there wasn’t one.

I packed my suitcase and didn’t feel sad when I left. I still couldn’t believe that she had stopped loving me and thought that everything else was surmountable. Curiously, what happened with Begoña seemed to me the most dangerous and at the same time what had boosted my ego and valued me to the point of having a strange confidence. I knew that feeling might not make much sense but that’s how I felt it. 

Begoña. I remembered that she hadn’t written to me and I found it logical. On one hand, I thought that perhaps she had fulfilled her objective, that of separating me from María, and perhaps we would no longer have any contact. On the other hand, I even doubted that Edu was aware of everything. And ultimately I almost convinced myself that she was unaware of all the captious aspects of our triangle, and that I attracted her just enough for what had happened to happen. Probably just enough not to repeat it. 

I settled into an apartment, near my work, that afternoon. It was spacious and light entered with the strength characteristic of a newly begun month of June. And, when I closed the door, I felt all the emptiness that I hadn’t felt during all the previous hours. And I felt, in an incredibly intense way, vertigo. 

And, as absolutely always, completely in María’s hands.

But this time there was something different and it consisted of the fact that perhaps she could save me and our relationship again, but in doing so she would be giving up saving herself.


CHAPTER 2

A noise startled me awake. It was the unmistakable sound of a key invading a lock. I quickly checked my watch, myself, and my surroundings: it was almost one in the morning, and I was lying in my underwear, reclined on our sofa, in our living room.

María appeared and something rushed through my body, probably love, and upon discovering how she was dressed, a tremendous erotic charge left the room airless. Her heels, her leather pants with hidden holes, and her silky ivory-colored blouse indicated to me that she was coming directly from Edu. From Edu to me.

She approached. Elegant. Serious. Impeccable. I couldn’t breathe. And she whispered:

“What’s that?”

I followed her gaze and saw a suitcase. Mine. In a corner of the living room.

“I was going to leave,” I outlined in a thin voice while sitting up slightly.

“Why?” she asked, coming closer, and then, quickly, as if in a spasm, she brought one hand to her crotch, to her sex.

Standing there, with her heels anchored to the floor, imposing, with the silhouette of her breasts marking the delicate blouse, and with her hand strangely covering that pussy that I knew was naked, she exclaimed in a low voice:

“Come here.”

I then slid toward her, as if a sixth sense understood everything faster than I did. And, already on my knees before her, she confessed:

“He just fucked me, here, in the hallway. He didn’t want to come in. Come. Get closer. It’s dripping.”

My heart skipped a beat. My knees hurt a little but I didn’t care. She lifted the lower part of her blouse in front, brought one of her hands to my head, tangled her fingers in my hair, and guided me to her sex.

And she whispered, with her eyes closed and her head tilted back, a “eat it” that indicated her eagerness for me to taste what Edu had just deposited inside her. Simultaneously, a powerful smell of sex, semen, and María herself hit me until I was dazed… I closed my eyes and brought my mouth there… and gently kissed soft, burning lips and soaked pubic hair, and then stuck out my tongue and felt how it became wet, how something dense and hot settled on it. Edu’s semen fell thick onto my tongue and María seemed to be aware that it was all falling at that very moment, and she moaned, grateful, and firmly pressed my head and whispered again… in a command… to taste what Edu had buried in the deepest part of her body.

María, with her blouse gathered from below and her head tilted back, suffered small spasms while I ate her pussy. Her legs trembled and she leaned on me between gasps as I savored her lover’s sperm on my tongue. The taste was unpleasant yet attractive, and that thickness mixed with my saliva soon overflowed my lips…

I had a thousand questions to ask her, but I couldn’t take my mouth away from there, from her pussy and Edu’s semen: I felt like an honored guest, participating in the union of their bodies in that way.

“Make me cum…” María gasped. “Make me cum… here… like this… and I’ll tell you everything… I’ll tell you how they fucked me…”

At that moment I didn’t lick, but devoured her pussy. The liquid sound of the inside of her flooded pussy could be heard and she moaned with a very faint voice, as if she wanted to hear herself… The thickness of Edu’s semen merged with María’s own wetness… Everything was rushing and I felt my cock exploding, without touching myself… And I wasn’t touching myself… but I felt friction on my member… as if I were fucking against the unbreathable air…

“Mmm… That’s it… how well they fucked me… God…! Keep going…! Keep going and I’ll cum…!” María moaned, shameless, pressing me harder, moving her pelvis forward, crushing her sex against my face… and I felt like I was exploding… And María trembled and crushed me, and Edu’s semen had completely passed into my mouth and I was licking María’s battered pussy, destroyed and humiliated by that animal… and I exploded, gasped, sighed, moaned… I was ejaculating… I was cumming uncontrollably… I leaned back, closed my eyes tightly… and then heard some shouts, from a man and a woman, in the distance, but getting closer and closer… And I opened my eyes, and didn’t know where I was, and the shouting continued, it was an argument, and I discovered where I was: in that apartment, in that strange bed, alone, with a hard cock, with my soaked underwear, with my drenched member, very close to ejaculating... like a teenager.

The full weight of reality fell upon my body. And, lying on my back, I witnessed how the shouts of the unknown neighbors were disappearing, while I lamented that that dream hadn’t been real.

Sunday. Monday. Tuesday. Wednesday. Each day without knowing anything about María was like a stab. Extremely painful. Especially because of the uncertainty. Everything was also more dismal because of my exodus, which increased my feeling of nightmare.

The shadow of doubt that she might actually have something with Edu was growing. I thought that perhaps I had been wrong and the fatal wound to our relationship wasn’t my infidelity with Begoña, but the appearance of Edu as something more than a one-time sexual encounter.

That Wednesday night I was tempted to call María. But I restrained myself. For some reason, I believed she should be the one to make the first move since she didn’t even know where I had gone.

I chose to write to Begoña, who responded with apparent normalcy. Five days had passed and to me it felt like an entire lifetime. I didn’t tell her I wasn’t living with María; in fact, I didn’t mention María at all, nor did she. We didn’t even reference what had happened between us. After a silence during which we were both online, I suggested meeting someday, without knowing myself for what purpose, to which she responded with a “Yes, sure, of course, whenever you want,” that left me with a strange, neutral and incomplete feeling.

I didn’t seek refuge in friends, I didn’t tell anyone. I went to work and returned to my apartment like a lost soul, and nobody suspected my condition, or if they did, they didn’t say anything.

And Friday night arrived, and the prospect of a weekend there, without María, without my old life, began to torment me to the point where I believed I was suffering a minor anxiety attack. I paced around my sparse bedroom, in a strange shivering state, with an almost unfamiliar urge to cry. But I soon discovered that the cause of my extreme distress wasn’t so much the alarm at the solitude that was about to descend upon me, but the fact that it was Friday, the weekend, and therefore Edu, who worked in Madrid, might “visit” a María who was eager for such a visit.

That was killing me, and before that terror could develop into something morbidly unhealthy, my hands automatically reached for my phone.

And I called her. I called María.

One. Two. Three. Four rings. And she rejected my call.

And I tried again. And again. And again.

I was pacing. Heart-stricken. With tears in my eyes. Becoming aware that I had spent a week with a false sense of strength. And each time she rejected my call more quickly.

Until I gave up.

I let myself fall onto that cot, face up, with my phone in my hand, and a tear descended from one of my eyes, vertically, down my temple into my hair… until my hand vibrated, and, sitting up, I discovered that María had written to me, and I quickly read:

“How good is Begoña in bed?”

The phrase. Though harsh. Enabled me to start a conversation with her, so I was glad despite its crudeness.

I wrote and deleted, several times, not knowing quite how to answer. I knew I couldn’t respond to what she was asking, and I wrote and deleted up to three times questions about whether Edu was with her at that moment. Finally, I opted to surrender, and typed:

“I want to see you. I need to see you.”

She didn’t respond. She went offline. And for several minutes I wrote to her insistently… about seeing her, about us meeting… I asked her how she was… filling line after line with a monologue worthy of a madman.

And I called her again and the rings seemed eternal. And she didn’t even bother to reject my call anymore.

Two hours later, having cried, already in bed and foolishly trying to sleep, my phone vibrated on the nightstand. I rushed to check it, with as much hope as fear, with hands that trembled and a heart that was leaping out of my mouth.

And I didn’t understand anything. It took me a few moments to decipher what was happening. Until finally I exclaimed, broken, overwhelmed, “what a son of a bitch...”

Edu had created a group, a chat, in which there were only three people: Him, María and me.


CHAPTER 3

So many questions assaulted me that I couldn't formulate or verbalize any specific one. My heart pumped blood with an intensity matching the vehemence with which my brain searched for answers to that bombardment of uncertainty.

I tried to calm myself: Why? For what purpose? And, above all, how much of this was Edu and how much was María. What was this? Revenge? Consensus?

I didn't even blink, in the dimness of that bedroom, waiting for someone to write something. I, of course, refused to be the first to participate in their surely malicious experiment.

There was no photo in the chat, and its name consisted of a collection of letters that didn't form any word. There were no clues about anything and, as the minutes passed, I concluded that I hoped at least María wasn't aware of this, that she wouldn't accept it, wouldn't participate, because otherwise, she would be, in a confirmed and verified way, closer to him than to me.

More and more minutes passed and I fell asleep, exhausted, clutching my mobile phone.

I woke up multiple times, and always immediately checked that screen looking for news of that strategy I could only understand as macabre; but there was no activity all night.

Nothing the next day. Nor the day after. I tried to find refuge in friends, acquaintances, whatever I could. I checked my phone less and less frequently, beginning to think that perhaps that chat had been a simple outburst from Edu and would never be used.

I wrote to María, almost every night, and, curiously, I displayed more composure in my texts than I actually felt. Above all, I expressed that I didn't believe I deserved such punishment. I never mentioned that chat. And eventually, the indicator showing that she at least read my messages stopped appearing.

In a fit of desperation, on Monday, I wrote to Begoña, suggesting we get a drink. I wasn't quite sure why, and she accepted. But after a while she canceled due to some last-minute unforeseen event. And the truth is that I didn't care too much and I believed her.

There wasn't a morning, afternoon or night when I didn't consider going to María's office the next day, but it still hurt me deeply that I had to lower myself to ambushing her, that she didn't show an ounce of understanding. The idea that I might have actually lost her was gaining strength day by day.

And it was Thursday night, as I was walking to my apartment after having dinner with a coworker, when the chat created by Edu came to life.

I stopped in the middle of the sidewalk, petrified, and a pedestrian bumped into me, but I felt nothing of that contact and everything of the sentence just written by Edu:

—So we’re meeting for dinner tomorrow.

I didn't know what would happen. I felt anguish. I started walking quickly. María wasn't responding. I opened the door to the building, trembling, fearful of María's response and aware that even without participating in the conversation, the conversation was a poisoned gift for me.

I entered the spacious and impersonal living room just as María responded:

—Yes.

I sat on the sofa and began to take off my shoes, wondering if that would be the end of it, if it was just a warning shot, now clearly from both of them, directed at me… Though I couldn't quite decipher the exact purpose.

But the next phrase, from María, revealed to me that my torture had only just begun:

—What should I wear? —she asked him.

I dropped the phone. I stood up. A suffocating heat suddenly slapped me. I took off my jacket. I turned my back on that sinister conspiracy, as much as I could, because soon I turned around again, and the mobile lit up and I almost ran toward it.

—I don’t know. I need to think about it. But we should let your ripped pants rest —Edu wrote.

—Yes, better —María responded immediately, revealing a certain confidence or familiarity that was killing me.

But then she tried to end it:

—Well, see you tomorrow.

—You say goodbye like that? —he asked and I couldn't believe that I was witnessing this and that they were playing at making me witness it.

María responded with an emoji showing a shrug.

—Haven’t you missed me this week? Me or any part of me? —he suddenly attacked, and I sighed heavily.

—Maybe —María destroyed me.

—Any part of me? —he repeated.

—Maybe —she insisted as well.

—Okay, I understand you thought about that part during these days. And did it behave well? Satisfied?

—Yes. Quite.

—So you were satisfied and relaxed then.

—Very relaxed —María wrote, confessing to him, confessing to me, that she had masturbated thinking about his cock very recently. My pain was indescribable.

—I also had a little time to imagine —he wanted to continue playing.

“And?”

“It was imagination mixed with some ideas I have.”

“And can I know these ideas?” María asked, allowing herself to be enticed and swayed by him.

“It’s the idea. Just one. And you already know it.”

“Ah, yes. I see.”

“Will you masturbate thinking about me tonight?” Edu attacked, and a “fuck...” escaped from my mouth, and, my cock, as always, reacted, betraying me.

“Do you want me to?” María asked.

“Yes.”

“Okay.”

“What will you imagine?” Edu asked, humiliating me.

“That you’re fucking me.”

After reading that, I moved the phone away from my sight again. I didn’t know whether to stop, to quit reading... or to free my member that already felt crushed under my underwear and pants.

It was tremendously painful. That “that you’re fucking me” sounded crude, brutal, and I wished it constituted punishment rather than surrender.

I couldn’t help but continue reading:

“Where?” Edu had written.

“Here. In this bed,” she wrote, surely referring to our bed.

“There again?” he asked, and a “this can’t be...” emanated from the depths of my being.

“Yes,” María responded in what was more an assassination than an answer.

“The neighbors will suspect you’ve changed studs. Well, from colt to stallion.”

“Why?” María asked, and I feared his response.

“Well, it’s obvious why. Did you scream like that with him?”

“I don’t know. I don’t think so.”

“And what else? How do I fuck you there? Anything special?” he wrote, seeking more information with which to kill me.

“I’ll imagine you fucking me in your suit, that you’re completely dressed and only your cock is sticking out through the opening in your pants.”

“Ah, very good... And where do I cum?”

“Wherever you want.”

“Oh really? Wherever I want?”

“Yes, and I’ll imagine that you don’t hold back from making noise.”

“Noise?”

“Yes. It turns me on when you moan as you cum. I find it... manly. I don’t know.”

“I understand. Hey, I’m getting a call on my work phone. See you tomorrow,” Edu cut off abruptly.

“Ok... See you tomorrow,” María concluded, and I couldn’t take my eyes off the screen.

I reviewed the conversation. I didn’t know if everything was true. If he had really fucked her in our house, perhaps the previous weekend... Or if it was all a macabre plan, Edu’s to destroy me and María’s to take revenge. At that point, I could no longer doubt that she blamed me for everything.

I read it again and then discovered the drama and why we had reached this point, as I experienced a tremendous erection... I couldn’t help getting excited thinking that María might be masturbating at that very moment thinking of him. I couldn’t help getting excited thinking that he had probably fucked her multiple times over the last two weekends... That sick excitement was both the genesis and the end of everything.

That night I fell asleep, illuminated by the screen. At no point was I tempted to write to María individually because, in my roller coaster of pride and surrender, at that moment the former was winning.

The next morning, at work, I was thinking about Carlos, wondering if he had completely disappeared from the equation or not, when I saw that Edu was writing again in the three-person chat, suggesting two different restaurants for dinner.

“You know which one I prefer,” she replied, and the complicity hurt me, and I understood that they were obviously also writing to each other directly, without using the three-person chat.

That was killing me. I felt it was too much. And this time I couldn’t contain myself any longer and decided to write to María, even at the risk that she wouldn’t read me, to tell her that I didn’t understand this torture, that I didn’t understand either that ruthless and cruel chat or her sadism.

But I deleted it before sending anything.

And then I thought about going, this time for real, to María’s office that afternoon. Again my roller coaster of pride and surrender.

But I dismissed it, as my internal debate between conflict and confrontation came to me again, and I deduced that I was going to change, that I had to change, that my transformation had to be completed. María was my girlfriend, that’s how I saw it, at least until we discussed it fully and like two adults; so I would confront her, and him.

I searched online for information about both restaurants and discovered that neither of them was in our city, but rather in a vacation town about forty kilometers away. I let a few hours pass, and after the lunch break at work, I called the first restaurant, pretending to be Edu, but they didn’t have any reservation under his name or María’s. Then I called the second one:

“Yes. Eduardo. Second seating. Ten thirty. At the latest I can move it to eleven for you.”

“No. I’ve reconsidered. Sorry for the confusion. Leave it as is. Ten thirty,” I told the restaurant employee, and nerves ran through my entire body at the confrontation that was coming. But at the same time, I knew I was doing what I had to do.


CHAPTER 4

I was definitely not the same person I was a year or year and a half ago: the night of the wedding, with Edu, when I thought I would faint seeing him penetrate her... then the incident with Álvaro and Guille, when I nearly vomited from nerves... but still feeling somewhat more whole. Afterward, I could even be proud of having resisted Roberto's tacit violence. And what happened two weeks ago, in the parking lot... where I left hurt, but only after having seen everything...

I concluded my review by telling myself that the old Pablo wouldn't have lasted even three minutes of what happened in that open area.

I approached this ambush of their romantic dinner, or whatever it was, as a challenge. And, moreover, I wanted to prove it to both of them.

The nerves were undeniable, and hopefully concealable; but I didn't shy away from that feeling, as it made me feel more alive than anything else in the world. What I needed to escape was that negative energy that turned me into a timid and fearful person, because that person wasn't me. Or at least not anymore.

I still didn't understand that three-person chat. I didn't understand what Edu gained from it and especially María. But I thought if they wanted to play, we would play. I had the element of surprise, though I had two fears: that María would leave upon seeing me and that Edu would try to throw me out.

I barely managed to eat something at the apartment shortly before nine. I put on dress pants and a blue shirt. The night, in mid-June, was already warm, and I wouldn't need a jacket. I tried not to think about anything, and when nerves hit me harder, I repeated to myself that I didn't deserve this, that I didn't deserve what they were doing to me, and from that reasoning emerged a pride that made my chest swell and somewhat buried my nervousness.

I drove, again trying not to think about anything, for a little over half an hour. Then, as soon as I arrived, I saw the parked cars, Edu's and María's, so I knew they hadn't arrived together, which made me happy in perhaps a somewhat absurd way. The restaurant was located across from the beach. Almost on the boardwalk. It didn't seem like a bad place for someone from our city to meet furtively with their lover.

I explored from a distance and saw light bulbs hanging from wooden beams, high tables with stools, lots of wicker, plenty of greenery, and quiet music. The aesthetic called for social media photos, and contained a perfect balance between open and sheltered space. There were quite a few couples and a certain level of sophistication in every sense.

And I saw her.

Sitting on a stool, facing him, about twenty meters from me. She wore a dress like an Ibiza style one made of silky gauze, very light, with an open back and tied at the nape of her neck, in greenish tones. I didn't recognize it. It impacted me, because for a second I saw her as if she weren't my girlfriend, as if she were a woman, beautiful, on a date, in this case with a man who dressed similarly to me, but with a white shirt, sleeves rolled up, somewhat loose, with that casual touch he managed to give to clothing rather designed to look formal.

One facing the other. I observed crouched and discovered that they were still with their dinner plates. It seemed like a normal conversation, relaxed but without physical closeness. My heart was pumping blood causing me discomfort difficult to manage. I feared being discovered while also wanting to see.

I spent a time as indeterminate and eternal as it was distressing, waiting, until a waiter placed two glasses that appeared to be gin on their table.

Then I gathered my courage, took a breath, went to the bar, and told one of the waiters that I knew that couple, which I discreetly pointed out, and that I wanted to join them, so I needed another glass and another stool.

With his “right away” my journey toward them began.

I had barely started my path when María struck me. Again as if she weren't my girlfriend, or I didn't know her, for a fraction of a second: her bare back, her chestnut hair, long and thick; and I saw, from the side, in profile, how her chest minimally overflowed toward the sides of her torso, challenging that silky, summery fabric. That dress encouraged other diners to discover that there was no bra there, but the gaze had to be fleeting, to immediately return afterward to their respective dates, dates that from that moment on would be worse.

I swallowed. Blood ran through my veins like that of an animal facing mortal danger. The ten meters were eternal, and Edu saw me, and I saw him, with those blue eyes, his well-groomed beard, his somewhat long hair, but this time more orderly. Tanned. Looking better than the last time. As if fucking María, or suspecting he was about to do so, could renew his energy.

I arrived. And I was enveloped by a scent, María's scent, a mixture between her perfume and herself. And that smell made me feel such a brutal mixture of things that I couldn't sort it out, I could only feel. And María looked at me then. And I was left breathless. She fixed her eyes on mine and a sensation of love almost made me faint. Suddenly. Out of nowhere. A “what have we done to each other” echoed in my head. She didn't react. She didn't say anything. Not a gesture that gave me clues about anything. And she took her glass, and sipped from the straw, and, bringing her chin to her neck and raising her eyes toward Edu, she looked at him. And I didn't understand. And she placed her glass on the wooden table, and her hand was shaking, and I was glad that I wasn't the only human.

Five, ten, fifteen seconds in the most absolute silence. Me standing. Them seated, but more or less at my height, due to the high stools.

“I'm going to the bathroom for a moment,” she said then, and I felt like I hadn't breathed for a minute.

I didn't look at her as she left us. I raised my gaze to see Edu. Who said nothing. And the waiter arrived with a stool. I climbed up and waited patiently, in silence, for him to bring me a drink that arrived right away. As soon as that gin touched the table, Edu said:

“We need to talk.”

“Why?” I asked, feigning confidence.

“Because I need you,” he replied.

I began to articulate my response when he interrupted me, barely after I had pronounced two syllables.

“Look. I don’t have time. María will be back any moment. I’m going to tell you how things stand,” he blurted out, speaking quickly and seriously, and I didn’t dare reach for my drink, as my pulse risked being ten times more erratic than María’s.

“Here’s the situation,” he continued. “I’m going to go back quite a bit, but we’ll get to the present quickly. I don’t know when, a few months ago, you two had been in Madrid and I talked with Marcos and told María what needed to happen. In the end, because she’s so... divine... she ended up with all that mess with that Roberto guy. Okay. After that, the following week, she came to my place to confront me. Well. Of course. Before that I told her, as you know, that you had contacted me for your cuckold voyeur game, right? Anyway, she got angry and came to my house. I think we’ve already discussed this two weeks ago, in the car, when Carlos and I fucked her afterward, right?”

“Yes...” I responded, trying to follow him, and trying to make my word sound strong and confident. When the truth was that a drop of sweat was running down my entire back, along my spine, surely marking my blue shirt.

“So she came to my house, to scold me or whatever,” Edu continued, with a deep voice, giving his narrative, which was giving me a heart attack, a heavy and dense solemnity. “And... well... we started arguing and, look, I could tell you that I fucked her, in fact I think I implied it, but what happened was that I went straight for her mouth and we made out. I won’t tell you that I guided her hand to my cock so you don’t get hard right here. We know each other too well. But the important thing is that in that kiss, I knew that my suspicions, which I’d had almost from the beginning, were well-founded.”

Edu looked up to see if María was returning, and continued:

“I’m not telling you this because from now on we’re going to be... buddies. But because... if you two don’t talk, I have no choice but to do it myself.”

I looked into his blue eyes and couldn’t hold his gaze for long, nor could I reach for my drink. His white teeth, his tanned complexion, his slim yet athletic build... Once again I understood María’s successive falls, despite him being a man who always left behind an unpleasant residue, a spell, an attitude that awakened tremendous distrust. The contrast between the white of his shirt and the tan of his skin teleported me to the night of the wedding, and I swallowed hard as that image came to me.

“We hooked up, kissed, and I knew things weren’t working,” he continued. “And, since I already suspected it, I talked to her about you. I said something like how I wished you were watching us make out. I tried to turn her on that way. But the opposite happened. She left. Yes, I’m telling you this even though it pisses me off. She left me standing there, and then I clearly knew that she and I, without you, were screwed. And we are. Exactly like that.”

I was glad to hear that. I exhaled, trying not to make it obvious, and looked back to see María, who was giving us an extension, as she was near the bar, talking to a waiter.

“And then, about the other night with Carlos, which I think you know absolutely nothing about, because I don’t know why the fuck you two don’t talk... After you left, Carlos also left, because it seems the gentleman has to be the center of attention or it’s not worth it, and I went with María to my apartment, and we fucked, and if you want I could even tell you about it, though I suppose you’d prefer she tell you, but it wasn’t the same. It’s completely different when she feels they’re real cheating, versus when you’re present or you consent to it. We fucked a couple of times, yes, but she’s not that María who’s both a total slut and submissive at the same time, if you know what I mean. It’s clear she needs you to see it or... validate it...” he smiled strangely, “I don’t know how to put it. In fact, when she called you and said she was going to spend the weekend with me, I wasn’t even expecting it. I don’t know why she told you that, I don’t care, but actually we didn’t fuck anymore and Saturday night we weren’t even together, and we didn’t see each other again until tonight.”

“And what about the chat? You did it in my house, clearly,” I asked without thinking.

“Not at all. I created the group because... obviously, the clear conclusion is that I need you around. More than that, I need... for... the better you two are together... the better for me. If you’re madly in love, even better for me. I created the group and last night I started using it without much hope, and María played along, but I don’t even know why. Well, I suppose to make you jealous or to hurt you directly. I’m not getting involved in that part. I asked her during dinner how you two are doing, not because I give a damn, but because I know in what situation I need her. But she hasn’t clarified much.”

I felt like the heavens were opening with his confession.

“And what about the game you mentioned in the chat?”

“You already know. I want your... role. I want that shit about telling her who I want her to fuck. But she’s a tough bitch. With Víctor impossible, with Marcos almost... With Carlos because I showed up there myself... Which, by the way, that game with Carlos of not touching, I thought that was fucking awesome too. The man had quite a lot of patience.”

“Yes. Well. The prize was very tempting,” I said seriously, trying to match his level, but it sounded certainly unpleasant to me, treating María as if she were an object.

A silence fell between us. His confession brought us closer to almost creating a sense of camaraderie. We experienced a tense calm that at least gave me some breathing room. But you never knew which direction he would go, and, just before María returned to the table, he blurted out:

“Look. I could be that lover who fucks her while you watch. I come here on Saturdays, or Fridays like today, I fuck her, you watch, and see you next week, but if I do that... by the fifth time I’ll get bored... So I need to complicate things a bit, to stretch it out, and besides when she’s angry she’s even hotter... and fucks better.”

He saved that for the end, not allowing me to be left with a good taste in my mouth. And, without time to digest his entire speech, María appeared, and I finally dared to pick up my glass, though I did it discreetly, using both hands.

“Rubén is over there,” she said. “So much for discretion.”

“Who?” Edu asked.

“Rubén, from the café below the office.”

“Oh, damn, you’re right,” Edu replied, looking toward the bar.

An eternal silence fell. I dared to look at María. She seemed calmer, as if she had composed herself.

Then Edu rescued us. Excusing himself, willingly or not, to go to the restroom. Showing, as so many other times, his fluctuation from macabre to compassionate.

When he was far enough away, I whispered:

“María...”

“Be quiet,” she interrupted me. And, when I was expecting an angry “What are you doing here?” or “What business do you have here?”, she said, in an affable, protective, and even affectionate tone:

“Are you crazy or what...? Where have you been living?”

Showing, with those two simple questions, all the concern and protection I had been craving for the past two weeks.


CHAPTER 5

I explained to María where I had been spending my nights while watching her sweet, attentive, and puzzled expression. And in that moment, all I wanted was to tell her that I loved her and that we should leave that place, just the two of us...

“And you’re sleeping there with Begoña?” she interrupted, serious, bringing me back to the real world, a world where there were many things to clarify, probably with many reproaches involved.

“No, no. Not at all. I haven’t seen her again.”

María twisted her expression, as if she didn’t quite believe me. And she continued:

“And you think it’s normal to leave like that?”

I hesitated for a moment; I definitely preferred this change of subject rather than getting entangled in talk about her office rival.

“Well, I think it was clear from our conversation.”

“What conversation?”

“The last one we had, on the pho—”

“Oh, that one,” she interrupted me again, “the one where you suddenly tell me it’s over and that’s it and there’s nothing more to discuss.”

“I don’t remember it that way, María. It was rather the opposite.”

“What do you mean the opposite? You came at me with... ‘this is over’ just like that, what did you want me to say?”

“I repeat that I remember it quite differently, María,” I tried to soften my tone.

There was silence. María sighed and I looked back. I wanted Edu to take as long as possible.

“Look, Pablo...” she sighed, showing a certain desperation, “I just can’t get angry with you even when I want to. Even last night, which I hope you didn’t believe all those crazy things I wrote with Edu... I wanted to... well... make you... feel bad... annoy you... see if you had any fight in you... and I was even hating myself for doing it. And we need to talk about Begoña.”

“The Begoña thing was a... I don’t know. It wasn’t anything.”

“I wouldn’t say it wasn’t anything... honestly. Anyway. Tonight, or tomorrow...”

“What?” I interrupted, also somewhat heated.

“Well, I don’t think it’s normal that you’re sleeping and living who knows where.”

“Maybe if you’d answer my calls...” I dared to say. “And I don’t know, besides... I don’t understand, for example, tonight... what was your... plan for today? What if I hadn’t shown up? Just dinner here and then what?”

“Just dinner here and that’s it. He and I also needed to talk.”

I was about to ask what they needed to talk about, but I knew from María’s expression that Edu was approaching.

The joy of knowing our relationship was more or less safe was immense. But even so, I couldn’t really feel jubilant. Not until I knew if there were conditions or what was going to happen from that moment on, because I knew what Edu wanted, but I didn’t know what María wanted.

Edu sat down, drank from his glass and said nothing. I dared to look at him and recapitulated that Edu needed me if he wanted to have sex with THAT María who only came to light in a context where I had to be present, but I didn’t know if María herself was aware of her duality, and whether she needed me or not... I urgently needed to talk about this with her.

What I did know clearly was that I wanted to caress her, hug her, kiss her. To truly reconcile, like a normal couple, not sitting at a table with the person who was, largely due to my fault, the reason we were more of a trio than a couple.

“And now what?” I asked myself, and I was about to say it out loud when that waiter they knew appeared again, and asked if we wanted anything else.

Edu ordered another gin and tonic. María hesitated. And I still had more than half of mine left. I noticed him for the first time, in black pants and a black t-shirt, large, brawny, he looked more like security than a waiter, with light eyes, a shaved head and a bushy beard. Of an age difficult to determine, perhaps somewhat younger than us.

Edu said something to him that I didn’t understand and he smiled, forming dimples in his cheek, which seemed soft and affable in contrast to his certainly aggressive physique. And then, this Rubén, said in a relaxed tone:

“I knew you two would end up together.”

María looked up, but Edu was quicker.

“Us? Why’s that?”

“You can just tell these things,” he asserted. “There’s a lot of serving trays, but also a lot of gossip. Though you had a boyfriend, didn’t you?” he asked María, being extremely indiscreet, and always as if I didn’t exist.

My girlfriend, with a displeased expression, and uncomfortable, was about to put the truth on the table, but Edu talked over her, in a louder tone.

“No, no. I mean. We’re not together. You’re seeing too much into it. In fact... she’s available,” he said provocatively, causing, after two or three seconds of delay, an unpleasantly nervous laugh from Rubén.

“Well, I’ll bring you another one then,” the waiter finally said, still not having recovered from that explicit invitation. And I noticed his large mouth and his teeth, which had a curious gap between his incisors, but the truth was that this feature didn’t really detract from his appearance.

As soon as he moved away a bit, Edu said:

“Ask him for his number when he comes back.”

“Don’t be an asshole,” María replied. Serious. And I didn’t understand if she meant don’t be an asshole to Rubén or to her.

I was aware that I had barely spoken a word. I picked up my drink, took a sip and looked at her: her exposed neck and neckline, her breasts marking the dress with suggestion but also with firmness... and I searched for her nipples... and found them, with difficulty, but they were detectable. With my gaze ignited by the alcohol and with that false confidence she always had in Edu’s presence. An Edu who, restrained but at the same time euphoric, knowing he held the best cards, shook the bottom of his glass, making the ice cubes clink; an Edu who had fucked her at that distant wedding, and also two weeks ago, in that parking lot and then at his place. According to his confession, he had fucked my girlfriend four times, twice with me present and twice in private, and there he had me, at his mercy, and what was worse: I didn’t know if María was completely free or if she was hooked on him.

Rubén arrived with the drink and Edu gave him no respite:

“What time do you finish today?”

“Excuse me?”

“Today. Tonight. What time do you finish?” he insisted while María took another sip, taking refuge in her gin.

“Oh, well...” he hesitated as he looked at his watch “I think today at one... one-thirty... I’ll be out of here.”

He stood there for a few seconds, perhaps expecting something more. Meanwhile, I took my phone out of my pocket, placed it on the table and checked the time: it was a few minutes past twelve. Finally, no one said anything and he withdrew again.

Immediately after, and now without much pause, Edu blurted out:

“Well... aren’t you two going to reconcile?”

“We already have,” I replied, knowing that I had to assert myself as soon as possible.

“Oh, really? That was quick.”

“Do you care?” María said, challenging him.

“Of course I care. Pablo knows that well.”

María looked at me somewhat puzzled, and Edu insisted:

“Not even a reconciliation kiss or anything?”

“Can you stop being a jerk?” María responded, quicker than me.

Edu abandoned the game to once again express that serious expression, but with total control. He returned to his drink. Back to silence. The atmosphere was suffocating. I had no idea how the night would end. As always, on one hand I wanted everything and on the other I wanted nothing; nothing meant leaving with María, to my home, to our home... kissing her, hugging her... truly reconciling... But... I also wanted everything, and everything was Edu, maybe Rubén... whatever it might be... I knew that just imagining it would make my cock harden and my heart race...

“Seems like we lack quite a bit of... finesse, the three of us together,” said Edu, referring to our silences.

María tilted her head, indicating disapproval, almost always showing that she didn’t even like him. And then, seeing that her glass was empty, she raised her hand.

Rubén arrived right away and María said to him:

“Can I have another one?”

“Yes, of course.”

“Can I ask you for something else?”

“Mmm. Sure.”

“Can I have your number?”

“My number?”

“Yes... your phone number.”


CHAPTER 6

I didn’t want to look at Edu because his expression of superiority and dominance was increasingly unpleasant to me. I turned my eyes to María who, almost cockily, was exchanging phone numbers with Rubén, who reacted seriously, as if a woman like María made advances to him like this every night.

Once again, things were happening faster than I could process them. In fact, you could say that had been happening to me for almost a year and a half.

María put her phone back in her purse without even looking at Rubén during the entire exchange of information, as if she were doing it all with indifference, and I didn’t know if she was doing it just to keep Edu happy for a while or if this was actually going somewhere.

“Thanks. That’s it. You can go,” María told him, pronouncing the five words rapidly when she saw that Rubén wasn’t leaving, and he walked away again, visibly confused.

Edu didn’t say anything about that exchange, nor did he gloat over María’s obedience, but instead was checking something on his mobile phone.

María drank. I drank. And then Edu said:

“Look, let’s do something. There’s a hotel around here, just down the promenade... I’ve had my drinks already, plus the wine, and so have you,” he said, referring to María. “So the best thing would be to spend the night here... tomorrow we’ll go to the beach. We need time to normalize this situation.”

While he was speaking, María wasn’t looking at him and he was subtly stroking his beard.

“I’m pretty tired from the trip. I’ll go to one room, rest. And you two can get another room and talk about whatever you need to talk about. And fix things, you know...” he added, sarcastically.

I had no idea what game he was playing. And he provoked again:

“I’d say I hope you won’t be too noisy during the reconciliation, but the three of us know that...”

“I don’t have clothes to stay here overnight, or to go to the beach tomorrow, or anything like that,” María interrupted.

“Yes. Besides, I think we can fix things even better at home,” I clarified, feigning confidence, but the idea that Edu was proposing certainly made me nervous, and the truth was that I didn’t dislike it.

At that moment Rubén arrived with the drink for María and left without saying anything. María then looked at me for a moment, and I finally saw a bit of complicity. I was glad. We seemed ready to reject, together, Edu’s plan. I suddenly felt a contained joy and an immense desire to fix things with her in private.

But all of that was about to blow up, to go down the drain in a most unfair way.

“Well,” Edu resumed his proposal, “Pablo could be back in... an hour, or a little over an hour... with clothes... and whatever you want for spending the night and the day tomorrow. Right, Pablo?”

Alone I couldn’t have rebelled against him. But María’s recent look gave me strength to win in that two against one. I was about to reject his wonderful, in quotation marks, proposal to drive for an hour and pack two suitcases while he stayed alone with María, but then, suddenly, something vibrated strongly on the table: it was my phone lighting up. Begoña was calling me.

As soon as I saw her name illuminating the screen, I tensely looked to see María’s eyes, which were clearly fixed on my phone. Overwhelmed and suddenly flushed, my hand quickly moved to stop it, to decline the call. I hesitated about putting the phone away, but I thought that would be even worse. So I left it where it was. That drop that was born at the nape of my neck and ran down my spine traced the path already made again, and I looked at nothing, and then the phone vibrated again, and I had to reject the call again, silence my phone, with fingers that trembled, giving everything even more impact, and I put the phone in my pocket.

It was about fifteen or twenty suffocating seconds that caused my body temperature to soar and María’s countenance to change completely.

“Aren’t you going to answer, Pablo?” she said, killing me.

“What? No... The truth is I don’t know why she’s calling me.”

“I mean Edu. He just asked you a question.”

“Oh...” I could barely pronounce, overwhelmed.

“I think you can be back in an hour. Don’t you think?” she suggested, in a tone that evoked more of an order than a proposal.

Her look wasn’t just serious, it was arrogant, superior. As if her anger always had to translate into cockiness.

We went from everything to nothing in a second. I cursed my bad luck, but I couldn’t explain myself in that situation.

María was drinking again. I didn’t even look at Edu, who was a privileged witness to my blunder, and I still hadn’t managed to respond, but María wanted to settle it completely:

“Get me whatever clothes you think. I trust you,” she said cleverly, with sarcasm, setting up a battle that I couldn’t fight.

I got off the stool. Standing in front of them, and, like Rubén before, I was waiting for a gesture of connivance, especially from María, but also even from Edu, who occasionally showed some leniency. However, María returned to her drink and he said, to himself, or to her:

“I don’t think there will be a problem, but I’ll call.”

He put the phone to his ear and was about to reserve the rooms. And I, not daring to look at María... left.

As soon as I got into the car, I thought that Begoña’s call had been so strangely opportune that I even wondered if somehow Edu had managed to orchestrate that coincidence. But in the end, I always, always ended up concluding that Begoña had to be a wild card, that Edu’s omnipresence couldn’t extend to such extremes.

It was a strange, uncomfortable, tense journey. One that began drenched in complaints and curses about my bad luck, and that gradually shifted toward morbid, almost sick feelings... something that would reach its climax when I arrived home.

Because as I was getting close to home, I started turning over the idea that there they had remained, the two of them, with their gin and tonics, their best clothes, and a reserved hotel. What was stopping them from going off to fuck? That Edu preferred María with me present rather than merely unfaithful María? What would even stop him from asking her to hook up with Rubén? And it was then that I truly doubted to what extent a real domination might be emerging... or if María was just playing along with him... just enough to keep him somewhat satisfied.

I entered our house and didn’t have time to appreciate, or even enjoy, the feeling of home, of protection, that this place gave me, because I knew I was racing against the clock. I passed through the living room and was moving down the hallway, and on one hand I felt like I had been there that very day and on the other that it had been an eternity since the last time.

Everything was perfectly in its place, as if nothing had happened.

I looked for one of my backpacks and put in it just what was necessary to spend the night and the following day. It was all like a dream, illuminated by the bedside lamp, somewhat affected by the alcohol, and with increasingly more flashes in my mind of what could be happening between María and Edu. And, immediately, the image that crossed my mind wasn’t of them, in the future, imagined, but one from the past:

My mind, and my body, returned to that parking lot... Returned to the precise moment when Carlos was unloading on María’s face... and she wasn’t looking at him, but at Edu. With her knees in the mud, with her silk shirt soaked by the drizzle, receiving Carlos’s cum on her face, but looking at Edu. That desire... so brutal... gave me goosebumps and killed me. It didn’t seem of this world. Edu said he needed me, and that made sense, but more for María to be able to let go, free from guilt, than because the desire itself increased. Edu needed María exculpated from herself, but the lust, her desire for him, was the same and was so rough, so harsh, so animal, that it left you breathless.

I became extremely aroused remembering that and immediately went, trembling, to the part of the closet where I knew María kept the items that had come to be a kind of collection of our wild escapades. There was the leather pants with holes, the silk shirt in that ivory tone from that night... the stockings and garter belt from the party at Álvaro’s house, the harness... And I realized something was missing. I then went to María’s nightstand, opened the drawer, and found it: our first toy, that dildo that so realistically simulated a cock. I didn’t hesitate. I smelled it. But it didn’t smell like anything. I slightly lowered my pants, knowing I didn’t have time, that I should pack her suitcase and return as soon as possible, but I couldn’t contain myself; I started masturbating, holding onto that rubber cock, knowing that while what they had written to each other the night before was almost entirely fiction, it was undeniable that María had masturbated thinking about him twenty-four hours earlier.

I knew I was hitting rock bottom again, but I couldn’t control myself, and, unsatisfied by the smell of that device, I then went to the bathroom, to the dirty laundry basket, and there I found some silky, gray panties, which I brought to my face, to my nose, like a true sick person. I inhaled that pussy smell, María’s, my own girlfriend’s; a powerful smell, surely from having thought about that bastard Edu, perhaps even at work, in the office... I imagined her, horny, in some meeting with a client, horny and soaking wet because the next night she would see Edu... and I thought I was going to ejaculate right there.

He had fucked her four times, but what killed me most with lust at that moment was that she had masturbated, that she had pushed our toy deep inside herself, thinking of him.

Standing, with one hand jerking my cock, and the other bringing her panties to my face, I continued masturbating, and then I remembered the moment when Edu was fucking her on the mud. I went to the precise moment when he had her on all fours and was thrusting into her and María was thanking him... surrendered with those “Oh... God... you fuck me so well...!” While semen still hung from her chin from Carlos’s cum on her face. I closed my eyes and, feeling the silk of María’s panties on my cheeks, and inhaling that heavenly pussy smell... I saw that moment, with her tits hanging, her soaked shirt, her contorted expression and Edu’s big cock entering and leaving her body, fucking her savagely between the two cars...

I was about to cum... I couldn’t take it anymore... But a glimmer of lucidity made an appearance. And it stopped me. And I stopped myself. I sighed. I cursed myself. I felt guilty. I sighed. I let her panties fall and pulled up my pants. I thought it wasn’t possible that, after what I had suffered those weeks, and without having completely reconciled with her, I would return to all that... To all those crazy things.

My feeling of guilt made me win that small battle, but not the war, because upon returning to the bedroom I began to pack a suitcase, to put things in it... that weren’t surely what María would expect. Luggage that had hardly anything normal about it... and that’s because I went several times to that torrid part of her closet.

And, the last time I went to that forbidden part, I found a white shirt, normal, but one I didn’t recognize, and a pleated skirt... And I was stunned. Shocked. And my heart began to pound in my chest. It was Carlos’s daughter’s uniform.

This confused me so much that I didn’t know what to think. I went to the bathroom, grabbed things for María’s toiletry bag and left our house.

Waiting for the elevator, with my backpack and her suitcase, and still needing to figure out what Carlos’s things were doing there, my phone vibrated.

Suddenly a notification appeared on the screen that Edu had written in our group of three. There was a photo showing María, standing, wearing that summer dress, on the seafront promenade, next to someone who appeared to be that waiter dressed in black.

Heart racing, I read the text:

Edu: Pablo, don’t come. Rubén will take your bed. I might send you some photos later. Rest well.


CHAPTER 7

The elevator arrived, the doors opened, and I looked up to see myself reflected there, with my backpack over my shoulder and gripping the handle of María's trolley. I was in some kind of limbo, floating, and I felt like an accessory, something to be used only at certain moments. I felt that the game was now between Edu and María, with me as just a supplement.

The elevator door was closing and, as soon as that happened, I pressed the button again. The door reopened and I saw myself reflected there once more, and I spoke to myself, like a madman… telling myself that I would reclaim my place, immediately, that very night.

I entered the elevator and went down to the garage.

I didn’t care what I might find—whether it was Edu with María, or Rubén, or nothing at all. And I quickly realized that I didn’t even know which hotel they were going to.

I needed to know. I had to find out. And I wasn’t about to go along the seafront promenade, from hotel to hotel, asking for them. So I opted to call her as soon as I got into the car. Again, like days before, the countless unanswered rings drilled into my ear, making me desperate.

But after hanging up, my phone lit up, and it was Edu writing to me privately. I assumed he was trying to dissuade me from contacting her, that they were together and had consensually decided to do without me, but I read:

“It would be good if you came early tomorrow to bring María her clothes.”

“Fine. Which hotel?” I responded, tense, nervous, but at the same time with that anger that made me rise to the occasion.

Edu told me the name of the hotel, though not the room number, but I was satisfied with that.

I drove, faster than I should have; first I thought again about what that outfit belonging to Carlos’s daughter was doing in María’s closet, and then I became aware once more of the repercussions of what I had imagined, of what I had experienced minutes earlier, throughout my body. My arousal, my delirium in the bathroom, was still very present. I could still feel the touch of the silk of María’s panties on my face, the smell of her pussy in my nose, and the images of her being fucked by Edu all over my body.

My underwear was getting damp, my member throbbing, and it was then that I imagined that waiter kissing María on that promenade, and I imagined Edu accompanying them to the hotel, taking my place in one swift move, without my fears or all the overthinking I had done. That he organized it efficiently, without inconveniences and without much ceremony. That he proposed her, offered her, and that Rubén, perhaps initially somewhat distrustful and skeptical, ended up accepting without too much consideration.

I thought that perhaps it wasn’t all so difficult.

I reached my destination. I parked the car. I took out my backpack and María’s suitcase. The hotel was almost right on the promenade, just a few meters away along a cement walkway, flanked by well-maintained grass, and it smelled of chlorine, which led me to think that a swimming pool was nearby.

I was aware of my tension, my accelerated state, but I tried to calm myself and speak to the receptionist normally:

“Good evening. A couple must have just gone up. I’m bringing the luggage.”

“There were three of them,” the girl said, and my heart skipped a beat.

“Three?” I replied, agitated.

“Yes. For a double and a single. 401 and 402.”

“Yes. Thank you,” I exhaled, extremely nervous, and immediately headed for the elevator, afraid that she might ask me more questions and somehow prevent me from going up.

The elevator was taking forever. So long that I even considered taking the stairs, despite the luggage. My hands felt frozen and my blue shirt was soaked at the armpits and back.

I entered. I pressed four. The doors closed. The compartment ascended. This time I didn’t look at myself in the mirror. And the curious thing was that I didn’t know what I wanted to happen. I never knew. I always wanted everything to happen and nothing to happen.

The doors opened. I stepped out. And I found myself face to face with both doors. I thought I heard something coming from 402. I exhaled. I sighed. And I knocked on the door. The knock came out timid, perhaps inaudible from inside. And I knocked again with my knuckles, twice.

The door opened. But whoever had opened it had immediately stepped back. I pushed the door. I didn’t hear anything. I felt that they had been talking before but now had fallen silent. I saw a bathroom to the right and continued dragging my feet and the suitcases across the parquet floor. It smelled clean. Well-ventilated. And then I reached the bedroom: I saw María, who was taking off her earrings and placing them on a bedside table, and Edu who glanced at me; he didn’t look surprised to see me. And there was no one else.

No one greeted me. No one said anything to me. And I exhaled, not knowing whether I felt relief or disappointment.

The room wasn’t anything special, but it was more spacious than expected; the whole hotel seemed better than I had anticipated.

“Put my suitcase there,” María then said, barely looking at me, referring to a folding luggage rack that was beside me.

As I was placing it there, she went to her purse that was next to the TV, on the table in front of the bed, and rummaged through it until she found her phone:

“Oh, you called me.”

I didn’t say anything.

“And you? What nonsense photos are you sending to the group?” she spoke again, now addressing Edu.

“I wanted to immortalize the moment,” Edu responded behind me.

I was taking off my backpack and placing it next to María’s suitcase, and instinctively I moved away from Edu, going toward the window, crossing paths with María who was heading to her luggage, and something rose through my body, and I wanted to stop her, as I didn’t want her to discover, at least not at that moment, in Edu’s presence, quite a few things I had packed inside.

“Did you bring my travel toiletry bag or the big one, the one from home?”

“Mmm... the big one,” I answered while watching her begin to unzip the suitcase.

María completely opened her suitcase... and her bluish beach towel covered almost everything... and she slipped a hand underneath, and found her toiletry bag... and she was lifting the towel when Edu approached her, and I said:

“María, someone’s calling you.”

She turned around then, and saw her phone lighting up, and I saw that she was moving away from her suitcase but, when grabbing the toiletry bag, she had caused part of some black stockings to peek out from one side.

Indeed someone was calling her. I discreetly approached her phone and saw it was Rubén. She saw it too, and Edu guessed it.

“Rubén, right?”

“Yes,” said María as she put down the toiletry bag and picked up her phone. “He’s crazy, why is he calling me now...”

“Answer him,” Edu said.

“Why?” she protested.

“To see what he wants... Maybe something happened to him,” Edu said, pretending to be serious, ironically.

“Well, he can call any... little friend.”

“That’s what he’s doing; calling a new little friend who left her bra at home, didn’t mention she had a boyfriend when he asked, and who then asked for his phone number,” Edu retorted, unfazed.

“Two of your jokes.”

“What two jokes?”

“The phone number thing and the bra thing.”

“Well... let’s call them requests. Answer already, we don’t want him to give up,” he told her, gesturing for her to hurry.

María sighed, leaned her butt against the table, answered the phone and brought it to her ear.

Edu on one side of the bed, me on the other, María in the middle, we witnessed how she responded wearily, with that look of boredom that made her even more beautiful, with her hair falling in front of her face, with her breasts flowing prominently and filling the dress with elegance but at the same time with insolence. There, standing in those high-heeled sandals that I did recognize, she responded, disinterested, with monosyllables.

And, while I was trying to figure out the questions to those answers, Edu headed toward María’s suitcase... and an indescribable tension overwhelmed me. He had seen it. So he touched, almost caressed, those stockings that were hanging out... and moved the beach towel aside, placing it on the table María was leaning against, and, in doing so, he discovered not just the stockings, but everything.


CHAPTER 8

He had discovered it. He had discovered me. And I couldn’t imagine a worse context for Edu to expose me.

I didn’t even want to look. And my eyes went to María, who continued showing indifference toward Rubén.

For a moment I thought perhaps Edu would save me, but no. He came after me. And he started big, destroying me in a big way:

With a serious expression, without even half a smile, without any mockery, he threw the harness onto the bed.

Onto that large white matrimonial bed... fell the harness with its straps and the enormous plastic cock, which seemed more obscene and crude to me than ever.

I wanted to die, I was going to gesture for him to stop, but I couldn’t even manage that. Cold sweat ran down my entire body, my shirt sticking to my back... I sighed, helpless. I looked at María, who, absorbed behind her bangs, didn’t seem to notice and was saying into the phone:

“But how am I going to have a drink with you now? You’re crazy.”

I kept thinking about how to stop this, but I couldn’t see a way. And I felt increasingly paralyzed.

Edu then picked up the leather pants with the hole at the crotch... the pants from Roberto’s night and from two weeks ago... and let them fall next to the harness with confidence and that strange neutral expression. He let them drop efficiently, neither placing them carefully nor throwing them.

And María then raised her eyes. And she saw it.

Her eyes instantly lit up, ignited in that way of hers that was the prelude to becoming moist, and not from sadness, but from shock. Meanwhile, I could hear my heart beating and Rubén talking to her, but she wasn’t responding. And she began shaking her head as her eyes shone more and more, showing anger or the umpteenth disappointment, or both. And María looked at me, completely paralyzing me now, while Edu placed on the white bedspread the stockings and garter belt from the night at Álvaro’s house, and the light-colored silk shirt from the parking lot night... and, while María made all my blood explode with her tearful eyes and hung up the phone without responding, Edu dropped the pink shirt we had bought to turn Víctor on, and said:

“Damn... fucking psycho.”

María put the phone down beside her. Her hands were trembling. Something that became even more noticeable when she brought them to her face.

“This is too much...” she murmured between her fingers and her hair.

I looked toward the bed. Two shirts, leather pants, stockings, a garter belt, and the harness. It was true that it seemed insane when I hadn’t even barely fixed things with her. My heart was pumping, making my entire body tremble, and my hands were sweating in an almost unbearable way. I didn’t know what to say nor did I have the strength to say anything.

“This is too much. I’m leaving. I can’t take it,” María murmured again.

“Where are you going?” asked Edu, who had barely changed his expression, despite being in the perfect position to humiliate me.

“I’m leaving... I’m going to the other room. And I’m not going home because I don’t need to drive no-”

“To the other room?” he interrupted.

“Yes. You two stay here. I can’t take it anymore,” she responded, more composed.

“Yeah, right? And I stay here with little Pablo and his whole repertoire of filth...”

“I don’t care,” she replied, grabbing her phone, pushing herself away from the table and beginning what appeared to be a march toward the door.

“No, you do care. You two fix this, talk it out, and I’ll go sleep in the other room,” said Edu, blocking her path.

“Let me pass,” María protested.

“And you’re leaving like this, without your suitcase?” he laughed, trying to redirect her.

“This isn’t a suitcase... Did you bring my phone charger, by the way?” she said then, turning toward me.

“Yes, it’s there, or... among the clothes... or if not in the inner zipper,” I said, extremely tense and overwhelmed.

María took the couple of steps necessary to reach her luggage and began searching among bikinis, some t-shirts, and other clothes I had packed inside.

“María,” said Edu, “you’re going to stay here, you’re going to sleep with Pablo, and you’re going to fix this.”

“But what the fuck do you care if we fix anything?” she protested, turning slightly, still not having found what she was looking for.

“I do care. You’re going to fix it and you’re going to tell him everything.”

María turned her face and hands back to the suitcase and Edu continued:

“You’re going to fix it and you’re going to tell him everything... you’re going to tell him how we fucked at my place two weeks ago...”

María didn't say anything and he positioned himself behind her.

I could tell she was fuming. And Edu made the mistake of touching her from behind.

“Get away, damn it!” she protested as soon as she felt the contact on her back.

But he barely moved and continued:

“Tell Pablo... how you sucked me off...”

I swallowed hard. She, leaning forward, said nothing. Meanwhile, Edu brushed his pelvis against María’s ass and she reached her hand back to push him away.

“Tell him.”

“You’re an asshole,” she finally said, turning around.

Face to face, with those elegant black high-heeled sandals with their delicately thin heels that left almost her entire foot exposed, María was practically at his height. She looked imposing. Sexual. With that dress that seemed made of air, that could barely contain any of the sexuality beneath it. Her long legs, her thick hair, her breasts that seemed to want to escape from the gauze at the sides... her fiery eyes. She was eroticism, pure sex. She took your breath away.

But Edu didn’t seem impressed. He wasn’t intimidated, and perhaps that was what inflamed her most. That he didn’t show a hint of weakness seeing her like this.

He accepted the insult without flinching, he had her cornered against the table, with her ass against the wood... and he brought one of his hands to one of her breasts, and grazed it softly, over the dress. She leaned back slightly, but didn’t push him away.

“What was that phrase you used to say to me?” he said while keeping his hand there, and I could feel her breast pulsating.

María looked at him, getting fired up, for better or worse, but she didn’t remove that subtle yet firm hand that began seeking to awaken her nipple.

María didn’t respond and he brought his face toward hers. To kiss her. I watched them, two meters away, once again witness to those bodies that deserved each other. His pristine white shirt, her dress that was coming undone. His aggressive beauty, with his deeply tanned skin and his thick hair and beard, and her lascivious and provocative body... He attacked her, and she, cornered, avoided that kiss and only offered him a cheek that satisfied no one.

Edu pulled back, but kept caressing her breast.

“What was that phrase...?” he insisted, constantly seeking conflict. “It was... something like ‘Fuck me to death...’ Remember?”

María wasn’t shaking her head no, but her gaze was. Annoyed. And I didn’t know if she was more indignant or embarrassed.

“And what else?” he asked as he moved his pelvis toward her sex and continued caressing her breast.

“You’re an idiot,” she sighed, her cheeks already flushed.

“Oh, yes... Well, let’s see, you said... How did it go...? ‘I want to be your whore, Edu...’ Remember?”

I could feel how María’s entire body temperature rose, from having him so close, from remembering the moment, or from her own embarrassment; her cheeks were burning and she looked at him painfully submissive.

At that moment Edu brought his mouth close to María’s again... and she turned her face, toward me. And Edu kissed her on the cheek, a loud kiss... and I trembled seeing María, who placed her hands on his waist, and who allowed Edu to subtly push her with his pelvis... and who let him bring his hands to the knot of her dress at the nape of her neck.

He didn’t delay any longer: he immediately untied, but with all the calmness in the world, the fastening back there, and María brought her hands to his ass, and I could feel her touch on Edu’s thin pants, while he revealed her breasts with parsimony, like lowering a light and vaporous curtain. Everything came to light there. And everything changed. Suddenly the impact of her naked breasts, enormous, pointing at him, with their sublime areolas, left the entire room without air. I swallowed again. And I looked at her. I looked at how she looked at me, and how she tried to disguise her agitated breathing, her mouth already slightly parted.

Her breasts fell heavy, yet subtle and beautiful, and pointed upward, and her nipples were erect as if they had been hungry all night. Those breasts put her in yet another dimension. They made her even more female. More woman. More sexual. More perfect. More animal. More chosen. More made for fucking.

Edu then brought one of his hands to María’s chin, turned her face delicately but firmly, and kissed her.

María, with her dress fallen to her waist, received the kiss and drew Edu’s body toward her, pressing harder with her hands on his buttocks. Their tongues made contact and I felt my cock stirring and vibrating. Edu held her face with one hand and with the other caressed one of her breasts, lifted it slightly and let it fall, and then did the same with the other. The kiss was restrained. It was slow and heartfelt in a way I had never seen them before.

It was he who broke the kiss just as I felt a thick drop moistening my underwear.

He pulled back a bit and looked at María's torso, and she felt a sudden blush, completely exposed.

“Where are you going with these...? My goodness,” said Edu, referring to her breasts, and seeking to make her uncomfortable again.

“You’re such an asshole...” she managed to say, pretending she didn’t feel exhibited and dominated.

“Oh, am I?”

“Yes, you’re an asshole and you think too highly of yourself.”

“Don’t I have reasons to... be that way?” he asked, cockily.

María said nothing and he continued:

“Maybe I do have reasons. Off the top of my head, I remember when you were riding me at my place, like crazy, and moaning... how did it go... ‘Mmm yes, Edu, you’re so hot...’ Remember?”

“No, I don’t remember.”

“Well, I do. And I thought I was going soft... because you looked pretty ridiculous with these huge tits bouncing and telling me how hot I am.”

“Are you going to stop?” María interrupted him, placing a hand on his chest to push him away, and he quickly removed her hand, taking both her and me by surprise, and again brought his face to hers, and again tried to kiss her, and she pulled away slightly, but then he turned her face again and kissed her once more, and she retreated a bit, onto the table, eventually climbing up on it, and then leaning back even further, until her head almost touched the wall, as he thrust against her with his pelvis again. The kiss became torrid and María embraced him and he pretended to fuck her, but with all their clothes in between, and she said something in his ear that I couldn’t understand... and he pulled back a little and told her no.

There was silence. María now completely reclined, supported on her elbows, with her breasts emerging upward and resting slightly to the sides... her entire torso naked, a torso that Edu caressed again with delicacy.

And he continued. Relentlessly:

“What did Rubén want? To fuck you tonight already?” he asked, as if it were nothing, while he caressed her décolletage, her belly and her breasts with his fingertips, making her blush more and her skin bristle.

“He wanted... to meet up.”

“No wonder. You without a bra... He knew it. He was hard as a mule. Getting harder and harder. And you noticed, didn’t you?”

“Yes...” María almost panted, trying to hide how those caresses were turning her on.

“And you loved it... didn’t you?” he asked, and she looked at me for another moment, and then looked at him, who was making small movements with his pelvis, back and forth, minimal, and María perhaps felt the urge to wrap her legs around him, but she didn’t, and her legs hung loose, and trembled a little, from time to time, betraying her and killing me.

They looked at each other... María’s gaze was pleading and his was controlling. And then he brought a finger to María’s lips, and her mouth parted, and he brushed her lower lip and it bounced back, and he placed it on her lips again, and María understood, and sucked that index finger, without taking her eyes off him.

She first wet his finger and then couldn’t contain herself anymore, and finally wrapped her legs around him, and began to suck his finger, as if it were his cock, subtly moving her head back and forth. Always without taking her eyes off him. And I couldn’t contain myself anymore either and began to unbuckle my pants.

The sound of my belt alerted María and then she looked at me, and she sucked on that finger and pulled Edu’s body toward her while looking at me. And I freed my member at the same time Edu removed his finger from there, which, soaked, he brought to one of María’s nipples... and he subtly fucked her, with clothes on, with that rhythm, while going to wet his finger in María’s mouth and then bringing it to her nipple, over and over, until the crown of her breast shone like never before and looked as hard as it was hypnotic.

It was like a dream again. Like the night of the wedding. My cock was soaked and a very dense, viscous thread connected the tip with a drenched underwear that I chose to push aside.

“Get down,” Edu said then, pulling away. Leaving her completely orphaned.

“What...?” she replied, burning, but confused again.

“Get down from the table. What was that thing you told me yesterday... That was true. About how it turns you on when I pull it out through my pants zipper, without undressing.”

Edu was speeding up. He looked completely sure of what he was doing. And María was processing, always a step behind, how he was leading her, and he was already preparing to fulfill what excited her: taking out that cock that drove her crazy through the opening of his fine pants, without undressing at all.

I felt my legs weaken and also that if I shook my member it would explode. This was as wonderful as it was bitter and heartbreaking.

And María looked at me, holding my hard but tiny cock, gathering the lower part of my shirt with my other hand to avoid staining myself, with my underwear and pants pulled down to my ankles. And I feared she would ask me to leave.

“If you haven’t wanted to tell Pablo how you sucked me off at my place, like a crazy whore, we can show him right here and now. Right?” Edu pushed, and I didn’t know how much longer she would put up with it.


CHAPTER 9

María had before her the man who excited her the most, who turned her on the most, but at the same time a man who seemed like she could rarely tolerate in few contexts.

She was getting down from the table, flanked by her voyeur boyfriend, clinging to his tiny cock, and by her former boss, who not only counted his fucks as victories, but each command.

As she got down, her dress slipped, and she made a gesture to hold it up, but finally let it fall, until it floated lightly to the floor, wrapping around her sandals. María was exposing herself, almost completely, and this time by her own decision, revealing a minimal light blue lace thong, which was almost like wearing nothing. Her taut buttocks fell in a pear shape on both sides of the refined lingerie; it was elegant, and probably expensive, but so provocative that it managed to be vulgar at the same time.

In black high-heeled sandals and that blue thong, she stepped out of the tangle of her dress, while Edu pulled out with less grace and more crudeness a dark, heavy, impressive cock, which looked as overwhelming and devastating as the first time she had seen it.

María shook her hair in a battle of egos: your white shirt, your fine pants, your colossal cock... and my heels, my thong, my magnificent breasts and my thick hair falling down my back. On the other side, me, always clinging to my minuscule member, wanting everything and nothing to happen, seeking María’s glances, and comparing Edu’s bearing and cock... with the ridiculous display I presented.

Edu said nothing about her thong, her amazing ass, her long legs specially sculpted by the heels; he showed no impact, and didn’t hesitate to order her to kneel, but she immediately responded, rebelliously, telling him to shut up.

María’s eyes went to that cock that tensed her, but she wanted to be in charge:

“Go to the bed,” she ordered him, strangely, as something out of context, with false authority.

“It’s occupied by your... strange fetishes,” he responded, finishing freeing his balls, which also hung enormously.

María looked at me and then at him. Perhaps deliberately, to compare my sad member with the dark grandeur marked by those enormous veins, and that violet glans that peeked from his rough skin, already shining, wet... that thick tip, that protruding head, which surely intimidated her.

“Look, María,” said Edu. “You’re going to suck me off right here and then I’m going to go to sleep, and afterward you two are going to sleep together here and work things out.”

“Oh, so you have it all planned out then...” she said, somewhat mockingly, turning toward him, letting me see more clearly her ass, her buttocks, and the fine blue fabric that outlined them. Up on those sandals, with that thong, her ass looked more desirable than ever.

After her reply, she reached out her hand... to grab it... Edu received her, with his hands on his hips, knowing how impressive and intimidating his cock was, full of ego, as always. And she, tense, though pretending almost as much confidence as him... ended up grabbing that member that had already given her so many orgasms. She grabbed it firmly, knowing how to handle it. And it seemed, for a moment, that she was playing at trying to wrap her hand around it, perhaps getting excited by confirming again that it was impossible.

I could feel the heat in María’s hand, her blood flowing, his living member, pulsating... and the hardness of that cock pointing horizontally toward her. I sighed seeing her like that and she then pulled that skin back, slowly, millimeter by millimeter, until completely revealing a pinkish, extremely wide glans, shining with transparent moisture. I could almost smell the cock scent that María was surely inhaling, having that monstrosity so close.

“If I go down... how long will you last?” she wanted to play.

“Not long.”

“Why?”

“Because... I’m quite loaded up...” he responded, rolling up the sleeves of his white shirt while letting her stroke his cock slowly, moving her delicate and fine hand toward him and back, with an desperately slow rhythm.

“Really? Haven’t you... unloaded recently?”

Edu, who still had his hands on his hips, let her continue jerking him off. María switched hands and tried again to encompass it, and moved her neck here and there, in a display, letting her hair swing across her back. He, with her torso within reach, didn’t succumb, and didn’t launch himself to devour those breasts that sought to provoke him. It gave every impression that she wanted to incite him and then decide whether to accept or reject him.

“No. I haven’t unloaded recently.”

“And that redhead?”

“We had a fight.”

“Well. What a shame...” murmured María, moving her hair again and bringing her thumb to the tip of that thing that was getting wetter and harder.

“Yeah...”

“How well does she fuck?” she asked then, using crude language, surprising me.

Edu sketched a small smile and said:

“Well... Very well. But she still lacks something. She shows promise, but she still lacks something.”

“How old is she?”

“I don’t know... twenty... twenty-two... What she does incredibly well is sucking it.”

“Oh, really?” María asked, distant and trying to be cutting.

“Yes. She’s an impressive cocksucker,” he provoked her, challenging her, and she released that brutal apparatus, showing all three of us that it was now clearly pointing upward.

There was silence. I felt like I couldn’t breathe. I was burning up. And it was María who spoke again:

“Do you put that kid on her knees... to suck you off?” María asked, and he didn’t respond. And María looked at him... and tossed her mane to one side... and initiated a movement, with her exaggerated and graceful body language... the movement of kneeling... and she did it showing off, enjoying herself, as if by doing it this way it was all chosen and not obeyed, as if it were dignified and not degrading.

She knelt, without looking at me, sending me into ecstasy... and I swallowed hard and trembled... seeing her like that, kneeling before him, with his cock in front of her face... And I saw how she pretended to delay the inevitable moment of taking it into her mouth, arranging her hair to one side of her neck. I could see her long back and her attractive ass, and Edu then raised his gaze and snapped at me:

“How are you doing, Pablo?”

“Good...” I said in a thin voice, and I repeated the same word, because I thought perhaps he hadn’t heard me, and I felt ridiculous.

I took a couple of steps to the side, to see better, and I did it clumsily, with my pants at my ankles, and I felt even more grotesque.

The image of Edu, fully dressed, dark-skinned, tall, with those incredibly blue eyes that could pierce through you, and with that magnificent cock protruding from him... and with María kneeling there... it was killing me. It excited me. It made me tremble. So much that I almost considered leaning on the bed, sitting down. Watching them. More calmly. But I didn’t move.

And María then placed one of her hands on his thigh, over his pants, and she brought the other to her mane, in a strange way, as if pretending she was going to put it in a ponytail, but without doing it; and so, with one hand forward and the other in her hair, she leaned toward that thing, and stuck out her tongue, and went for that rough, hard, dark trunk, and placed her moist lips there and began to kiss that endless shaft, without using her hands.

She kissed his cock, as if her mouth and his member understood each other much better than their owners. And she stuck out her tongue again and went for it, and she didn’t delay in licking that glans, thus making him finally gasp. And she, after that gasp that was a small triumph, withdrew her tongue, moved her mouth away, positioned herself better, arranged her hair more and, setting the pace, creating anxiety in him... she put it in her mouth, suddenly, the whole tip, filling her entire mouth with that dripping glans, provoking another gasp from Edu, louder, which motivated her to move her head back and forth, in exaggerated movements, so much that she raised and lowered his cock in an intentionally excessive sway.

Edu looked at me then, with his half-closed eyes, and I felt that he wanted to make me a participant, that he wanted to consolidate that, make it official. And he brought his hands to María’s mane, tangling his fingers in it while she continued sucking, and then he provoked her in a strange way:

“What amazing hair you have, you bitch. Tits... hair... You’re so loaded with everything...”

María looked up, with his cock in her mouth, surprisingly judged, but she didn’t stop, and continued working diligently, and turned her gaze forward again, and the sound of the blowjob became increasingly noticeable.

Everything was also getting hotter. More liquid. It was a watery, constant, crude, wet sound that resonated throughout the room. María’s blowjob was spectacular, although she could only fit the glans in her mouth, and even that demanded quite a lot from her. Even widthwise, she could barely encompass it.

She inhaled and exhaled air through her nose, which could also be heard rhythmically, and it wasn’t quite a moan, but it conveyed her dedication and agitation.

“That’s how she sucked it. Exactly like that,” said Edu, trying not to breathe jerkily despite the brutal work María was performing.

I, holding my weeping member by the base and not knowing what to do with my other hand, listened to him:

“Well, during the journey, in the car, she was already putting her mouth on my cock,” Edu continued, serious, accompanying the movement of María’s head, back and forth, with one of his hands... and he kept alternating hands, almost making a gesture of moving his hips back and forth as well, following her cadence.

“And then at home...” he continued. “Well, I say she sucked me off like this, but we were much dirtier than now, especially her, between the mud and everything else... You were a mess, weren’t you?” he asked mockingly, while he was almost fucking her mouth now, and caressing her face, and she, with her eyes closed, continued sucking, back and forth, while having to listen to how he gloated about what had happened fifteen days ago.

Edu then gestured for me to come closer. And, not without difficulty, I got rid of my pants, underwear, and shoes; and, knowing that from closer up the impact was going to be as impressive as it was terrible, I approached.

Just as I reached them, I lowered my gaze toward María, who, with her eyes closed, was rubbing the tip of his cock against her lips. My heart skipped a beat seeing, from my new position, how everything was more obscene and more liquid, as María’s neckline was soaked with precum and her own saliva… And one of her breasts glistened and looked drenched… with her skin, nipple and areola erect from so much thick fluid poured over it.

Still trying to digest that morbidly vulgar image, I heard Edu multiply the vulgarity:

“You love a good thick cock... don’t you...”

María didn’t respond, and he insisted:

“Put it in your mouth and say yes.”

And she put the glans back in her mouth and looked up at him. And she had no way to articulate words with that cock filling her mouth… so she nodded. She nodded twice, slowly, with his cock in her mouth, looking upward. With that sticky breast… and that look… and I couldn’t help but shake my member a little and had to squeeze myself to avoid coming.

“And…” he continued, “do you like them to cum in your little mouth?” he asked, seriously.

And she nodded again, with his cock in her mouth, slowly, without blinking, up to three times.

“And on your tits?”

And she nodded again, up and down, in very pronounced, long movements. There, humiliated, with his cock in her mouth, responding like that to his obscene questions.

“Do you want me to... cum on your face...?”

And she began a movement upward, as if to nod, and I thought again that I was going to cum, and then she continued the movement to one side, tracing a semicircle that seemed to end in a “no.”

“You don’t want me to unload my balls on your face?” he said then, especially crude.

And she didn’t move her head, neither denying nor nodding, she just looked at him, in an especially raw and intense way. Her eyes were watering, barely blinking, as if she were gone and at the same time feeling with more intensity than ever.

“Fuck...” Edu said then, “That look seems familiar to me...”

And I knew that last phrase was meant for me, telling me that this look, and this humiliated María, but at the same time enjoying herself, needed me, my presence. That without me they would just be fucking and that wasn’t enough for him. What I didn’t know was if María thought the same, if she had also reached that conclusion.

María then abandoned that soaked shaft and leaned even more, lower, more toward him, becoming obsessed, putting her face under those enormous balls, licking down there, again without using her hands. In an image once again extremely powerful and devoted that made my legs tremble.

Edu caressed her head, played with her hair and let her eat his balls while his cock throbbed dripping, sometimes bumping against María’s face. And he continued with his confession:

“And what happened after that…? I think you told me… that you wanted me to fuck you on the sofa, but you were covered in mud, damn it. And I told you I was going to the shower. And you followed. And I undressed and got in the shower, and you standing there, all dirty, looking like a pathetic slut… telling me… ‘what a cock you have…’ Remember?”

María didn’t respond and put one of his balls in her mouth and pulled on it a little, and then the other. Enduring that humiliating narration.

“Afterward you can tell him what happened in the shower,” he continued, “That you even got… sweet, remember? That you said… How did that go? I think it was… ‘soap up my tits’” Edu smiled, “Which even came out adorable.”

María endured his phrases and continued sticking out her tongue and sucking on those balls… involved… devoted to her shameful but voluntary task… and it was finally Edu who gently moved her face away a bit to speak to her:

“Do you remember or not?”

And María, kneeling, brought both hands to his cock, one in front of the other, trying to cover it entirely without succeeding, and shook her head.

“No?” said Edu, “And then… kissing in the shower… That thing you were saying in my ear all dirty… that about… ‘wash my little pussy’ or… ‘wash my cunt’ you don’t remember that either?”

“No…” she responded, but her word didn’t sound too solid… and she pulled away, visibly desperate and pronounced, again without too much consistency: “Shut up… and cum already.”

Edu then separated a bit more, so that she was left ridiculously alone, kneeling there, with her bathed breasts, her shining neckline, her wet lips, her burning cheeks, and her tearful gaze. And he said:

“Now you two fix your relationship, but in reverse. First you’re going to fuck and then you’ll talk about it.”

“You’re crazy…” María protested, in a whisper. Probably deep down disappointed that Edu was abandoning her, leaving her like this.

“No. I’m not crazy. Put it in her mouth,” he said. Saying it to me. And I was startled.

María didn’t say anything, but she seemed to hate him with her gaze, as she was looking at him, not at me. And I didn’t know what to do. I was extremely nervous, but even more aroused. I feared a terrible rejection from María. I didn’t know if I should or not. I moved a little closer to her, in case María gave me some clue whether I was authorized... but she made no gesture.

“Come on. Put it in her mouth,” he repeated, then grabbing his member… and I moved closer… and leaned toward her, approaching from the side, letting them look at and challenge each other face to face, and I brought the tip of my cock, soaking wet and hard… to her lips. And she didn’t open her mouth, nor close her eyes, and then she brought her thumb and index finger of one hand to my member… shook it minimally, and, looking at him, she took it into her mouth all the way.

I felt an immense heat, closed my eyes and shamelessly moaned an “Ohhhh…!” that resonated, bouncing off all four walls. I felt María’s tongue moving eagerly and relentlessly, hitting my member, and I opened my eyes and saw how she was devouring it, from the side, but looking at him.

María freed her hand and started sucking me in an incredible rocking motion, just with her mouth, and I, by the fourth or fifth back and forth, had to pull back and abruptly withdraw from her, to avoid exploding.

She, seeing that I was pulling away, stood up and said:

“Put on the harness then.”

But Edu, who had released his member, wanted to redirect her:

“No, no. No strange… toys… You need to reconcile… I don’t know how to say it… Being yourselves… In essence.”

And I understood the macabre game he was playing.

María then, killing me, pushed aside the two shirts and pants from the bed, throwing everything to one side of it. And she climbed onto the bed, positioned herself on all fours, with her back to me, and, looking toward Edu, said:

“Well, come on then.”

I looked at her impressive ass, her high-heeled sandals digging into the bedspread, her tiny blue thong, her breasts hanging from her torso… and how she was looking at Edu, and then he said to her:

“Put your fingers in your pussy.”

“What for? There’s no need,” she protested.

“Is there already… room?” Edu asked.

“As you can see, not much room is needed,” she concluded, turning her head backward, toward me, destroying me.


CHAPTER 10

I wasn’t sure if María realized that exposing ourselves like this to him could not only make me look bad, but her as well. Or perhaps she knew it as well as I did, and that was the reason for her obedience.

I got on the bed. I positioned myself, on my knees, behind her. Edu watched us and María watched him.

María’s ass looked as beautiful as it was striking from that position, and her light blue thong seemed even tinier. My cock remained hard, but perhaps it had never seemed so small to me... as it appeared explicitly and implicitly compared to the dimension of the buttocks exposed to me... and compared to Edu’s cock, which hung heavy and soaked.

I placed my hands on her buttocks, which felt cold. Their touch was so soft that all my hair stood on end as I caressed them... I wanted to enjoy, to savor it, it was my turn, and I also wanted to set my own pace. I began unbuttoning my shirt with one hand, while with the other I continued caressing one of María’s wonderful buttocks.

“Come on, Pablo, what the fuck are you waiting for?” she said, in a rather hurtful tone. And I was not only shocked by her despotic phrase, but I was also amazed at how she herself, after her question, took one of her hands back and pulled her thong aside, just enough for her sex to emerge, in front of everyone.

Her abruptness affected me, and even more so seeing her pussy, her tremendous pussy, with its fleshy lips, protruding outward; so prominent that it produced an impressive arousal in me, but at the same time they intimidated me to the point of fear.

I stopped my maneuver, without having completely unbuttoned my shirt. I moved closer. I aimed... María was now looking forward, with her palms resting on the bed. I rubbed the tip between her lips, parting them to enter, seeking with those caresses for her to emit some sound, but she didn’t. And then I pushed. I buried myself. In her. All the way. To the balls. And I moaned an “Ohhhh...!” that came from deep within me, while feeling immense heat and wetness. I could barely feel the walls of her extensive pussy, but I did notice a combustion, a colossal change in temperature. María didn’t emit, not even this time, a single miserable sound, not even a slight sigh.

With her thong pulled aside, her heels on the bed, and her hair falling down one side of her neck, she accommodated my small cock without flinching, apparently not feeling anything. Her splendid pussy, created for chosen studs, and my cock that wasn’t up to par, not only for her, but almost for sex itself, came into play.

I held her by the hip and began to penetrate her, back and forth, and to pant with pleasure, because with each thrust I felt more heat and more pleasure; always close to coming, from the beginning, always at the limit, despite the friction being almost nonexistent.

“What did Rubén want? Seriously now,” Edu asked then, and I looked at him, and saw how he watched us without flinching, with his cock, extremely thick, but receding.

“That. I already told you. To meet up,” María responded, with my cock inside her, but as if nothing was happening, in a tone not only normal, but even apathetic.

“Tomorrow... with him or without him... we could go to a beach around here, where there’s quite a bit of action,” Edu said again.

“What do you mean by action?” she asked, and I held her by the waist, and thrust a little harder, starting to... if not get angry, at least become impatient, as I couldn’t draw even a sigh from her.

“Well, that. It’s nudist... It’s a little corner. A small beach. It’s nudist and I’ve been told that sometimes things happen.”

“Nudist? And you’re going to a nudist beach with that?” María asked, exalting him while still not even breathing heavily. With her face turned toward him, and with her body moving back and forth from my thrusts; she swayed, regal, cocky, talking, bland, as if nothing was happening.

“Well, if I don’t get hard I don’t think anyone will be scared,” he said, surprised by her compliment, which wasn’t common, and in that informal, and quite friendly conversation, which wasn’t common between them either.

I continued penetrating her. Sometimes I panted more, and sometimes less. And sometimes my “Bufff” “Ohhh!” overlapped with her neutral phrases. It was terribly humiliating to fuck my girlfriend like this and have her not even whimper in the slightest. And the worst part was that her pussy remained wide open, as much or more than before, so the hopes that she would save me by emitting some moan were increasingly fading.

Then an exaggeratedly liquid sound was heard, emanating from María’s pussy, which showed an almost embarrassing flood; and I looked at Edu then, thinking he would have noticed that shameful sound, and that after it would come a hurtful comment, for her, for me, or for both of us. But I discovered that no, I saw that he was looking at his cock, and the three of us saw how a semi-transparent and very long thread hung from the tip of his member, which had originated in him, or in María, or from the mixture of the two, and he then decided to leave, to go to the bathroom, and we could hear him unrolling toilet paper, probably to clean himself.

Alone with María, I extended one of my hands to caress one of her enormous hanging breasts. I caressed her nipple and felt it was rock hard. But I didn’t know if that hardness was because of me or because of him.

At that moment of intimacy, I wished with all my strength that María would say something to me, anything that would tell me everything was okay, even if it was just “we’re crazy...” but something that would calm me and make me feel united and in harmony with her, with us.

But she said nothing. She didn’t moan. She didn’t gasp. She didn’t even breathe heavily. Which made me think that she probably wasn’t staying silent to play along with Edu, but because she truly felt absolutely nothing.

Edu returned, fully dressed, and I sped up, ready to come if necessary, as I couldn’t bear it anymore. I accelerated and the sound of my pelvis slapping against her buttocks became louder and louder, a clear “slap, slap, slap, slap!” echoing with crude clarity. And she moved back and forth as I thrust harder, hoping for a scream or a moan, anything, while her magnificent breasts swung heavily, and her pussy accommodated me without the slightest reaction, my cock swimming in that immensity, and more rapid “slap, slap, slap, slap!” I felt sweat on my back and chest, with drops even running down my armpit, soaking my shirt, but she wasn’t sweating, wasn’t gasping... and I sped up even more... and I slipped out unintentionally, my cock completely leaving her body and, while I was aiming to penetrate her again, she said loudly, as if performing:

“Honey, be careful... Don’t be so rough. Don’t slip out again, okay?”

Something surged through my body. I didn’t know if it was anger or what. She had never called me honey. Ever.

She had said it, moreover, in an especially haughty and arrogant way. And I understood, suddenly, there it all was. There was everything that excited María: her humiliating me, with him present, and him humiliating both of us... and at the same time her showing off, sexual, erotic, powerful, splendid... And it was difficult to understand how she could feel both humiliation and power, though it was now obvious that she was capable of moving and enjoying herself along that line.

I invaded her again. In silence. And Edu, witness to that embarrassing spectacle, said:

“Don’t tell me you’ve been fucking like this for four or five years, however long you’ve been together...”

María lowered her head forward. And said nothing. And I continued penetrating her... again, back and forth, starting a more measured cadence, but meaningful, at least for me.

Edu, after his degrading and provocative comment, didn’t smile or laugh. Instead, he picked up his mobile phone, and there, standing less than two meters away from us, began fiddling with it. He did this barely paying attention to how María, on all fours, with her thong pushed aside, was receiving my cock and rhythmically swaying, back and forth.

“Hey, by the way. What about Carlos? Have you heard anything from him?” asked Edu, without looking up from his phone.

“I already told you,” she replied, without turning toward him, letting herself be rocked by my thrusts, and I, I don’t know why, wished with all my might, at that moment, that... at least... she was receiving my fucking with her eyes closed.

“No, I don’t know anything,” he responded, and I sought slower but deeper penetrations, within my limitations, holding María’s hip with one hand while caressing one of her buttocks with the other. And I began to pant again... emitting those “Ohhh...” and those “Ufff...!” simultaneously as María told him:

“I already told you that one night he started writing to me and said he wanted to give me something, and I told him I didn’t want anything. Not for any reason. Just because... I didn’t understand...”

“Yeah...” Edu was saying as I panted and gasped those broken “Ohh-Ohh...” and saw through partially closed eyes how María was talking to him, her face turned toward him again.

“And that’s it,” she continued. “I already told you... that he showed up at my house and came with his daughter’s school uniform.”

“Ah, yes, that’s right, you told me,” Edu responded, and I let out an especially loud gasp, and María, turning back toward me, said in that neutral and insultingly passive tone:

“Come outside, honey.”

“Ohhh! Fu-uck...!” I moaned suddenly, and I stopped... I couldn’t take it anymore. I was coming. Exploding. There, gripping her hip and caressing her buttock... There was a silence, a drop of sweat ran down my abdomen, I felt hotter than ever... And I pulled out, to come outside, as she said: “Cover my whole back” and I jerked it once, with three fingers, and threw my head back... and I was unloading, amid my groans... I was coming and they kept talking. My moans overlapped with Edu telling her that Carlos was actually quite a strange man, and she responded that she had put the uniform in the closet, they had said goodnight... and nothing more... And I kept jerking myself, gone, shameless, wanting to soak María’s entire back... panting non-stop... until I finished with an “Ahhh...! Fuck...!” and opened my eyes, and saw how I had barely stained her buttocks a little, how her back looked pristine, and how almost everything of the little I had released had run down the shaft of my member.

“I talked with him a bit afterward... to discuss why he left like that the other night,” said Edu while I moved further away from her, noticing the hollow I left there, and again her enormous lips splayed outward.

“And?” said María. “Pablo, go get some tissue, please.”

“Well... nothing. He told me he left because he was feeling like he was in the way,” Edu was saying, while I got off the bed, leaving María there, on all fours, unfazed, talking with him, with a little semen on one of her buttocks.

I then went to the bathroom, unrolled some toilet paper. I cleaned the tip. And I stopped hearing them talk. I turned on the faucet. I washed my face. I looked at myself. I saw myself. I felt both good and bad. I felt both blessed and wretched... Sometimes I thought I understood everything, and sometimes that I understood nothing...

I grabbed some toilet paper and went out to clean María, but when I reached the bedroom I didn’t find her still and waiting for me, but... standing. In front of Edu. Kissing him...

Pain and arousal again. In equal parts. Only that could make me feel excitement when barely a couple of minutes had passed since I’d come.

María, standing there, with her bare breasts, with her high-heeled sandals and with her elegant and immodest thong perfectly back in place, was kissing Edu, who was fully dressed with his back almost against the wall. Their kisses were slow, but torrid. Their faces barely moved but you could feel their intensity, their desire, their mutual deservingness. And I saw my semen running down one of her bare buttocks... and I approached... and I felt them... and I began to clean María’s ass... with the toilet paper... while they kissed...

It was ridiculous. It was humiliating. But I was getting hard again. I couldn’t help it. I couldn’t control it. Again my cold hands and my heart pumping blood... And I finished cleaning her and stepped back a bit and saw how it was María who was maneuvering in Edu’s pants, and, between kisses, whispered in his ear:

“Take it out...”

And Edu let her do it, let her slip her delicate and fine hand through the opening of his delicate and fine pants, and then he said to her also in her ear:

“It’s soft... after your pathetic excuse for a fuck.”

“I don’t care...” she whimpered to him, with her eyes closed... And she took it out. Thick, fat, somewhat flaccid, but grotesque and aggressive... just as dark and with those veins growing.

“What a cock you have, you bastard...” she whispered, face to face, between kisses.

And she began to jerk him off, face to face, since thanks to her heels they were almost at the same height. Everything was accelerating. She moved back a little and jerked him with one hand. The sound of the skin of Edu’s cock, back and forth, echoed through the bedroom, faster and faster, more and more liquid... And he, with his cock out, and with his glans that appeared and disappeared, as the skin meant to cover it exposed and hid it at the speed María set, brought one of his hands to María’s face and caressed it, and then a finger to her mouth and she sucked it until a thread of saliva came to hang from her lower lip, and then he caressed one breast, and then gave it a small slap, a little pat on her tit, as he had already done the night of the wedding. And that sound of skin back and forth continued, and María, when she felt the cock hard, now horizontal, accelerated the jerking and her torso shook, and her tits swayed, and she began to pant. She panted from jerking him off with all the panting she hadn’t done with me while I was fucking her.

And suddenly she stopped jerking... spread her legs a little, brought her hands to the straps of her thong, and pulled it down a bit, not even a hand’s width... and grabbed his cock again, and pulled him toward her, making the tip touch, knock, call at the door of her sex. She rubbed it against her clitoris... and then threw her head back. She rubbed herself, rubbed against it, as if it were a dildo... She was going crazy, exposing herself, enjoying herself, showing off, enjoying that cock that parted her lips and attacked her clitoris that also bulged outward. And some “Mmmm...!”, “Ahhhmmm...!” became thunderous... and Edu said to her, seriously:

“Let go of it... And touch your tits...”

And she obeyed, leaving that cock free, straight, hard, in contact with her pussy. And it was he who took it and began to jerk himself off, always pressing, pushing with the tip against María’s sex...

And I could barely stand from what I was seeing, from what I was feeling. My cock hard again seeing how María, with her eyes closed, with her mouth half-open, with her head thrown back and with a thread of saliva hanging from her lower lip, caressed her tits, in strange, random, absurd circles... seeing how her hands trembled in those caresses and seeing how she whimpered while Edu jerked himself off, always with the tip of his cock in contact with her sex; pushing her, making her moan... until she panted a... “Put it in me...”, and he responded with a “No...” and she begged him: “Put it in me... fuck...!”, and she did so while writhing with her waist, with her pelvis, rubbing more... and all he had to do was bend his knees a little, to penetrate her, from below upward, but what he did was show how a dense, extremely dense, and extremely white drop, sprouted from the tip and tangled in the pubic hair of María’s pussy... and another drop, even more substantial, attacked her clitoris and fell heavily on her strained thong... Edu was coming and panted some muffled, grotesque, almost violent “Ohhh!”, but erotic, and María writhed with her waist, seeking more friction, seeking to get wetter and wetter with that hot liquid, while he let more and more semen fall on those swollen lips, on her protruding clitoris and on that extremely fine light blue fabric that had not been created to contain that pasty and extremely thick mass.

María opened her eyes. She looked at him. And he cut the thread of saliva that still hung from her mouth with his hand, a hand that he then placed on her face, in a gesture that was neither a caress nor harassment. And she turned her face slightly until she managed to suck his thumb. And then he, ecstatic and playful, pushed her a little, and she took a couple of clumsy steps backward, with her thighs bound and semen overflowing that strained thong.

“My God...” María sighed, looking down and seeing the pool that had settled on her thong, and also seeing her pussy and pubic hair splattered. And then, with her cheeks burning, she glanced at me fleetingly, while Edu recovered from his orgasm, seemingly ready to put himself away, this time not caring about staining his underwear.

I wanted Edu to leave. To leave as soon as possible. Because I wanted to see María. Feel her... Be with her... Especially after that last fleeting but clean look, despite the rest of her being a mess.

And fortunately, for once he seemed to read my mind and came to my rescue, perhaps involuntarily, but he barely uttered four words and, after a strange grimace, said he was going to the other room.

María said nothing. She remained still. Rooted there. Burning. With her pussy beside itself and dripping semen. With a puddle between her sandals from what was falling from her soaked thong. And I couldn’t take it anymore. And I approached her. But I didn’t try to kiss her, as she would reject me. And I moved closer. And I pressed against her. And I dared to kiss her neck, and she didn’t pull away. And then I cupped one of her breasts in my hand, feeling it extremely sweaty and sticky. And, after a faint and almost inaudible “what are you doing, Pablo...” I kissed her breast, wide, almost excessive, feeling on my lips a touch so heavenly soft that it made me tremble... and I continued descending... and I kissed her belly... And then I knelt before her.

“What... are you... doing...” she asked again, once more... Once more in a thread of a voice. And I, kneeling, looked up, and I saw her, and now yes that sweat, now yes those drops on her torso, between her breasts. Now yes that flushed face, burning. Now yes that bangs, damp, stuck to her face. Now yes, aroused, inflamed; the only one without her orgasm.

And a smell attacked me. A smell of pussy and semen... And I looked straight ahead and an enormous drop, white and thick, was oozing from her clitoris; all her pubic hair was a transparent and disordered puddle. One of the lips of her pussy looked battered, completely pushed to one side, and the other glistened and hung as if with a life of its own... And, lower down, her thong barely managed to contain a viscous and heavy pool, and an extremely dense thread penetrated and degraded her lingerie, falling like a stalagmite... showing me that Edu had come with brutal force.

“I’m not... doing anything, María,” I managed to respond, there, kneeling.

There was silence. She looked at me. I looked at her. And finally she asked, in a low tone:

“You want... to... lick...”

I said nothing. And she insisted, with that faint voice, but now in a whisper of affirmation:

“You want to lick... huh... Pig...”

And there was no need for me to nod. And she whispered:

“Lick from the thong, if you want. But don’t lick me.”


CHAPTER 11

I didn’t feel contempt directed at me in her last phrase. Or maybe I did. But it was a contempt that emanated from, that drew from, a familiar humiliation, an agreed-upon one. Contrary to what it might seem, those last phrases of hers… were ours. It was a shared degradation, a chain of power… that had become almost familiar.

“Come on, pig, do it now or I’m going to clean myself up,” she hurried me, despotically.

That new command didn’t hurt me, as I understood it was part of what came before. And I soon confirmed I was right, because as soon as I placed my hands on her shapely thighs and observed that soaked thong up close, I felt María lower one of her hands and caress my hair.

Like this. More calm. More protected. I half-closed my eyes and brought my face closer to that lingerie and smelled Edu’s semen deposited there, and the aroma of pussy made my naked cock throb, vibrating, bouncing.

I then stuck out my tongue and struck that lingerie from below, in small upward flicks that made what was pooled there rock like a ship adrift. The wetness was infinite. The thong was humiliatingly soaked… and if her lingerie was already soft by itself, now drenched… it was as if it were dissolving. And I ended up cutting, unintentionally, with my tongue, that thread of semen hanging from the thong, and a bitter taste overwhelmed me, and María, moving her fingers through my hair, whispered:

“You’re such a… pig.”

And that only emboldened me more, and I struck again with my tongue from bottom to top, causing with the thrust that semen to finally spill over onto my lips, into my mouth… The structure, the texture… was burning hot, strange, thick, and bitter... I noticed how my cock quivered as I tasted that dense pool that had rushed down one side of the garment toward my mouth. I was drinking Edu’s semen from that thong and it excited me, like in the dream I’d had. It was dirty, it was filthy, it was almost scatological, and that only excited me more; so much that I was shivering with cold, kneeling there, creating a contrast between my warm lips and mouth and the rest of my body. And I didn’t need to help myself with my hand, because that thickness was rushing down on its own, seeking an exit, as if seeking me out. And I finally raised my gaze, and I saw in María not reproach, but surprise, shock, and excitement.

“You’re crazy…” she moaned, with her eyes almost closed, playing with my hair between her slender fingers, while caressing one of her breasts...

I struck that thong again with my tongue, with traces of semen at the corner of my lips. It was all coarse, crude, but so sexual that we were both trembling. And María then lowered her hand, from her breast to her pussy, and rubbed that wetness over her clitoris, slightly opened her mouth, closed her eyes, and began to masturbate.

She was fingering herself with one hand. Flexing her legs. Panting. She released my hair and that hand went back to one of her breasts and I pulled back to watch her. With my lips wet and hot, I witnessed how she, with her legs spread and that strained thong, moved two of her fingers, from left to right, at great speed, over a clitoris, bathed by Edu, that wanted to make her explode as soon as possible.

A succession of “Ahhh!” “Ahhh!” “Ahhhh…!” began to thunder through the bedroom so that I wondered if Edu might be hearing it. It was a majestic image, but at the same time ridiculous, seeing her there, rubbing herself, flexing her legs, trembling, clutching one of her breasts, which she squeezed, making her nipple almost squeeze out…

“Oh… I’m cumming!” she moaned, suddenly in a low voice and at lightning speed, running the syllables together. And she opened her eyes and looked at me, with teary eyes, while she was going, opening and closing her mouth, rapidly, drowning in her orgasm, enjoying, imperially, her climax, with a ridiculous trembling, and adorning it all with “Ahhh!” “Ahhh!” “Ahhhhh!” that left her breathless and that made me understand everything.

María released her breast and her clitoris. Exhausted. And she remained with her eyes closed. And I stood up, and hesitated whether to caress her face, to wake her from her orgasm and kiss her, thus sharing Edu’s semen that still remained on my lips, but I didn’t dare… And I went to the bathroom… to wash my mouth.

Everything had been madness, but unlike the last time I had gone to the bathroom, the good clearly outweighed the bad. I felt good. While washing up, I thought that the next step would be to talk it through and fix things with María; we had the whole night ahead of us, and I was convinced that everything would turn out well.

When I was finishing cleaning up, I felt María passing behind me; completely naked, she handed me her soaked thong, leaving it on the sink.

“Wash it, please,” she told me, and I wasn’t quite sure what to do with it, while she seemed ready to get into the shower.

“Should I use soap?” I asked.

“At least get the semen off,” she responded, entering the shower with a neutral tone that gave me no clues about whether we were starting to be okay or if on the contrary there was still a long way to go.

She then closed the curtain, and it was this gesture that made me rule out showering with her and starting to talk about us there.

I then washed María’s tiny and delicate thong and left it hanging from the faucet. And I took off my shirt, sticky with sweat, and hung it next to a towel rack, on a hook.

I gave María some privacy and went to the bedroom, where I immediately saw all that clothing pushed aside in a corner of the bed, and I felt terribly ashamed… I took the two shirts: the one bought to excite Víctor and the one from the night in the parking lot, and folded them carefully. I did the same with the perforated leather pants and placed them next to the harness. Then I went to her suitcase and took out the bikinis and the rest of the clothes… normal clothes, and put all that disturbing fetish wear underneath, as if I could bury my mistake, not to say stupidity, and placed some t-shirts and her beach towel on top. While doing all this, I found her phone charger and left it in plain sight. 

María then appeared, wrapped in a towel, but with dry hair, and I knew it was time for reconciliation, that we both wanted it, even all three of us, but I didn’t dare take the first step at that moment, so I passed by her and headed to the shower.

There, with the lukewarm water hitting my face, I came to feel not only that the good had prevailed over the bad, but much more: I actually felt happy. I remembered, above all, María’s glances that had made me feel needed, looks during the most intense moments of that whirlwind of madness. And, above all, I had the absolute conviction that María loved me, that she hadn’t stopped loving me despite everything we had gone through and were going through.

I got out of the shower, dried myself, wrapped a towel around my waist and went to the bedroom. And I saw María, standing on the other side of the bed, wearing a long gray tank top, offering a side view of her bare breasts that made me realize my excitement was still latent; but, simultaneously with that sexuality, she displayed an innocence, as if dressed like that, with just that shirt, she appeared several years younger.

She was with her phone, standing near the exact spot where I had undressed to touch myself while she knelt before him. And I immediately realized my mistake, as it wasn’t her phone she had in her hands.

“Give me the PIN,” she said seriously, and I was immediately on alert.

She caught me by surprise. And, without thinking, I simply said:

“No.”

“Why not?” she asked, and I deduced this was about Begoña.

“Well… because no,” I responded, not too convincingly, having almost told her that I couldn’t, which would have been even worse.

“Oh. Very well,” she said sarcastically.

There was a silence and she finally turned toward me.

“How many times have you fucked? Tell me. I want to know.”

“Seriously, María… After what just happened, we’re going to talk about Begoña?”

“The Begoña thing is much more serious than what just happened. Tell me what you felt, come on. Did you feel something?”

I remained silent for a moment. I had lied to her several times, but I was incapable of starting our reconciliation with another lie. I knew I had felt something, even if it was small. My silence was immediately reproached:

“You’re unbelievable… I’m just stunned,” she whispered, overwhelmed, shaking her head and accusing me with her gaze. 

“I don’t know, María...”

“What do you mean you don’t know?” she asked, despotically, in what was now a full-blown argument.

“I didn’t feel anything,” I managed to respond. 

“Yeah, well, you took a bit too long to say that.”

“I repeat that I don’t understand… why we’re talking about Begoña now…”

“And I repeat that if you don’t understand that fucking Begoña, and moreover, feeling something for her, is much more serious than this… then you’re an idiot. Just like that,” she interrupted me, getting increasingly heated.

“Come on, María… Don’t fuck with me…” I said, quite annoyed by her insult.

“Don’t fuck with you what? Fine, give me the PIN and I won’t fuck with you anymore.”

“Then let me see your phone and I’ll see everything you’ve talked about with Edu.”

“But do you still not understand that it’s not the same thing?” she fumed. “Do you still not understand that what you did is cheating, with every fucking letter of the word, with a kid who also works in my office?”

“Look, María, if you’re going to be like this, I’m leaving,” I said, angry, but knowing that there was a lot of bluffing in that statement.

She said nothing and dropped my phone onto the bed.

On one hand, I could understand that she was right, but I also suspected that she, for whatever reason, was deliberately forcing the argument.

María then went to her suitcase, took her charger, and was heading to the nightstand to charge her phone. Meanwhile, I went to pick up my clothes from the floor and headed to the bathroom for my shirt, ready to leave, or pretending I would, and I was increasingly amazed that she wasn’t stopping me.

I returned to the room, already dressed, and she was standing with her back to me by the nightstand with her phone, and it didn’t seem like she was going to say anything. I picked up mine, which was on the bed… and I left. 

And I was walking out the door when I heard her voice, and for a fraction of a second, I thought it was her umpteenth salvation, but I heard:

“Take your backpack, won’t you?” she said, moreover, in a tone that wasn’t conciliatory at all.

I retraced my steps, grabbed my backpack... and looked at her. Now facing me. She looked up from her screen. We looked at each other. And I loved her. I loved her madly. Her hair fell in front of her face, that fringe partly covering her features. She was splendid, beautiful, youthful, special and incredibly alive. And I pronounced an I love you, in its purest form, but I pronounced it in my mind, not outwardly, not to her. I don’t know why. Perhaps because of an absurd pride that only emerged in moments when it shouldn’t.

And I said nothing. And neither did she.

And I left.


CHAPTER 12

I couldn’t understand how five minutes ago I felt happy and thought everything was heading toward reconciliation, perhaps difficult and lengthy, but with a good ending, and moments later I found myself in my car not even knowing whether to go to the rented apartment or to our house.

My first outburst was almost one of anger, especially because of that insult of hers. And then it got worse, as a sick distrust began to assault me, since the argument had seemed so out of nowhere that I struggled to see any explanation other than that she wanted to be alone with him. The theory, the tale, that they both needed me sounded at that moment too good to be true.

I was so absorbed in my reproaches toward them, toward her, that I got lost, and, stopped at a stop sign, I saw out of the corner of my eye how my phone lit up. I knew instantly that, despite all my complaints, I wished with all my soul that it was her asking me to come back.

—“For now I only ask that you engage in self-criticism.”

That’s what I saw on the screen and I didn’t know what to feel anymore, because there was anger, but at the same time that “for now,” which completely threw me off.

I wrote and deleted several times. I protested, disapproved, recriminated and deleted again. Then I wrote: “Don’t fuck Edu tonight, please,” but then I deleted it. Finally, I didn’t respond at all.

Minutes later, already arriving at the apartment, my phone lit up again, and once more, naively, I thought María would apologize or demand my return, but I found that Begoña was asking where I was. I didn’t respond to her either.

It wasn’t until I was in the solitude of my sparse rented cubicle that I wanted to make the voluntary effort to seek that self-criticism she was asking for. I read her phrase on my phone, forcing a ritual, as if by seeing the written word I could better reach its meaning and therefore deeper inside myself. But within seconds everything blew up, because at the top of the screen appeared the message that Edu was sending me a video. A video just for me.

I put the phone aside. I turned it over. I had the feeling—no, the conviction—that that video would represent the revelation that their needing me was a farce. I knew that in that video would appear a María, in her hotel room, completely surrendered. And the worst part, the most painful, was that I couldn’t blame her... or not just her... because I got excited immediately, with a huge part of the guilt then falling on me.

My member had hardened instantly, and I undressed trembling, wanting to celebrate, comfortably, what I was about to see. And the more the eagerness to see grew, the more the guilt grew.

But, as soon as I played the video, it barely took a second to discover that the only guilty parties derived from that file were me, for getting excited and desiring María’s surrender, and Edu for having recorded it. Because in the video appeared me, thrusting into María with that initial slow rhythm, and her, on all fours, looking ahead, with that expression of not feeling absolutely anything. The bastard Edu had recorded us while we were fucking, if that silent in-and-out could be called that.

Edu was thus laughing at me, at us, without the need to add any text to that utterly sad intercourse.

I didn’t respond to him. As if my indifference could counteract his attempt at humiliation, but I knew, we knew, that the humiliation was effective, real, and even accepted, not to say sought after.

And I thought then about how I was going to trust that man. How to trust that it was true that he wanted the good of the three of us, and that he needed me. How to trust that he hadn’t gone to María’s room the moment he heard me leave. How to trust that he hadn’t contacted Rubén to try to ensure the night didn’t end so soon... And, again... I desired it. I lay down on the bed and desired all that to happen, and more, and more; and for him to fuck her, and for that waiter to fuck her too, and for María to remember me, or not... but for her to come countless times... For Edu to put it in her from the front and Rubén from behind, and then for them to switch... And for that whole hotel to find out that a woman was enjoying, like crazy, not just one man, but two... For them to fuck for hours and end up drenched in sweat, all three; her in the middle, destroyed, open, surrendered... Grateful. And I masturbated, to the end, with that fantasy that I wanted to be real... feeling terribly guilty even before finishing my orgasm.

And I fell asleep, covered by guilt and by that white liquid whose quantity and thickness was so ridiculous that it wasn’t even worth cleaning up.

I saw how the sunlight illuminated a disheveled bedroom, so I knew I was in the morning after my argument with María, and that therefore I faced another day without her. I checked my phone, with a mixture of anguish and desire for that uncertainty to end, and I found again nothing from María and again the insistence of Begoña:

—“Is something wrong with me or has the queen got you on a tight leash?” she asked, always with that hint of inconsequential joviality.

Seeing the time she had written it, I knew she had stayed up late; I deduced she would have been out partying and would have remembered me, and in a way it comforted me, because at least someone seemed to have demanded my presence.

I responded that I had no problem with her, and it was true.

And soon I found myself enjoying the suffocation and pain of knowing that María was with Edu. I reflected that, deep down, I also wanted Edu there, because otherwise I would have sent María the video that he had recorded of us, to unmask him, to confront them, but I hadn’t done it... And I realized that I always wanted, imagined and desired forward, and it was that Edu had confessed part of his sex with María that I didn’t know about, he had explained to me their kisses at his house that night when María had gone there to reproach him, but my desire always went toward wanting more, imagining more, like a vehicle without brakes going downhill.

Hours passed and I made no effort to occupy my time seeking social life, as I could have done on a Saturday. Instead, I connected briefly with my laptop to look at work things, ordered food delivery, and immersed myself in the masochistic suffering of wanting to feel the loneliness and helplessness of knowing they were together.

My imagination was tormenting me and I compulsively checked my phone… anxious for her to save me or for Edu to destroy me. I wanted both things equally.

Evening was falling and the anguish wouldn’t stop, until my phone lit up, and it was Edu writing to me:

“We can’t give you any more chances. I’m sure you’re over there jerking off like a monkey instead of being here.”

With trembling hands, I replied:

“Are you still with María? Are you at the beach?”

“That’s right. We’re at the beach. She’s been texting with Rubén all day. Don’t thank me.”

I didn’t know how to respond. I was extremely nervous. I had the feeling there was something more, that there had to be something more.

“Anyway. I’m writing so you’ll finally get your ass over here,” he continued. “I’m leaving for Madrid in a couple of hours and there’s a dirty boy here who wants to play.”

I read that several times, trying to digest it, I didn’t know why but everything felt especially strange to me… And then I received the location of where they were.

“Does María want me to come?” I asked.

I let two, three minutes pass… No response.

I didn’t know what to do.


CHAPTER 13

Often it’s the smallest detail that makes you take one path or another; like María’s shower curtain from the night before or that “for now” that was part of the last thing she had written to me. In this case, the detail was Edu saying he would leave in two hours, which meant that shortly after I arrived there, he would go, leaving me alone with her.

Two horizons opened before me, the ones that marked my life: the morbid one of being with them at the beach and the one of love, because once Edu was gone, I wouldn’t let María escape without talking things through and fixing them.

I checked my phone again, but I had almost completely given up on any response from Edu. Nor did I expect anything from a María whose current state plus nature equaled: anger and pride.

I opened the window then, letting my anguish ventilate, and suddenly found myself facing an early summer afternoon; a warm afternoon that wouldn’t last much longer, especially if I didn’t hurry.

I dressed in swim trunks and a T-shirt, and repacked my backpack with the basics to face that encounter about which I knew nothing more than Edu’s disconcerting lures.

It wasn’t until I was in the car, again on that route I was taking for the third time in twenty-four hours, when that thing about Rubén and that “dirty one” expression, which I wasn’t even sure I really understood, startled me more concretely. But I sought self-control to avoid having a heart attack from overthinking, as if looking for resistance against falling into Edu’s traps.

The journey felt strangely short. I didn’t know the area very well. I parked as close as I could to where my phone indicated. The sun was falling rapidly behind the small beach I could already see, but the heat seemed to want to stay a while longer, reverberating from the sand and stones. My feeling was one of hurry, that everything was rushed and against the clock. I didn’t know what to expect, what to want.

I walked a few meters along some boards and went down a dirt slope until a small sandy area appeared before me, secluded, forming a mini bay that seemed peaceful yet somehow deceptive. And I saw Edu and barely anyone else, just two or three people further away, and then I saw María, in the water up to her waist. The sea seemed completely still, as if María had paralyzed it.

I swallowed hard. I lowered my head. And I approached where Edu was lying on his back. And I glanced sideways at how María, about fifteen or twenty meters away, turned and saw me; she had to see me, and I saw her triangle bikini, a dull pink color, or almost salmon. A bikini chosen by María at some point and by me the night before.

I was intoxicated and intimidated by the silence, broken only by tiny waves that gently and rhythmically hit the shore. And I wanted to join Edu, as if we were a strange team, or at least as if we wanted similar objectives, but as soon as he sensed my presence, he made a gesture with his hand; an autocratic, inconsiderate gesture, as if indicating that we could be together but not mixed up, that I could settle in but wasn’t authorized to break up the couple, that in that cove, even though I had arrived, we wouldn’t be three, but two and one.

It didn’t seem terribly bad to me, and I told myself that I was letting him win that battle, as long as I ended up winning the war afterward, which consisted of being left alone with María before too long.

I spread my towel a few meters from where he was lying with his legs stretched out and his elbows propped up. And, while removing my T-shirt, I retained the image of Edu: with his somewhat short, navy blue swim trunks, his defined abs, his muscular legs, his outlined pectorals, his blue eyes, his dripping beard, and his medium-length hair swept back, which indicated to me that he had just completely bathed; unlike María who seemed more reluctant to enter a June sea that was still cool, and whose hair looked voluminous and bone-dry.

I then adopted a posture similar to his, which produced a devastating comparison between what he offered and what I presented. And I didn’t blame myself, who in swim trunks with my member safely tucked away displayed a normal body for a man in his thirties, but I had to admit that, for once, there was only merit on his part and no demerit on mine.

But soon my bodily analysis shifted from us to María, who was coming out of the water in long strides, pulling slightly on the straps of her bikini bottom upward, in a flirtatious movement, knowing she was being watched. And I noticed that bikini had a shape and suggestion similar to the famous red one that had given me so many exciting moments. And what came next was a slow walk, falsely embarrassed, like a studied timidity; and her belly looked flat, and her legs appeared long, and her breasts swayed hypnotically, wanting to overflow, especially at the sides, a bikini created to contain fullness, but not to repress fullness plus movement.

She finally reached Edu and the show then went to her hair, as she detached her mane from her neck in an exaggerated display, squinting her eyes, as if complaining about the sticky heat with a sigh that was almost a moan... And after that gesture, which she seemed to want to swear was casual and not sexual, she looked down at him. And then she looked at me. And then to the other side, where there seemed to be another couple, but Edu was blocking my view. In such a way that she was performing a spectacle where Edu was the orchestra seats and I, and whoever was located on the other side of Edu, were the side boxes.

With her hands on her head, holding her hair with both, thus freeing her neck, she made a gesture to him, as if indicating she was going to sit down. And she wasn’t doing it on her towel, but, with her back to him, she settled between his legs, facing the sea. Edu accompanied her movement by separating his legs, giving her that space, and I trembled seeing that they looked like a normal couple, that they looked like boyfriend and girlfriend.

And what was even more subtly painful was that, immediately after, Edu sat up a little, raising his torso, and, after gently moving her hair aside, placed a tender kiss on her back, a kiss that I could hear.

And then I knew something that, this time, had absolutely no positive aspect to it whatsoever, which was that this was no longer just about fucking.


CHAPTER 14

Not only could I hear the kiss on María's skin, but I could feel it, and I felt it as if it were a first time. This was something that had happened to me several times in recent months—seeing her, feeling her, as if she were a new María, yet to be discovered, like what someone unfamiliar with her would feel.

She tilted her head forward, exposing her neck, revealing not just the knot in the middle of her back but also the one at the top. Edu had his chest almost pressed against her back, which meant María must have been feeling his well-known and prominent feature against her buttocks or lower back.

As a result of Edu's movement, I could finally see the other box seat, and I spotted a couple, perhaps in their twenties, not particularly tanned despite my impression that they were regulars—he was even quite pale—and what stood out about him was his straight, long brown hair and his beard that aspired to be thick but wasn't quite there, like a youthful attempt that fell short. What stood out about her were her green eyes, visible even from my position, and darker, coarser hair; both were sitting side by side, farther from Edu and María than I was, and both were completely naked, showing little to no restraint in their observation.

I thought that to them, the couple—the lovers—were those two attractive people, and I was just another voyeur. That thought excited me.

Suddenly a breeze hit me, making me inhale the stimulating smell of the sea. María was looking straight ahead, and I didn't know if she had also received that breath of air, but what she definitely received right away were Edu's hands, which began to go further... and started caressing her breasts, over her bikini, with unusual gentleness and delicacy. Edu was massaging her breasts, over the thin fabric, one hand on each breast, and it wasn't long before she slightly raised her gaze and closed her eyes.

And he whispered something in her ear and she didn't respond, didn't smile, simply remained still, drowsy, swaying, and then he abandoned that massage to bring his hands to her neck... and then to her back, untying both restraints, until achieving, without resistance, her breasts breathing free. And I was left breathless seeing the grandeur of what was exposed, the wonder of those exquisite breasts emerging free, pure and large, and how Edu pretended to be delicate and returned to that massage, but this time skin to skin, each hand on one breast; he caressed them and then squeezed them a little... and he began doing it while looking to one side, and that side wasn't mine. And María opened her eyes and parted her lips at a moment when a caress became somewhat rough, and she rewarded the couple with that complaint that was almost a moan, and then with a look... and then me with another.

The caresses continued and I could feel everything: the almost supernatural touch that Edu enjoyed while caressing her breasts, the excitement of the voyeuristic couple who must have been wondering how far they would go, and my jealousy, my pain, and the arousal that made me tremble and break into a cold sweat.

María then stood up, light and improvising, and, without looking back, headed again toward the shore, and one could see her buttocks partially covered by her bikini bottom, showing firm buttocks, more covered than when she wore the blue thong, but equally attractive. And breasts that, even though I could only admire her from behind, peeked out from the sides of her torso, swaying, free... Creating almost more arousal from that rear perspective than what it might be from the front, because that peeking showed, but didn't show, and confirmed she was among the chosen ones.

While I admired her, Edu was removing his swimsuit and placing it carefully beside him, revealing a colossal cock, which fell heavy and somewhat swollen, until it hit the towel and rested there. And I looked beyond and the couple didn't seem startled, but they didn't miss a detail of the freed cock, of that man's incredible body and of the wild woman who was entering the water again.

There, people acted, not just looked, thought and pondered. As if everyone present wanted to teach me a lesson, about attitude, about life. María exposed herself, Edu provoked and showed off, and that straight-haired boy stood up and also headed toward the sea. I could see his hairless body better, without any hair, and his total nudity, even in his pubic area, and without absolutely any accessory; unlike his girlfriend who seemed to have some necklace and some anklet, and I couldn't understand what he intended, but that kid walked with a firm step, showing a flat and almost milky buttocks, and thin legs, and a thin but long cock, and tight balls that barely hung.

María's blush was noticeable as she felt him approaching, but the boy didn't stop until he was barely a couple of meters from her. Both of similar height and both with water covering them up to their waists. Silent, but aware of each other's close presence. And she ended up turning around and I didn't know if he had said something to make that happen or if it had been her own decision. And that boy suddenly received the visual impact of her naked torso, as she played, restless, and not without embarrassment, with her fingertips on the water's surface, and moved her hair here and there, and I enjoyed her shame, and that boy enjoyed her impressive breasts, and they became entangled in an uncomfortable, stalled conversation of short phrases, which I could by no means hear.

And then I also took off my swimsuit, discovering, without knowing it, that I was completely hard, and that it was the hardest cock on that beach, but still the smallest.

With my cold hand, but warm body, I pulled back the skin of my member a bit and observed a perfect, spherical, and semi-transparent drop that crowned it all. And then I looked around and confirmed that there were no more people, no more than the five of us. And then my gaze went back to the sea and I was surprised and shocked to see that shameless boy, discourteous to the extreme, closer to María.

She was wetting her arms with her hands. First one and then the other. With wandering, timid movements. And to do so, she leaned forward, and her breasts bounced slightly, completing the image that the brazen skinny guy must have been enjoying. And then he moved closer, and I even began to wonder if he would try something, and she looked toward the shore, toward Edu, and I trembled, involuntarily and violently, like a thunderclap, suddenly fearing that she was asking for permission.

I then looked to my left and saw that Edu wasn’t focused on them at that moment, because the girl had gotten up and was close to him; an attractive-faced girl, with bright green eyes, but with a thin body that offered little, hardly any curves, with small breasts and areolas and nipples like a boy’s, and I confirmed a kind of bracelet, or several, on her ankle, made of leather and threads of various colors; and, as shameless as her companion, she had approached Edu, displaying a sex hidden by bushiness, but he not only didn’t get alarmed, but what he did upon seeing her so close was shake his head. And the girl didn’t take another step forward and showed the palms of her hands, as if to say she understood and wouldn’t insist.

But if Edu had that ease in being clear, María wasn’t achieving it in the same way, as she continued to be almost harassed by that lanky guy, who was making obvious gestures with his hands, and I tried to guess what he was saying to her, until I concluded that he wanted to explain or convince her to let go, to free herself completely... I deduced, from all those gestures and her embarrassed half-smiles, that he was telling or proposing that she also remove her bikini bottom. And she smiled uncomfortably, and shook her head, more times than Edu, who had only needed one.

And they fell silent. And the girl remained standing, close to Edu, neither approaching nor moving away. And then that boy did something that threw me off and excited me in equal measure, which was that he lowered his hand... until it was submerged, and everything seemed to indicate that he was grabbing his member while looking at her. And María immediately diverted her eyes toward the horizon, uncomfortable and embarrassed, as his gesture seemed completely inappropriate and even out of context. And she avoided looking back at him, but fully aware that the boy was caressing or masturbating himself, shameless to the point of rudeness, just a meter away from her.

Edu sat up a bit, finally showing some concern. And I, trembling, also lowered my hand, and felt bad, and let my member throb freely again.

I couldn’t bear that tension and couldn’t stop watching how that boy was making her uncomfortable, and you could minimally see his elbow... back and forth. And then she turned toward him and he stopped his movement, standing with both hands on his hips. And she said something to him and he responded. And she turned around, toward the shore, shocking me again with the frontal view of her breasts, and chose to leave the sea, leaving that bold and insolent local there.

Once again her exit from the water, but this time with real uneasiness. Once again her long stride, but this time with her breasts free, her wide, pinkish areolas and her hard nipples, either from what had happened or from the cold. Splendid, full, mature and developed compared to the boy, and clearly tense, she approached Edu and gave me another look, until she stopped standing in front of him, and extended her arms downward, and clenched her fists, and shivered a little.

Edu stood up, displaying that cock that hung enormously, almost to the middle of his thigh, humiliating me and defeating that boy who remained in the sea, and he received her without saying anything.

“I’m cold,” she whispered.

“Then take off your bottoms. They’re wet,” he told her, dismissively, and perhaps having understood the same thing I did about what the boy had asked her, and who knows if annoyed because she hadn’t agreed.

“I don’t have another one,” she said.

“Don’t play dumb,” he retorted, serious, knowing that the debate was about her nudity, about freeing her pussy... not about changing clothes. And then he circled around and positioned himself behind her, both with their backs to the sea, and almost facing me and that girl who was returning to her frayed sarong, which served as a towel.

He embraced her from behind and kissed her neck, killing me. They appeared like two lovers, like two sweethearts. And the boy was returning, with his cock swinging, showing an evident erection though far from maximum, and he missed how Edu lowered his hands to María’s bottoms, from the sides, and pulled them upward, making her wet pussy tighten and become outlined. She closed her eyes and let him repeat that movement. María felt his naked cock against her ass, while her sex was tightened and released, loaded and ventilated, and he ended up separating the bottom from her body, a little, forward, and looked down, at her pubic hair, which emanated, trimmed, cared for and curly, and who knows if discovering and seeing that her excitement was already making her lips protrude outward.

That boy reached his partner, sat down beside her, and didn’t miss a detail of the end of that session that Edu offered us; he didn’t hold back from watching how that pussy marked the bottom and how María closed her eyes, nor did he hold back from looking again at those breasts that fell heavily on her torso, crowned by exorbitant nipples, from the cold and from her companion’s games.

Edu finally abandoned his torture of the four of us, as he seemed not to suffer, and returned that bottom to its place, and subtly caressed María’s buttocks, who opened her eyes, and looked at them.

And I wanted my look, I wanted confirmation that I was necessary and that she wanted me, and then Edu said:

“Shall we go for a walk?”

María sketched an affirmation in a neutral and apparently calm tone, and approached a beach bag that I didn’t recognize and that I thought she might have bought that very day; and she bent down, giving that boy a gift, killing him, as her breasts fell enormously, and she rummaged until she grabbed a garment, pink, and that was the gift that was for me, because I immediately understood that she was putting on the pink shirt, the one bought to excite Víctor, and she looked at me while she dressed in it, and she looked at me while she rolled up the sleeves, and she looked at me while she pulled her hair out from under the shirt so it would fall outside and not inside... And I felt a sudden love for her. And she took her gaze away from me, and finished rolling up her sleeves, but made no attempt to button it up.

They were heading toward the shore: Edu with his enormous cock hanging and with his sturdy, fleshy and rounded ass, and with a muscular back, but without excess, and María accompanied him, with her wet bikini bottom and with that pink shirt, which didn’t fit the context, being dressy, meant to be worn with a suit, but she knew how to give it the casual touch no matter how difficult it was, and she wore it open, making no effort to cover herself... which delighted all of us, and herself, with the heart-stopping image of her swaying breasts as she walked.

I was so hypnotized watching how they reached the sea and began to walk, very slowly and parallel to the shore, that I was late in seeing how the girl, sitting next to whom I had assumed was her boyfriend, slipped her hand between his legs, and caressed his long though narrow cock at first, then discreetly and slowly jerked him off.

I didn’t trust Edu, and that’s why it seemed to me that each kiss, each embrace and that walk, were nothing but a pretentious demonstration that he could steal her from me whenever he wanted.

I then turned my eyes back to that boy and his partner and was surprised because she was looking at me. She was looking at me while jerking off her boyfriend, but she wasn’t looking at me in a friendly or enticing way, but rather something closer to disapproval.

I quickly lowered my head, somewhat intimidated, and thought that they seemed younger, but more confident, so much so that they were intimidating. And that intimidation seemed to reach its peak in her green eyes... so defiant that they had made me look away, uncomfortable, and I wondered if she had asked me with her gesture to leave, as if perhaps she blamed me for María and Edu not explicitly interacting with them. Perhaps she knew, even better than her boyfriend, that that couple wasn’t something that appeared there every afternoon, and she couldn’t afford the luxury of wasting it, especially because a voyeur scared them away.

I took a breath. I sighed. I was excited and uncomfortable. And I was also starting to feel a bit cold. And I dared to look again at the couple, and the boy was reclining on one elbow, and thanks to that he allowed me to better see the girl’s maneuvers on his crotch. And he was watching Edu and María’s walk, her swaying and showing off, and then he said, in a clear and distinct tone:

“What a stuck-up bitch...”

He said it in a loud tone, and after saying it he looked at me, and I tensed up. I was convinced that he had said it so that I would hear it, and I was surprised by the nonsense that his girlfriend was trying to throw me out while he was seeking some strange camaraderie.

And his girlfriend was also looking at them and caressing his cock, and the boy turned his gaze back to the sea and calmly enjoyed his partner’s caresses and more tensely enjoyed María’s haughty and exhibitionist walk. And then he whispered another phrase of contempt toward her, and his girlfriend responded to him, and I heard isolated words, and I got the feeling that they were analyzing their bodies, his cock, her tits, and criticizing the haughtiness of both.

I turned my gaze back to the sea and Edu was entering the water and she was waiting for him at the shore, with her back to us.

I sighed, rigid... With as much desire to leave as desire to participate in some way. Whatever it was, but my situation, static, was killing me.

But Edu’s bath barely lasted at all, and he was soon coming out of the water and they were already heading back to their towels: exuberant, imposing. María’s splendid and free breasts... Edu’s cock that swayed from side to side. Her dense mane and long legs. His perfect abs and chest. It was all a humiliation that I self-culminated, lowering my gaze again, and recreating myself in how my minimal cock fell to one side, semi-erect and with a shiny tip.

They didn’t look at us when they arrived, not at me to avoid rewarding me too much, not at them to avoid inciting them too much. And Edu, soaked, went to his backpack, took his phone and lay down on his towel, face up. And María, with her shirt completely open and with her still damp bottom marking her sex, watched as his cock fell heavily, upward, onto his abdomen.

It hurt me, but there was not only desire but also unease, restlessness and even nervousness in María’s gaze toward his body. It ecstasied her, tensed her, made her remember and made her know, as it was a sure value. And, while he checked his phone as if nothing was happening, she hesitated, but ended up deciding and sitting astride him.

Everything was suddenly happening very quickly, from him bathing and away from us to having them there, so close, and her on top of him. And María moved her shirt aside a bit, in an ostentation, in a strutting, letting everyone see everything, and placed her hands on his belly, on both sides of that piece of flesh that didn’t seem consistent with his complexion, although sinewy, rather thin.

And María subtly caressed that belly and that cock throbbed, and that twitch no longer allowed her to resist any more, and she picked it up, gently, peeling it off his belly, and she looked at them, who, still, feigned normality. And she looked at them while caressing that thing... as if showing off, but showing off through him, and for him. She was telling them with her gaze that that was hers, and then she moved her shirt aside a bit and told them that it was hers by merit thanks to those sublime breasts; and it was that Edu’s body forced her to assert herself and show off until proving that that was at least a tie.

Edu continued checking his phone, as if nothing was happening, and María began a calm, thick, and heartfelt handjob, with one hand, then with both, pausing to look at them and resuming without flinching, and that massive cock grew more and more, showing us that there was nothing smooth about it, not a centimeter without a fold, without a vein, without something that made it as unique as it was animalistic.

María pretended that it didn’t affect her, but her breasts seemed to grow and her cheeks appeared to burn with each stroke. The tip of Edu’s cock already glistened wetly over the violet darkness of his glans, and she would occasionally look down and almost serpentine with her hips, minimally, by instinct, rubbing against nothing but imagining everything. And he continued with his phone while they remained still and I remained still, until she stopped the handjob, leaned her body forward, and kissed his neck, and, placed her face in front of his, very close, and whispered:

“They’re... watching us.”

“Of course,” he responded.

“How’s the girl?” María whispered, with her breasts falling, brushing against his chest.

“Not bad. And him?” Edu asked quietly.

“He... pretends to be a hippie, but he’s just a weirdo,” María responded, mocking.

“Really?”

“Yes, and dirty, like you said. His cock smelled even underwater.”

“Don’t exaggerate.”

“I’m not exaggerating,” she responded, brushing her hair aside, making her entire mane fall to the same side of her neck.

Their complicity hurt me, and I feared they might be hearing them, and then Edu caressed her ass and she kissed his neck again and then one nipple and then the other, and Edu’s torso was caressed by her kisses, her tongue and her breasts that fell, massaging his abdomen, and he surely even felt her nipples marking his skin.

María continued slithering downward, and he put down his phone and the girl stood up, but didn’t advance, and Edu looked at her while he brought one of his hands to María’s head, which was a pink blur that kept going down and down, sliding and kissing, wetting that torso and those pulsating abs in a trail... And Edu then brought one of his hands to his member and directed it until placing it beside María’s face, like a thick and long mast that stood erect boasting of its dimensions... And María looked at him, with his cock beside her face, and she took it with her hand, and gave it a kiss in the middle of the shaft, while looking at him, and it was impossible for her to hold back any longer... it was impossible for her to keep resisting putting it in her mouth.

Edu then noticed that the girl was again trying to approach and once more indicated with his hand that she should stop, that she shouldn’t come any closer.

And we could all instantly feel what he felt, as Edu let his head fall back, at the precise moment when the heat caused by María’s mouth invaded him. My girlfriend put the entire tip of that cock in her mouth, and looked at him, but he had let himself go backward... exhaling a snort... and only had the strength to bring one of his hands to her head... to make her go down a little more.

I sighed then, and closed my eyes... tense... nervous... sweating, but at the same time cold... I wanted to feel, to store in my retina that image of her putting that cock in her mouth... and moreover surrounded by that girl, obedient for the moment, still, standing, without authorization to approach, and by that erect boy who had been waiting expectantly for a while.

I opened my eyes again and found myself witnessing a slow, wet, explicit blowjob... and with a watery and subtle sound that was already emerging... She helped herself with one hand and then with the other, she held it and released it, and pursued it with her mouth, almost always with her eyes closed... Then she kissed his balls and returned to the shaft, and when she went to the tip she restarted the blowjob up and down, and then Edu accompanied her with a hand on her head, setting the rhythm, and then he sat up a bit to see that involvement, supporting himself with an elbow behind him.

Afterward, María, with his cock in her mouth, stopped helping herself with her hands, and rested her palms on the towel, on both sides of his body, and her head went up and down, burying and unburying itself on that enormous mast, and in rhythm with Edu. She devoured it, there, on the beach, at dusk, dressed in those damp bikini bottoms and with that shirt we had bought together to excite Víctor. She sucked and raised her gaze to meet Edu’s as he enjoyed that magnificent, exhibitionist, splendid and slutty María... the one who needed my consent and my humiliation for everything to be complete. And sometimes she rolled up her sleeves, always without removing her mouth from that cock whose tip barely fit in her mouth... And she began then to breathe agitatedly, in almost ridiculous moans... and every time she went up and down she emitted an “Hmmm!” extravagant... and closed her eyes, and again moaned that “Hmmm!” that sounded grateful... grateful because that man let himself be pleasured by her... grateful because he allowed her to suck his cock... and then another “Hmmmm!” more exaggerated, as if wanting to capture his attention, moaning just when she opened her eyes wider to look at him...

She devoured it with extremely long movements, with increasingly exaggerated neck motions, with ups and downs, in long strokes... and she did it with boastfulness and swagger, for him, for herself, for me, and for the other couple. And each “Hummm!” contained a humiliating shamelessness that was, yes, exclusively ours, for her and for me.

And I couldn’t take it anymore and began to touch myself, without stopping looking at them, and I was surprised by my smallness... and I masturbated with two fingers, while watching her eat that powerful thing in always exaggerated movements.

And the one who also couldn’t take it anymore was that boy with straight hair, who ended up standing up and moving ahead of his partner, to the point that Edu also had to gesture for him to stop. But that kid wasn’t so easily intimidated and came closer, showing a striking erection, with his long and now somewhat darker cock pointing forward. And Edu again indicated with his hand for him to stop, and accompanied it with a “Hey!” and that boy didn’t come any closer, but took his hand to his member... and jerked off two meters away from them, while María, oblivious, continued sucking... in those long and soaked strokes.

And I thought that boy would give up, but he wanted more, even more, and he came closer, and María looked at Edu while swallowing and he must have made a gesture with his eyes, as if indicating that they had unwanted company, and María removed her mouth, leaving two thick threads of saliva and precum forming a bridge between her lips, glistening from the wet blowjob, and that enormous cock, and she looked to her side, and saw that boy, lanky and brazen, too close to her.

My heart was beating hard, and beat even harder when María stood up and positioned herself next to that boy, who wasn’t ugly, who stopped jerking off but maintained his erection, and I couldn’t believe what was happening. And she said something to him, in a low voice. She seemed to want to be conciliatory. And he responded, but I couldn’t understand, and then another phrase and she seemed at first to disapprove of what was said, and then another phrase from him, almost in her ear and him gesturing, and then she looked at Edu and I doubted, again... whether she was asking for help or permission...

And that boy, while she continued speaking with her eyes to Edu, extended his hand and took her wrist, wanting her to come to him; he wanted, without a doubt, to bring María’s hand to his long and now rock-hard cock.


CHAPTER 15

I was witnessing, barely three meters away, how that boy was initiating his advances. For him, the situation consisted of a snobby and exuberant couple who had gone there to provoke, and a harmless voyeur. He couldn’t possibly know that that stunning woman whom he wanted not just exhibiting herself and teasing, but actually interacting, was my girlfriend.

He then applied some force, trying to guide her hand to his member, and María resisted, shaking her hand to make him release it. So he gave up, but remained pressed against her, with his cock horizontal, almost touching her, almost brushing against her bikini bottom... and I took a better look at his bare torso and his face that now did appear affected, though not nervous, and at his dark eyes that revealed an untrustworthy, impure gaze. And then he said something to her, and she responded, and the tone was tense but not confrontational, and then I could hear how he, in a strange and tremendously deceptive way, said: “You’re very beautiful. We were just saying how beautiful you both are.”

I was extremely shocked that he had the audacity to plant his lie and false naturalness there, as if the situation weren’t suffocating, as if he weren’t naked and semi-erect in front of her, as if at her feet there wasn’t an Edu, lying back on his elbows, completely aroused... I understood it was another world, accustomed to other things, that escaped my imagination... but the truth was that I could barely breathe.

And María answered him, and I couldn’t hear it, and as a consequence of her gesticulation her shirt had closed almost completely covering her torso and breasts, and then he did something again totally daring... and I couldn’t believe it... he didn’t hesitate to use his left hand to open María’s pink shirt... calmly, almost solemnly... And he pushed her shirt aside a bit to be able to see one of her breasts again... and while she was saying something to him, he brought his other hand to his member, and I couldn’t believe his confidence, mixed with insolence, and she, in her surprise, couldn’t manage to stop that strange maneuver; with her arms still, hanging down, she allowed that boy to keep her shirt open, like one of the two leaves of a window, to see that breast that hung heavily and pointed proudly upward, and all while he kept his other hand on his member, and she, shocked, looked at Edu who remained unmoved.

And then I heard something, further away, that made me look away, and it was the green-eyed girl pronouncing, in a high-pitched voice, a strange “Hey...” and she was kneeling on the sand near Edu who looked at her, and this time didn’t shake his head, but said something to her that I couldn’t understand.

That girl with the pleasant face, unkempt hair and almost flat chest, only had eyes for Edu and for that cock of his that fell heavy and semi-erect across his belly and in her direction, toward her, and she didn’t seem at all concerned or surprised by her boyfriend’s maneuvers.

But my gaze returned anxiously to a María who was letting herself be handled, although he wasn’t touching her. He was just opening that shirt to look and touching himself. And what was shocking, and again insolent, was that he was talking to her; they were maintaining a conversation while he jerked off to the vision of that colossal breast and the other one covered, but whose nipple precisely marked the place and situation... And she responded, as best she could, to his phrases, and let herself be exposed; she let that skinny shameless guy masturbate slowly... and the blush and uneasiness seemed to block her... And I felt overwhelmed by his brazenness, suffocated by the contrast of bodies, and hypnotized by a kind of tic he displayed with his head, making his straight hair oscillate, while he jerked off in front of her.

Edu then sat up, with his legs bent, and wrapped his arms around his knees, and then, from below, at the feet of that boy and María, said something, and María looked at him, and I couldn’t interpret her look, and a small three-way conversation developed, and then the boy stopped holding the shirt and holding himself and brought his hands to her belly, in a strange way, and all his gestures were awkward and showed confidence but also unpredictability... And his cock was left free, again horizontal toward María, who... looking at Edu... rolled up her sleeve, with ease and up to her elbow... and began to extend her hand... she was extending her hand to touch that cock, of that boy... and she did it, she reached, touched, and he, as soon as he felt that touch, vibrated a little... And María let her fingers run over that polished, smooth, long piece of flesh with now visible consistency... in subtle caresses that made that cock twitch and vibrate, delighted, while its owner raised his hands, slipping under her shirt... getting lost under the pink garment, starting from her belly but seeking higher and higher, until he reached her breasts, each hand on one breast... breasts too large for his bony hands, but which he explored with subtlety, without stopping, leaving nothing untouched.

And then, María, while letting herself be groped by him, changed from caresses on his cock to gripping it, and she squeezed, and pulled that taut skin forward and back, once, in a dry and concise movement, and then moved her neck, with an almost theatrical petulance, and her mane waved, and she looked at me, at me, and pronounced in a low voice:

“This and that’s it.”

I shuddered and greatly appreciated her look. Obeying Edu and humiliating myself, while also feeling my consent in my body and in my eyes, constituted the perfect cocktail that Edu had explained to me.

I then looked down and spread my precum over the tip, shivering and infected by their lust and shamelessness. And I looked around and saw nothing but breeze, sand and waves that had gained a bit more strength, but certainly no one who could cloud or stop the attempts of that couple who seemed to know what to do, where to do it, and when.

María tilted her head, letting her mane fall down her back, and looked at Edu while he said something to them, as that boy completely ignored the last phrase she had uttered, although María not only hadn’t released the member of that brazen opportunist, but, out of obedience, habit or instinct, she was uncapping and recapping that member, with slow movements of her hand and arm, and one could clearly see that elbow moving... and that pink tip hiding and revealing itself from that smooth and taut skin that she moved back and forth... And I wondered if his cock really smelled as she had said, if María was smelling it and whether it was disgusting her or not.

María was jerking off that boy and looking toward Edu or into nothingness, with a gesture of apathy, disdain and favor, while letting herself be caressed on breasts that that cynical guy was clinging to... And then he moved one of his hands and wanted to go down, to her crotch, to her sex, and she quickly pushed that hand away, and a clear “Not that” was heard.

And then that boy detached his other hand from her other breast, leaving them both orphaned, and Edu said something, and that thin hairless guy too, and María released that member and looked at them anxiously and bewildered. Everything seemed like a strange negotiation. And then I heard that boy, who skinny and white, so close to her, almost bordered on the grotesque by comparison, saying, with a screeching and effeminate voice: “You’re the only one who isn’t naked. Even that guy is,” referring to me.

María then shook her head, as if she didn’t quite understand that goal of seeing her sex exposed, when it was undeniable that they had already transgressed in a more concrete way, but she accepted, as if fulfilling a naïve whim, and began to take her hands to the bottom of her bikini... and it flowed down her legs, until she grabbed it and threw it onto her towel, revealing a brutal sex, of a female, of a woman... with dark, trimmed and groomed hair, and I couldn’t see from my position if the lips of her pussy were already showing, shiny and eager, as other times.

The boy then looked at her, making a strange contortion, to get a good look at her pussy, and said something to her, and took his hands to her shirt again, and this time opened both parts, like two gates, and everything suddenly appeared, all the impact of her torso, from the front, with her enormous and swollen breasts, and her naked pussy. That boy with the soft voice and weak body was delighting in that abundant, total and frontal vision, and she was letting herself be handled, and was looking toward Edu, and then the boy couldn’t take it anymore and approached her, pressed against her, and Edu was getting up and María was trying to resist, to push away that boy and that head of long hair that was leaning over her, to kiss her, or her neck, and she was looking toward an Edu who now standing seemed to be preparing to save her, but then Edu turned... and abandoned, abandoned them... and went toward the green-eyed girl...

...and María collided with the lips of that boy, who was kissing her, and she kept her eyes open, and saw how Edu was betraying her, and leaving, and that brazen guy insisted on that kiss and María opened her mouth, and I was dying, and that boy put his tongue in the mouth of a María who kept looking toward an Edu who was walking away... until she finally surrendered and closed her eyes... She let herself be kissed by that insufficient but skillful shameless boy... now with her eyes closed... and my heart was exploding and I released my member, while I saw how that kiss was prolonged and that boy took one of his hands to the back of her neck, convincing her not to flee, and the manes of both fell securely downward, and she took her hands to his waist, not knowing what to do, how to react, how to stop him, and then he lowered his other hand and sought María’s pussy, and again she pushed that hand away. But he didn’t lament his frustrated attempt, but instead lowered his mouth to María’s neck, to kiss there, and her pink shirt seemed to bother him, and then he pulled it away suddenly, with a jerk, backward and downward, with surprising anger and almost rage, until half of her back was exposed... and he lowered his head, his face, his mouth... to an exposed cleavage... and then he gathered one of her breasts and licked it, from bottom to top, with rage, as if his life depended on it right there, and that breast lifted and returned to its place, drooled on and outraged by that coarse and brazen lick.

I was shocked by the consistency, and almost fury, of that tongue that had extended and had licked that breast while that boy separated his legs a bit, to position himself lower, and took both his hands to her breasts, and joined them, one breast with the other, and brought his mouth there, and devoured her breasts while she, besieged and incredulous, raised her gaze and saw how Edu stood in front of that girl and allowed her to grab his cock, but he did nothing to touch her.

And, while María contemplated Edu’s trap and betrayal, that fortunate weakling was having a feast, of kisses, of small bites, and of licks, on breasts that shone and swelled by the moment, and his mane went here and there, and again, by instinct, or habit, or because despite the rudeness those kisses were affecting her... she came to place one of her hands on the smooth and light mane of that boy... near his neck, and there, standing, she let herself be defiled by that anxious saliva of that aggressive opportunist that flowed from one breast to another; and he squeezed one breast with one hand and crushed the other breast, and took one and released it and sucked the nipple of the other until making it stretch, in a greedy, dirty breast-eating with something degrading, because her breasts enjoyed but at the same time were ashamed of allowing that skillful scoundrel to use them in such an ordinarily crude manner.

And Edu contemplated his trap out of the corner of his eye, and the girl didn’t care what her boyfriend did with that exuberant woman, nor did she care that Edu wasn’t involved at all or almost at all, that he wasn’t even going to explore her bushy sex, as long as she could caress and who knows if afterward be authorized to masturbate... the enormous thing that hung from Edu.

And María, now accepting the deception, looked at me, with her hands on that boy's head and him between her breasts... And she looked at me, with tearful eyes, aroused, but at the same time uncomfortable and overwhelmed. And I didn't know what she wanted from me, as I could barely... not just move, but even breathe.

And I could try even less to breathe when that boy tried again to touch María's pussy, and one of her hands went to stop him, but arrived too late, and he managed to caress her sex lightly, and she pushed her hip backward, her ass backward, to avoid that touch, and then her hand went to rescue her, but he had already touched her sex... and he took advantage of the struggle to try, again, to get María's hand to his cock, and that was granted... and his other hand also went down, and the struggle ended with her pussy safe but with both her hands grabbing him; with one hand she kneaded his tight balls and with the other she held his cock... and after a few seconds of containing all that... young, smooth and indeed virile... she came to close her eyes, excited by knowing that she enjoyed that touch, and excited by seeing herself succumbing to that weak and effeminate kid who essentially could not compare to her power and exuberance.

... and he then went to seek a kiss on the lips, and they kissed, their tongues played, with both their eyes closed, with his fine hair and her thick hair waving, with her shirt pulled down and her breasts exposed, gripping his cock which she only held but did not masturbate; the kiss became dirty, long, wet and he pushed her a little and brought his hands to the back of her neck to kiss her more eagerly, and he pushed her a little more, and turned her, with more vigor than expected, and made her back up, and intended to make her descend... and a “what are you doing...?” was whispered by her, with her eyes still closed, and she let herself be pushed and let herself fall, onto the towel, with him on top... until her naked ass hit the ground and then her back, and that boy was laying down the proudest and most arrogant tower, falling on top and covering her... and they kissed there, on the towel, and his cock prowled around her sex and Edu experienced it almost detached from his own work, and I wanted to die.

A hairless and meager whiteness covered her, without covering her, as María's exuberance overflowed the scant dimension of that boy, and she looked to one side and saw an Edu who not only allowed himself to be relaxed by that girl from below, but they were bringing their faces closer together from above, and she looked to the other side, and saw me, and I still didn't understand if she wanted me to get involved or to save her, and I didn't know, in that case, if the salvation would be from him or from that other María.

But that insolent boy had no time for looks and doubts, and he brought his two hands to her face, one on each side of her face, and began to kiss her, in short and loud pecks, as if enjoying the moment and her beauty, and seeking something more affectionate and at the same time more worshipful. And she received his kisses, lip to lip, with her eyes closed, and I watched in astonishment the contrast between her golden beauty and his rachitic whiteness, and I soon discovered that that kid's intentions were not so subtle, because, simultaneously with depositing those kisses, he made room with his legs between María's legs, making her separate them a little.

And he went down, began to crawl, over her, and she placed one hand on nothing and the other on that straight hair... And she let herself be done to, restless and overwhelmed. And she looked again at an Edu who now seemed to be kissing, without enthusiasm and with his hands on his hips, giving a little more to that girl. And she returned her gaze to what that boy was doing to her... and he brought his hands to her breasts, and joined them as if imprisoning two mountains, and stuck out his tongue and made circles on one areola, and then sucked the nipple lasciviously, and then a trail of saliva slid toward the other breast and he licked and sucked the other nipple again, and María sometimes raised her head a little, and sometimes let it fall back and looked at the sky, always with her hand on his head, and that boy continued going down, and I sat up a little, when another “what... are you... doing” was sighed by María, once she realized that that mouth was kissing her lower abdomen and stretching his arms and massaging her breasts while continuing to crawl downward... and María's legs almost imprisoned his head, as his face was already arriving, had already gone down to be face to face with her sex...

She then knew his intentions and her hand went to his forehead, to push that head back so that that extensive tongue, which she already knew, would not reach her pussy, but he raised his gaze, clinging to her breasts, kneeling between her legs, and thrust his tongue... and it licked María's pussy from bottom to top... and another “what... ahmm... are you doing...” was whimpered by her, but this time broken, and she raised her head and let it fall... and her hand was still on his forehead and another lick was more forceful, and he placed his lips on her pussy, and stuck out his tongue, and María let her head fall back, in an indescribable “Uffff...!” and her hand went from his forehead to his head, to do the opposite, and she suddenly pulled that kid's face toward herself... toward her pussy... And María sighed, half-closing her eyes and looking at the sky, while that boy was already splitting her in half with his mouth, already eating her pussy while squeezing her breasts and her nipples pointed more and more upward, and she caressed that straight hair and attracted that tongue toward her sex that was melting, with her legs bent and the soles of her feet resting on the towel.

And I sat up more and saw how she set the rhythm with her hand, attracting that head and that tongue... and she melted with the pussy eating that boy was giving her. And I got even more excited when María's other hand went to her face, and she covered her face, ashamed, but already serpentining with her waist, rubbing her beautiful pussy against that indecorous face, and then that boy used his hands to spread her legs further apart, and the soles of her feet came off the ground and her legs were already dancing alone, in the air, open, while that stranger continued eating and eating and savoring that sublime pussy, and he knew he was doing it well every time she whimpered and her legs trembled in the air, and he was more motivated when he saw her embarrassment covering her face. And again that kid must have found a suitable spot in her pussy or on her protruding clitoris, because she emitted an “Ahhmmm...!” that made Edu turn around, and she supported an elbow behind her and sat up a little, and looked at me, while biting her lower lip, hornier than ever, while imprisoning that boy's head against her pussy. She let herself be eaten, there, reclining, and she bit her lip and snorted through her nose in morbid, but at the same time somewhat grotesque snorts, and her hair stuck to her face; and she couldn't understand how she was letting that kid eat her pussy, nor did she understand how she was getting so horny or how it was possible that he was eating her out so well.

I stood up. My cock pointed skyward. And María followed me with her gaze and moaned another “Ufff...!” and another “Ahhhhmm!” and threw her head back, keeping her elbow still, and the hand that had been pushing that boy went to one of her breasts, and she caressed it, seeming to flaunt its size, making enormous circles across its entire expanse, feeling more female and more woman for not being able to encompass that enormous breast; and while she caressed herself, enjoyed herself and reveled in her sexuality, she moaned “Ahhhmmm!” “Ahhhmmm!” and undulated her hips so he could eat her better, and closed her eyes, and let her head fall back, and raised it again to see how that kid was eating her pussy... Always without releasing her breast, without stopping caressing and squeezing it, as if it were the necessary trigger to feel totally and absolutely fulfilled and sexual.

And another “Mmmm...!” and a “what... ahhmmm... ahhmmm are you... doing to me...!” was moaned, surrendered, and that boy brought one of his hands to her pussy and separated, with his thumb and index finger, enormous lips, thus completely exposing her clitoris and placed his tongue there and an “Aaaaahhhh...!” was almost screamed, heart-rending, shameless, surrendered and humiliating, and María let herself fall backward again and another desperate “Aaahhhhh!” “Mmmmm...!” was moaned and her legs trembled, ridiculously, and I couldn’t believe the amazing pussy-eating that kid was performing on her.

And when I thought he would make her explode with his tongue, he crawled back up, leaving that pussy free and those legs still trembling in the air. And he reached María’s mouth and they kissed eagerly, and I saw their tongues flying, and their hair mixing, and her hips undulating, and his cock rubbing against that exposed sex, and that kiss vibrated and got wet, and his cock rubbed the protruding clitoris of a María who writhed with pleasure, and kissed that kid... and they rubbed against each other, now sweaty, and they acted as if they were fucking... with his cock rubbing over that now disheveled pubic hair and with those fleshy, soaked lips that were already blooming to the sides. And it was then that she, clinging to that straight hair with her hands, kissing him and moving her hips to his rhythm, as if they were fucking, broke the kiss, and whispered something terrible in his ear, something that killed me and made me understand the gravity... and that is she whispered a “put something on...” and he responded, immediately, and without stopping the rhythm of that fucking that wasn’t, a “I don’t have anything.” And she emitted a devastating and undone “Ufff...!” and brought her hands to his flat, white ass, each hand on one buttock, and I, standing, beside her, trembling, and close to fainting, heard how the boy said to her: “I’ll fuck you anyway...” and she moaned a “No...” while that kid’s very long cock rubbed and stroked her pussy... And I saw how they rubbed against each other, as if they were fucking, and that cock floated and flattened María’s sex and she clung, with her long and delicate fingers to his soft and milky ass... and moaned with each rub “Ahhmm!” “Ahmmm!” “Ahmmm!” and then whispered a “Squeeze... please...” that sounded ridiculous, desperate and strange, but he continued the same way, because he couldn’t rub any more... And then María’s hand went down, in front... and she took it, grabbed his cock, pulled his skin back, freeing a fleshy and pink glans... and moaned in his ear: “Put it in... a little... put it in and take it out...”

I felt dizzy and had to bend my knees as I watched how she herself directed that long, smooth and rock-hard cock... and that boy buried his face and his drool in her neck, and she then looked at me while she gasped a short, pure “Oh!!” and I could see in her eyes the precise moment when the kid’s cock invaded her... and then a very long “MMMmmmmm!!” and her waist undulated... and her legs trembled in the air, and I saw that boy’s flaccid ass sink into her... all the way... he was putting it in her, fucking her, and she wrapped her legs around him and hugged him, and I saw how he put it back in her, forward and backward in slow and long movements, and she looked at me with teary, half-closed eyes; she looked at me while that kid fucked her, and I couldn’t even touch myself and knew that this was terrible and wonderful, and he fucked her more and more... and they kissed, and she caressed his hair with her hands... and returned her delicate fingers to his soft ass... and sweaty and moaned “Ahhhh!” “Ahhhh!” with each thrust... and my heart was jumping out of my mouth and more “Ahhhh!” “Ahhmmmm!” and she panted and squeezed him with her legs, so that he would put it in all the way.

And I brought my hands to my face, overwhelmed, and my cock strained and I kept watching, astonished, that fucking, that beauty receiving the cock of that scrawny guy who was striving to penetrate her faster and faster, and he began to emit devastating, involved and heartfelt grunts: dry, abrupt and short “Mhm!” “Mhm!”... and she panted and squeezed his ass, sinking her fingers, and moved her hips and then moaned in his ear a “Fuck me... fuck me like that...!” which was both a request and a total surrender... and then she whispered to him a “Fuck me good... Ahmmm... fuck me good... you pig...!” that was so sexual and surrendered that it made me tremble... and he said something in her ear and another “Mhmm!” from him... and an “Ahhmmm!” “Fuck me...!” “Bastard...!” panted by her, with her eyes closed... and one of her hands abandoned his ass and traveled up his sweaty back and then his hair and pulled him toward her... and she sought again a torrid kiss... and she made out eagerly while setting the rhythm of the fucking almost sinking her nails into that insubstantial ass, and then she abruptly broke the kiss, always without ceasing to receive his cock in that rhythmic back and forth, and whispered to him, in a whimper, a pretentious:

“You can’t believe you’re fucking me… you bastard…”

And he pulled his face back slightly, surprised, and, while thrusting deep inside her as she closed her eyes and moaned, he said:

“You think I don’t?”

“Mmm! No… you bastard… You can’t believe it… Mmhhh! Ah…!”

“Why… not?”

“Because you’re filthy… your cock stinks…” she responded, lost in the moment, and elitist to the point of absurdity.

“This one…? This one is dirty?” he asked, driving deeper into her.

“Mmmmmm! You bastaaard!” she moaned and writhed as she received that impalement.

“This one…?” he insisted with another brutal thrust.

“Aahhhh!! Goood!! Aaahhhmmm!!” she melted, impaled and with her eyes closed, covering her face, embarrassed, but enjoying her own humiliation.

And then he put his hand on her neck, and I got scared, and she freed her face and grabbed his arm, and he drove his cock deeper inside her, and María’s scream was heart-wrenching, and that hand on her neck moved until he put a finger in her mouth, a finger that she immediately sucked, and he continued fucking her while she sucked and looked at him.

And a fucking resumed in which you could feel a kind of mutual contempt, but at the same time an immense pleasure… And Edu and the girl were kissing and caressing each other, more tenderly, occasionally looking at how the kid impaled María again and again, with vigor and cruelty, as she writhed in pleasure, sucking his finger and moving her legs ridiculously in the air, and the sound of the waves mixed with María’s “Ahhmm!” “Ahhmmm!”, sometimes muffled by his finger and sometimes almost screamed… and then a strange and almost angry “Do you like my dirty cock?” was growled in her ear and a “Mmmm!… yesss… fuck…!” was moaned by her and he repeated the same thing to her… and she responded with gasps and moaned laments… when a surrendered and degrading “You fuck me so well…!” was screamed and that boy began to tremble, close to exploding… and then an “Ahhh!!!” “Mmmm!!!” “Don’t cum!!!” was almost shouted by María, and then he pulled out of her, suddenly, showing that he couldn’t hold back anymore, and emitted a rapid and hoarse “Mmh!” “Mmh!” and took his hand to his cock and started jerking it and she sat up a little and gasped a desperate “Don’t cum like that… fuck…!” and white, thick liquid began to spurt... and that boy threw his head back and jerked off over María’s pussy, who, with half-open eyes, lowered her hand precisely to where that liquid was falling, stopping some spurts, and I didn’t know if she was doing it to protect herself or to get more covered by it. And it splashed once, twice, and three times on her hand and her tangled pubic hair... and also her belly and the rest slid from his member and fell onto the towel.

María, there, with her legs spread, stained by him, with a splattered hand still near her pussy, and leaning on the other, threw her head back, trying to unstick her hair from her face and back, but couldn’t manage it. And that boy then stood up, and I felt him more insignificant and more insultingly fortunate, and as he withdrew I could clearly see María’s open pussy, and her parted lips and the back of her hand with an enormous streak of semen, and a white puddle near her navel. And María looked at me and sighed… She was ecstatic, bewildered… with her breasts swollen and sweaty to the point where drops could be seen falling between them… and she knew she was humiliated and even ridiculous, exposed there, having let herself be fucked like that, but I no longer saw that guilt from the first times.

She then wiped her hand on the towel and I saw how Edu and the girl, or rather Edu, ended his flirtation with her.

Afterward María stood up, turned her back to me, and said:

“Take off my shirt, I don’t want to stain it.”

And I positioned myself behind her and helped her take it off, and the boy seemed to not understand anything, but he didn’t care too much.

Edu then began talking with the couple and María went, completely naked, toward the sea, to wash herself, and I then went to my towel, put on my swimsuit, shook out the towel and went with it to the shore.

And there standing… with my towel in hand, I waited for her, to receive her and dry her off.


CHAPTER 16

I didn’t want to make María uncomfortable while she was washing herself in the sea, but what had happened had gripped me and still hadn’t fully let go. So I couldn’t help watching how, with her back to everyone, she held up her hair to keep it from getting wet, and her body descended, as if doing a squat, until the water covered her up to her neck. She repeated this movement a couple of times and her breasts vibrated with the up and down motion to the point that they could be seen from behind, just like before everything happened.

And then she moved forward until the water covered her to just above her waist and lowered her hands… and one could guess that she was washing her pussy… cleaning off the remains of semen that boy had deposited on her sex, thighs, and the lower part of her belly.

When I sensed she was turning around, I did the same and saw Edu gathering his things, and the girl putting on a long t-shirt, and the boy, who was also getting dressed.

I didn’t know what Edu had concluded or negotiated with them, but it seemed that everything was being settled courteously. And I was still shocked that this kind of sex and life existed out there, so close yet so far from my world and the one I had, or had had, with María.

At that moment I wished I had been closer to the boy, to see his face as he left, to know or guess what he had understood from all this; what Edu might have told him, what he would think of me, what he would think of María, and also to see his expression of pride, disbelief or delight… for having fucked a woman like María.

She was coming out of the water, and her heavy, soaked breasts displayed enormous, rock-hard nipples, clearly this time due to the cold. And she was walking toward me with a serious expression, and I felt strangely nervous. I gave her the towel and she took it, and after wrapping herself in it, said:

“It has sand on it…”

“But I just shook it out.”

“Well, it doesn’t matter,” she said, almost shivering, face to face with me.

We looked at each other and I was glad because she wasn’t looking beyond me, she didn’t seem to care if Edu was leaving or what he was doing, or what the couple was doing.

I was the one who broke the silence, without thinking at all about what I was going to say. My words came from the deepest part of me:

“It was… incredible.”

She didn’t grimace. She didn’t smile. Nor the opposite. She remained silent until she said:

“Tomorrow I have lunch with my cousin. Come to my place in the evening.”

“To talk about it?” I asked.

“What do you mean, to talk about it? To live. To be together. I don’t know,” she said, making a face, as if stating the obvious. “Leave that place where you’re staying and come home.”

I don’t know if I managed to smile outwardly, but I certainly did inside. I wanted to hug and kiss her… but I didn’t quite dare.

We began walking toward where María’s towel and beach bag lay solitary, and we did so in silence while we glimpsed Edu leaving without saying goodbye and the couple who was no longer there.

Once we reached the spot where everything had happened, she returned the towel to me, and while I got dressed, I watched out of the corner of my eye how she put on her bikini, some shorts… and ignored the shirt and dressed in a casual t-shirt, which revealed to me that the pink formal shirt, from a suit and inappropriate for the beach, had been a gift, and a deliberate display.

We then went together toward where her car must have been, which was reached by a path parallel to the one I had used. I loved her like never before, but we weren’t talking. Everything had been too intense, so much so that anything I could say might be inappropriate. And when we reached her car, she put the bag in the trunk, and when I saw that it was painfully possible that she would say goodbye coldly, I approached her seeking an encounter that would allow me to sleep that night.

It was absurd. It was childish. It was ridiculous. But, stopping her, face to face, I said:

“María… do you love me?”

As soon as I heard myself, it sounded like the most ridiculous and puerile thing ever said… and she opened her eyes exaggeratedly and made a face as if not understanding such a question at that moment. And she lowered her head, and was about to open the door.

“Does that mean no?” I asked.

She turned toward me. I knew she didn’t feel like talking. And even less like using those kinds of words and such heavy affirmations or denials, but finally she said, very seriously:

“If I didn’t love you, we wouldn’t have gotten this far. I would have told you to go to hell a year ago, when you started with all this.”

There was another silence. After which I said:

“I’ll take that as a yes, then.”

“That’s the problem,” she replied, and it was she who stretched her neck and gave me a peck, and it caught me by surprise, and I suddenly felt a love that ran through my entire body, as if everything, my whole world, changed because of that brief kiss.

She then left in her car and I stood there thinking about that “that’s the problem,” as if it had reached me with a delay because of the kiss, and then my phone vibrated, and it was a friend who wanted to meet that night, but I couldn’t return to the real world, at least not so soon.

Driving to the apartment, I was bombarded with sensations, and I soon had to decide to escape and save those vivid images for later. I wanted to focus on what was happening, always with the positive foundation and backdrop—not to say exultant—that María was still there, with me, loving me, or so she had implied, always in her own way. And I thought that everything seemed to indicate that María wasn’t hooked on Edu, but rather on the contexts he offered her, or rather, she was hooked on the María that appeared in those contexts: a María safe from dishonest infidelity because I was present and desired it, exuberant and powerful in her exhibition, and at the same time humiliated by Edu and by her agreeing to obey him; but it was a vain and strangely proud humiliation, because the excitement came from seeing herself humiliated and defeated, in what seemed an impossible oxymoron, but that’s how it appeared to be.

I was thinking about how that madness could have occurred and deduced that María didn’t obey Edu out of a specific desire for him, but because with her obedience that María was born.

And I thought that two things were clear: María seemed to have decided that Edu was part of our lives, and that, with Edu, not just at the helm, as he had been for some months already past, but present, everything was accelerating at another speed.

As I was arriving home, I kept turning over the fact that Edu had required my presence on that beach, as if I were the only one missing and was essential, and I concluded that perhaps he was already seeing his interaction with that brazen couple as possible, and he needed me so María would agree, because with me that was legitimate and besides, María could humiliate me, enjoy herself and show off with me present, and enjoy her own humiliation with me witnessing her surrender at Edu’s request or order.

I arrived at the apartment wrapped in those thoughts. I got in the shower. And I exploded. Physically. I barely had to think about anything and I jerked off three or four times and let myself go, with my mind blank, trembling from the accumulated tension. It was a release that served a more liberating than pleasurable function, and I felt neither good nor bad, and I experienced it as a necessary step to process what had happened.

I could barely eat dinner. I turned on the TV just to have some noise. I wrote to the apartment owner to tell him I would be leaving the place the next day, which was June sixteenth, and he didn’t want to charge me for the second half of the month. While I was writing to him, I was checking the chat I had with Edu and María, and I found it strange that Edu, knowing him, hadn’t written anything.

I hesitated to write to María and saw that she hadn’t been online for some time, which made me somewhat glad that she wasn’t writing to Edu. I really trusted that the attachment was to the María that emerged because of Edu, and not to Edu himself, but I couldn’t be completely sure that this wouldn’t change.

And it wasn’t long before I turned off the television and then, yes, calmly received the succession of images of María, first with Edu and then with that boy. My mind went to the moment when María was sucking Edu’s cock, without using her hands… and her head going up and down… and him guiding her head with one hand… and then I could almost see again how the boy was eating her pussy... and María covering her face, embarrassed, while moaning and writhing with pleasure, and my cock was already pointing at the ceiling... And then I relived the moment when she, covered by him, took his cock with her hand and it was she who guided it to her sex, to her pussy, and I already began to feel, in the present, that I would cum at almost any moment… And then I remembered that “You’re fucking me so well…” moaned by her, completely surrendered, while that long-haired kid buried his body in her… and I remembered his white ass sinking into her, and María with her legs spread… with her legs trembling in the air… and I panted uninhibited, in the solitude of my apartment… and a few thick drops began to flow from my member... sliding down my shaft and tangling in my pubic hair… until I was left exhausted... and empty.

Still without having gotten up to clean myself, I wrote to María telling her that I loved her, and I waited a bit for her response, and I waited more, and I went to wash up. And I returned to bed and fell asleep clutching the phone.

The next morning I woke up looking for her response and found myself again with Begoña, who wanted to have breakfast that very morning. My refusal was clear in my head and I was already preparing some excuse, when I began to suspect that insistence, and to consider that she might want to tell me something, perhaps confess something, and I suspected that this something might be related to Edu.

However, I feared that María, or someone, might see me with Begoña, so I suggested having breakfast at her place.

“At my place I have sliced bread and oil. Maybe it’s better outside, don’t you think?” she wrote.

“I can bring something to your place,” I replied.

She wasn’t answering and I was somewhat glad. I was anxious to know why she was so eager to meet with me, but it was certainly risky to see her, however unlikely it was that someone would see us, precisely on the day I would be returning home with María.

“Outside or nothing,” she wrote.

“Then nothing,” I replied without thinking.

“Come on, don’t be a wimp. That way you get out of that apartment, which must smell like a bear’s cave.”

I read that and it almost made me laugh with her strange vocabulary while at the same time it scared me that she had that information. And it was the fact that she had that information that made me take the risk and accept.

I didn’t want to overthink it. If María ended up finding out about that… non-date with Begoña, I would tell her the truth, that her insistence had made me suspicious and that I smelled something about Edu, and something about Edu was synonymous with something both of us should know.

I arrived on time, at eleven thirty, as she had told me. And she was already there, at the café, on the terrace, in a space with white chairs, verdant plants, artificial grass, and tables that pretended to be solid or rustic wood. I saw her immediately, more casual, and even somewhat trendy compared to her usual stuffy poshness, wearing a white shirt, light high-waisted jeans, and black loafers. She greeted me with her sunglasses and white teeth, always as if everything was fine.

She stood up, took off her glasses, we exchanged two kisses, and suddenly I was hit with all the scent... the smell of her bed... the smell of having had sex with her. And I couldn’t deny that it had been something... if not special, at least not normal, not common, not just another encounter.

She sat down and crossed her legs, stylish and ready, and reviewed a paper menu attached to a cork board.

“Do you already know what you want?” she asked while reading.

“Yes, I don’t know. A coffee and toast, I guess,” I replied.

“Seriously?” But there are bagels, smoothies, pancakes and muffins...” she said playfully, in a kind of self-parody, and smiled.

“All that for you. I’ll have toast... Toast, coffee... and that’s enough for me,” I responded, also smiling, as a waitress prepared to take our order.

At that moment my pants pocket began to vibrate, and Begoña was explaining to the girl everything she wanted, and I discovered that the premonition I’d had was coming true, as Edu had written in our group of three. I tried to act normal, but suddenly everything was trembling, and I read, as best I could:

“The hippie fucked you good, huh.”

And I stared at the screen. And I went into my conversations with María and saw that she was online. And the girl was asking me what I wanted, and I went back to the chat with the three of us to see if she would respond... and suddenly I read María posting a surprising “Yes, he did,” and Edu writing practically at the same time:

“I woke up horny. Elaborate, tell me a bit about how good he gave it to you.”

And the waitress insisted and I raised my head and my whole body was trembling and I heard Begoña say:

“A coffee and toast. I don’t know what kind of toast, and the coffee necessarily strong... I deduce.”

And I managed to say: “I don’t know... Um... Oil and that’s it,” almost at the same time that I sighed, and silenced the phone, and put it in my pocket.


CHAPTER 17

I tried to hide it, but my blushing must have been obvious. Begoña, with her sunglasses on the table and her large eyes fixed on me, didn’t let me sink into the stress of what was unfolding on my phone:

“Well... tell me how things are going, right? How have these weeks been after the... night in question, quite literally in a car.”

I cleared my throat and tried to feign confidence:

“No, no, you tell me...”

“Should I start?”

“Yes, yes, you start... you’ve been... harassing me since Friday night,” I said, suddenly relaxed, unexpectedly mimicking her way of being.

“Harassing, he says...” she smiled. “Sorry to disappoint you, but Friday night I pulled the abandoned puppy move... I was having dinner with some friends and I could see it was heading toward just dinner and nothing else, and I wanted to keep going... so I thought... let’s see if Mr. Orgy is out there all alone.”

I returned her smile and insisted that she start.

“Okay, okay, I’ll fire away then, and afterward let’s see how you stop me.”

“Fire away. Fire away,” I said, aware that she always made me smile with that kind of posh youth terminology.

“Well... Let’s see... The first thing I want to... clarify, okay? Is that I’m not like you guys. I mean. I get it out. I can’t keep it inside. Not that I’m a blabbermouth, one of those people always saying what they think, because no, because we live in society, you know? Well, I mean I do get things out when it’s appropriate. Are you following me?”

“Yes. I’m guessing it’s appropriate now, then.”

“Yes. Let’s see. I mean... Let’s see. First, what I was getting at, is that...” she said, lowering her voice so much that it became difficult to hear her over the murmur from the other tables. “What I’m saying is that I don’t just go around doing that, okay? I mean, I’m not... you know... a tramp. Not that I’m calling María a tramp, that’s not it, but just so we understand each other. And so, if I did that... with you... it was for a reason. Okay?”

“Okay,” I replied, after listening to how she whispered everything at great speed, but with clear diction, without stumbling over her words.

“And... well. Two. Point two. That... let’s see... Eduardo wrote to me the other day and stuff. And I thought... this guy wants to fuck, I don’t know, but we started talking about something and it’s clear that he knows you and I have some kind of arrangement, I don’t know to what extent... Until... he tells me that María kicked her boyfriend out of the house and he’s in an apartment. And I’m like ‘oh, okay, great, how curious, and me not knowing,’ when in reality it was ‘what are you telling me and why,’ you know? And that’s where it ended, more or less. More. Third. Third point... that... there’s a guy I had something with at university... well, he found a job here and stuff. I mean, we’ve never done anything or anything, but anyway, we’re going to meet up and maybe nothing will happen and now I hear myself and I don’t know why I’m telling you this, but okay. Your turn.”

She leaned back until her back hit the chair, crossed her arms and played with one leg crossed over the other, with a loafer half off her foot. The truth is she looked gorgeous, and I felt a kind of pride for having been with her, and for what she said about me, that it had happened for a reason. And I was slow to digest all of that, because of her speed and her roundabout way of speaking, and, besides, half of me was still trembling over what might still be happening on my phone.

“Come on, are you going to start?” she inquired.

“Mmm... yes. Let’s see. Well... I think it’s great about that guy you mentioned... and, well, obviously I don’t go around doing anything either... except that thing with you, I mean. And... about María, well yes, she didn’t kick me out, I left, I mean I left on my own. And she was angry because she considers what I did with you as cheating and what she does, or did, isn’t.”

“Well, she’s not wrong,” she interrupted, fixing her hair and scrutinizing me.

“Yeah... so that’s it... and...”

“But are you with her or not?” she said quickly.

“Yes, yes. I’m going back home tonight.”

“For Christmas?” she laughed. “Sorry, sorry. I won’t interrupt.”

I remained silent for another moment. At that point I didn’t know whether to tell her absolutely everything or absolutely nothing. I understood that her confession didn’t have much substance, that she just wanted to tell me she wasn’t someone who slept with just anyone and what she supposed Edu knew, which wasn’t very clear. And that thing about the university guy sounded strange to me, almost like she was testing to see if I cared.

A tray arrived then with a bunch of things, almost all for her, and I was tempted to take advantage of the moment to check my phone, but I restrained myself. And I looked at her, with her white shirt, pristinely white, perfectly ironed, and beneath it two firm, medium-sized mountains that shaped the fabric, and I knew that neither her breasts nor she herself constituted María’s sexuality, but she was attractive, very attractive in fact, and I had experienced it firsthand, and my mind was already wandering and beginning to remember it, when she, stirring some kind of green smoothie, said:

“Go on. Let's hear it.”

“Go on with what?”

“Well... with your weeks... post-me,” she smiled. “I'm sure you two haven't been sitting around quietly.”

“No, that's true... In fact... yesterday... Yesterday and the day before we did do something... the three of us,” I said, surprised by my sudden confession.

“When you say 'something,' you and I both know you're talking about those bacchanalias of yours with third and fourth parties...”

“Well... something like that... and...” I said, feeling that I was starting to share things I shouldn't, even before letting it out. “...I think María now sees Edu as part of it, with us, in the game.”

“So she wants him on the payroll, basically.”

“What?” I asked.

“That she wants to make him permanent... That he had a temporary contract and now he's permanent.”

I smiled, I couldn't help it, despite the seriousness of the matter and the fact that I was still tempted to take out my phone and read. And I said:

“Well, I'd say permanent and even a partner.”

“I see... and how do you feel about that?” she asked while cutting some kind of donut with countless things inside.

“Well, look... after I was the one who started it all... and it's true that what I did with you was wrong. Well, it was both wrong and right. Definitely wrong for her. So wrong. Well, to tell you the truth, I'd prefer someone else... someone I could trust, I mean... for example, the other day we were with this guy named Rubén...”

“My goodness...” she interrupted.

“What? Do you know him?”

“No, no. Well. I don't know. I'm just saying 'my goodness' about this American Idol casting you're doing, which I think is insane.”

“What? I don't understand.”

“Nothing. That. Go on. About finding candidates or whatever it is you do. Continue.”

“Well. Let's see. I don't know if it was on purpose. Anyway. This Rubén guy apparently used to be a waiter at the café where you office people have your mid-morning coffee.”

“Hmm. I don't know... I don't know names.”

“Well, it doesn't matter. Maybe he had already left by the time you started working at that office. The thing is, I don't know, maybe with someone more...”

“Less crazy,” she interrupted again.

“I don't know if crazy is the word. At the very least, more reliable.”

“But María only wants her permanent... Partner... Horny mature big-dick guy.”

“Well, not that mature, right?” I said, realizing that for her, considerably younger than me, Edu could indeed fall into that category.

“Hot mature guy, exact words from my friends,” she said, and then sipped from her straw as that green liquid disappeared, and then stated, more to herself than to me:

“The truth is that Edu is addictive.”

“Is he?”

“Well... if I told you the things we used to do... Let's see... I don't know. I know, for example, that the things I did with him I won't do with anyone else.”

“Like what?” I inquired.

“I'm not going to tell you... especially not here... Which, by the way, I'm guessing that wanting to meet at my place this morning was so nobody would see us, right? We're like outlaws right now,” she smiled, placing her juice on the table and returning to her donut, or whatever that giant thing was.

“Yes, I suppose so. Well, yes. The last thing I need right now is for one of María's friends to see me, really.”

“Right. Well. Zero drama. And, hey. What are you going to do?”

“Do about what?”

“Well, about the fact that... you want to continue with your plot slash vortex slash sexual madness, but Eduardo doesn't appeal to you.”

“It's complicated. Because Edu isn't just Edu, his game is... bringing in more people.”

“And María swallows that? Sorry for the verb,” she said, opening her eyes wide, surprised by her own witticism.

“Don't push it.”

“Sorry. Sorry.”

“Well, yes and no,” I said.

“So. You're on a good streak.”

I gave her a look that meant yes. And I couldn't stand it anymore. I took advantage of the silence and the fact that she was pouring brown sugar into her coffee... and I lowered my hand to my pocket, took out my phone, and immediately saw that there were seventy-eight messages in that group.

My hands were trembling, and I began to fear she might notice. I put my phone back in my pocket and was about to grab my coffee cup but hesitated, worried it might shake, so I decided to delay that sip and change the subject, though the topic didn't stray far from what—or who—was making me nervous.

“Come on... tell me about those things with Edu and you, I want to know what I’m up against,” I said, without thinking too much, and I sounded strange to myself.

“You know perfectly well what you’re up against,” she smiled with her wide mouth.

“Come on. Tell me.”

“Let’s see... I’ll tell you... Come closer. I’ll tell you quietly, okay? But just one story, the first one... I mean... when I really got to know him...”

“Perfect,” I replied, leaning a bit toward the table, resting my elbows on the wood, and hearing a commotion, a background buzz of other conversations that I knew would cover her confession.

“Ready?” she asked.

“Yes, yes. Go ahead.”

“But don’t get all worked up, okay?” she laughed.

“Okay, okay.”

“But with one condition?”

“Which is?”

“That you’ll share details too?”

“About what?”

“Well, about that... that thing you called... ‘doing something yesterday and the day before, the three of you,’ or something like that.”

“Why? Do those stories turn you on or what?” I asked, with unintentional indiscretion.

“Better than turn me on... I’m fascinated. You guys blow my mind. If you could see María at the office... seriously.”

“What?”

“Well, you’d think, this one... missionary position on Saturdays by appointment only.”

Another silence fell. The truth was that I didn’t much like how she sometimes talked about María. And finally I said:

“I don’t know if I should tell you details about things involving her. I don’t know. I mean, it’s one thing to tell you in general...”

“Yes, yes, I’m sorry,” she interrupted me. “Absolutely. Look, she’s your girlfriend. Of course. Let’s do this, I’ll tell you, since you asked... and about your... recent adventures... your Sodom and Gomorrah stuff... you can tell me if you want and whatever you want... okay?”

“Okay. Perfect.”

She then rolled up her sleeves, which were already quite rolled up, placed her elbows on the table as well, almost revealing a suggestive cleavage, and prepared to begin her narration.


CHAPTER 18

“Well. Let’s see. The thing is... First of all, I haven’t told this to anyone. But, I don’t know, with you things just come out this way, okay? Anyway. I don’t know what you knew about me before. But anyway, getting to the point, when I arrived here I was engaged to a guy, okay? And then I immediately noticed that Edu, as you call him, made me... well, feel something... or whatever it was, but I thought, well, that’s normal, he’s hot... I’m human, it is what it is. But nothing... Plus he was my boss, so we had a lot of contact, you know. And it’s not like he did anything, I don’t know, or maybe he did, but the point is we quickly had this flirtation going on, or at least that’s how it seemed to me. And nothing... But... I don’t know. It’s like you wake up differently to go to work, you know? Like in school when you had a crush on someone?”

“Yes, yes. Of course,” I said, intoxicated by the speed of her words and her physical grace. She was so sweet and charming that I felt everyone must be looking at her even if they couldn’t hear her.

“And nothing. That’s it. I could see something was there, but I also thought: look, I love my boyfriend, I’ve been with him my whole life. I’ve barely tasted anything else, honestly. Since I’m already spilling my guts here. And anyway, the typical thing happens, it’s Thursday, whatever, beers... something or other... and we end up alone in a bar. And I was... well... I don’t know if more excited or terrified. Anyway. Well. So there. At the bar, I think it was, while paying, we kissed. I don’t even know who started it. But wow, a kiss that... look... my panties literally dropped right there... And nothing. Nothing more. But of course. I just stood there, looking at him as he paid and I thought... oh my god... like: ‘this is it’, and this is something I never had, don’t have, and will never have with the guy... I’m engaged to, you know? I mean. Imagine the mess. Anyway, then I get home...”

“But just one kiss? Not even another one goodbye?” I asked, interrupting for once.

“Nothing. Nothing. Just one. But of course. I already told you I’m someone who acts. So I call my boyfriend and boom. I break up with him. Just like that. Crazy, right? Because I knew... Look, not because of the kiss. I was already seeing that things weren’t... because if things were good... I would have seen Eduardo as just some hot guy who sleeps with everyone... and that’s it... I already suspected about Patricia... and I think Paula too... well, anyway, the Paula thing is another story, and about María I had no idea, but anyway, what I mean is, if I were madly in love with my boyfriend, I would have just seen Eduardo as a hot older guy like I told you, and that’s it, but that wasn’t the case, or not just that, I mean. And so, that’s it. I call my boyfriend and of course, drama, imagine. I’m like: I have to tell my parents before they find out from his parents. It was a mess, but I was clear about it. The thing is, he, rightfully so, tells me he wants to talk in person and that the next day he’ll take the train after work and come to my place.”

“Makes sense,” I said.

“Exactly. Makes sense. Well. And so. The next day comes. Friday. And I thought, well, it was just a kiss, maybe that’s all it will be. I don’t know. The thing is, the day goes on and by eight I’m already eager to leave because my boyfriend, well, my ex by then, was arriving at my place around ten or a bit earlier. And there’s Eduardo, making me look for case law, which he loves... he kept me doing that for weeks... And so, this and that... Whatever. And he had some clients afterward, he had to prepare a witness or something. And around eight-something I go to his office with some court decisions, he starts looking at them... it was case law that had nothing to do with the witness case, he was just keeping me busy... And so, he starts reading them, because his lordship wants them on paper, and I had to print parts of them, anyway. So he’s keeping me there, and I’m watching the time... and then he says to me... he says something like: bring me two more court decisions and go down to the pharmacy to buy condoms.”

“Seriously?” I interrupted, engaged.

“Holy shit... Well, I was the one who nearly shit myself.”

“And what did you do? What did you say to him?”

“Well, at that moment reception calls him and he makes a gesture with his hand for me to go. And I leave. Imagine my face. I’m thinking... he’s messing with me... Or not. You know? I even swear I thought like... maybe he has a date this weekend... and... but then I thought no, it can’t be... it must be for me and him, right? The thing is... can you believe it... there I go... at almost nine at night... to the pharmacy... to buy condoms... with my boyfriend... on the train coming to... not fix things, but you know what I mean. And so. I return to the office, there was no one left except the receptionist and us. I go into my office and look for the two court decisions, which I actually had already located... and I think okay, I’ll give him the whole package... decisions and condoms... right? But of course, I had no idea what was going to happen. And so. I throw away the pharmacy bag and put the condoms, which was just a small pack of three, in my suit jacket pocket. And there I go with the court decisions, which I printed what was needed... and with the condoms. And I get there and he starts reading the decisions. I’m standing there like an idiot, scared shitless, and he stands up... and... phew... he touches me a bit and I’m already... crazy... I mean not crazy, but you know... that... and a kiss that made me think... yes, I definitely made the right call breaking up with my boyfriend, you know? And then reception calls him, saying the clients have arrived, and he hangs up and tells me to go with him to the meeting room because I need to see how to prepare a witness and all that. And I look at the time and think... oh my god...”

Begoña gestured and spoke in whispers, playing with her hair and constantly fidgeting with her loose moccasin, telling everything with such charm that I felt I could listen to her until nightfall.

“So anyway, there I am in the conference room, with the condoms in my jacket pocket, freshly made out with... incredibly turned on... and my boyfriend half an hour away from arriving at my house. And... Eduardo acting like nothing happened... preparing the witness, and it was a mess too, because the witness was an idiot who didn’t want to... stick to what Eduardo was telling him, like he wanted to tell the truth and Eduardo was like: look, if we tell the truth everything goes to hell. Anyway. And there I was... well, yeah. So then. The meeting ends, it was almost ten or so. We walk them to the door and the receptionist tells Eduardo bye, that she’s leaving. And since Edu had keys, he goes back to his office and I’m left there in the lobby thinking, well now what do I do, you know? So I figure I’ll go to his office, throw the condoms at him from the doorway and go home to deal with the drama. Whatever. So first I stop by my office, grab my phone because I figured my boyfriend would call any minute, and then I head to Edu’s office. And well... I go in... and, well... Just imagine...”

“What...?” I asked expectantly.

“Well... he asks me... I mean he asks if I brought them, okay? And I... acting all boss-like, I say yes as if it’s no big deal, and I put my hand in my pocket and kind of toss the condoms on his desk, trying to be cool but I was freaking out inside. And then he comes out with something like... something crazy... that later I realized wasn’t so crazy... anyway, he says something like... these won’t work for me. And I, I don’t know, it just came out... I said: ‘What’s wrong? Too small for you?’ or something like that. And there we were. Talking... without talking... about the size of his... dick, right after we’d just made out... and look, I don’t know... I don’t know what happened next... Well, actually I do know. The thing is... well... We kissed, I guess. Just the two of us alone... and then... he took out... that... or maybe I took it out... I don’t know... because I was already losing control... and when I saw it, or grabbed it, I don’t remember which came first, I thought... well, this has to be a joke... you know? Like... of course this guy would also have that going for him... and... well... I just... I get hot just remembering it...” she said, lifting her hair, sighing, and giving me a heart attack. “So yeah... he gave me a... I mean... he fucked me right there against the desk... without a condom of course... he didn’t even open them... it was just... incredible, I swear, one of those moments when you realize, okay, this is what sex is, whatever I was doing before wasn’t it. And just... it was incredible...”

“Damn...” I sighed.

“I know...”

“And... but all the way...?”

“What do you mean all the way?”

“You know... was it just a quick wham-bam... or, with orgasm and everything...?” I asked, unable to contain myself.

“You’re asking if I came, basically. Well, I don’t even know. For me it was like... like one entire orgasm, you know? I don’t know if I had five orgasms in a row or if my whole body was one big orgasm... But anyway... Oh! And then my phone starts ringing, it was on his desk. And of course... I’m like hoping it stops, and obviously it was my boyfriend calling... And Eduardo tells me who the fuck is that... to reject the call... because my boyfriend kept calling non-stop... Imagine, the guy at my front door unable to get in... and there... well... something else was definitely getting in just fine... There I was, legs spread against the desk with Eduardo giving it to me... and my boyfriend at my door... I mean. It was insane.”

I listened to her story, on the edge of my seat, and I could feel her breathlessness as she told it, and, imagination or reality, I had the sensation that her nipples were slightly visible through her white shirt. Her confession, without being too explicit, did seem suspiciously detailed.

“So anyway. That’s it... Well... it’s hot in here, isn’t it?” she laughed, adjusting her shirt a bit, fanning herself near her neckline, blushing, charming, but with a genuine underlying arousal.

“Well... yes...” I stammered, stunned.

“I mean, you might think... okay, fine, they had sex in the office, whatever. But it’s like... you can’t really explain it... it’s... him, you know... it’s that smug look on his face while he’s doing it... it’s... how... cold he can be... It’s everything... Look. What I’m trying to say is, I’m not saying this to freak you out like María’s going to go crazy for him, because María also seems... pretty formidable herself, but this is just the first time... Eduardo is a guy who... like, I don’t know, he has something, a magnetism... and a... I don’t know, but like, one night he texts me... well... like... it’s crazy, texting me super late something like... ‘put a finger in your ass’ and you read it... and think, he’s lost his mind, but you don’t know if he’s joking or serious, and a minute later... well, yeah. Like, for example, I was out having drinks with some friends, right, and shortly after I’m in the bathroom of some bar, with my finger in my ass... texting him that yes... that I like putting my fucking finger in my ass... you know? It sounds ridiculous but that’s how it is. Before you know it, he’s got you...”

“Damn...” I sighed again, tense and undeniably aroused.

“So yeah. That night. I went straight from being freshly fucked to breaking up with my boyfriend. With tears and everything. I even cried, of course. And I didn’t tell him it was because of Eduardo, those things aren’t said, they’re discovered. Anyway. He left in the morning and that weekend already... Shortly after he left, I went to Eduardo’s house... and, well... Imagine... I mean just fucking, fucking and fucking... the entire weekend, where you don’t even know if it’s day or night... if it’s breakfast time or dinner time... Anyway. Pretty intense.”

I listened to her with complete attention, stunned, and undoubtedly aroused. And I knew she had to be too, at least a little.

“Your turn,” she said then, pulling me from my daydreams. “And like I was saying. I’ll share whatever about Eduardo, of course. But you with María... and whatever you’re... experiencing, just say what you want. I don’t even know why I’m telling you everything, I don’t know, it’s not like they’re advice or anything. Warnings maybe. I don’t know.”

I hesitated for a moment, stumbling at first, but gradually began trying to reciprocate everything she had told me, and found myself wrapped up in a narrative, much more concise, summarizing what had happened at the hotel on the promenade and what had happened at the beach. I didn’t detail the sexual elements, but I did explain my theory about the emergence of the other María, and that thing about how she needed me, that they both needed me, and the humiliation and the kinkiness that came from her, and María’s exhibitionism... and Edu’s requests. In other words, the elements, the edges, of that figure that had been created. And I also told her that I didn’t think María would get hooked on Edu, that the attachment was to the other María that emerged because of him, but that anything was possible. And that I also didn’t know why Edu had talked to her about me.

She listened to me curiously, interrupting me from time to time, but trying to receive my information in a mature and analytical way. And finally I explained about the group that Edu had created with the three of us, and that at that precise moment it had seventy-something messages, or probably many more.

“And that’s it. More or less,” I concluded my confession, surprised at how, little by little, and as always with her, I had ended up opening up.

“I see. Look. Let’s do something,” she said, sitting up a bit. “I’m going to the bathroom, I’m going to pay, I’ll pay, of course, with what you’ve ordered, and I’m going to say hi to some friends who are inside. Don’t worry, María doesn’t know them. And I’ll give you time to read all that... stuff you must have on your phone. Sound good?”

“Yes. Sure. Sounds good,” I said, and she stood up, flushed from my narrative and from her own, showing a firm and desirable ass under her jeans, with her pristine white shirt tucked in, and with that splendid and light way of moving. And I saw in her a strange confidant. Even a friend... or at least an oasis that made me feel good.

As soon as she entered the café, I grabbed my cell phone. I had almost two hundred messages.


CHAPTER 19

I sighed. I took a deep breath. And, with the phone in my hand, I was frightened, not by what might be there, but by how quickly everything was happening. When I had given Begoña that summary, I realized that barely 15 hours earlier we had been at the beach... and a kid was fucking my girlfriend... And thirty hours before that I had been with María in Eduardo’s presence... And what had happened in that parking lot, with Carlos and Edu, seemed like it had happened six months ago, but it had only been two weeks.

I was scared by the drift, by the unstoppable vortex. And I felt that María had been the dam, but that dam now seemed to be overflowing. And I wanted to continue, I felt that I wanted to continue, but that didn’t mean I wasn’t aware that our madness was at risk of spinning out of control, if it hadn’t already.

Finally, I decided to review that conversation, which had ended a few minutes ago. I scrolled up with my finger and saw that Edu had written more than María, until I reached the point where it all began, and I saw explicit questions from him and evasive answers from her. Edu seemed vulgar and provocative as he had been other times, not the measured and even affable and sweet man who had kissed her back at the beach.

After several deflections from María, Edu asked her about Rubén and she admitted that yes, they were texting each other, but she didn’t elaborate on what they discussed or if there were plans to meet. Then the conversation returned to the beach, and I discovered that I had been right, as María confessed that, in the sea, that boy had asked her to get completely naked, since she had nothing, according to the boy’s words, to be ashamed of.

Edu then told María that the green-eyed girl had shown more experience and skill than the boy, and that he didn’t get the impression that the couple had much trust or history together. And María asked him what they had talked about at the end, and Edu, mocking the boy, had written:

“You should have seen him when we said goodbye.”

“Why?” she asked.

“Damn, the girl was already getting dressed and he was still standing there with his dick hanging out, still covered in cum, telling me ‘we come almost every Saturday.’ He told me like three times. You left him wanting more” Edu mocked.

Then he began to boast about the handjob the girl had given him and how he had barely touched her.

“I swear her pussy gave me the creeps. What a bush that bitch had” he wrote, and María didn’t engage much with this, which in a way comforted me, until at one point Edu wrote:

“Little Pablo had to come along for you to loosen up and suck me off properly. What would we do without him.”

I was startled reading that. I always was when he referred to me in those terms. And María responded:

“No, excuse me. It’s the other way around.”

“What do you mean, the other way around?” he had written.

“That... here... the one who comes to ‘help’” —she put in quotation marks— “is you, not him. He is there and you appear, I mean. Not the other way around.”

“I could have sworn we were both there and he showed up.”

“You understood me perfectly” she had replied.

I sighed again. I was sweating. There was still more text to read. I looked around and everyone was oblivious to the conversation I was nervously reading on my phone. I looked up to see if Begoña was appearing, but I didn’t see her.

Then I continued reading and Edu accepted her retort, María told him she had to get ready to go out, and Edu then dropped an intimidating:

“You’re leaving me all worked up.”

“And what do you want me to do?” María asked.

“Well, tell me a few lines. Whatever you want. About what happened or whatever. You haven’t told me shit.”

“Fine” she responded, and, a couple of minutes later, as if she had hesitated, she had written:

“I won’t deny that... I liked... sucking you off... knowing they were watching us.”

“Another one” said Edu.

“Another line?”

“Yes.”

“Well... I would have liked you to fuck me... in fact I thought about it at that moment... getting on your cock and letting them see how you fuck me” María had written, succumbing, confessing, opening up to that bastard, and it hurt me, but at the same time it turned me on.

“Another. More.”

“Well... I swear I don’t know if anyone had ever eaten my pussy the way that kid did.”

“Another one.”

“That’s already quite a few,” she protested.

“The last one.”

“Fine... Let’s see... Well... I was... a bit disappointed that you didn’t text me last night.”

“Why?”

“I don’t know. I was expecting something.”

“You came home all hot and bothered... And you were expecting something.”

“Maybe...” María confessed, and I trembled.

“What were you expecting?”

At that moment a waitress arrived and began clearing some boards and cups, and I looked up at the sky, having a heart attack and feeling overwhelmed, wishing with all my might that she would leave as soon as possible.

She interrupted me and asked if I wanted the check, and I told her that a girl had already gone inside to pay, and I didn’t know how to get rid of her. So much so that I went back to reading in her presence.

“What was I expecting?” María asked. “Well, I don’t know, one of your crazy ideas.”

Edu hadn’t responded to that, and two minutes later, María had written again.

“One of your crazy ideas I mean... like when you tell me how I should touch myself... and what to think about. I have to admit that I do touch myself and think exactly about what you tell me to.”

“I know you’re not lying and that you do it exactly as I tell you,” Edu had written, certainly cocky.

“Well, that’s it,” María had responded.

And there was no more text, and I returned to the real world, with sweaty armpits and a throbbing erection, and I saw Begoña sitting down across from me again.


CHAPTER 20

Begoña tried to be discreet. Sometimes, due to her youth or personality, she might seem a bit reckless or impulsive, but she almost always displayed a remarkably commendable maturity and poise.

It wasn’t until a few minutes had passed that the topic of what I’d read on my phone came up, and I ended up telling her that there wasn’t really anything particularly relevant there. And that was the feeling I had, although I clearly distinguished two elements—one positive: that María defended me and positioned me by her side while placing Edu as an external element. And one negative: that authoritarian undertone of his, which ended up leading her to please and even obey him.

We finally left the table and I walked her to her car, which according to her was parked nearby. Once there, she pushed her sunglasses up to hold her hair back, we exchanged two chaste kisses and, face to face, she said:

“Every time I say goodbye to you, it feels like it’s going to be the last time I see you.”

After saying this, she smiled radiantly and said with a laugh:

“Ugh, that came out a bit movie-like.”

“Yeah... Well. I have that feeling too,” I replied, smiling.

“Anyway. But yeah. I think this time it’s actually true. Because, well, I’m not going to be the one who gets involved in your relationship with María now, I mean, I already have, unintentionally, of course. But anyway, I’m rambling. You’re going home today... and look, I’ll tell you as a woman, the first thing she’s going to say is ‘goodbye Begoña’ and rightfully so, and well, you won’t even hesitate, of course not, because we’re not anything to each other.”

I listened to her captivated and watched her gesticulate and get tangled up in her words. Gorgeous. Next to that car that suited her completely, almost to the point of caricature. And I could only think that she was a spectacular girl, but that she wasn’t wrong in the slightest about everything she was saying.

“And well, that’s it,” she continued. “I... wish you luck with that... triumvirate you’ve set up, because I truly believe you’re going to need it. And I’ll keep seeing María at work. That... I was going to say bitch, sorry, that... well, she hides it well. Actually, our interaction is just ‘hi-hi,’ but anyway.”

She finished her speech and we stood in silence, very close to each other, her eyes very close to mine, her lips very close to mine. Her large eyes enchanted me, her medium-sized breasts subtly outlined against her clothes, and her pearl earrings and everything about her made her an incredibly desirable well-bred girl, who sometimes awakened the purest and cleanest desire, and sometimes the opposite, precisely because of her candor. And she moved closer, and I knew that it wasn’t right, and I smelled her, and she reminded me again of that splendid and heartfelt sex with her, and she moved closer... and gave me a kiss, on the cheek, and the kiss made a sound, and she pulled back, a bit hurriedly, and winked at me, and got into the car.

“That also came out a bit movie-like,” I told her.

“What did?”

“The wink.”

“Oh, right. It’s my wink of... ‘may the force, or luck, be with you.’”

“Do you see it that badly?” I asked, and she was already speaking from inside the car with the window rolled down.

“I see it... Actually, I don’t see it... But anyway...”

“Well... bye...” I said, and immediately regretted my abrupt way of cutting off the conversation, and I did feel that I wouldn’t see her again, or at least not in those terms, and she uttered the same farewell word and started the car.

I went to the apartment, met with the owner, talked with him for a while, packed my suitcase, ate without much appetite, and began to think, with increasing conviction, that María should write to me. It was... morbidly fascinating yes, but also a bit macabre that she would write all those things to Edu, knowing that I would read them, and then not have the courtesy, or sensitivity, to write to me, even if just for something trivial, or even logistical about my return.

As usual, it was me who, in the middle of the afternoon and about to leave for our house, wrote to her:

“I really want to see you.”

Her answer came immediately, and I was enormously pleased. And I read:

“Me too.”

“I mean, to see each other alone.”

“Of course,” she replied, and immediately went offline, and it felt like far too little to me.

Afterward, I wrote asking her what time she would be back and if she was still with her cousin, but I ended up deleting it before sending, as it hurt me a little, or quite a bit, that she had been so curt.

I deliberately killed time, as my intention was to arrive home when she was already there, and I arrived after eight, but she still hadn’t arrived.

I put my things in my closet, threw some clothes in the wash, stored the suitcase, and went to the living room, and once there I did a sort of dress rehearsal of everything I wanted to tell her. Being aware, of course, that between the conversation I had prepared and the one that might actually take place, there could be significant differences.

There, sitting on our sofa, watching nothing on television, it didn’t take long before I heard the elevator, and then her heels, as I had so many times before. I stood up, certainly tense, as I didn’t know how I would react when I saw her... finally alone in our house, and she appeared, and immediately surprised me. I had expected an informal María, from being with her cousin and having some coffees, and instead I found a somewhat made-up María, in black high heels, with a leather skirt and a silky garnet-colored blouse.

And I don't know why I couldn't keep that surprise to myself, and the first thing I said to her was:

“Wow, you're all dressed up.”

“Not even a hello first?” she said, serious. But immediately afterward she smiled. As always, killing me and resurrecting me in fractions of a second.

“Have you had dinner?” she asked, standing there, in front of me.

“No, have you? Can I kiss you?” I said without thinking and immediately. Rushed and insecure.

María smiled then and came closer… and, completely pressed against me, whispered:

“Are you going to ask permission now? Every time?”

And I didn't know what to answer, and we gave each other a small peck on the lips, and I tried to make that kiss lead to a hug, and I succeeded, and I felt her body, her touch, the smell of her hair… of her… and I felt at home.

But the peace didn't last, it didn't last at all, because a sound startled me near us, at the same time as something vibrated on the coffee table. She separated from me then, and I inwardly cursed that she prioritized her phone over our embrace, and she searched through her purse while I went toward the table.

Edu had written to us. He had written to her:

“Already home with little Pablo? Hey, I need to call you. It'll only take a moment.”


CHAPTER 21

I didn’t have time to react, and neither did María. Me with my phone in my hand, and her in an identical situation with hers, with the small table between us, and her mobile began to ring...

She dropped her purse on one of the sofas, answered and brought that device, which I hated, to her ear.

Suddenly, a dismissive and exasperated “What do you want...?” came from María’s lips.

Edu was saying something on the other end of the line, and she seemed to hesitate, think, she brought her fingers to her forehead and lowered her head a little, and said:

—Damn... I didn’t handle that. Ask Alberto.

And I, standing just a meter away from María, could hear Edu’s voice but not clearly enough to understand him.

“Look,” she continued, “I handled that at the beginning, but then I stepped away from it,” she said while unbuttoning a button on her blouse and pulling the silky garnet-colored fabric out from her skirt.

Then I could hear him, and she walked past me and sat on the sofa, crossing her legs.

“Well, I don’t know. I really don’t know. Is it a big mess?” she asked, quite engaged in the conversation, and I didn’t understand why these questions were being asked if they no longer worked together.

“And you had to prepare it today?” she asked, as I sat down beside her.

“Ah... okay... I thought you left rather quickly on Saturday,” she said again.

María spoke seriously, brushed the hair away from her face, and accentuated her powerful thighs as a result of crossing one leg over the other. She was tremendously desirable, provocative, suggestive, even aggressive, but all I wanted was for her to hang up that damn phone so we could have our official and proper reconciliation.

“Is it about the redhead or someone else?” she asked, and again I saw a complicity that I hadn’t seen before, which undoubtedly made me uncomfortable.

She, with her sleeves rolled up and a bold neckline as a result of having unbuttoned that button, was touching her hair, looking at herself, removing a piece of lint that had floated down onto her blouse, and, suddenly, whispered into the phone:

“Yes, of course, I’m with him.”

As she said it, she turned her face, and finally looked at me, and I, being so close to her, could hear Edu’s voice, and then María, while still looking at me, say:

“What an obsession with fixing it, I’m going to develop an aversion to that word, there’s nothing to fix, at this point he should just apologize and that’s it,” María said, serious, continuing with those fingers in her hair, and I was quite bothered by that last statement of hers.

“What?” she said then, as if something had outraged her. “No, I’m not interested in your thing with the redhead.”

After saying that, she moved the phone slightly away from her ear and repeatedly pressed one of the side buttons, then brought it back to her ear, and said:

“No, don’t worry, obviously they’re not jealousy. By the way, are you already dressing her up as me?” she said cockily, and I, increasingly tense because of her attitude and the direction of that conversation, pressed myself against her, resting an elbow on the back of the sofa.

Immediately afterward I heard Edu say:

“Not yet.”

“And why’s that?” said María.

“You know the order, like with Begoña, first normal, then dressed as you, then anal, and then anal dressed as you.”

“You’re sick,” María sighed and shook her head, but there was a certain undertone that revealed she didn’t completely disapprove of what Edu was saying, as if there was something forced, some false indignation.

“Although with Begoña it was more fun...” he clarified, “...since she knew you, too, and the bitch went crazy... Dressing these kids up as you doesn’t have the same edge.”

“You don’t even listen to yourself, really...” she sighed again, pretending to be appalled.

“Yeah... well... You know what I was thinking about?” Edu asked.

“What...?” she responded, pretending the conversation bored her, while she sat up a little and gathered her hair with one hand and let it all fall to the same side of her neck, and then leaned back again.

“That in the end, with all the jokes aside, you didn’t come all weekend, did you?”

“But weren’t you calling about that damn file?” she continued, fighting back, with dignity.

“Yes, and you still have more to tell me about that. But don’t you have little Pablo there?” Edu asked, and I shuddered, and she looked at me.

“Yes...” she answered.

“And you haven’t come all weekend.”

“No... So what?” she asked, just as defiantly.

“Well, tell him to go down on you while you tell me about it, because that client was complaining to me about that case and I don’t know what happened there but you do.”

“You’re insane...” she shook her head again.

“Tell him.”

“I think he can hear you. Judging by his face... I mean,” María said, and I looked at her... not knowing what to do.

“He’ll go down on you. You explain a bit to me. You come. And then relaxed, you two can have your talk,” Edu said, intimidating and almost despotic, and I could feel the flush rising in María, and I saw her chest, up and down, in a breathing pattern that was more agitated than her words. And she looked at me, and I saw her exposed thigh... and I didn’t want to obey and participate in another of his macabre strategies... but... at the same time I did want to.

And I leaned a little toward María, and placed my hand on that leather skirt, the one from the night at Álvaro’s house... and I moved my hand down and caressed the outside of a warm thigh.

And María whispered:

“We couldn’t end the weekend normally...”

And, while I caressed that thigh and could feel and see María’s blush, I heard Edu say:

“María, be very clear that this, from now on, is a normal weekend.”


CHAPTER 22

She didn't challenge his statement, nor did she want to continue down that path, and I leaned in further, bringing my mouth to her powerful thigh; I placed a kiss there that made a sound and overlapped with Edu's phrases coming from that wretched phone that had disrupted things, or at least the order of them.

María was responding to him, talking again about that old case, giving the impression that she knew more than she had initially admitted to knowing, and I removed my shirt and returned to worshiping that thigh.

An increasingly agitated Edu was cursing this Alberto, and I deduced it was the Alberto from the wedding the previous year, the one who had gotten married, and then María uncrossed her legs and that thigh moved, and I began to wonder if sex would be like this from now on, if she would always want it this way, and I wondered what had happened to her claim that during moments of less excitement she did feel attracted to me, if I could occasionally enjoy that calm sex with her, or if it had just been a temporary self-deception that had finally collapsed under its own weight.

“How's Pablo doing?” I heard Edu ask, as I, now dressed only in pants, knelt before a reclining María.

“Fine...” she answered.

“Fine?”

“Yes, fine, though a bit slow.”

“Well, tell him to hurry up,” I heard Edu say quite clearly, intending to humiliate me.

“So, what else do you want to know about this damn case?” María asked, as she parted her legs slightly, and I bent down and brought my mouth and kisses to her thighs, but now on the inner part.

“Were people checking out your legs a lot at the restaurant today?” Edu then asked, changing the subject again, revealing to me that he knew she had worn a skirt.

“I didn't notice,” she replied curtly.

“What color is your underwear?” he asked.

“Black. Which I see is very relevant to Alberto's case,” she responded sarcastically.

Edu then went back to talking about the office case and I buried my kisses increasingly closer to María's sex, which I could almost smell now, and soon her skirt started to be an impediment, and she guessed my obstacle, and sat up a bit and pulled her skirt upward, until between the two of us we managed to raise it to her waist, and before me appeared those silky black panties that elegantly contained María's pussy which, familiar as it was, never failed to impact me.

She spread her legs, keeping her heels firmly planted on the floor, in an imposing display, and I brought my face closer to her while María spoke disinterestedly about the work topic Edu was discussing. And then I buried my face there, not my tongue, nor my mouth, but my face; my entire being wanted to appreciate and worship that pussy, and feel that heat... and feel on my face her hot and almost sweaty thighs, and the smell of her sex through her panties.

María seemed immune to that assault and continued talking to Edu as if nothing was happening, and I placed a kiss on those panties, and looked up, and saw her, touching her hair, staring into space, and responding to him.

And then I could hear Edu saying to her:

“What are you wearing? A shirt?”

“Yes.”

“Still?”

“What do you mean, still?”

“I mean, hasn't Pablo... taken it off, or unbuttoned it?”

“No.”

“Then unbutton it,” Edu ordered and immediately continued speaking:

“Unbelievable. Alberto with all his years there and the mistakes he makes,” he said indignantly.

María listened to him and indulged that man who seemed to want to command without commanding, as if it were normal and logical, and she unbuttoned her shirt with her free hand, and I stuck out my tongue and licked those panties, already feeling a significant erection beneath my pants. Once she finished with all the buttons, she opened her shirt, to one side and the other, completely clearing her torso, revealing a black, lace bra, both substantial and delicate at the same time.

Edu jumped from one topic to another at full speed, and María seemed unaffected by my tongue. So I brought my hands to her panties and she lifted her body slightly, and I pulled them toward me, and it was difficult in the end as they tangled rebelliously on one of her heels, until I finally succeeded, and she anchored her shoes to the floor again, and before me appeared María's beautiful pussy, groomed, pampered and proud, with its trimmed hair and those hypnotizing lips that, pressed tightly together, were already showing.

I felt a suffocating heat, as if freeing her pussy raised the temperature of the entire living room, and I undressed completely, there in front of her, and knelt again and positioned myself between her legs, and brought my face there again, and moved closer, and closed my eyes, and I could already smell her pussy... her... sex... woman... and I placed my nose there, and inhaled more deeply, and the smell of her pussy made my skin tingle and all my hair stand on end... And I stuck out my tongue... and licked, from bottom to top, and I was intoxicated by the fleshy and spongy touch of those tightly pressed lips... and I felt my cock throbbing as I separated with my tongue those lips that felt enormous... And I was waiting for a moan, a little sigh that would announce the impact of having my tongue delving into the deepest part of her, and I heard her say:

“Let’s see. The case wasn’t easy...”

She explained to him. Without flinching. Without sighing. Without gasping. And I looked up while moving my tongue at high speed between those lips, and already the liquid sound of my mouth wetting her pussy was announcing itself, in a kind of “click” “click” that I found incredibly arousing, and I looked up and saw her, with her legs open and her shirt pushed aside, slouched on the sofa, always staring into nothingness.

“The case was nonsense, María,” I heard Edu say. “How’s Pablo doing? What’s he doing?”

“He’s down there,” she answered, now actually looking at me, and still without the slightest moan.

“Pull your tits out over your bra... because I deduce Pablo is only focused on your pussy... he’s not very... multi task, as they say, right?”

I continued with my tongue, trying to make her feel something, and I could tell her pussy was getting wetter, though I didn’t know how much of that liquid was hers and how much was my saliva. And I kept looking up... and suddenly saw how she didn’t argue back and how she trapped her phone between her face and shoulder, and brought her hands to her breasts, and with one hand pulled down a cup and with the other pulled out one breast, and then did the same with her other breast, causing her tits to overflow those large black cups, until they almost completely disappeared. She obeyed, though she seemed to do it with an almost bland involvement, and I benefited from her maneuver and her obedience, as I contemplated, without stopping the movement of my tongue and hearing that liquid sound, those enormous tits overflowing her lingerie... and her extensive, rosy areolas that adorned her breasts making them tremendously lustful, with large, robust nipples that ultimately made clear the grandeur of her bust.

“What I really don’t understand is how it occurred to him to go for the 238,” Edu was saying. “And I don’t know what the fuck you were thinking either.”

“Calm down. I already told you that when he went that route, I was no longer involved with the case,” she responded to him while I caressed her buttocks, almost putting my hands under her ass, and I worked hard to lick that pussy and separate those lips that did seem to respond to my advances, unlike their owner.

“I also don’t understand, and never have understood, why they had you coming in and out of cases, and I say this for your sake too, damn it, not finishing things,” he said, and she argued back, and that sound continued, and María showed no signs of feeling me in her expression, nor in her breathing, but I noticed her pussy getting wetter, her lips more undone, and more and more smell of sex... and then Edu said:

“How well does Pablo eat?”

And again I raised my gaze, and saw her enormous tits, and her slouched there, but I still saw no impact on her cheeks.

“We’re... working on it...” she said, humiliating me.

“The hippie was quite a bit better, I deduce,” he said.

“What?”

“The hippie. The poorly groomed boy from the beach.”

“Oh. Yes. I already told you this morning,” she killed me, and I closed my eyes and my jaw was already hurting a bit from that pussy eating that wouldn’t stop.

“But is he really eating you out? I don’t hear anything... You seem a bit... indifferent...” he mocked, seriously.

“Yes, he’s eating me out,” she killed me again.

“It doesn’t seem like it... but anyway... By the way, have you... let those huge tits out already?” Edu said, crudely.

“Yes...”

“Then put a tit in your mouth.”

“What?” she protested, and I opened my eyes, tense and surprised.

“Lick your tit. And don’t act like a nun when you’re tired of doing it.”

I pulled my face back a bit and felt even my chin was wet. Her pussy, pink and open, radiated tremendous heat and smell of sex, but she hadn’t let out even a sigh. And suddenly I began to hear how Edu was ranting about his former office while María grabbed one of her colossal tits, looked at it, looked at me... and I trembled, and she created a bit of saliva with the tip of her tongue, and I didn’t know if she would reach... I had never seen her do this... and she extended her tongue, and brought her tit closer... and she reached it, she touched it, licked her tit... once... and again... in long licks... coating it... while Edu could be heard talking... and that tit began to shine...

...And María closed her eyes and licked, and licked... and I sighed and I don’t know if I gasped some word... seeing her there, legs spread, with her heels dug into the floor, with her pussy open, with her skirt at her waist, with her shirt open... with one overflowing tit above her bra and the other going to her mouth, to her tongue, and her licking that tit, in dense licks, and her neck going back and forth, and she was making that magnificent tit shine... and I looked down and pulled back the skin from the tip of my member... and looked at her again... and then wet my fingers in my soaked cock... and went to bring them to her... and I brought my middle and ring fingers to that pussy... and felt how they got wetter in her, and those fingers entered, with astonishing ease... all the way in, but she didn’t moan, instead she continued licking, enjoying herself, worshipping herself, working hard on that impressive tit that made her even more sexual, more female... and at the same time more vulgar.

I, with my two fingers inside her, was amazed to see her like this, like a complete slut, eating from her breast and listening to him, in silence, and without moaning despite my fingers going back and forth, drilling that pussy... getting lost in that wide-open, wet immensity.

“By the way,” I heard Edu say, “I spoke with Begoña the other day also about this case and I mentioned you, and I told her I knew she had fucked Pablo and she denied it.”

María then released her breast, and let it rest... And I could see one dry breast and the other wet and shiny... and her mouth and lips moist... and she looked at me, and I stopped my fingers, which remained inside her, and I trembled and was frightened by what might come out of that conversation.

“Don’t mention her to me. Really. Do me that favor,” said María, fixing her gaze on me while I remained motionless, with my two fingers in her pussy, all the way in.

“No, no. It’s just that she tells me...” I heard Edu continue, “...how did she put it, well, she denied it and was even offended... ‘Me with that...?’ I don’t know what she called him, but anyway, she was indignant that I would associate her with him.”

“She’s an idiot, and I don’t know why you still talk to her,” said María, with undisguised antipathy and repulsion toward her.

“I don’t know. Anyway... The girl is ridiculous. That said, she doesn’t fuck badly. Especially what I told you before, dressed up as you she would go crazy.”

“That’s because she has no personality,” María concluded, and I kept looking at her, exposed there, open and wet, with her disheveled hair, with her overflowing breasts, and with my fingers inside her, fingers that began again to move back and forth, getting soaked with her again.

“Well, I don’t know if it’s a personality issue or not...” Edu argued, and I disliked how they were talking about Begoña, “...but anyway, I don’t know if I ever told you that after having done it the first time dressed as you... okay, obviously, at my request, she showed up the next day at my house with those clothes.”

“But what clothes were they, by the way?” María asked, and her serious voice overlapped with the rhythmic and liquid sound of my fingers masturbating her.

“A dark pantsuit and one of those silk mauve shirts you have.”

“Well, you tell me.”

“So there she showed up with her posh face and tells me all solemn: ‘tonight you’re going to call me María until we can’t take it anymore.’”

“My God... How ridiculous,” María snorted, with contempt, almost before Edu finished his sentence.

I felt bad. I was sure Edu was lying and it hurt to see María manipulated by him... And my fingers kept penetrating her, and it also angered me that she didn’t emit even the slightest sound, and they continued criticizing her... and my hand accelerated, and with the other hand I began to masturbate... and I jerked off faster and faster... and her body was now noticing the back and forth of my hand, to the point that her breasts danced a little... and I was amazed that she didn’t even sigh... It was killing me... I was getting truly angry... and I accelerated more... and more... and then one of my fingers reached deeper... and María emitted a sudden “Ouch!” and I stopped instantly, aware of my mistake, and she looked at me, and snapped at me in a whisper:

“What the hell are you doing...”

I then withdrew my hand, slowly, and my fingers came out sticky, and Edu said something I didn’t understand, and I moved away, backward, leaving that pussy orphaned... and María listened to Edu, and suddenly there was a silence, and Edu said something else to her and she responded with a dry and bitter “fine...”

Then she raised one of her legs and brought the hand that wasn’t holding her phone to her shoes to take them off, first one foot and then the other, and her heels fell noisily on both sides of my body, and, once barefoot, she placed one of her feet on the floor and extended her other leg... and put the sole of her foot on my chest.

I was kneeling, completely naked, looking at her, and she was caressing her wet breast, and I could hear Edu talking, and then her foot moved up, toward my face... and I guessed or even understood what Edu had asked her... or ordered her... And I grabbed that foot... and kissed the sole... a sole that I then licked... something I had never done before, and didn’t particularly love or hate... and then I went higher... and soon I was licking her toes... and then putting her toes in my mouth... one by one... and I looked at her... and she now did seem to blush a little... and I knew Edu was talking to her... and probably saying certain phrases that were affecting her... and she then let a little saliva fall again on her breast, but this time on the other one... and she played with her saliva on her breasts... she caressed them and I licked her foot... and she, yes, finally blushing... answered him in a whisper:

—“Yes, they're sticky, yes…”

And she kept listening to him and suddenly her cheeks were burning… and she lowered one of her hands to her pussy… and her saliva hung from her mouth… from her lips… and I licked those toes knowing that Edu had turned her on with just a few phrases, something I hadn't managed to do despite minutes and minutes of eating her pussy… And she listened to him… and her free hand flew… downward… obedient, to him, to herself, to both… and she put a finger inside… inside her pussy… and closed her eyes, and then I could hear him say:

—“You're a little slut… huh…”

And she didn't respond and he repeated it… and then you could hear a “No… Mmm…!”, gasped by her… which was now a moan… and I brought my other hand to my cock and began to masturbate while with the other hand I held her foot, and sucked her big toe, there, kneeling and completely naked… and I heard how he insisted again that she was a little slut and she soaked her finger with her own fluids and then that finger traveled to her mouth… and she sucked that finger and he said “I think you're a good little slut…” and then she freed her mouth and her hand went to her breast and whimpered another “Mmm…! No…” and she moaned... and grabbed her breast and then gasped a devastating and even embarrassing “Mmm… you're a bastard…” and then a “Bastard... when are you going to fuck me…?” And she squeezed her breast hard… sexual, lustful, humiliated, with her eyes closed and her mouth half-open… and then she squeezed her breast more, which was shining from all she had spit on it… and gasped a “Ufffffff…!!” and arched her back until she almost completely lifted off the sofa, and it seemed like she could come just from caressing that breast...

I, shocked, and even trembling seeing her like this, stopped licking her foot and carefully removed it and lowered it to the floor, and for the first time that pitiful and submissive surrender produced in me a certain aversion… but at the same time I felt that I adored her and desired her more than ever.

And then I heard Edu say:

—“Tell Pablo to fuck you.”

And I looked at her… clutching that breast she couldn't fully grasp, there reclined, sunken, flushed, with her mouth wet, her lips shining with saliva… with her shirt pushed aside and wrinkled... with her bra overflowing and with that open pussy… whose thick lips appeared displaced… as if melted. And María said nothing, she just arched her back and caressed that sticky breast and again I doubted she could come like this, and I, on my knees, moved closer to her, until I positioned my member near that undone pussy... 

And then, when we were expecting Edu's insistence, and I wanted the order, and I wanted María to pull me… my cock… to put it inside her… as she had done with that kid on the beach… we heard him say:

—“Hey. I'm going to hang up.” 

And she opened her eyes instantly, and let her back rest on the sofa.

There was silence and María tried to compose herself, until she managed to say:

—“And... why?”

—“What I just told you. Tell him to fuck you. And that's it. I'm hanging up. I don't care what time it is or that it's Sunday. I'm going to call Alberto.”

María could barely accept his departure with a stammer, which was more like a whimper… She was hot, horny… and seeing her like this excited me and hurt me in equal parts. 

—“Come on, have a good fuck” —Edu abruptly cut off all that madness— “and come already… and if not by fucking then by putting in one of those huge toy cocks you have. But come, you even make me feel sorry for you. And have that little lovers' chat.”

María didn't know what to say. And it seemed like she was even hesitating whether to reproach him for his sudden departure or even to beg him to whisper a few more dirty things to her, but faced with her hesitation, it was Edu who finished it with:

—“Alright. Bye, María.”

—“Okay. Goodbye” —she answered, defeated, upset, knowing she had been used and humiliated, and she moved her phone away from her face… And I was waiting for her request, and then she sat up a little, unsticking her body from the sofa and her shirt a bit from her back, and me there, on my knees, with my cock just inches from her open pussy... and then she brought her hands to her breasts… but no longer to squeeze them with lust, but to gently and tenderly tuck them back inside those black cups that were reappearing. And now completely seated, she raised her gaze, looked at me, unstuck her hair from her back, and said:

—“Do you want to come?”

—“What…?”

—“I asked if you want to come. If you want, I'll suck you off” —she said to me, as if it were nothing, readjusting her shirt, closing it a bit and rolling up her sleeves to her elbows. And I didn't understand anything. Shocked by her change.

—“Come on, I'll suck you off and then we can talk about whatever you want, because it's true we need to talk about it, okay?” —she said, serious and formal, but docile and approachable at the same time.

And I didn't know what to say… but I did know that Edu had humiliated us again… and I understood that, without him, the María that had been created disappeared almost instantly. 


CHAPTER 23

After witnessing her change in attitude, I stood up, my erect member pointing horizontally directly at her face. Now she was the one looking up… I was aroused, extremely aroused, but I wasn’t sure I wanted a disinterested, mechanical fellatio… one that would make me explode, yes, but that would simultaneously constitute Edu’s total and effective victory and humiliation, not just over me, but over both of us.

“I don’t know… It feels a bit strange like this…” I whispered… looking at her… at her still flushed cheeks and her swollen, pulsating breasts beneath her bra cups, displaying a still glistening cleavage.

“Well, whatever you want. If not, I’ll go take a shower,” she said seriously, as if both alternatives were mere formalities.

Her tone ultimately made up my mind, and I backed away. She didn’t insist at all as she stood up, pulled down her skirt, gathered her shoes and panties, and walked down the hallway.

I then collapsed onto the other sofa, completely naked, overwhelmed by the speed of events. And for the first time, I seriously considered stopping, stopping it myself.

I then saw her phone, abandoned there, and I was tempted to investigate what she might be discussing with Edu in private, why Edu knew she was wearing a skirt today, what she might be talking about with Rubén… if she was confiding in some friend… The sound of shower water falling tried to convince me to conduct my investigation… but I decided I couldn’t do it, not anymore, that we needed to talk about it, without any more lies and with complete trust, and that an absolute catharsis needed to happen that very night.

I heard her showering, then I heard her go to the bedroom, and I wanted to appreciate being with her again, in my house, in our house… I opted to shower as well, and afterward I put on some shorts and a t-shirt and went to the kitchen. María was wearing a worn, familiar yellow tank top, casual, homey, and I felt even more at home than I had a while ago, and I felt strangely happy.

I positioned myself behind her as she was making a salad in a glass bowl and offering to share it with me.

I accepted, and mentioned that living alone I usually ate much worse, but she didn’t respond.

We sat at the table. Facing each other. And, barely after the third bite in silence, she said:

“Okay. I’ll start. Begoña. Do you have feelings for her?”

“No,” I said quickly.

“Did you feel anything when you did it?”

“No.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes.”

“Okay. More. Have you seen her again?”

“No.”

“Well. We’re doing well,” she said, as if this were a check list to complete. “At least we’re doing better than last time. Which, by the way, you must know she did it with you to hurt me. You must realize that.”

I leaned back a bit. I didn’t like how this had started. And I liked her last comment even less. I sighed, trying to calm myself, and to hide my displeasure. And she continued:

“I mean, I’m absolutely certain. Besides, you’ve already heard what Edu said about what she told him she thinks of you. What? Can’t you speak more than monosyllables?”

I sighed again. I put down my fork. And said:

“Well, I think the opposite, I think… I don’t know if we’ve started well… or if you’ve started too well, but anyway. I think a good starting point would be for you to believe half of half of what Edu says.”

María took another bite to her mouth. She ate with her legs crossed, upright, with her hair completely pulled back. She looked younger, much younger than with those dressy clothes she had worn that afternoon. She was really beautiful and I was surprised she hadn’t challenged my “I don’t know if we’ve started well.”

“Look,” she finally said, “let’s keep moving forward, okay? Let’s close the Begoña chapter. And I’ll tell you something, a part… that… I don’t know if it’s good… it’s that sometimes I think I’m going crazy too… and… when you told me I almost died, but it’s true that afterward… I don’t know…”

“What…?” I asked, calmer now, also because I noticed a sudden change in her tone.

“Well, it’s like… On one hand, I imagined you two naked in bed… and... God...! it kills me… and I want to kill her, and kill you… but there’s also something I don’t know… like… revaluing you… I don’t know. I don’t know how to say it.”

“Revaluing me? Perhaps you mean appreciating my value.”

“Yes, that’s better,” she said.

“But if according to your theory she did it with me to hurt you… how does that increase my value?”

“I don’t know, Pablo. I don’t know how to explain it.”

There was a silence and I found myself wondering if what she was trying to tell me was that perhaps she valued me more for having been with a certainly attractive girl like Begoña, or if even imagining me with her had awakened some kind of… excitement, however small, but I didn’t dare to continue down that path.

“Are we done with Begoña?” I said then.

“Do you regret it?” she asked, looking at me intently.

“Yes, of course.”

Another silence fell, and I believed I had passed that battery of questions about Begoña with flying colors, and I didn’t want to delay the inevitable any longer:

“Okay. The Edu topic,” I said.

“I’m not going to justify myself,” she said immediately. “I hope you understand, now yes, finally, that you understand the cases are different. Let’s not go back to what happened Friday.”

“I didn’t say anything about justifying, nor am I comparing both cases, María.”

“Well, that’s it.”

“That’s it, what? I just want you to tell me what’s going on with him.”

“Well, what’s going on with him, you can see for yourself,” she snapped seriously, in what had been an escalation in both our tones.

She stood up then, and went to get something from the kitchen, and I sighed again.

I waited for her, ate a little more, certainly listless, as I had been for the past two weeks, and I thought that María’s escape to the kitchen had been to try not to explode or not say things she shouldn’t.

She returned then with a bottle of water. She sat down. And I thought about Begoña again, and, trying to assert myself, despite fearing her, I said:

“Before we continue talking about Edu, because we haven’t even started, I’m going back to Begoña: it’s undeniable that you were pushing me toward her.”

After a very thick silence, during which I could see María’s hesitation in her eyes, she said:

“Look. I’m going to tell you something that might hurt you, but if I ever truly doubted us, it was during those weeks with Carlos... and yes, I did consider something with him, and I think... it... relieved me or made me feel better that you felt something for Begoña.”

I listened to her in surprise and discovered that Begoña had nailed her theory.

“I’ll also tell you,” she continued, “that now when I remember it, I can’t even believe I considered anything with that... I don’t even know what to call him.”

“And why is that? Did he do something to you?”

“No, well. Apart from... fucking me like a psychopath... which you already saw... no. But I’m not talking about sex, I don’t know... it’s just that I feel repulsed even remembering him.”

I didn’t fully understand her change of mind about Carlos, but these kinds of swings weren’t that strange for her.

“And with Edu, didn’t you fear for us?”

“That our relationship would end because of him?”

“Yes. Because you liked him.”

“No. I swear I didn’t. Look... About Edu... And now getting deep into him... into him and the game, okay?” she was speaking very conciliatory now, “...About Edu, it has to be him. Deep down you know it was always him, whether in a... close way... or from a distance.”

“Yeah...” I responded.

“And that this... you can see that...”

“What?” I asked, and at that moment her phone, which was on the table, lit up, and I could see how a name wrote up to three messages to her, and the name was Rubén.

María looked at the screen and I didn’t want to make her uncomfortable, so I looked away.

“Well, that...” she responded, “that I don’t know about this thing with Edu, I mean, of the three of us, I don’t know how long it will last. Until he gets tired or we get tired, but when that happens it won’t be a... trading of cards. I mean, it’s him, and when it’s over, we go back to normal life.”

“And what about Rubén then?”

“Rubén is annoying. It’s just nonsense to keep Edu happy,” she said turning the phone over. “Like the chat of the three of us that we have on the phone.”

“And are you sure you won’t get hooked on him?”

“On Edu?”

“Yes. For example, at the beach... you two looked... during that walk you took... the kisses on your back... it was like affectionate... I don’t know...”

“Affectionate?” she interrupted. “Everything with Edu is sex,” she said, and it shocked me a little. “A kiss on the back is sex, a walk is sex... dinner... and... talking about anything else with him... is sex.”

“And everything you write to each other? And I’m referring to these months. Sometimes I feel like I hardly know anything.”

“That’s nonsense, Pablo... After he’s fucked me... three or four times, with your... consent, not to say... I don’t know... enjoyment? pleasure?... are you going to ask me about the dirty things he writes to me? Look, the only time I really did feel bad was when I came back from Madrid and wanted to clear things up with him, and then with you, and I went to his house and we ended up kissing. What is... or would be... infidelity... there was one kiss, a kiss that I immediately stopped... and don’t make me go back to what you did with Begoña to compare.”

“And what about everything you did after that night with Carlos? At his place?”

“I’m not going to tell you about that now. But if you abandon me, I don’t see how that counts as cheating… just like when you left me stranded at Álvaro’s house.”

“It’s not about whether it’s cheating or not…”

“Oh, so now you want the details. You accuse me of semi-cheating and at the same time you want all the specifics.”

“I’m not accusing you of anything, María. You always get defensive.”

Another silence fell between us. I had the feeling that we both wanted the conversation to reach a good conclusion, that we both truly wanted a clean slate and fresh start, but it was difficult, and then I couldn’t control myself:

“Well. So what? Edu says ‘today with this guy, tomorrow with that one’ and off the three of us go to make it happen?” I asked, instantly regretting not having phrased it differently.

“If you’re talking about what happened at the beach, that was just a crazy thing that happened spontaneously, and also because I was angry with you. And, Pablo… I don’t know if it’s good to go down that road.”

“What road?” I rebelled, unable to back down.

“The one you’re going down.”

“No. I’m just asking ‘what now.’”

“Well, now there’s Edu. Actually, he was always there. And yes… it’s… it’s true that it’s a bit stressful, that nothing is normal with him, but he’s in Madrid... and he comes every two weeks, or whatever, or on weekends... and we can have our life, because I love you Pablo, I love you so much, and we can live our life almost all the time, and if he comes and we play this crazy game then fine, and if not, that’s fine too.”

“And what about sex between us?” I asked, suddenly pleased, as her confession that she loved me resonated through my body.

“What about it?”

“Well… that thing about… me attracting you… in times of less excitement… I don’t know if that’s still... valid.”

“Well look... with the last three weeks we’ve had… I can’t even remember what a normal situation feels like. By the way, I just told you I love you very much, you could have said you love me too and then we could have continued.”

“Oh, so you’re not sure…” I said, with a false cockiness that I didn’t know why I was displaying.

“Look, Pablo, sometimes I think you believe you’re the victim. And tomorrow I have to see Begoña, and Carlos is coming to a meeting on Tuesday… and yesterday a kid put it in me… without a condom… and I’m burying my head in the sand trying not to think about it and not freak out.”

“Okay... okay…”

“Okay, okay, what?”

“That… if you want to go somewhere… for that… I’ll go with you.”

“No... Already... That’s all I need…”

“And what have you talked about with him?” I changed the subject.

“With Edu?”

“Yes.”

“About what?”

“About this.”

“Nothing.”

“What do you mean nothing? You told me on Friday that you were meeting him to talk about it.”

“But it’s impossible to talk to him. He just spouts his crude comments and doesn’t say anything meaningful. He plays that game too.”

“Well, he did tell me something.”

“What?” she asked, intrigued.

“He told me he could have fucked you as many times as he wanted, but that by the tenth time he would have been bored, and that’s why this whole game exists.”

“Bah, he’s full of himself,” she said immediately. And I didn’t want to point out that she seemed to believe Edu when it suited her and when it didn’t, she didn’t.

Another silence fell and I collected both plates while she took the glasses and water. And, once we were both in the kitchen, María, standing at the counter, asked:

“Is there coffee for tomorrow?”

I positioned myself behind her, and said:

“You tell me…? I’ve been fifteen days… without a home…”

“You’re silly…” she whispered, tilting the pot, checking if there would be enough for two coffees. And then I said:

“Edu is right about you coming.”

“About what?” she responded as I pressed my chest against her back, placed my hands on her hips, breathed in the scent of her hair, and was dying to embrace her.

“That in the end we’ve lived through the craziest weekend of all time and you haven’t come,” I said, in a low tone, and somehow we were suddenly speaking almost in whispers.

“I'm not a nymphomaniac, Pablo,” she said, gently removing my hands from her waist.

“What?”

“I'm not a nymphomaniac... damn...” she whispered, and her curse word didn't seem to please her as it was barely audible. “I mean, I'm going to get into bed and pass out. So... don't worry, I'm not... dripping all over the place.”

“Well... Don't get upset.”

“No, I'm not upset but... you also...” she whispered, turning around so we were face to face.

“Okay, okay, I'm sorry,” I said, returning my hands to her waist.

We looked at each other. She looked gorgeous. I had the feeling that I never truly believed I had lost her, because if I had, I would have died inside.

“I love you so much,” I told her, with immense feeling and truth.

“I know.”

Only silence could be heard. We looked at each other again. I wanted to kiss her. And then she said:

“Are we good?”

“I think so,” I answered.

“Aren't you going to kiss me?” she asked.

“No, I don't feel like it at all,” I said ironically.

“Oh, okay then,” she smiled.

I was waiting for her kiss. And then she wrapped her arms around me and said:

“Can I tell you something that happened to me the other day while driving? People are crazy. Afterward you can tell me... about that apartment... and about your... bachelor life.”

“Now? You want to tell me something trivial? Like we're a normal couple?” I asked.

“Mmm... yes. That's it. Like a normal couple,” María smiled.


CHAPTER 24

I’ve always been one of those people who believe that happiness doesn’t lie so much in specific moments, however successful or joyous they may be, but in repeated dynamics, and the Monday morning that followed confirmed my belief: the alarm went off and María and I began our silent routines of a workday, but there was control, there was security, and there was that intact foundation of affection that can only be appreciated after revealing crises.

While having breakfast, I wondered if we could really maintain the watertight compartment of our sex life, now with Edu absolutely present, and keep all other elements completely intact and safe. And, aware of the difficulties, I concluded that it might indeed be possible. Although I kept in mind that María had been right the night before when she told me that my situation was simpler than hers, something that became evident and relevant right after saying goodbye to her, as always with a kiss, as she was going to the office, and there would be Begoña, and there would be Carlos the next day, and she occupied the position that Edu had left.

My work was indeed an absolute oasis. No one in my circle knew anything about our madness except my friend Germán, who hadn’t asked me again, and I hadn’t felt the need to discuss it with him, perhaps even because, in a strange way, Begoña had taken his place.

I would occasionally check my phone to see if Edu had written to both of us, and the fact that he hadn’t made me think that it might be something limited to the weekends when he came. And the truth was that thinking about this relieved me, and also made me believe that María’s theory might be correct, and that it could be true that there were hardly any flaws in that plan of having Edu as a lover and orchestrator of situations. In fact, it really seemed that the only flaw was Edu himself.

That Monday night we watched a movie lying on the couch, not strictly embracing, but certainly cuddled up and even affectionate. As if nothing had happened. And I, despite my obvious curiosity about where she stood sexually with respect to me, didn’t bring anything up, because I knew we still needed to tone down the feelings of what we had recently experienced. I also didn’t ask her about what had happened at Edu’s house, and what I did do was suggest going out to dinner, just the two of us, the following night.

“No Edu. No Begoña. No Carlos. No nothing...” María said, in an affable tone, and I not only accepted her conditions but supported them one hundred percent.

That Tuesday, after work, I didn’t want to pick her up at her office, as I already considered it a kind of minefield. We met directly at the restaurant, which was on a hotel rooftop, in the open air.

I arrived before her; the evenings were long, endless, and the sunlight still skimmed the rooftops as I waited for her. And I thought about how incredibly fortunate I was, because I felt that I hadn’t stopped putting obstacles in my own way, constantly, for the past fifteen months, as if I myself had devised and executed a plan aimed at making María get fed up with me.

She appeared, with her voluminous hair, a greenish pantsuit, and a white round-neck t-shirt that created a pleasant contour to look at. I stood up, we kissed, and she said:

“Your phone. Give it to me.”

I was immediately alarmed. Fearing that she wanted to go back to that business with Begoña.

“Why?”

“Just us. Come on. Sometimes we seem like fools, spending all day glued to these damn phones.”

I sighed with relief. I gave it to her. And she put both phones in her purse.

What followed was a dinner that frightened me, because I was intimidated by what I felt for her. And I felt happy and guilty again. We talked about the past. About the future. And I didn’t have the slightest temptation to bring up anything regarding Edu or sex.

We chatted about the wedding, which we had, or rather she had, postponed until the following June, and then María began to suggest the idea of celebrating it sooner. And it wasn’t that I disagreed, but I did feel that with this advancement she was seeking a demonstration, or self-demonstration, that everything was normal. And it wasn’t that I didn’t trust that it could be so, but I felt that every decision made or to be made in those days was undeniably linked to that kind of new life plan.

María saw no problem in celebrating it in September, since it had always been conceived as something quite intimate and more or less simple to organize, and I wasn’t able to find fault with her reasoning, because it wasn’t an issue of rushing, and the speculations about her possible motives were impossible for me to explain.

We talked about her work, her new position. We talked about mine, and about my family, and hers, and I looked at her, and again I felt blessed, and suddenly, sometimes, I would remember and be amazed that I had given her to other men... and immediately I would try to correct myself to avoid thinking about it.

That night, at home, in bed, I didn’t want to bring up anything about sex either. And, the next morning in the shower, I felt a casual erection, and a multitude of images crossed my mind... of María with Edu... with Carlos... with that boy from the beach... but I refused, I refused to use those images and those experiences... and I consciously decided to imagine pure sex, just her and me: I imagined that, during the previous night’s dinner, she got up from her chair, came over to me, took off her pants, and mounted me in full view of all the diners. I imagined the waiters, still, petrified and shocked, at the sight of that woman fucking her fiancé... She was fucking him... fucking me... in the presence of all those people who watched, astonished and becoming aroused... by seeing that woman moving, proud, fulfilled... in a heartfelt, and even loving sex... and I clung to her, and she embraced me while moving her hips back and forth... and I soon ejaculated in the shower... in an orgasm that wasn’t as explosive as if I had used images experienced with María and those other men... but that way I managed not to feel guilty after finishing.

And that Wednesday passed normally except that, while we were having dinner, I could see how Rubén was writing to her and she responded reluctantly, with barely a couple of phrases. And I understood that she was offering just enough to cover herself in case Edu asked her about Rubén.

And it was the following afternoon. Without warning. Without anything that could prepare me for it... when everything exploded:

I was in a meeting and my jacket began to vibrate with short impacts, near my heart, but my heart didn’t race, not until I saw that Edu had decided to move up the weekend.

I silenced my phone and was in a state of absolute unease, wishing that meeting would end as soon as possible, so I could see what his new incursion was about.

I listened to my colleagues talking and, as always, despite telling myself that I was living through days when I wanted everything to go more slowly, I began to feel that there was an important part of me that wanted exactly the opposite.

The meeting ended, I went to my desk, took a breath, pulled the phone from my jacket... and read, unintentionally, the last sentence. And when I read it, my hand could barely hold the phone, and my fingers barely obeyed me in their attempt to scroll up to reach the origin of everything, because the last sentence of the conversation, written by Edu, said: “At ten o’clock to fuck you.”

I managed to get to the beginning and saw how Edu opened fire with the Alberto topic again, which already sounded like an excuse, although he didn’t seem to need preambles to state his intentions. Then, without prior anesthesia, he had written:

“I’ve already heard that today you’re showing off your legs.”

“Who told you that?” she asked, and I tried to remember until I recalled that she had left home that morning in a skirt and blouse.

“Well, Víctor, who else.”

“Ah, right. I saw him around. He came to install something for the two new interns. Anyway,” she responded, more talkative than usual.

“By the way,” Edu had written then.

“What.”

“Víctor is going to fuck you tonight. It’s all arranged.”

“What the fuck are you saying?” María asked, and my hand was trembling, and even my head and neck. And I felt like I couldn’t breathe.

“You heard me. I’ve already told him that Pablo will watch and that, while he watches, he’s going to fuck you. You need to give me your address so I can pass it to him.”

“What the fuck are you talking about?” María was indignant, and I saw that after her message there was a voice note from Edu, fourteen seconds long.

Panicking, I searched through my drawers looking for earphones. My heart was leaping out of my chest. My mouth felt dry and my hands were sweating. I couldn’t believe his audacity, his crudeness... and I felt bad for María, that she had to confront him in that way.

Finally, I couldn’t find earphones so I turned down the volume and held the phone to my ear, and I heard Edu’s voice saying:

“I’m not kidding about anything, María. This weekend I’m going with the redhead, as you call her... Well, we’re both going to my beach house there, so we’ll be busy... Nearby, but busy. And Víctor’s son is coming home from university... So he can only fuck you today.”

I couldn’t believe it. I didn’t understand, as much as I knew him already, how he could be like this. Like this with María, who had already given in so much... And in that proposal, or order, there was no eroticism, no game. There was only malice.

I then read what María had responded:

“You can’t be serious. You can’t be that crazy. Wait, I’ll call you.”

“No, no. Don’t call me. There’s nothing to talk about. Write me your exact address and at around ten he’s going to fuck you.”

There was nothing else written. And I hesitated about writing to María, and I saw that she hadn’t been online since the exact moment of Edu’s last message.

And then I called her. Once. Twice. Three times. But she didn’t answer my calls.


CHAPTER 25

I had to make a real effort to control myself and stop badgering her, but I was aware that there was no point in insisting anymore, and I once again felt the injustice that she had to be the one to endure his onslaughts. I even thought about writing something there myself, for the first time, but I wasn’t sure if I had the authorization to do such a thing.

The afternoon at work was torture. I checked my phone compulsively. And when I got home, María still wasn’t there. I felt a constant flush of anxiety. I knew nothing about her. I didn’t know if she had spoken more with Edu. I assumed she had refused, but everything was happening so quickly that I could hardly rule anything out.

I got in the shower to stop thinking, but the opposite happened. And my mind kept returning to the fact that María was the one bearing everything, the one who had actually carried the weight of the entire game, although it was also true that the final decision was always hers, so the pressure came with authority, whereas I, on the contrary, was a spectator without power… which didn’t entail as many risks, but perhaps made me live in greater uncertainty.

I was getting out of the shower when I heard some noises. Heels. Heels and nothing else. It was María arriving. I heard her entering our bedroom while I lingered in my steamy quadrilateral, as if I didn’t have the courage to face her final decision.

I felt genuinely intimidated, and I could hear her rummaging in the closet, changing clothes. And I was washing my face, my heart pumping blood, while the sounds indicated she was heading to the living room.

And I wondered what I wanted. And I didn’t know. I wanted everything and nothing. I wanted María embraced in my arms on our sofa. And I wanted her… with Víctor, with Edu or… really almost with whoever. And I felt that while I had evolved in certain aspects derived from that madness, my feeling of guilt for knowing that I wanted her given away hadn’t changed or progressed at all.

I finally left the bathroom and went to the bedroom. I dressed in shorts and a T-shirt and summoned the courage to go to the living room and talk to María.

I was walking down the hallway and began to think that body language and even the clothes María was wearing might be enough to indicate the verdict.

I appeared at the door and María was wearing a very thin, black lace nightgown. I became alarmed.

I walked to the other sofa. María was still lightly made up, as she hadn’t gone through the bathroom. She was watching TV, listlessly, with her legs crossed. We still hadn’t uttered a single word.

Everything constituted an omen that was both positive and negative. I looked at my phone and there was no news from Edu, and it was a little after nine at night. With my heart pumping blood in such a way that it affected my breathing, I said:

“Have you talked to Edu?”

“No,” she responded, very dryly.

“So then…?”

“Then nothing, Pablo,” she answered even more curtly.

Suddenly I saw myself, saw us, looking at a television that we couldn’t care less about. And I thought that perhaps I had been wrong, and her nightgown was simply her nightgown, and still being made up was simply because the bathroom had been occupied. And I didn’t know whether to be happy about it or not.

The minutes passed, each one like a cube of dense air that made it hard to breathe, and I didn’t know what we were doing, because it was like a wait, but as if there was nothing to wait for.

But then, suddenly, the wait for nothing seemed to make sense, and María’s phone lit up, there on the coffee table, and mine, which I had in my hand, also came to life.

Edu had written in our group of three. And I didn’t even have time to get more nervous before I read:

“María, if you don’t give me the address this whole thing can go to hell, I’m serious.”

I looked up and saw her, suddenly flushed, leaning forward. And she disguised a sigh, and it killed me to see her hands trembling a little as she responded. It hurt me tremendously to see her like that.

She, with her hair covering part of her face, was writing with those long fingers that were failing her, and I then saw her text displayed on my screen:

“I’m not going to do it with Víctor, I’ve told you a thousand times.”

“Fine. It’s your call. Then it’s over,” he responded immediately.

A desolate silence fell. I didn’t look at her to avoid hurting her, or myself. And then, after a few empty moments, María stood up and in a serious voice told me she was going to take a shower, and then to bed, and that she didn’t feel like having dinner.

I remained still and listened from a distance to her routine, and occasionally checked my phone to see if she had connected, but she hadn’t.

I ate something. I also went to bed early. I lay down beside her. I felt that she was still not asleep. But I didn’t dare to embrace her.

The next day, at work, I tried to concentrate, but I felt a tremendous uneasiness, and the question “what now?” kept bouncing around in my mind constantly. I mentally reviewed what had happened, especially to try to understand Edu, and I had the impression that Víctor was meant to be his masterpiece; getting María to give herself to him seemed to be his highest aspiration, his final triumph. What I didn’t know was whether her refusal had blown everything up, as he had concluded, or if his response had been nothing more than a simple bluff.

On the other hand, Edu's possible disappearance opened the door for me to consider other horizons, other candidates, less powerful but ultimately less dangerous... Although working against me was the fact that she had denied this possibility with that kind of “Edu or nothing” stance, and that “Edu for as long as it lasts and then back to our previous life.”

If seeing her typing with trembling hands had hurt me... it hurt me even more to see her so dejected that Friday afternoon. And I didn’t want to bring up the subject... and she gave the impression of truly believing that Edu’s final statement hadn’t been a bluff.

We went shopping, talked about anything... but the elephant in the room and María’s emotional shutdown created an inhospitable combination that enveloped me, dragging me down... and I silently blamed him... for his absurd need to always push things until they broke.

On Saturday we went to the beach. A normal beach. And there things improved a bit. We swam. We walked. María read a magazine on the sand and I noticed her sadness, though at least not as extreme as the previous afternoon, and suddenly I found myself getting angry about the dependency we had created on him, and I thought about Álvaro, Guille, Roberto, that man from the United States... and I cursed María’s “Edu or nothing” stance.

We took another walk along the shore, at sunset, and I remembered that walk she took with Edu, with the shirt, bought to excite Víctor, open, and her imposing breasts exposed... And, just as I was thinking about that, I saw a couple about to cross paths with us, and I could see that the man, with each step he took, felt more tempted to look at María, and he wanted to hide it... but finally gave in, and his gaze emerged dirty, filthy dirty, and it impacted me; his eyes ended up moving with lust toward that blue bikini, toward those legs... toward those breasts... toward that face both sweet and serious... and I felt uncomfortable, and at the same time fortunate, and at the same time incomplete... and... then, skipping all order, all logic, and all my self-control, I exploded:

“You looked incredible walking with Víctor’s shirt open.”

“Please don’t talk to me about Víctor...” she answered, in a tone not as harsh as I would have expected.

We continued a few more meters, in silence, and then I found myself suggesting we go to the beach from the previous weekend the next day. She listened quietly as I stumbled through my proposal. Until she said:

“But go exactly for what?”

“To play. You and me.”

“No, Pablo.”

“Look... I’m not saying we do anything. Just be there.”

“Be there?”

“Yes, be there... Let people look at you... Did you see how that guy looked at you? Just be there, yes. I know what we had with Edu is another world, but we’ve also done things without him, things we’ve enjoyed. I don’t know why it has to be all or nothing...”

María didn’t respond and I realized that the roles had reversed, that for months she had proposed intermediate exciting situations, and it had always been me who had demanded and needed everything. Now it seemed the opposite.

“I don’t know, Pablo...” she hesitated, not seeming to see the point.

“Just being there, María. Well, that... not just being there... having people look at you... desire you... That could get us... I don’t know.”

“You want what happened with that kid to happen again, Pablo. How can you tell me now that you just want people to look at me...”

“I swear that’s not it, María. I swear.”

There was a silence. I wanted María to hesitate. And, without being sure it was a good idea, I said:

“Besides, it’s a way of telling ourselves that we don’t need him.”

We walked a bit more, and then she said:

“I swear that at the slightest hint of you getting pushy... and starting to ask for more... I mean... more than anything, because nothing is going to happen... I’m leaving, with or without you, but I’m leaving.”

The walk concluded with that statement of hers, which reminded me in content and form of so many others from past months, and we then arrived at our towels, and María put on a t-shirt... and I suddenly felt an effervescent desire to show myself, and to show Edu, that he wasn’t indispensable.


CHAPTER 26

The following morning began with a pleasant breakfast, a calm María, and a message from Rubén that didn’t upset her in the slightest, which surprised me, but I later understood why.

I discreetly read from her phone, which lay on the table, his demands for her to respond, but she didn’t. It seemed that without Edu there could be no Rubén, and I felt that I still hadn’t digested, or couldn’t quite understand, how Edu had immolated himself in that way, and I couldn’t quite believe his disappearing act. María seemed to accept it.

Apart from her snub to Rubén, another element of that morning that seemed negative to me, or at least disappointing, was that María wanted to go to the beach early, right after lunch, so we could return early, since we had to wake up early the next day being Monday, and I suspected that the best hours for play would be the late, twilight hours.

And I soon confirmed that I was right, since when we arrived, everything seemed different, because of the tide, because of the number of people... It was no longer a dreamlike nook but just another cove, nudist, yes, but without that undercurrent of vice, as Edu himself had expressed.

I looked around while we were setting up our towels, and I saw quite a lot of people, too many, especially men, couples of men and single men, barely any women and those of advanced age, and no trace of the boys from the previous weekend. Flabby skin, excessively tanned bodies, and some glances, but more curious than dirty.

Although not all the news was bad, and probably unconsciously, without having thought about it beforehand, I was expecting a María like the one from months ago. But no, she had already changed, she wouldn’t be the María born from Edu’s ideas, as he was missing and so was the game with him, but neither was she the original María.

She almost immediately took her hands behind her, to the knot in the middle of her back and to the one at her neck, and freed a blue bikini, of a similar shade to the one from the day before, but without the consistency of cups and instead with the lightness of triangles. Her breasts emerged free and imposing, sitting there, pretending that the beach wasn’t changing because of this liberation.

I looked to our left and the people seemed scattered and oblivious to the change, and I looked to our right and there I did see a man, solitary, older, wrinkled, thin and without a single hair on his head or body, who wasn’t shy about savoring María’s sudden release; completely naked, lying face down, with a dull and irreverent gaze, he scrutinized her. And I then chose to take off my swimsuit, and the gentleman, who was probably over sixty years old, must have been surprised by that contrast between her exuberance and my insignificance.

Barely a few seconds after María lay back and I did the same, that man surprised me, and I was startled, as he stood up. And not only that, but he walked toward us, showing a silver chain hanging from his neck and a retracted member, which hung even less than his testicles. And my heart began to accelerate as he approached, but then he ended up veering off, taking a strange route to finally head toward the sea. And I began to doubt whether it had been my imagination, or my desire for it to be true, or his desire to see María up close, but he certainly hadn’t followed a logical path.

Even before I had recovered from the shock, María sat up again, took her hands to her blue bottoms and removed them with parsimony. She gathered them, folded them carefully, and her trimmed pubic hair was exposed, like her breasts; completely naked. And I looked around us again and cursed so many apparently disinterested men.

Once I had somewhat overcome the initial impact, both of us lying back again, looking toward the sea, I said to her:

“Today it didn’t cost you anything.”

“What didn’t?”

“Getting completely naked.”

“That’s because I get naked when I want to.”

There was a silence then and I watched how that gentleman was bathing in the distance, and I was aware that on his return he would be able to see María’s beautiful pussy from the front, when she continued speaking:

“I get naked when I want to... Not... when some kid comes to me with the excuse of... free spirit... and other stories.”

“He said that to you? Free spirit?” I asked, with a half-smile.

“Something like that,” she responded, more serious.

I was constantly looking around, searching for someone who would look at María with desire, and I was frustrated because it wasn’t happening. In fact, there was a very tall guy, with black hair, athletic body and light eyes, who seemed to be the center of almost all the gazes, or at least of the active gazes. And the only one who gave me any small joy was that old man who I soon verified didn’t disappoint in what I had anticipated, and he began to come out of the water, directly toward us.

I didn’t know if María even knew of the gentleman’s presence, or if she was aware that her pussy was in view of anyone who walked along the shore, but that man didn’t hesitate to walk in a straight line, look at her, look at her breasts that rested and spread across her torso, and look at her pussy... And his cock, or at least that was my impression, peeked out a bit, or at least didn’t look so retracted... and, as he veered toward his towel, his dishonestly morbid gaze was etched in my retina.

“Are you going for a swim?” María asked me then.

“Later.”

“Well, I’ll go then, I’m getting too hot...” she said, and my refusal had been sincere, simply because I didn’t feel like swimming, but I realized it had been particularly well-timed, as I could watch her stand up, displaying her naked buttocks and those perfectly outlined curves that begged to be touched just as much as her breasts did, and walk toward the sea, running her fingers through her hair, her breasts noticeably bouncing despite seeing her from behind, and I looked to my right, and that old man, sitting with one knee bent, wasn’t just observing her lustfully—he was practically devouring her with his eyes.

María was enjoying herself and was probably beginning to feel frustrated about not drawing as much attention as she would have liked. Perhaps it wasn’t anyone’s fault, and the reason she wasn’t an extraordinarily coveted sight was due to the predominant sexual orientation at the beach, but that didn’t quite diminish the feeling of disappointment or disillusionment.

Her ass. Her pussy. Her breasts. Her flowing hair. Her shameless and provocative display. If someone had told me about this a year ago, I wouldn’t have believed it. Just as I could hardly believe how few seconds it took for the old man to stand up and follow a logical path toward the sea.

I sat up and watched the old man’s golden, flabby buttocks moving away, determined, without any tan lines, which indicated he was a regular. Something rose through my body, a still controllable nervousness, and his eagerness in that approach made me wonder if perhaps it was a signal in that world, when one half of a couple went to the water alone, as I remembered the confidence of the young man from the previous weekend.

María was submerging herself, with her back to the beach, carefully avoiding getting her hair wet, and the old man entered the water. And advanced. I looked around and saw fewer people, which pleased me. The gentleman positioned himself near her, reminiscent of what had happened a week before, but he didn’t get quite as close.

I wondered if they were talking or not. Sometimes it seemed like they were. I looked around again and thought I saw the guy from the other time... I wasn’t sure, and I searched for the girl with my eyes to see if that detail might help me, but I didn’t see her. The guy turned around and I clearly knew it wasn’t him, then he turned back, and from behind he looked practically identical. He was so similar that I took out my phone and snapped a photo of him from a distance, still not knowing why, probably to confront or scare María with that resemblance. Then I turned my eyes back to the sea, and María was coming out of the water, her breasts bouncing wet and dripping, her nipples so erect they were striking, and her long strides intensified those bounces of her tits, and her wet pubic hair forced my eyes to go there, while the wrinkled old man watched her leave, staring at her ass glistening from the sun and the salty drops of seawater, without any restraint.

María arrived, lay down on her stomach, and said:

“It’s noticeably warmer now.”

“What is?” I asked.

“The water. The sea. What else would it be?”

“Oh, right. Each week... until August, you’ll notice it getting warmer. Hey, what did that old guy say to you?”

“What old guy?” she responded, with her eyes closed.

“The one who was next to you in the sea.”

“No idea. The place is full of old men. That doesn’t tell me much. But nobody said anything to me.”

Once María was no longer in the water, that gentleman had no further interest in staying soaked, so he came out a couple of minutes later, and again took the diverted route, and again surveyed María’s ass and pussy as she lay gathered and resting tenderly on her towel. That old man almost stooped down when he was a couple of meters away... and then returned to his observation post.

And I was becoming increasingly aroused. And I couldn’t understand how Edu could give all this up. And I had the feeling that it was impossible for anything to happen with that old man, who was even more repulsive than Víctor, but I thought that if Edu were there, it would be more likely to happen.

I let María rest and looked toward that gentleman and noticed him watching us, though not quite looking at us directly. After a while, I suggested to María that we take a walk, but she didn’t want to, perhaps because she didn’t feel like it or perhaps because it was one thing to exhibit herself during that trip to and from the sea, and quite another to expose herself in the open field.

I ended up going for a swim myself and, as soon as the water covered my chest, I turned around and looked toward the shore, and saw that María, lying on her stomach, wasn’t completely flat, but was propped up on her elbows with her face turned toward that old man, who now, without a doubt, was speaking to her.

He hadn’t changed his posture, still sitting with that leg bent, and I envied yet was simultaneously aroused by his boldness; a man almost seventy, thin... skin and bones, with that mediocre cock, probing, aspiring to María, aspiring to her power, exuberance and beauty... And again I cursed Edu, and cursed his childishness and his pride, or whatever it was that made him the way he was.

And María turned then, and sat up, hugging her knees, and looked at the sea and sometimes at him, to respond. And he seemed impassive, as if approaching a woman like her were a Sunday routine.

María made herself small, in that almost fetal position, but maintained a space between her legs through which her pussy remained exposed for whoever wished to see. And I didn’t know what to do, as I wanted to see her, to see if she dismissed him with attitude or if she let herself be swayed... I wanted to know if she blushed or if she remained imperturbable... and then she stopped looking at him, and seconds passed and it seemed they were no longer talking... And I finally opted to return to her, and, as I approached, I observed that María’s posture protected her breasts but exposed her pussy in an heart-stoppingly indecent manner.

And I wasn't used to nudism, and I especially noticed it in those contexts... seeing her pussy there, ready and prepared, without clothes, without anything... as if she were calling anyone to invade and penetrate her... I felt that one only had to position oneself there, separate those legs... and... bury oneself... fuck her... as if the absence of clothing suppressed courtship, and that feeling and thought made me walk excited and slightly hard.

I ended up sitting beside her. With an erection that was concealable thanks to my dimensions. Both of us in silence looking toward the sea. And soon I sensed her... not so much blushing, but certainly restless, and I whispered to her:

“Now you did talk.”

“Oh, was it this one?”

“Yes. What did he say to you?” I asked her, always in whispers.

“Nothing, the typical stuff. Asking if he’d never seen me around here before... if you were my boyfriend or not...”

“Come on. He wants something.”

“Seems like it.”

“And?” I asked.

“Go to hell, Pablo. I mean it,” she said, extremely rudely, and, immediately afterward, she turned and lay down on her stomach again.

Her way of addressing me infuriated me. Whether she was right or not. I sighed. And I looked toward the old man, who was now looking at us, but he wasn’t making any sign or gesture. And I felt and knew that Edu would know what to do, that he would know how to handle her... and, almost overcome with anger, I did something that I wasn’t sure was a good idea, but I did it anyway: I took my phone... and sent Edu the photo of the guy who looked like the one from the previous weekend, and accompanied it with a text:

“Look what you’re missing. For being an idiot.”

I sent it to our individual chat, and I didn’t feel liberated, nor did I feel like I was giving him what he deserved, but rather it seemed to me that, once again, an irrational impulse could end up getting me into trouble.

I lay on my back. Looked at the sky. And I didn’t want to check if he responded.

I watched the clouds pass by and felt uneasy, agitated. And I stood up, without thinking, and went to the shore, and looked toward María and toward the old man, and wished that he would talk to her again. But he didn’t.

I saw myself there, naked, with my meager member and nobody looked at me, as if I didn’t exist, and the beach was emptying out and I went back to María.

Once beside her, and aware that her anger must have dissipated by now, I began to caress one of her naked thighs, slowly, in increasingly longer movements, and soon I was tempted to let my caresses reach higher and higher, toward her exposed pussy, but, just before that boldness, María opened her eyes, sat up beside me, and said:

“Pablo.”

“What?”

“Look, the thing with Edu is over, okay? It didn’t even take him... four days to prove again that he’s an imbecile and that you can’t count on him.”

“Yeah...” I responded without knowing where she was going with this.

“On the other hand, I don’t want to know anything about Begoña. I’m not like you, I don’t want to know if you fucked for two minutes or six hours, if you came, if it was the best lay of your life or the worst. It’s not that I don’t care, it’s that I don’t want to know, which isn’t the same thing.”

I let her talk, and she did so in a low and neutral tone, and I had the feeling almost as if it were a speech, if not prepared, at least well thought out.

“Now, going back to Edu,” she continued. “If you want, I’ll tell you what happened after the thing with Carlos and we can... close the book on it.”

“Now? What happened afterward at his house?”

“Yes, now. I’ll tell you... let that old man see... how you get hard... and then we’ll leave.”


CHAPTER 27

The sun was setting behind us, and the sea, unlike the previous weekend, was becoming calmer. María and I were sitting on our towels, completely naked, a situation I still hadn’t quite gotten used to, and we were looking out at the tide as it settled down.

She was taking her time before beginning, and I used the pause to observe how the old man was watching us: always without moving, like a statue, a sculpture, calm and impassive, like the tall, polished rocks that flanked the small sandy beach.

“Let’s see,” she began. “I need to put myself in the right frame of mind. And the situation, if you remember, and you’ll understand... was that I was quite, or very, angry with you. Because... I don’t know if you remember, but we had gone out that night, intending to play just the two of us, like today, and you... betrayed me... vilely...”

“Vilely?” I interrupted, good-naturedly, as I found it amusing that she used that word.

“Yes. Vilely. Absolutely. Since you notified Carlos to come, and who knows if you told Edu too.”

“No, no. I swear I didn’t tell Edu anything,” I defended myself.

“Look. I don’t know... and I don’t even care anymore. What’s clear is that I was really pissed off with you. Now. Let’s set the scene. So. What happened, happened... between the two cars... you saw that. And you left, like other times. And Carlos left too. And Edu and I went in his car to his house. He said the other day that I did something to him in the car...”

“That... you gave him a blowjob in the car while he was driving,” I interrupted again.

“Yes. That’s what he said, right? Well, I don’t remember that, and I think I would remember. And I don’t understand why he would make it up, when... well, everything has already happened here, so there’s no need to... embellish.”

María was talking and I was glancing at the gentleman who sometimes looked at us and sometimes looked toward the sea. And I wanted him to do something, just as I also wanted María to touch me, as she had announced, and I hoped she was waiting to do so until her narration reached explicit moments.

“And, let’s see... we arrived at his house and yes, what he said happened... in the living room of his house,” she continued, mentioning, without mentioning, that she had given him a blowjob as soon as they entered. “And... yes, it’s true that afterward he went to the shower, and the other day he... bragged that I had followed him, but what else was I supposed to do; I found myself alone in his damn living room with mud on my pant knees and my shirt stained with dirt... so I went to the bathroom, following him? Well, yes. What else could I do.”

“Okay, and once there?” I asked, leaning back a little, feeling no shame about exposing my small member to that old man who had been seeing everything for quite some time.

“Well, once there... both of us in the shower... I... remember... It’s curious but I remember bumping into... it... I mean... into his... thing, all the time. It was like... well, it’s true what he said the other day that we soaped each other up, whatever, we were kissing and touching each other... And he was quite... well, hard, and I remember that, bumping into his cock, against my belly, or my body. I don’t know, it’s silly, but it caught my attention. Sometimes I thought: ‘damn, I’m even quite far away, and I keep running into... his equipment.’ Well, you know what he has down there, which is anything but normal.”

“Yeah...”

“And... this is where I wanted to get to. I wasn’t feeling completely right. And I was thinking: ‘let’s see, this isn’t cheating at all. This bastard, I mean you, Pablo, is delighted that this is happening.’ But it was like that. And other times you had left, but I don’t know, I felt that it wasn’t quite legitimate. Not punishable. Not legitimate. I don’t know. Maybe because at that moment we were kissing and touching and it wasn’t so dirty. That could have been it too, that the dirtier it is, the more permissible it is, don’t you think?”

“Yes, yes. I understand you,” I responded, eager for her to continue. “But did you fuck in the shower?”

María remained silent for a moment, understanding that I wanted her to be more direct. And she looked at me. She also looked beyond me, toward the gentleman. And she looked at my crotch. And then she extended her hand, used two fingers, and placed them on the tip, and slightly pulled back the skin. A little. And a transparent drop emerged, just from that minimal movement. And I looked at her: her morbid gaze, her thick mane of hair, her large and heavy breasts but pointing upward... and another drop came out... and I asked her to continue.

“Okay, I’ll continue. Yes. We did it there. But it wasn’t normal. I think it was the strangest orgasm I’ve had in my life.”

“Why wasn’t it normal? And was it without a condom?” I asked, already trembling, as she rubbed that transparent drop that had emerged all over the glans with her thumb, making me vibrate.

“Every time he fucked me was without a condom...” she said, and my heart stopped for an instant, and I imagined it, him fucking her... with nothing separating them... and it hurt and excited me in equal measure.

“And...” —she continued— “about it not being normal... It was because... he put me against the glass shower door... and I was thinking... When his cock kept bumping against me and I looked at it... I kept telling myself, pardon the redundancy, that I couldn’t understand how that thing could possibly fit inside me... And... that’s exactly what I thought while waiting for him to put it in, there against the shower door... I was thinking something like... ‘impossible.’ And... he put it in, all the way, to the very end, in a single thrust... and I felt it like he had never entered me before. I swear. All the way in... And the penetration just kept going and going and I remember thinking: ‘How much more is he putting in...’ And, what I was telling you about never having had an orgasm like that: he put it in, took it out, put it in, took it out... and... I started to come... I swear... I came with his cock outside of me. I was just standing there moaning... and wanting him to put it back in... but I knew I was coming all by myself... I remember my legs giving out and I was coming... and he wasn’t even touching me... It was...”

“What?”

“Well, it was... insane... and at the same time...”

“What?”

“Well, a bit humiliating... honestly.”

“Damn... and... but... didn’t you touch yourself?” I asked while she changed her approach and was now subtly jerking me off.

“No. I’m telling you. Without touching myself and with his cock outside. Anyone watching would have thought I was crazy...”

“My God...” I sighed... and I saw her cheeks flushed, burning from the memory, and I looked around us and nobody seemed to notice us, except the old man, who wasn’t even watching that intently.

“Yeah. And you know what pisses me off?” she asked.

“What?”

“Well, it’s... like I’m grateful to him. I mean, I’m not thanking him, of course. But deep down I feel this gratitude, and it’s not... it doesn’t seem fair, you know?”

“Yeah, that he’s just a good lover and that’s it, it’s not like it’s his achievement.”

“I don’t know. It’s not about achievement. It’s just that it pisses me off to feel grateful to someone like him.”

I sat up a bit again, disguising that small masturbation, which from a distance might have looked like simple caresses, with my legs bent, and I kissed her on the shoulder, awkwardly, but it wasn’t easy with both of us sitting.

“Should I continue?” she asked.

“Go on.”

“Well, afterward... We went to his bedroom. Well, we dried off and went there. And... in his bed, I remember being on top of him. I don’t know if he asked me to or if it just happened that way. And I remember looking down and again feeling a bit of... guilt... even though I knew you wanted this to happen, and at the same time... feeling bad because... damn, I looked at him and thought about how hot he was. And maybe I told him so, I don’t know. I mention it because the other day he... boasted that I had told him that. But I do remember... fucking him... because at that moment that’s what it was... and looking at him, his chest, his beard, his light eyes... his hair and saying, or thinking: ‘he’s so hot...’ and it pisses me off, like I said, to think that, but in those moments... well... I don’t know if acknowledging it is the word, or accepting it, I don’t know.”

My member was now completely hard and as big as it could get, and I looked toward the old man, who curiously still wasn’t showing excessive interest, and then María said to me, without changing her tone:

“When do you want to come?”

“Here?” I asked.

“Do you want to?”

“Yes, I don’t know. At the end, I guess.”

“Can you hold out?”

“This slowly, yes,” I answered.

“Okay. So... I’ll continue like this,” she went on, with that extremely slow handjob, masturbating me with two fingers, revealing and hiding my entire glans in long movements, especially the downward motion, and even stopping for a couple of seconds once she fully exposed the tip. “And... that’s when he started to get a bit silly. Well, not silly, but like we weren’t on the same wavelength. I mean, this thing about... insulting... I can handle it, and it’s fine, we’ve done it sometimes, you and I, but I don’t know if it was because you weren’t there... and I was still neurotic about the... legal vacuum... but... Look... I was turned on... I was very, very... hot, you know, but not with that... dirtiness of his, understand? For me it was sex, good sex, incredible... but not... that absolute madness, I don’t know if I’m explaining myself. And he... well, yes...”

“But insults...? I mean... what was he saying to you?” I asked.

“Well... I don’t know... About my tits, the usual stuff... like... how they bounce... what slutty tits you have... He squeezed them, he... kind of slapped them... He bit them... He... I don’t know, and also saying things like... ‘what a whore you are...’ Look, like I said, I’m fine with it, I understand, but... I wasn’t really getting into his phrases... And he was also telling me to put a finger in my ass... or to suck my fingers...”

“Finger in your ass?” I asked excitedly, and she stopped jerking me off again to spread my precum over my glans with her thumb.

“Yes. It wasn’t very comfortable... but while I was on top of him I put a finger in my ass... and he kept saying he was going to fuck me in the ass afterward, and I told him to forget about it... that thing wouldn’t fit there.”

“And?”

“That...” she said, looking toward the sea, as if recalling the memory. “I remember that, a finger in my ass, and he also told me to suck my own tit, which wasn’t easy to do, but yes, I did it... In the end I was doing everything he asked... which I don’t understand now, but... you have to be there, with that thing inside you...”

“So you were riding him with a finger in your ass and with your other hand bringing your tit to your mouth.”

“That’s right...”

“Fuck...”

“Yeah... I remember that, being like that, and looking at him, and thinking: ‘Is this what you want, asshole? Well, here you go...’” she said, and raised her eyes, looked at the old man, tossed her hair with a movement of her neck, tilted her head slightly, and resumed jerking me off, in an unmistakable demonstration of enjoying herself. “And... what else... that, and him laughing at my tits, which never fails... and... then we changed positions... and that’s when the intense part came.”

“The intense part...?” I responded, shivering. In her hands. As always.

“Yes... let’s see,” she said, tossing her hair again. “Well... he put me... on all fours... And it was...”

“What?”

“Well... I think he was giving it to me... if it wasn’t a full hour it was close. He was fucking me for almost an hour... like that, on all fours... and... I remember... an incredible heat, I remember my hair getting sweaty... my back... my tits... I remember sweat dripping from my tits, but dripping... non-stop... and... anyway, cumming... I think I came, I don’t know, like, every... few minutes... and he would put a finger in my ass and tell me he was going to tear my ass apart and that made me even more flushed... and I sweated even more... And I couldn’t even move, with his cock inside me and his finger... a feeling of... I mean you’re a guy... but the feeling of... invasion... you know? You can’t even imagine it... And well... his dirty talk... calling me a slut... spanking my ass... leaning over to squeeze my tits... putting fingers in my mouth... and I remember the sound... I mean... of his body against mine... when he sped up... I ended up with my face against the headboard... And then he made me turn a bit... because the bastard has like a mirror at an angle to the bed, and he made me turn so he could see himself, and I remember being there, on all fours and looking at the mirror and him admiring himself and fucking me... and seeing his face... his body... and thinking... ‘fuck, he’s so hot...’, ‘he’s so hot and he’s fucking me so well’... and that it was humiliating... after all, again... that he was fucking me like that, and every time I came... well... it was like I didn’t want to give him... the satisfaction of knowing... but well... he knew... and he would say to me: ‘try not to cum so much...’ and... ‘you’re not going to be such a slut that you cum again...’ and things like that... And he would say it to me in the middle of an orgasm... and me screaming, and him... well, half laughing... and insulting me... and...”

“Ugh... stop, stop, stop...” I interrupted her so she would stop her hand.

“Stop?” she asked, removing her hand, and we both saw how the tip was a shiny mess and her two fingers also looked sticky.

And I was amazed by her narration and seeing her there naked, masturbating me, and although nobody seemed to notice, it still seemed impossible to believe a year ago.

I sighed, exaggeratedly, letting her know I liked what I was hearing.

“Continue...” I finally said, and caressed her naked back, seeking even greater complicity, but she remained serious, powerful, and then whispered:

“Well... That... it was incredible, but I couldn’t keep up with his level of crudeness. I enjoyed the sex, in fact, that’s why I came I don’t know how many times, but I didn’t feel as... slutty... as I knew he wanted me to be...”

“Seriously, sweat was dripping... from your tits... onto the bed?”

“Yes... my God... I think I lost two pounds there...” she said with unceasing seriousness.

“And what about the ass?” I asked.

“I think he ended up putting two fingers in... Well, I don’t think, I’m sure.”

“And?”

“And nothing else. I guess he was aware that if he put that thing in there, he'd kill me.”

“So it didn’t happen.”

“No.”

“And... wouldn’t you have wanted it to happen?”

“I think it’s impossible.”

“That’s... not an answer,” I insisted.

“Well... I don’t know. I won’t deny it would be... arousing.”

For a moment I imagined Edu putting that monstrosity in her anus... and I sighed again... and took a breath... and then there was silence, and I looked around, and some people were leaving, but more or less everything remained the same, and the old man was now lying face down, watching us, but not making a move, perhaps waiting for some signal that wasn’t coming.

“Well. I’ll continue and finish,” María said. “So... that. After being like that for an hour. I was, of course, amazed that he didn’t... finish... I think at some point I told him, or asked him, not to come inside me... and... he said... I think he said something like: ‘don’t worry, I know exactly where I’m going to put all this.’ And then he pulled out and had me... masturbate him with my breasts... I remember being on my knees and him sitting on the bed and me masturbating him with my breasts... which isn’t very easy, or at least it doesn’t seem that way to me... and he would put a finger, or two in my mouth... and I kept going... and he would call me a whore again... or tell me... ‘what slut tits you have’ or... ‘if they could see you at the office, what a complete slut you really are...’ Things like that...”

“Fuck...” I sighed again, and she brought her hand back to my member, to restart that extremely slow handjob.

“And... in the end he couldn’t come like that... even though I would often suck him while... doing that to him... And then he moved away and started jerking off... and my God... I don’t know how he can come like that... I remember looking up and seeing his smug face... it’s just that at that moment... he makes a face that... and when he moans... it’s like... I can’t explain it... and, well... what he shot there... he covered me completely... I think he spent like twenty seconds drenching me... my breasts... my neck... and I was thinking ‘it doesn’t stop... God!’ or ‘he must be finishing now,’ and then he would shoot another... splash... even... bigger than the previous one... and I remember it being burning hot... like I was hot and cold, like the sweat on my chest had cooled down... and I felt... everything he shot was scorching hot. And, right after finishing, he said something like... He said something like I should play with his semen or something like that, but also that he was leaving.”

“What? I don’t understand,” I asked and had to stop her hand again to avoid coming.

“That he told me to play with his semen on my breasts while he went to the bathroom. And there I was on my knees, completely drenched... alone... And... I don’t know why... but I continued. I mean, he wasn’t there anymore, he came back right away, but I spent like a minute, well, doing what he told me to do, rubbing his semen all over my breasts...”

“...And then he went, I think to the living room... and came back with his phone... and while he was telling me to keep doing that... he called Carlos... and I thought he wouldn’t answer, because it was so late, but he did pick up the phone. And... from what I could gather... Carlos had kind of not wanted to continue because he had felt... like he was in the way... and he was telling him that wasn’t true, and to come over, I mean, to go there. He was saying: ‘come to my house and we’ll fuck her in turns.’ He was saying: ‘she’s showering now because I just gave it to her good.’ I mean, he was talking about me, as if I wasn’t there. And I was still there, massaging myself... or whatever... rubbing all his hot semen... that was dripping from my breasts... falling onto my legs and the floor... And, this was really intense... while he was talking to him, and calling me all sorts of names... he put his cock in my mouth... He put his entire cock, soft, in my mouth, and he was laughing with him, and telling him how he had fucked me... He was saying: ‘she’s a slut... I told you... and you don’t want to come...’ And he was saying it with his cock in my mouth... He was saying: ‘she acts dignified, but you should see how she begs for cock...’ or ‘you saw what a pussy she has...’ or ‘everyone at the office jerks off thinking about her and they think she’s impossible, but she’s a total whore’ or ‘everyone at the office should come on her slut tits at least once.’”

“Fuck...” I sighed again, there, naked, with my cock throbbing, just two strokes away from exploding.

“And then he hung up,” continued a María whose cheeks were burning and I could even notice her chest looking harder and more firm. “And... he told me... I don’t remember, something like I should go wash up... and that I could sleep there if I wanted to... And... I was cleaning myself... and I didn’t feel either good or bad. I mean, I don’t know. I was aware of the pleasure, but something was missing for it to be complete. And, that’s it. I got into bed with him... We fell asleep... I was exhausted, and I fell asleep instantly, which now that I think about it, sleeping next to Edu... I don’t know. And then, in the morning, I do remember waking up very angry, with you, and that’s why I called. And the truth is that I wanted to leave his house... and I don’t know why I told you I was staying with him all weekend. I suppose... well, I don’t suppose, I know, it was to... hurt you. Because... just as I think that you love it when they do me... hard... I imagined, and I imagine... that you... visualizing a weekend... I don’t know how to say it... lovey-dovey?, with him, well... that, that it would hurt you.”

I was going to confess that it had obviously hurt me, but the moment of the call had been right after being with Begoña, so I didn't want to tempt her to go in that direction.

“And... well. I still had a fight with Edu at the end.”

“Why's that?”

“Well because... I tell him I'm going home in a taxi, and I ask him to lend me some clothes, and he says no, to go home like that. What an asshole.”

“How funny, right?” I said, in sync with her.

“Yeah... with the leather pants with holes... where you already know... and with knees that, although I cleaned them a bit, still had mud on them... and the shirt splattered with dirt... There, in the middle of Saturday afternoon... in the taxi... the driver must have thought... I don't know... like... this... slut... got in over her head... Imagine...”

“Yeah...” I responded, and I looked to the right and the old man was still impassive, and I looked to the other side... and saw... about thirty meters away, Edu.

My heart skipped a beat. I couldn't believe it... I saw Edu arriving at the beach, accompanied by a redheaded girl... And, right at that moment, María turned her face... in that direction.


CHAPTER 28

María was seeing him. It was impossible that she hadn't noticed. And I couldn't believe that ten seconds ago we had been immersed in her exciting narration and suddenly everything was blown apart; as always, because of him, or, perhaps also, because of me.

My nerves shot up, I could almost hear my heart beating. And María turned to me and said:

“What is this?”

I didn't know what to answer, and I could see how Edu and the girl were settling in while he pretended not to see us.

“You wrote to him to come here, didn't you? Don't lie to me anymore.”

“No… I wrote to him… reproaching him for missing out on… things… or afternoons like this one,” I answered, trying to make it appear to have some sense.

“I don't understand you guys. I don't understand anything. Neither you nor him,” she responded, somewhat subdued, as if overwhelmed, but she didn't seem angry.

They sat down on their towels and I thought about María's lack of anger, and I thought that perhaps it was because this was a door to hope that Edu hadn't abandoned everything, even if he was reappearing in a twisted way.

Edu had seen us, but was pretending not to know us. And María, while not angry, seemed downcast, and I didn't know if that was due to disappointment with me… for having written to him behind her back… or if what was happening was that she was bothered seeing Edu with company.

And then Edu took off his swimsuit and his cheerful companion blushed, and the entire beach focused on him. Suddenly he was the absolute protagonist, aided by the predominant sexual orientation of the beach, and everything accentuated by the size of what he was revealing. And he stood up, and the girl did too, and she hugged him, and María didn't hold back from looking at them… and his cock hung enormous and heavy, and all eyes were on him, and he removed the top of the girl's bikini, and some medium-sized, almost small breasts came into view, very white, like all of her, and nipples that, indeed, were of a striking and suggestive size and impact.

She clung to him, showing an almost childish surrender, somewhat ridiculous, and he remained more dry and distant. The girl couldn't have been more than twenty-something. She wasn't a woman like María, nor even an attractive girl like Begoña. She was pretty, with sweet gestures and lively eyes, slim and well-built, but compared to Begoña, and especially to María, she was a step backward, although, obviously, she seemed to be nothing more than another entertainment.

María whispered something and I couldn't quite understand it, but it had sounded like disapproval. And if the girl seemed ridiculous, still surrendered to him in every gesture and look, I also felt ridiculous myself, and I even felt María was ridiculous, as we both ceased to exist, even for the old man. María and I, sitting there, naked, watched them like any other voyeurs.

Her small, pale bottom, still partially covered by a bikini bottom with light-colored patterns, and his powerful, muscular ass, moved away, heading toward the sea.

He dove in, and she followed, and then they kissed, and María kept watching them, and I wanted to say something to break the tension, because somehow María's silence and extreme curiosity bothered me. But I didn't know what to say. And their kisses began to become more torrid, and nobody missed a detail. With the water almost neck-high… she soon began to wrap her legs around him… and her arms hung from him and Edu's soaked hair made him more striking and attractive. And I looked at María, and I could feel her flushed state… perhaps remembering, perhaps with envy, perhaps with jealousy, perhaps with a mixture of everything.

Everything was happening very quickly. In just five or ten minutes everything had changed and everything seemed darker, as if the sun had accelerated since María had finished her narration. When, suddenly, I heard:

“They're… fucking…”

María, affected, whispered that, and I directed my gaze to the sea, and saw their bodies completely pressed together, and indeed there was a noticeable small rocking motion… but one couldn't know with complete certainty.

“I don't know… do you think so?” I asked her, and I looked at her, and saw her burning gaze, and her flushed cheeks, and her breasts again with a firmness that seemed linked to her level of arousal.

“Fuck… Look…” she whispered again, and once more my eyes went to the sea, and I saw that rocking motion again, but they turned slightly… and stopped kissing and then embraced, completely pressed together, with their faces touching, and I saw… her face… which was… pure surrender… with her eyes closed, tightly closed, furrowing her brow, and with her mouth half-open, and both wrapped in that rocking motion… Edu was fucking her… and María was burning… and then they turned again… and now it was Edu whom we could see better… and he looked at us, at me, or surely at María… Serious. He was looking at her… as if he were speaking to María through the redhead, as if he were fucking her and making her feel through the other girl… And María's flushed state was so intense that I could almost feel her desire to touch herself… and to calm herself… and if she didn't do it, it was out of pride… but it was evident that what she was seeing was killing her.

And then I heard a voice again, but this time it wasn’t María, but rather a hoarse, slurred voice coming from my right… It was the old man, who, standing beside me, and turning his attention back to us, said to me:

“Hey… Why don’t you go into the water… huh?”

“What…?” I asked, looking up at him. With his shriveled cock close to me.

“Leave me… a second… I want to talk to your girl,” he said then.

I froze. And I didn’t know if María had heard him. And I don’t know why I looked back at the sea, at that obvious rocking motion. The torrid kisses resumed and my discomfort was at its peak. And I also didn’t understand why I wasn’t responding to that man.

I swallowed hard and he insisted, in a louder tone. And I didn’t know what he wanted. And then I looked at him. And I saw his dirty gaze. Unpleasant and impatient. Impatient because he was just one “yes” away from everything being accepted and consented to, because my “yes” would mean María’s “yes,” or at least that’s what he probably thought.

And then I wanted it to happen, again, or at least I wanted to leave it in her hands, and I made a motion to get up, and María quickly put one of her hands on my thigh, preventing my movement, and whispered to me:

“Stay still.”

And then the man came closer. And she looked up and said to him:

“Could you please step away? We don’t want anything,” and she said it with arrogance, as if he were a homeless person asking for help… in a cutting and unpleasant rebuff, and I didn’t look at him, but I could imagine his expression as I felt him moving away.

And María leaned back a little, resting on her elbows, and separated her bent legs, so that her pussy was maximally exposed, and she could see that rocking motion through them. And Edu was looking at her again. And they connected. And her breasts throbbed, swollen, large, on her reclined torso, and I saw her gaze… and I could feel what Carlos had probably felt once Edu had appeared: that look that showed not only excitement and desire, but choice.

Their connection was total. She was offering him her pussy, telling him it was his. And he was telling her, with his serious gaze and with that girl’s moans, that his offer was all or nothing.

María then moved her hand and I thought she was going to soothe her pussy, but she simply brushed some sand from her thigh, and, thanks to that movement, I could see that her hand was trembling a little. And her hair fell down her back until it rested on her towel, and her legs remained spread, and nothing and no one existed… nothing except that connection between the two of them; not only me, or the old man, or the others, but even the redhead were mere props, accessories to that connection. And then that very redhead leaned back a bit, extending her arms until she wrapped her hands around Edu’s neck, and she moved and writhed with her hips… with that half-open mouth and her tightly closed eyes. And that pleasure was too much for María, who didn’t seek to calm herself, but to flee:

“Let’s go…” she said categorically. Irrefutably.

Before I could realize it, María had grabbed her bikini bottom and turned her back on what Edu was proposing and offering. She was flustered, not wanting to look toward the sea anymore. And she also put on the top part of her bikini… and gathered everything else, and I followed her lead, always in her hands.

She didn’t cast a final glance toward the sea, but I did, and I saw the redhead, permanently hanging from his neck, but now the rocking had stopped and she was looking at him, grateful, with that gratitude María had told me about. She had probably already come.

We reached the car without saying a word. Once there she put on some denim shorts, and I thought she would put on her t-shirt, but she got into the car without covering herself more, showing an impressive… and even devastating heat and arousal.

I started the car. I drove in silence. And sometimes I glanced sideways at how she kept part of her hair hiding her face, perhaps ashamed of her own arousal, and with the seatbelt wedged between her breasts, causing them to thrust forward in a dramatic way. I wanted to touch her, but I didn’t dare, and in another quick glance I saw how her nipples were marking those blue triangles, and it was hard for me to contain myself, but again I didn’t know what I was authorized to do.

And I thought then that we had gone there, alone, to play, to prove to ourselves that we didn’t need him, and we had ended up having to flee, humiliated, and aware of the indisputable evidence.

And then María’s phone rang, and she picked it up quickly. She looked at her screen. She didn’t say anything. She neither sighed nor showed anything. And finally she answered. And I couldn’t quite understand, but someone was talking to her, and then she said:

“You’re an asshole…”

There was no doubt it was Edu, and she remained hidden under her hair, and I drove slowly, trying to listen.

“You know perfectly well it was obvious,” she responded, extremely tense.

I glanced at her sideways and saw her flushed and listening to him.

“But aren’t you with her anymore?” she asked.

And after a silence she said:

“You’re an asshole...”

And I desperately wished I could hear him, as I couldn’t piece together the conversation without his side.

“No, watching that didn’t turn me on,” she told him then. Even more serious than before.

And, after a few sentences from Edu, María said:

“Now?”

And after his reply, she whispered:

“Pablo, please park the car. Wherever you can,” she told me, and I didn’t understand anything, but I took a small detour toward a barren clearing with a few trees, in what appeared to be another parking area for another beach.

Edu was talking to her and I practically threw the car onto a flat patch of reddish earth, facing a kind of dune of undergrowth and sand.

And Edu kept talking, and I turned off the engine, and I looked at her, and at that moment... María... was killing me... and my pulse was racing... because... she was putting a finger to her mouth. And I understood it now: she was starting to obey what he was telling her.

María removed her seatbelt, and I did the same. It felt like it was a hundred degrees in the car despite the setting sun, and she, sucking her finger and listening to him, looked at me. She was looking at me so everything would fit together, so everything would be permissible and complete... and it hurt me to see her so submissive... while at the same time it excited me like never before.

I didn’t know how he’d gotten rid of the redhead, but their intimacy seemed obvious. And then María took her finger out of her mouth... and whimpered a “yes...”, and reclined her seat back a little.

What followed was her hand that wasn’t holding the phone going to her breasts, caressing them over that blue bikini, and she kept listening to him, and those caresses were sometimes subtle and sometimes rougher... and her face was now completely flushed. Her eyes were shining and her entire face looked extremely red. And I wondered what that bastard could be saying to have her like this...

And then she pulled out one of her breasts, and then the other, and both hung enormously and buried those blue triangles, making them almost completely disappear. And I looked around us, and I couldn’t see absolutely anything except some cars parked in the distance, and then... María... sat up a little... and let saliva fall from her mouth onto one of her breasts... And my heart was leaping out of my chest while she continued obeying... and her hand went to spread that saliva over her nipple... and María looked at me again; she was listening to him, obeying him and looking at me, and for an instant I was happy, seeing her submission and her need for me... and she played with that nipple that glistened, on her enormous breast... enjoying herself... showing off for me and obeying him, reaching again that wonderful and complete state.

She, with her breasts out and her nipple glistening, again let saliva fall from her lips... and a thin thread hung from her lower lip while she was already playing with the nipple of her other breast... and I felt her so dirty, so slutty, caressing herself and enjoying herself, and looking at me, that a drop immediately emerged from the tip of my member.

And then her hand went to the button of her shorts, and she pulled them down a bit, and I felt so hot that I opened my door slightly, and then I myself helped her get rid of those short pants... I myself was making things easier for her so she could masturbate while listening to and obeying Edu.

As soon as she freed herself, she raised her legs and placed the soles of her feet on the dashboard, and she let herself go... and I... I’m not quite sure why... wanted to let her enjoy it... alone.

And I got out of the car. I looked around and reassured myself of María’s safety and solitude. As if I were a guardian protecting her. And I walked until I was standing in front of the car, and from there I saw how... she, with her legs spread and her feet supported there, with her body reclined, her nipples glistening and with a thread of saliva hanging from her lips... was demanding things from that bikini bottom... as she masturbated, with her eyes closed, listening to him... and I could see that blue bottom, forward and back... separating and joining her... and I knew she was obeying him, and that she was drilling herself, with one finger or two... that she was putting her fingers inside herself, obeying him... and her legs sometimes trembled, and she closed them and brought them together a bit... and her hair was sticking to her face and her breasts vibrated and trembled to the rhythm of that obedient and extreme masturbation.

She was panting... I could hear her moan from outside the car... and I half-heard, half-read from her lips, some surrendered and shameful whispers saying “keep going...”, “keep going...”, demanding more crude words from him... And it was killing me to see her like this, especially when she half-opened and closed her mouth, and when her legs suffered those almost undignified spasms... and her bottom forward and back, at full speed... punishing her own pussy herself... undermining her pussy and her pride at the same time... And I swallowed, ecstatic and aroused, and then I returned to the car, not quite knowing with what intention, and I saw her, undone, sweating, trembling... And those fingers came out of her pussy... and she brought them, both of them... to her mouth... and she panted, exaggeratedly and almost overacting... with those fingers in her mouth, some “Hmmm!” “Hmmm!” surrendered and embarrassing... and then, again, while listening to him, more “Hmmm!” “Hmmm!” that she whimpered pitifully into the phone.

And then I wanted to touch her… and I placed one of my hands on her belly, to feel her, and she gave a little start, and, immediately after, she took her fingers out of her mouth, and said to Edu:

“No…”

And, after that complaint, faintly whispered, she addressed Edu again:

“No… Not Rubén… Not Carlos… You fuck me…”

And I withdrew my hand. Trembling… And she caressed one of her breasts… And opened her eyes, and looked at me, and whispered again into the phone:

“Carlos disgusts me… You fuck me…”

And I remained silent, amazed at how she had become so aroused, and she whispered to him again:

“You’re a son of a bitch…”

I sighed and looked ahead. I leaned on the steering wheel. Incredibly aroused. Bewildered. And I stayed like that for a few seconds. And then I felt her moving. And I looked at her, and discovered that they had ended the call.

María, burning up, returned her breasts to that bikini and tried to compose herself. She opened her door and took a breath… but nothing came in… And the tension and a strange anguish seemed to oppress her in a relentless way.

She sighed. Annoyed. Angry. Wounded in her pride. And she put on her shorts, but the flush on her face didn’t disappear.

I didn’t understand what had happened, and she then asked me to start the car again.

I drove, constantly tempted to know. But I wanted to wait until she recovered a bit. I had to wait for her to forgive herself before asking her anything.

Five. Ten minutes in the most absolute silence. Until we reached a traffic light and my phone lit up. And I picked it up. And Edu had written in the group where the three of us were. And María, with her oppression and incessant blushing, was already reading from her phone. And I, having a heart attack, read from mine:

Edu: You’re in luck. Rubén is off today. Meet with him so he can go to your place tonight to fuck you. I’ve already explained to him that Pablo will watch. He was shocked, but the bastard didn’t think twice about it. Send him your address.

At that moment I looked at her. She seemed to be rereading it with a mixture of indignation and tension. And then someone behind us honked the horn and startled me. But I didn’t look back, but at María, and I could see how her trembling fingers… left that chat… and entered her conversation with Rubén.


CHAPTER 29

That terrible horn sounded again, and I had to resume driving, and I couldn’t see what María was writing, but I knew she was doing it. And I was dying. Literally dying to know what she was typing on that screen, with those nervous, wandering fingers.

She quickly stopped writing, and glanced at her phone from time to time, and I didn’t know what to say, what to ask, and I remained shocked and blocked by how I had seen her. The image of her was burned into my mind, with her mouth half-open and that saliva hanging from her lower lip… and her pussy abused by her fingers… and her bikini bottom demanded and vilified… and her nipples glistening and her breasts swollen… moving up and down, like her entire torso, from her agitated breathing… And, while driving, I wondered… “what now?”

The silence in that car persisted, a silence that I broke only to ask her why Edu had Rubén’s phone number, and she answered me, serious, with no desire to talk, telling me that Edu had asked for it that very night, while I had gone to our house to get clothes.

And nothing more. I looked at her and began to think that she was the one who should tell me what was happening, that if she had any consideration for me she should do it. Unless that inconsideration was part of the game and the power dynamic that had been created.

Her blush remained intact and her breasts still attacked those celestial triangles, but after the stop and Edu’s orders, the saliva that had been deposited on her nipples made the blue fabric transparent, creating a terribly striking image, with her breasts pushed forward, on both sides of the seatbelt, and with that bikini wet in the area of her nipples… which were marked in an imposing and abusive way… and again that thick mane of hair falling… with that fringe that tried to hide an embarrassment that had not only not gone away, but had intensified.

We arrived at the garage and my torment continued. That kind of chain punishment continued: from Edu to María and from María to me, and I thought that I didn’t deserve it, and neither did María, but then I concluded that, deserved or not, something inside us wanted it.

Once there, María put on her t-shirt and we went up in the elevator. And we were still silent. And I still didn’t know anything. And I hesitated to approach her, but again I didn’t dare. She didn’t look at herself in the mirror, nor did she check her phone too much… It seemed that whatever had been agreed or disagreed was already settled.

We entered the house and her tight denim shorts, tense like her entire body, passed in front of me, and I knew she was making a stop in the bathroom because I heard her, but not because she told me anything.

I sat on the sofa and was listening to the sound of the shower when my swimsuit vibrated and I knew it was Edu, as if I already had a sixth sense that told me when things were going to completely explode.

And I wasn’t wrong, and I was so nervous about María’s silence and punishment that I didn’t even notice an increase. And I saw that Edu was sending us a screenshot of a recent conversation with Rubén, and then he had written a text. In the screenshot you could read:

Edu: You can have her as an executive, school uniform, or in slutty leather style, with leather pants with holes in the precise spot.

Rubén: Seriously?

Edu: Yes.

Rubén: Holy shit dude, I’m freaking out. I hope this isn’t all a prank afterward.

Edu: It’s not. Tell me now and I’ll tell her.

Rubén: Damn, well I don’t know if I understood the leather thing, but anyway, the uniform is good.

I swallowed hard. I put my hands to my face. Their conversation ended there. And I dared to read Edu’s text, which said: “María, also put on the blue thong that I left nicely stained the other day. That way when Rubén takes it off you’ll think of me.”

The sound of the shower water stopped and I could only hear my heart beating. María was seconds or a few minutes away from reading Edu’s umpteenth tightening of the rope. And I didn’t know if she accepted everything, nothing, a part, or set her own conditions.

And again my mind went to me and María, and I wondered what María would want, and I, as always, felt that everything was both wonderful and a nightmare, and I wanted everything to explode as much as I wanted María to appear calm, sweet, and to tell me that she was fed up… and that she only wanted it to be her and me.

As soon as I heard her going to the bedroom, I slipped into the bathroom, and once there, I compulsively checked my phone, anxious to read María’s response, because I deduced that she must have already read it. And one, two, three minutes, there, killing time, locking and unlocking the phone… and that chat didn’t change, and my body did… exceeding the known limits of nervousness.

I then began to hear the sound of María’s hair dryer, coming from the bedroom, and I finally decided to get into the shower, and once there the water began to try to wash away my unease, but it didn’t succeed, and I looked down and my member had things clearer than I did, showing a nervous erection that seemed strangely defiant to me, as if telling me to stop trying to deceive myself… that deep down I knew I wanted the total explosion.

I got out of the shower. I checked my phone. And that conversation remained unchanged. And I was fully aware that I only had access to that information, knowing it probably constituted a small percentage of the whole picture, but it was all I had.

I dried myself in silence, hoping that the sounds from María would reveal her intentions, but I barely heard anything. And once I heard her walking down the hallway toward the living room, I decided to go to the bedroom. I realized I was avoiding confrontation while also not wanting to interfere with her decision... Because I knew that, whatever it was, it couldn't have been easy to make.

Once in the bedroom, I dressed in underwear and a t-shirt, and I noticed my erection had subsided a bit, but not the pounding of my heart and a kind of simultaneous hot and cold sensation that made me feel small involuntary tremors.

I checked my phone again and saw no updates. And I sighed once more before daring to head toward the living room.

Soon I was walking down the hallway, phone in hand, when it suddenly vibrated, making my entire body jolt. I stopped right there, in the middle, in the dimness, barefoot... and saw it was Edu, in our group of three, and I began to read... reading as I resumed walking toward where María was. And the living room light was becoming increasingly present and close, while I read:

Edu: I already found out how you've arranged to receive him. I think it's a very suggestive position.

I had just finished reading his last word as I entered the living room, and my eyes quickly darted toward her, anxious, frantic... and they saw María, kneeling on the sofa, leaning against the backrest... Her back turned to everything except that backrest and the wall... And I could see her back covered by that white shirt from Carlos's daughter's uniform, and that pleated navy-blue skirt, and socks of the same color almost up to her knees, and the tie, and even the black loafers... And I gazed, exhilarated... and becoming aroused... seeing that her obedience was absolutely complete and total.

María's hair fell compact and voluminous down her back... but it also fell solemn and even dramatically, just like her self-respect... And I, overwhelmed, contemplated that collapse with a growing erection.

She, there, in silence, waited, in that obedient submission, and I could almost hear her unease and her guilt for the shameful betrayal of herself.

And I, standing there, petrified... wondered if beneath that obedience there was a promise of reciprocation from Edu, or if she was actually excited by that submissive obedience... And perhaps it was the latter... Or maybe both things...

And then... the doorbell rang... and I sighed deeply... and María trembled.


CHAPTER 30

That chain of anguish was suffocating me as much as it must have been suffocating her. But at least María had decision-making power, with consequences if she decided to stop everything, but with a decision nonetheless. However, all I could do was walk toward the intercom.

I picked up, extremely nervous, tense and dazed, and heard voices and movement on the other side of the device, and the building door closing, which led me to deduce that some neighbor had already opened the door for Rubén. And so I opened our apartment door, slightly, and I don’t know why I began to think about what would happen if that neighbor knew what was going on, if they knew who they had just opened the door for, and I shuddered, because they wouldn’t believe it… they couldn’t even imagine that this burly man was entering their building to… fuck… that girl… that gorgeous… and unattainable girl… who lives with her boyfriend, whom she’s going to marry… That lawyer who goes down in the elevator, elegant, serious, somewhat arrogant, and even cold at times… And furthermore… her boyfriend will watch while she gets fucked… all organized by her former boss and preferred lover. And perhaps, or surely, the neighbor who opened the door would have masturbated thinking about her, or, if female, would have envied and criticized her.

I was thinking about that as I returned to the living room and to the real world, and then I saw María again, not moving, there, waiting, with that uniform that made her look somewhat ridiculous, but not entirely, as if she managed to wear it with a certain dignity, despite it being a true costume, especially for a full-grown woman in her prime and exuberance, like her.

I looked at her and wanted her to say something to me. I saw her rigid back, and then, I don’t know why, I whispered:

“María…”

I said nothing more, not understanding if by merely pronouncing her name I was demanding an explanation. And then, she, without turning around, said:

“Turn off the overhead light and turn on the lamp. Please.”

She said it with such weight and solemnity that it impacted me. And I obeyed and began to hear heavy, rapid footsteps on the stairs as a dim glow was created in that oppressive space, which didn’t seem at all like our usual living room, but rather something murky, forbidden and oppressive.

Those sounds indicated to me that Rubén had bypassed the elevator, and I went to the door and once there I found him, face to face, as he pushed the door that I was pulling toward me.

He seemed bigger and stronger than the other time, wearing light jeans and a white t-shirt. With his bald head, his beard and his blue eyes. He seemed younger than at the restaurant. And he extended his hand to shake mine, and he squeezed it firmly, and I noticed his cold hands, and saw his bloodshot eyes, and he walked past me, smelling of alcohol.

His entrance was abrupt, erratic and hurried, and, as soon as he passed me, he muttered a slurred and nervous “This way?”

We both reached the living room and there appeared the prey, delivered by Edu, previously by me, or by both of us, or I no longer knew how to verbalize it. That costumed and subjugated prey, but who wanted to maintain her dignity despite having all elements against her.

She there, still, obedient… and Rubén, beside me, didn’t seem to know what to do.

“So you’re her boyfriend? Have you always been?” he asked then, in a somewhat loud and unsteady tone. Extremely nervous.

Before I could say anything, he continued:

“Sorry, Eduardo told me not to ask too many questions and that’s the first thing I did.”

The situation was extremely strange and tense. And then I saw my phone, which was on the coffee table, light up, and I went to pick it up, as Rubén placed his mobile and wallet there, and María didn’t move and continued to keep her back to us.

The guy decided to approach María while I read that Edu was writing to me. I, extremely tense, almost as much as or equal to Rubén, looked at my screen while also monitoring how he positioned himself behind her, not knowing how to approach such a gift.

“How’s it going?” I read on my phone from an impatient Edu, and I felt strangely good because he was writing to me individually, and asking for information, as if that gave me some power over him.

Rubén placed his hands, which could be seen trembling from twenty meters away, on María’s waist; partly on shirt and partly on skirt, and I could feel that touch and his nerves as if I were him. And then I wrote to Edu:

“He’s quite nervous.”

“That’s because you don’t know who María is,” Edu responded immediately.

“Yes I do,” I replied as Rubén pressed his torso against María’s back and his bulkiness caught my attention more.

Edu seemed not to want to know more, and Rubén began to caress María’s ass, over her skirt, with exaggerated care, as if he feared breaking her unintentionally. And then she finally moved, bringing her hand to her hair to clear one side of her neck, as if encouraging him to kiss her there, to finally touch skin, and then he whispered a trembling and revealing: “I just can’t believe this…”

I wanted to see María's face, so I walked slowly until I could see her teary, half-closed eyes. She seemed somewhat dazed, strange, as she looked calm yet aroused at the same time, and then she looked at me, and he dared to place his breath and lips on that neck that María was offering... And I felt tremendous excitement and could clearly see the outline of María's breasts under the white shirt and even her nipples clearly marking the fabric and the situation, which revealed to me that she wasn't wearing her bra and that her excitement hadn't diminished since she had seen Edu that afternoon.

That kiss on her neck lingered and evolved into small, audible kisses, and he closed his eyes and barely dared to touch anything else... and his body language seemed to show that he had dreamed of this not once but countless times. And more kisses landed on her neck and his hands remained chaste at María's waist and I imagined him serving her coffee all those mornings... waiting for eleven o’clock or whatever time it was to delight in her beauty and her bearing... and that perhaps he had sighed to see one morning an extra unbuttoned button, or a bit more leg, or maybe one day a centimeter of her stockings’ lace... or a millimeter of her bra in a careless moment... and now... he had her there, in this way, in her home, delivered like an unexpected gift.

María pulled me out of my daydreams again and whispered then, looking at me, a “relax...” that for the first time wasn’t meant for me, and which revealed to us that she noticed the trembling of his hands and body. And he, then, as if wanting to counterattack and hide his nervousness, responded with a “won’t you turn around?” that again sounded slurred and a bit drunk.

She seemed to accept and reached a hand backward, as if to move him away a bit so she could maneuver, and he stepped back and she turned and got down from the sofa until completing the movement, leaving both of them standing, face to face.

María looked at him, serious, and commanded authority, despite the ridiculous schoolgirl costume, that pleated skirt and that tie. And he, again, wanted to assert himself, and brought his hands to his shirt, as if exposing his torso could give him confidence, and he removed the white garment... revealing extensive pectorals and a swollen belly, with prominent but not sculpted abdominals, as if he had both a belly and abs at the same time.

Working in his favor were his sufficiently handsome face, his body, and María’s obedience to Edu, but working against him were his drunkenness, his nerves, and a veneration toward her that I knew was counterproductive.

And then, there, face to face, with his imposing bare torso, and with María’s nipples permanently marking Carlos’s daughter’s shirt, Rubén said:

—I just don’t know what I’m supposed to do...

And that sounded surrendered and overwhelmed. And I thought María would do her part to make everything start flowing. But then she said:

—Did you have to get drunk to dare to come here?


CHAPTER 31

So accustomed was I to the battle of egos and power between Edu and María that I expected a proud and reactionary retort from Rubén, but instead I found a slight and pacifying smile, and I noticed more his well-defined nose, his blue eyes, and his lush beard; with no hair on his head in an obligatory shave, yes, but truly harmonious and prosperous in everything else.

But María wasn’t pacified by that smile, and she insisted:

—“Getting drunk to work up the courage... Really... That’s almost tacky, isn’t it? Besides, just like that, on a Sunday” —she said, pushing, provoking, or perhaps wanting to know who she was dealing with.

Rubén, nervous, cleared his throat:

—“Well, my schedule is what it is. I was having a beer with some friends... And... Eduardo... came at me with all this...”

—“And you accelerated the beer drinking a bit” —interrupted María, her bust and nipples permanently outlining her silhouette, with that look in her eyes and face of being calm, yet aroused at the same time.

—“Let’s say I... ordered a couple of quick drinks, yes. Or three.”

María listened to him seriously and then brought a hand to the knot of her tie, loosening it a little.

—“You’re very beautiful...” —he uttered then, always idolizing her, and it wasn’t clear if he was saying it to her or reflecting aloud.

And then, María, raising her gaze, provoked him again:

—“The truth is I’d prefer if you did more... and talked less.”

Rubén froze and a hesitant command from his brain brought his hands back to her waist. Again trembling and again fearing he might break her, although she looked powerful rather than fragile against his sturdy body. And then it was she who accelerated and brought her hands to that man’s pants, but not to open them, rather she pulled them, subtly, toward herself, and their bodies drew closer, and he separated his legs a bit so their faces were facing each other, and she looked at him, provoking him, and he, on the verge of a heart attack, dared to bring his face closer to hers.

And I sighed and inhaled hot air from that burning living room... while I saw Rubén grow bolder and his lips made contact with María’s, in a chaste and brief kiss. But then another, and then their faces pressed closer together and tilted... and someone opened their mouth and their tongues made contact. He holding her by the waist, she slipping her fingers into his pants, and those tongues moistened and melted together, and she must have been feeling his thick beard on her face and he surely couldn’t believe he was kissing her.

I felt an obvious erection and hesitated to take out my member through the opening of my underwear, but I was somewhat embarrassed to expose myself, as it would give Rubén clues, true or false, about the reason for all this. And then I heard the sound of a buckle and a zipper, and María, without stopping kissing that guy, was maneuvering lower, and, lowering his pants a little, she whispered to him:

—“Relax... Your face is trembling...”

He said nothing and then she raised one of her hands to the back of his neck, as if to hold his head in place, and it was she who kissed him, in a long and arrogant kiss, enjoying herself, exaggeratedly moving her neck to do it... And she did all this while lowering his underwear with her other hand.

Rubén kept his eyes closed and it was striking how that body, which seemed created to thrust into her rudely and kill her with pleasure, remained still, blocked, and letting himself be handled. And soon a thick and heavy cock emerged, semi-erect and partially shaved, more remarkable for its girth than its length, and María grabbed it diligently while he kept his hands on her waist, not daring to do anything more, still not believing he had the right to everything.

With one hand on his cock and her other hand on his chest, María sometimes kissed and sometimes let herself be kissed, and she seemed burning and eager for that guy to decide to do more. And I still didn’t know if María’s excitement stemmed from her obedience, from a possible compensation, or from an urgency to be calmed, even if it was by almost anyone; for someone to put out the fire that Edu had lit hours before. 

That guy was shivering, and his member wasn’t growing despite her now almost jerking that dark and consistent cock, and she did it in long movements that uncovered and recovered that excess skin at its tip. When then, he whispered to her:

—“Should I... talk to you...?”

—“What...” —she asked, pulling her face back a little, looking at him, and then bringing both hands to his member.

—“I mean... should I talk to you... Eduardo told me you like to be talked to” —said that guy, extremely uncomfortable, and glancing at me out of the corner of his eye for an instant.

María remained silent for a moment, as if trying to understand what he was referring to, and then, cupping his balls with one hand and caressing his member with the other, she whispered:

—“What else did he tell you?”

—“I don’t know... many things... these days.”

—“Like what?”

—“I don’t know if I can tell you” —he responded, looking into María’s eyes, and then lowered his gaze to those nipples and those tits that marked the school uniform shirt, which he still didn’t dare to touch.

María then pulled back the skin of that member completely and I could see the pinkish, shiny glans of that still somewhat flaccid, but already wet cock, and she used her thumb to spread the fluid he was leaking, and he exhaled, trembling even more, and she said:

—So... You talk a lot... Which means... if I fuck you today... which with this soft thing I don’t know if we’ll be able to do anything... You’re going to tell him about it.

The guy was trembling in her hands, and he then squeezed her waist a little, almost like an involuntary spasm as a consequence of that finger caressing his sensitive glans, and he sighed brokenly:

—I-think so... I-don’t know... It’s just... I don’t understand much...

María stopped destroying him with that finger and restarted the handjob, but after her last accusatory words, the guy’s stress spiraled even further out of control, and his member seemed even more flaccid, which she immediately noticed, and, showing disgust, whispered:

—Did you jerk off before coming here or what?

Then there was an eternal silence. The guy, with those solid pectorals and that friendly expression, not daring to do anything, and looking at me from time to time perhaps seeking some kind of indication or salvation, seemed completely overwhelmed. And then María released his balls and his member, and all that was supposed to perform fell heavy and swollen but unusable. And Rubén removed his hands from María, and said hurriedly:

—Maybe I need a drink, do you have any?

—You can’t be serious... —she retorted.

—I don’t know... It’s just... you turn me on so much...

—It doesn’t seem like it... —María interrupted.

—And... with him watching... —Rubén justified himself, and María then turned her gaze toward me, and I noticed her serious and arrogant, as she was in those contexts when she had an audience to exhibit her petulance to.

—You could also tell Edu that you fucked me... —María suggested.

—What? I don’t understand —he said.

—I’m saying that... if you can’t do it... it’s fine. Just tell Edu that you fucked me... and that’s it...

—But... don’t you guys want to? —he said anxiously, glancing at me again briefly.

There was another silence and he, pulling up his underwear a bit, said:

—Well... and if... I don’t know... we have a drink... and... we calm down a little...

—I’m extremely calm. And Pablo is too. And we’re not really into having drinks on Sundays, honestly.

This seemed to be reaching a dead end. And I didn’t know if it was a total victory for her or a disappointment, because we both knew that with Rubén gone, I wouldn’t be able to calm what Edu had activated.

That guy was pulling up his pants and his member was being hidden, and, when I thought he was giving up, he launched one last proposal:

—If you want, I can tell you everything Edu told me about you.

—I think I really don’t care —she said.

—If we don’t do it, I’m not going to lie and say we did. It’s just... really... I don’t understand anything —he protested, frustrated.

—Well, alright —María interrupted him, showing strange mercy—. Let’s take a break. And see what we do... Pablo, get him a drink... which will clearly make things worse... but anyway.

—Thank you... —he uttered, surprising me—. It’s just... The truth is that Eduardo has also put quite a lot of pressure on me.

—Pressure about what —María asked.

—Because he told me more or less what I had to do... well, what to do to you... —he answered and I knew María would be pretending if she said that didn’t intrigue her.


CHAPTER 32

I felt rather ridiculous asking that man, who was displaying his bare torso and half-fastened pants, what he wanted to drink. The truth was that we were all in a situation that was both unfavorable and favorable at the same time: he could have sex with María but he was a nervous wreck and somewhat drunk, María wanted to appear dominant and powerful, but her uniform and her obedience to Edu diminished her, and I wanted to see Rubén giving María intense pleasure, in a brutal, passionate encounter, but it wasn’t up to me.

Indeed, María couldn’t contain herself and was asking him what Edu had told him about what he had to do, asking just after he requested a gin from me and just before I checked my phone looking for news from Edu, which I didn’t find.

I was walking toward the kitchen while María asked me for a glass of water and I listened to Rubén stammer, preparing to mix the drink quickly, since from my new position I would hear them from a distance, but not clearly enough to understand them.

Once there, I began to feel genuine frustration. I couldn’t rule out that nothing would happen, and perhaps that was normal, since maybe we’d been lucky, in a manner of speaking, to have encountered people like Álvaro or Roberto, and perhaps what was normal was the disarmament and nervousness of Marcos and Rubén; since that kind of offering, just like that, of a woman like María... wasn’t something one was prepared for.

But reasoning through it didn’t ease the frustration; rather, it increased when images of Rubén’s physique and even attractiveness flew into my mind. And I thought about that blessing that he wasn’t taking advantage of, I thought about who might have that body, that strength, that cock, and that consent to fuck María... And I felt anxiety and impatience... and I wished María was feeling the same.

I could hear them talking in the distance and remembered that thick, heavy cock, being stroked by María... and felt a tingling in my body for what could have been... And I knew that if he had gotten hard... he would have fucked her right there... and that sensation of seeing María penetrated by another man... was the root of everything and almost my sole ambition since I had met Edu.

I returned from the kitchen just at the moment when, face to face, almost as if I hadn’t been away, María was saying to him with a strange mockery:

“Oh, really? All of that?”

I gave the water to her, who took the glass firmly, and the gin to him, who received the drink nervously.

“You know, Pablo? Sit down if you want,” María was saying, with a question for me and a proposal for him, and Rubén sat down exactly where she had been kneeling before. “...there was... like a script, what was it like?” she asked a Rubén who was drinking from his glass, sitting there, with his bare, swollen torso, and his red eyes, taking refuge and seeking in the gin a confidence that we all doubted would appear.

He didn’t respond, beginning to know her and to understand that she was looking for tension, and María drank from her glass of water, then placed it on the coffee table, and continued:

“What was it... on all fours... in the ass... what else? Oh, that Pablo would put on... what was that thing he was supposed to put on?” she said in rhetorical questions.

“Something that ties around the waist... I don’t know...” he responded.

I, next to María, observed how she provoked him, and he, seated, curiously, seemed even bigger to me.

“So if Pablo had to put that on... your plan, well, Edu’s plan, was... with both at the same time, right? Did you have the holes rehearsed?”

“What?” asked Rubén, now more annoyed than confused.

“Well, that... if what Pablo ties on had to go... in my mouth... and then you, that thing I’ve only seen soft... in my ass... or pussy and mouth...” she said, surprisingly and strangely vulgar.

“I don’t know... Something like that. I suppose.”

“And what else was there?” María asked, and I didn’t know if she was trying to provoke anger in him so he would leave or so he would attack her, but what I did know was that she looked tremendously erotic, as ridiculous as her uniform might be... creating a mixture between the grotesque and the morbid, between the dirty and the modest... And her breasts marked that chaste shirt... and her tie in the middle... and her thin navy blue socks perfectly placed and fitted to her calves... and she was so desirable... so brutally sexual... that my member throbbed hidden and I understood that only overwhelming nerves could prevent Rubén from getting as hard as possible.

“What else was there?” she continued. “Oh... that thing about... coming on my breasts... a handjob with my breasts... right?”

“A titjob... yes...” he responded and his drink was going down as if it were water.

“My goodness... how thorough,” María gloated, as if she had discovered a prank by two kids, and I couldn’t help visualizing Edu’s plan, couldn’t help seeing myself with the harness on... penetrating María while Rubén put his cock in her mouth. I couldn’t help getting excited imagining him penetrating her anally while I watched, or while I inserted the rubber cock into María’s pussy. I imagined Edu’s plan... a savage fuck... a fuck that afterward he would tell her about... and it excited me... too much even... knowing I was losing control... and, next to María... I did something that I knew was a risk... I moved closer to her... and kissed her on the cheek, both of us facing Rubén, and before she could be surprised by my action, I caressed her face and wanted to kiss her on the lips. And a “what are you doing” came out in protest from her mouth, but I didn’t stop... I didn’t stop because my excitement was in command... and I made her turn a little and wanted my tongue to meet hers... and the kiss was rejected.

And if Rubén didn't understand anything, he understood this even less, and then, facing María, and when I thought she would say something hurtful, she surprised me, because she pressed herself against me, and kissed me, and her hands went to my face and she opened her mouth and I opened mine and immediately I felt her lively and moist tongue. And I felt the electricity and excitement of kissing her, knowing that he was watching us, and I enjoyed her kiss… and it took me as long to understand her as it took her to turn slightly… and I felt that she was opening her eyes and looking at him, while kissing me, trying to provoke him, or arouse him, or both.

There, in the middle of the living room, next to the coffee table, we were kissing, standing, in front of a seated Rubén who was watching us and exchanging glances with a lustful María, in what entailed a different game than what it was supposed to be.

My hands then went, nervous but determined, toward her breasts, over her childish uniform, and I felt the rock-hard nipples under the shirt and her taut breasts marking the clothing, and I couldn't understand how Rubén hadn't enjoyed that touch. And she began to slip her hands under my loose boxers, and I immediately knew she was trying not to take it out, not to free my meager member; I knew she didn't want to expose me, because doing so would tell Rubén the real and original reason for his presence there, and that wasn't something that María, or I, wanted to reveal.

I felt María's cold hand on my hot and moist member… and soon she was jerking me off with two fingers, inside my boxers, always careful not to expose me… And I remained clinging to her breasts and her kisses… and I was intoxicated by her scent, and that of her hair, and I felt the María of always, but at the same time a stranger, an intermediate María, neither mine nor the one she was with Edu… And I heard him drinking… heard the swirling of ice cubes and my heart pounding, when, suddenly, she turned around, avoiding revealing my secret, and stood facing him, with me behind her… and… she began to carefully lift her skirt.

She looked at him, challenged him with her gaze, while offering me her bare buttocks and finally showing the blue thong that Edu had defiled and soaked with his semen the previous week.

I placed my hands on her buttocks and felt her smooth and somewhat sticky ass, as if she had sweated excitement there, like another erogenous zone. And I took off my shirt and pressed my bare chest against María's back, feeling the softness of her shirt on my torso… and I wrapped my arms around her… and my hands went to her breasts… and she brought her hands back, to my hip, as if making our bodies press together more… and he finally understood something, and set down his drink, and prepared to pull down his boxers and pants a bit, more relaxed, no longer feeling the weight of making the decisions himself.

María then let out an exaggerated moan, overacted, as if she were feeling my member between her buttocks, and she did feel it, but I knew she was magnifying it. And I tried to unbutton some of the buttons on her shirt, and managed, not without difficulty, a couple of middle buttons, keeping her tie knotted and her shirt tucked into her skirt, and, while doing so, I could see over María's shoulder how Rubén completely freed his member, and held it so that it pointed at the ceiling: again moist, thick, but semi-erect, and his beard couldn't hide his extremely flushed cheeks, and his blue headlights couldn't hide the redness of his eyes from his drunkenness.

I, undoubtedly tense, but so excited that the deepest part of me was acting, extended one of my hands and slipped it through the gap of two buttons I had opened in the middle of her torso, and that hand infiltrated until it caressed one of her breasts under her white shirt, and I found a hard and swollen breast… and a nipple, so iron-like and rigid, that I startled with a tremor and a sigh; and my member, pressed against her ass and almost wedged between her buttocks, throbbed, hitting her elegant and tiny thong. And María let herself be caressed, and sighed, and I caressed one breast over the shirt and the other underneath, in a strange embrace… and I delighted in both sensations and was almost as impacted by the nipple that tore through the shirt as by the naked one that tore through my hand.

And I did believe I saw then that Rubén's cock was growing, and he was watching us, especially her, and she moved her waist a little… and she even contorted, turning her neck, to kiss me, and her tongue attacked me, inflamed, and she continued with her subtle hip movement… and her moist tongue played with mine and I squeezed her breasts… until she broke the kiss… and looked back at him, and panted in an exaggerated way.

And I then pulled out one of her breasts through the opening in her shirt, with grandiloquence, and her tit emerged free and exaggerated… and he grabbed his cock the moment I offered him that exuberance with that extensive areola and that brutal nipple… and thus, with one breast killing him and the other covered, I dared to bring two fingers to María's mouth, fingers that rested on her lips and she agreed to suck… and, after moistening them, the fingers flew to her exposed areola and I played there with her saliva and with the touch of her nipple, and María whispered an “Ufff…” that made Rubén's cock throb…

… and then I brought those fingers back to her mouth, and she sucked them, looking at him, while he was already jerking off. And my fingers then went to her other breast, the covered one, spreading that viscous and hot saliva over the white fabric, making the shirt dissolve, revealing nipple and areola, in a morbid and suffocating excess, which made Rubén snort… who saw both marked nipples, the naked and the hidden one, both moist areolas… and María's gaze, between my arms, with her hip movement and her moans… dressed in that absurd way and exaggerating her groans… but killing him and killing me… And I moistened them again in her mouth, and then on one nipple, and then on the other, and I could see how a thread of saliva remained hanging from her lip, as had happened in the car… and she, again, did nothing to clean it… and perhaps she wanted to share it, because she turned to me again, invaded me with her tongue again, and I again felt her moist tongue and her hot, wet and fleshy lips… but this time, after breaking the kiss… she whispered to me in a moan: “Fuck me...”

And I doubted whether he had heard that whisper, but then she wanted to make everything clear, and with an equally lustful voice, but in a louder tone, she said:

“Fuck me until he gets hard.”

I knew she didn’t desire me in that exaggerated way. I knew that this was a role to arouse Rubén, who in himself constituted obedience to Edu, but my cock, peeking out from my underwear, partially hidden by her skirt, nestled between her buttocks and dripping onto her delicate thong, only wanted to obey that last request.

She turned her face forward and I didn’t know if she was looking at him or at that cock that now offered a serviceable hardness. And she bent her knees slightly, with the obvious intention that I penetrate her like this, both of us standing, without even leaning on the coffee table. And I hesitated to take off my underwear, but I feared that with the operation he might see my minimal member. So I took half a step back, held it with one hand, pulled it completely out through the opening of my underwear, pulled all the skin back and then used both hands to try to gather her skirt at her waist. When, suddenly, a drunken and broken voice whispered:

“Fuck... F... Fuck her...”

I then raised my gaze and saw the source of that murmur that had sounded sickly, and I saw him, burning, flushed, breathless, masturbating slowly, in a strange way, as if in a singular inverse movement, and looking at María who was leaning forward and now seeking to somehow rest her hands on the table.

María also raised her eyes after hearing that surprising extravagant eagerness from Rubén, but said nothing, and placed her palms on the table, in front of him, while I managed to gather her skirt at her waist and moved her thong aside a bit... and her pussy appeared before me... as I had never seen it before... as it was already open, wide open, with its lips parted... in a way as shocking as it was intimidating... Her pussy looked as open as if she had just been fucked... and I then understood the desire she had been accumulating since she had witnessed how Edu had fucked that girl.

My hard cock, horizontal, couldn’t be seen by Rubén who was masturbating his member and moving his face ever so slightly, in something that wasn’t quite a tic, but that also seemed strange, and then María moved her neck, restless, and her hair waved, and she liked it... despite being ridiculously disguised, with her tie hanging, as was also one naked breast and the other hidden, and both with their nipples soaked.

“God... Fuck her...” Rubén sighed again, in what was now a desperate and almost ridiculous gasp, and María wanted to satisfy him, because we knew that I couldn’t satisfy her, and I could see how she pushed her body back a bit, seeking my cock.

And I held her by the waist with one hand and directed my member with the other, bent my legs and leaned forward; and then I looked down and saw my advance... and saw how I made my way and how I rubbed those parted lips with the tip, and felt a touch that made me sigh... just from feeling that soft lip on my glans... and then I began to bury myself... feeling an immense heat... and I noticed an exorbitant wetness and extension... and I penetrated her... to the bottom... until my pelvis met her ass... and she accompanied that meager journey with an “Uff... Ahmmm” that sounded pure and that he believed, and then a breathless “Fuck...” was again expelled from Rubén’s mouth.

“How... good...” María gasped convincingly, and lowered her head, as if surrendered to pleasure, and there she gasped another: “God... how good...” and then she raised her gaze and her hair floated, and I could see how she connected with his gaze, and he frowned and looked at her, and I penetrated her, back and forth, and felt heat, and pleasure, and above all wetness and amplitude... and I understood, once again, that María, and her pussy, were called to something much greater.

I sought wide movements, in that fiction that I was carrying something that filled her, and I held her by the waist with one hand and kept her thong aside with the other, and she raised her gaze, and leaned on both hands, and sometimes only with one, using the readier hand to caress the breast that hung naked. And he watched that caress on that colossal breast, and her other hidden breast, and observed with impact her lustful gaze and her half-open mouth and her gasps... that now resonated with “Uff...!” “Ahmmm!” that came in time with each thrust, and she showed him that she was melting with pleasure from my cock... and that she felt incredibly dirty because he was watching it; and each caress to her breast, and each look, radiated a murky obscenity that made his cock finally look rock hard.

And that hardness was noticed by María, who, after a loud “Ufff... God...!” from one of my thrusts, whispered, looking at him:

“Do you like it...? You’re getting hard...”

At that, he, apparently overwhelmed, didn’t respond, and then she used her hand to unbutton another button, and pulled her shirt aside a bit, so that now both breasts fell free and enormous, with the tie in the middle... and she began to caress one, and then the other, and I gasped, sighed and threw my head back, feeling the heat of her pussy in immense pleasure. And then he, in an attempt to show calm, grabbed the glass that lay near María’s resting hand, and brought it to his mouth.

And he drank and watched how she moaned with each thrust, with those “Ahmmm...!” “Uhmmm!” “Goood...!” and I buried myself in her, and her hair swaying here and there, and her waist moving with me, both of us cooperating to make the penetration seem prolonged... and after a “Ahhmmm... fuck... so... good...!” moan, almost tearful, from her, she couldn’t help but be annoyed by how he drank from his glass and looked at her, trying to project false dominance.

“Is it good... the drink...?” she asked, strangely, continuing with the rhythm of my thrusts.

“You’re the one who’s good,” he replied.

“Ahmmm! Hummm...!” María moaned then, and I could barely keep my eyes open from the pleasure I was feeling, and Rubén set his glass down again.

“Did you bring... condoms?” she asked then, between gasps.

“A few,” he responded, drunk, but suddenly appearing more confident.

“Like that... Ahmmm...! God...! I like you better like this...” she moaned, caressing one of her breasts again, looking at him.

“Like what?” he asked, resuming his stroking.

“Like this... Ahmmm! God...! Like this... All grown up...”

There was silence then and I sighed and looked down, and I could see María’s wet pubic hair, with some drops that I didn’t know whose they were... and I pulled my cock all the way out... and saw it whitish, smeared... clearly from her, and I shuddered, knowing and rediscovering her sexual power... and I invaded her again... and she moaned, rewarding me, heating him up... an “Ahhmmm! You fuck me so well...!” That again sounded believable and striking... and she kept looking at him... looking at his strange masturbation, his hard cock, his enormous body, his bulging abs and his dirty gaze... And again her hand caressing one breast, and again her hair moving with arrogance... with a strange haughtiness... as if she weren’t faking her moans, ridiculously dressed as a schoolgirl, and all to turn on that man who had been sent by the one she really wanted to be fucking her.

“Mmm... It’s hard now...” María moaned and he whimpered:

“Yes...”

“Ahmmm...! God...! Are you... Are you going to fuck me well... with that...?” she asked, between incredibly erotic complaints, and I could barely feel anything in the heat and expanse of her soaking pussy.

“Yes...” he answered again, somewhat less confident, as if the imminence of María’s arrival was making him doubt again.

“And... are you going to tell Edu about it...? Ahmmm...! Mmm...! God...!”

“Yes...” he sighed, swallowing.

“And... Why don’t you call him... and both of you fuck me...” she moaned and I penetrated her to the hilt and the liquid sound of her pussy resonated, and she moved her waist in a complete circle, making me close my eyes.

“He... told me you might ask for that... and to tell you no,” he replied.

“I haven’t... asked you... Mmmm...!” María moaned, now moving her body back and forth, in short movements so my cock wouldn’t slip out.

“You... just did,” he said, burning, sweating, and pulling all the skin of his cock back, trying to make his huge cock and his words disguise his nervousness about being close to fucking her.

María, offended and mocked by his last phrases, kept moving back and forth, and kept moaning complaints that sounded so erotic they left me breathless, and I could hear her pussy, its wetness... in those sounds flooded to the point of obscenity, and I looked down and saw her parted lips and my cock hiding and showing itself... with the shaft whitish from all the hot and sticky excitement emanating from María, who, pushing back with more force, so much that the sound of our bodies colliding could be heard, whispered:

“Are you... Are you going to put it in my ass...? Ahh...! Godd...! Is... Is that... your... plan...?”

“Yes...” he said then, continuing to stroke himself and terribly affected, again with that strange spasm in his neck and his reddened face.

“Then... put on a condom... Now.”

As soon as I heard that phrase I felt as if a spasm shook my entire body; I closed my eyes, and could feel a drop coming from the tip of my member and depositing itself inside María, and I had to grab her firmly by the waist, preventing her from continuing to move... to avoid coming. She, still, understood what had just happened to me, and then she leaned forward, careful that I wouldn’t feel too much, and I watched with half-closed eyes, how a very nervous Rubén stretched out his hand to reach the wallet that was on the coffee table, in search of condoms.

And María took advantage of Rubén's movement to completely withdraw from me, stand up, turn around, and kneel in front of me, always careful that he couldn't discover our charade.

Before I could realize what was happening, he was rummaging through his wallet and taking out a condom, and María had her back to him, covering my cock with her body—my cock that, soaked and marked by her, was pointing at her face. And I didn't know what she intended, and then she released her shirt from her skirt, placed her hands on my thighs, and looked at me, and I thought she was rewarding me, but she humiliated me, because she moved her neck forward, in a long movement, and more than half of the movement she did in the air, pretending for Rubén, who was putting on a condom, that she was sucking a long cock... and only in the last third of the journey did she actually reach me... and I felt heat and gasped...

...I gasped and sighed feeling her mouth enveloping my member, all the way to the base... and I felt her tongue hitting me and drawing out a drop that she must have felt in her mouth... and she was devouring me, all the way to my balls, without using her hands... and then she would pull her head back again, in that long movement... and I rested my hands on her hair, and shivered and trembled. And with half-closed eyes I could see how Rubén’s sheathed cock was now visible... a cock that would penetrate María... a María who was pretending to suck a good-sized cock... and who was making noise as she devoured me... with suffocated and liquid snorts... and I felt like I was about to explode, and she knew it, and continued with her dripping blowjob, and I looked down and saw her flushed face, her enormous breasts pointing forward, and her exaggerated neck movements... and then she withdrew her mouth again, and a thick strand of saliva bridged between her lips and my cock, and she whispered to me:

“Jerk off...”

“What...” I asked, heart racing.

“Jerk off. Cover me.”

And as soon as I heard those two words, I took my right hand to my member and she brought her hands to her breasts, which she cupped from below, as if offering them to me, with a strange tenderness, and brought her face closer and I moved my hand, back and forth, once, again, and I saw her tie between her breasts and an intense smell came to me... of sex... and I felt I could even smell the scent of her pussy on my cock... and María looked up, tilted her head, her long hair waved, and she offered me her face and her breasts... and Rubén had just adjusted that condom... now ready to fuck her with that cock that seemed enormous to me... And I suddenly felt a torrent of heat and immense pleasure while she moved her head, her hair, and looked at me, and kept her breasts sweetly cupped in her hands.... And an “Ahhh...!” escaped moaned from my mouth and I wanted to close my eyes but I more desired to see how I was staining her... and I saw a thick white drop jump to her cheek... and another “Aahhh!” was gasped and she welcomed, with open eyes, encouraging me, a second jet that impacted in the same place, accumulating there a thick and very white stream... and another “Ohh...!” was shamelessly moaned and several loose drops splattered her breasts and her tie... in a somewhat scant but incredibly pleasurable, liberating and very white ejaculation, that defiled her cheek and a bit of her breasts... and when the drops were no longer splashing but emerging minimally... she brought her mouth closer and kissed and rubbed her lips against the tip of my cock, impregnating herself with that viscous liquid... extracting with her sealed lips all that semen that came out lagging and more diluted and transparent.

And I ended up leaning back a little, empty and exhausted. And she immediately stood up, touched her stained cheek, a little, as if wondering whether to clean herself... but she didn’t. And then she took her hands to her thong, removed it, and like that, with her smeared lips and with a white stream on her cheek, she abandoned me and turned toward him...

With those shoes that weren’t hers, the knee-high socks, the pleated skirt, her thong in her hand, the shirt open except for the top button and the tie still on... she walked toward him, and he, petrified, didn’t even breathe, and she climbed on top, straddling him... and he witnessed how she, stained... grabbed his cock, looked at him... raised herself a little... aimed... parted her pussy lips with the tip of that big cock sheathed in that transparent latex... and buried herself... and he gasped an “Oohhhh...!” that was heart-rending and very deep... And she rose again, completely, until almost coming off, and buried herself again... all the way to the bottom and another “Ohhhh!!” was accompanied by a grateful “Mmmm...!” from her... not faked, and satisfied... and I knew from her heartfelt lament that that cock did fill her... and I hid my soaked member under my underwear and approached until I saw how she, with her cheek stained by me, rode him opulently and exuberantly... burying and unearthing that thick cock that could be seen, from behind, wrapped by the fleshy lips of her pussy... and you could even see shiny hairs from her pubic hair sprouting outward, pushed aside by the forceful member that penetrated her.

They looked at each other, and he didn’t know where to put his hands, and a “fuck...!” came gasping from his mouth as María moved her hips back and forth and showed him her smeared lips. And you could see a drop descending from the former white puddle on her cheek, which was now a horizontal streak... and it descended down her face... until it hung from her face... And she then placed her delicate and tiny thong on his rough and hard chest... and the tie was wedged between her breasts... and her hands went back to her chest, and she was pulling her shirt aside, caressing her breasts and riding him, with her stained face... and she gasped some “Ahhhh...!” and some “Aaahhh...!” “Fu-ck...!” surrendered and heartfelt... María was fucking that cock, of that enormous man... enjoying herself and killing him... And then a drop of semen detached from her face until it fell on one of her breasts... and that drop, after falling, wanted to continue descending... and it descended from her breast to her belly, and she took her thong and cleaned that white drop, all while riding him and moaning, with her eyes almost closed, and with her breasts and her whole body moving back and forth... and another drop detached from her chin and fell on her shirt... and she used the thong again to clean her shirt... and then her naked breast... she rubbed the thong on her breast, cleaning what was falling from her cheek... in a display of obscenity that was beginning to be too much for that guy... who was panting and closing his eyes... and brought his hands to her ass, under the skirt, and he looked completely at the limit, a minute away from being ridden... And she gasped then:

“Do you like... fucking me...?”

And he gasped and finally dared to bring his hands to her breasts, each hand to one, and he caressed them, trying to encompass them, and even his enormous hands weren’t capable, and she continued, back and forth and whispered again:

“You like fucking me... huh...”

And he felt he couldn’t take anymore, and his torso, his belly, his abs contracted, and I watched María, with her half-closed eyes and semen on her lips, with that white stain on her cheek and with her breasts caressed by him... and I knew she was killing him, that nobody could withstand that... And then she pushed his hands away, and leaned forward... and her breasts, which swayed with that exuberant and presumptuous riding, tumbled close to his face... and he couldn’t resist it, despite knowing it was a mistake, and pushed her shirt a little to one side and her tie to the other and cupped one of her breasts with his hand... and he sat up a bit until he managed to kiss it there, and he licked that breast while María looked at me, enjoying herself, connecting with me, making me happy... and she moaned a “suck them... you bastard...!” and he licked that nipple, devoured it... made it shine and then bit that breast...

...and you could hear a lament, a complaint from that bite... a most erotic “Ow...!”, “Ah...!” from María... and not only did she not push him away but she brought her hand that wasn’t holding her thong to his shaved head... so he would continue eating... and she looked at me and rode him while he bit... and he realized it was too much and removed his mouth and whispered, at full speed, an “I’m coming... God... I’m going to come...!”, and she continued with that movement... and then pulled back a little, and her breast appeared reddened, bitten, drooled on and outraged... and she placed her hands on his abdomen, and wanted to avenge his bite and changed her movement from back and forth to up and down, to finish him off... and I saw how she buried and unearthed that huge cock... how her pussy embraced that cock that slid with shocking smoothness... and how her lips enveloped him... and her breasts went up and down, almost bouncing against each other, with the open shirt and the tie in the middle, in an image both ridiculous and powerful at once...

...and she then threw her body and head backward, and her long hair fell down her back... making her breasts spread across her torso... in a display of lust... and then she brought her face forward again and moaned a complete, utterly complete: “come now, you bastard...” and he convulsed, and she insisted: “that’s it, come already...” and he stretched out his hands and, with his eyes closed, clung to her breasts and she opened her shirt more and let herself be caressed and squeezed, with her shirt open, her tie between her breasts, her swollen breasts, her enormous nipples and her hair to one side and the other... And she rode him, enjoying herself... humiliating him in barely three or four minutes... and she humiliated him despite being stained with semen on her face and despite that ridiculous disguise... And she made him empty himself with her hip movements and moaned some “Ahhh!” “Ahhh!” “Yesss...!” “Come...!” “Bastard...!” “Co-me...!”, which overlapped with some “Ohhhh!” “Ohhh!” almost grunted by him, and I saw clearly how she pulled out almost completely, all but the tip... and once like that she made a circle with her waist... and you could see that cock explode and you could imagine how thick jets demanded the tip of that latex... and I could see more than half of that thick cock convulsing and desperately discharging... and María’s face, contorted with pleasure with those triumphant and proud “Ahhh!” “Ahhhh!” “That’s it...!” “Goood...!” that marked the end of that guy’s orgasm... who trembled contrite and overwhelmed... and victim of a sadistic message that wasn’t really for him, but for Edu.


CHAPTER 33

María, with her tousled hair and flushed face, let out one last sigh, a placid and calm “Ufff...” that also showed a certain weariness, and then used the cuffs of her shirt to clean the remaining semen from her cheek, and completely withdrew from Rubén’s body, and I cursed that her skirt now covered a pussy that I was dying to see... and which I imagined reddened and undone.

She stood up and Rubén’s cock fell swollen and sheathed to one side, and my eyes went to the reservoir at the tip of that condom which appeared filled with white liquid, confirming my suspicions that his orgasm, besides being long, had been thick and abundant.

Rubén hadn’t recovered, and María, in silence, tossed her thong toward the sofa, near him, and then removed her skirt... and then I could see her pussy, which didn’t disappoint, with its lips protruding and its pubic hair wet, the whole area reddened and swollen, and I suffered from not being able to see it for longer, as soon the lower part of her shirt covered it. And then she let the skirt fall next to the thong, and brought her hands to the tie, which she loosened a bit and pulled over her head, and also tossed it, disdainfully, onto the sofa, and unbuttoned the last button of her shirt, the one closest to her neck, and Rubén breathed agitatedly, looking at her, but not really seeing her, his chest and abdomen rising and falling in short, rapid breaths, and with his cock still swollen and exhausted.

I, in María’s hands, as always, didn’t know what she intended, and then, with her loafers, her socks, and her open shirt, with one breast reddened and the other dignified and irreproachable, she approached a Rubén who wasn’t reacting, and sat astride him again.

I was restless and intrigued, and Rubén startled when he felt her sitting again, positioning herself just as before, only now his cock wasn’t invading her but resting. And he raised his gaze a little, and trembled, perhaps from seeing how María’s breasts fell across her torso and pointed upward, and from seeing her areolas, which seemed rosier and more extensive than ever... and from seeing her with her open shirt that allowed him to see almost everything, and from seeing her sweet and satisfied face... He saw, as I did, that María was gorgeous, even radiant.

And then she brought her hands to his cock... and began to remove the condom... and he shuddered, and she held that latex by the base, and held it in such a way that all the semen fell toward the reservoir at the tip, filling much more than the intended space. And then she extended her arm, toward me, without looking at me, looking at him, in an implicit order, which she knew I would appreciate. And I took that warm, sticky and soaked condom, which had been in contact with his cock and her pussy.

But María then withdrew, torturing and discouraging both of us. She got off him and then, standing in front of that man who never seemed to know what to do, she covered her breasts a bit with her shirt, unstuck her hair from her neck, lifted it to ventilate her nape, and whispered:

—“Well... you’ve fucked me now... Wasn’t such a big deal, was it?”

—“Aren’t we... continuing?” he asked, sitting up a bit.

—“No, no. That’s it. Tell Edu whatever you want,” she said, serious, while continuing to lift her hair from behind with her hands, and adjusting the collar of her shirt a little, and from her nipples one could only see their outline through the white garment.

—“And that’s it? We don’t repeat?” he insisted.

—“No.”

—“I don’t understand anything,” he muttered, sitting up straight—“...I just don’t understand... What am I...? Just another... notch on a gun?”

María shook her head, as if not understanding his childish protest and his strange, poorly formulated expression.

—“I just can’t believe it,” he continued complaining. “You don’t seem like the same person.”

—“The same as what?” she smiled ironically, now becoming indignant. “You don’t know me at all. Come on, get dressed and there’s the door.”

Rubén stood up abruptly and looked for his T-shirt, and pulled up his pants and tucked away a cock that had barely performed for three... or four minutes at most, and which surely cursed not having been used much more.

The guy mumbled something, perhaps some insult, to her, and then also something to me, and María moved aside and let him protest, ignoring him. And I witnessed his protests while I remained with that condom hanging from my fingers.

I expected one last protest, one last attempt, perhaps even one last attack, but that man disappointed me, and perhaps María too, because before I could realize it, he was leaving without saying anything, and a pride that hadn’t been seen when it was actually appropriate was heard in a door slam.

There was silence and I checked my phone and there were no updates from Edu, and I understood María’s message to him, a message that consisted of telling him to stop sending people like Marcos, like Carlos or like Rubén, and to show up himself, because only with him did that María appear and only with him did everything make sense.

“Give it here,” María said then, waking me from my thoughts.

“What?”

“Give it here. Hand me that and bring the harness,” she said, almost solemnly, extending her hand to take the sticky, wrinkled, and warm condom.

I don’t know if I managed to hide my joy, or if it was overshadowed by my surprise and uncertainty, but pleased by her last request, I left her there and headed down the hallway, soon walking while feeling my member dripping into my underwear, which had become a sticky puddle. I reached our bedroom, thinking about how quickly everything had happened and that I needed to discover if María’s acceptance of Rubén was due to an agreement with Edu, and, if so, whether María had fulfilled her part, or if Edu wouldn’t like what had ultimately happened.

I grabbed the harness and was walking back, but suddenly struck by a certain distrust, because I knew María hadn’t reached her orgasm, and therefore knew her arousal had to be burning with restlessness, heat, and suffocating discomfort. I found it strange that she intended to seek her relief with me, even if it was with the harness. Although Edu seemed to give no sign, so he was probably still in the company of the redhead, or on his way back to Madrid, but whatever the reason, he didn’t seem available to relieve María with his words or messages.

When I reached the living room, I saw her reclining on the sofa, wearing the loafers, socks, and the open shirt now with rolled-up sleeves... But there was something else, something that made me swallow hard and almost spasm... something that made me shake and tremble... and that was... the wrinkled and sticky condom lying on her torso, while she typed on her phone.

I approached, shocked, intrigued, and just as I was about to say something, she whispered:

“Turn off the lamp, please, and leave the hallway light on.”

I obeyed and a warm yet sordid dimness was created, and I said to her:

“Are you texting with Edu?”

“Yes, he’s driving.”

“Ah,” I responded, not knowing if that settled everything or nothing, as she placed her phone beside her, giving the impression that she was dismissing further interaction.

“Should I put it on?” I asked, referring to the harness.

“No, no. Give it here,” she told me, and I handed her that enormous rubber cock, which she placed beside her.

And I felt that she was waiting for something, for something to happen, or that she was going to say something, and, suddenly, she whispered:

“Watch if you want... but... don’t talk to me, okay?”

“Okay,” I answered, not understanding anything.

And then she, reclining on our sofa, in the dimness of our living room, with that rubber cock beside her, spread her legs, opened her shirt wider... and began to make the semen deposited in that condom leave that wrinkled plastic... and spill over her torso... over her exuberant, sweaty, and hot breasts.


CHAPTER 34

What happened during the following minutes revealed to me that there was no turning back. And that there was only one path, no matter how much I dared to suggest a Rubén, or a Carlos, or another guy yet to be known. During the moments that followed, María asphyxiated me with a demonstration of having chosen, and united in a single body the maximum beauty, the maximum eroticism, the maximum lust and the maximum submission.

And it was extreme submission, yes, because everything she did, she did for him and thinking of him, but without him knowing it, and there is no greater obedience and submission than that.

I disappeared from the world. Rubén, who had just fucked her, was nothing, didn’t exist. The guy from the beach, who once would have caused an impact and remorse that would last for weeks, was nothing more than a blurry, faded memory. In the semi-darkness of our living room, there were only her, her memories with Edu, her imagination and her total surrender.

She, reclining, began her display at the precise moment when she started emptying that condom over one of her breasts, and I didn’t hesitate to take advantage of the safe-conduct she had given me, her authorization to observe her in silence, and I silently and voyeuristically removed my underwear.

That thick semen fell viscous and lazy, and she seemed restless, until she finally managed to squeeze that used latex... and flooded that breast... in such a way that her areola immediately became entirely a white mass, and her erect and rigid nipple barely survived drowning, and breathed, rising above that smelly whitish mass. And María had to hurry to prevent with her fingers several drops from flowing down the side of that swollen mountain toward her shirt... and, once she contained a couple of rebellious rivers, she didn’t hesitate to use one of her already stained fingers... to bring it... first to her lips, and then to her mouth.

She sucked on one finger, and then two, in the half-light, with her eyes closed, oblivious to the world and to my masturbation that was already beginning, and she tasted Rubén’s now lukewarm semen while thinking of Edu. And with her other hand she began to caress and smear... to wet and spread... all that viscous thickness, and I knew that she, while doing it, was thinking and remembering when Edu had ordered her to do that very same thing.

María was teleporting herself to his house, to the night in the parking lot... and she caressed her breasts, and smeared herself remembering how he treated her, how he had fucked her... in the mud, in the shower, in his bed... She remembered his blue eyes, his beard, his long hair, his sculpted torso and his cock created to fuck her... And she then took the harness... and wet the tip of that thing on her breasts... and smeared that artificial glans, with her half-open and teary eyes... and then brought that to her mouth and licked Rubén’s semen from that cock that was Edu’s... and then drew intense and desperate circles with her tongue on that hard glans that was Edu’s, spreading the white, living and smelly substance over the inert and artificial... And she opened her eyes wide, and tried to put it... in her mouth, that huge cock, which, like her chosen one’s, barely fit, but she tried, for him, and for herself.

And she succeeded, she sucked it... she ate it... and there, with that tip in her mouth, with her mouth stretched, with that cock inside her mouth, she moaned some gasps, and accompanied that sucking with her other hand going to calm her pussy, and two of her fingers began to float over her clitoris, while my cock was already rock hard and I masturbated, standing, close to her, watching how she was leaving, how she connected with that bastard... And she kept her eyes open... which was even more impactful, and she stared into nothingness...

...And her body was already writhing in spasms, with those two fingers making circles on the peak of her pussy... sucking that rubber cock and moving her whole torso and gasping... with one breast stained with semen, with the other adorned by an empty condom, with schoolgirl socks and loafers, with her shirt open and already somewhat stained... with those clothes of the daughter of another candidate who hadn’t meant anything...

...And she took that cock out of her mouth... and separated the lips of her pussy with her fingers... and I knew what was coming and had to stop my masturbation... and that enormous device was preparing to fulfill its function, and the straps of the harness ran across her torso, getting stained with that white thickness, and she spread her legs wider, and with two fingers she parted the lips of her pussy... and the longed-for and inevitable happened: with her eyes wide open... she outlined a heartfelt complaint, a judicious and solemn “Aaahhh...” and began to introduce that thing, carefully, and another “Ahh...!” somewhat shorter, but more audible, and then she raised her legs... and they trembled in the air... as she penetrated herself with that enormous cock that was Edu... and she was inserting it, millimeter by millimeter... almost to the bottom... and the useless straps hung from that rubber, and she gasped an “Ufff...!” even more sonorous and surrendered, almost broken, as I was breaking, hurt, humiliated, seeing her so devoted to him.

And soon she was inserting that thing with one hand, in short movements and caressing one breast with the other, staining herself more, wetting her fingers in Rubén’s sperm, but which was Edu’s, and then she brought them to her mouth, and moaned with her mouth and pussy full... in ridiculous whimpers... and I couldn’t believe seeing her there, seeing her greatness and her petulance, but at the same time her ridiculous submission, her grotesque uniform... and her gasps and postures that represented a self-imposed humiliation...

...and she ended up taking her fingers out of her mouth and lowering them back to her clitoris, and her lips were saliva and semen, and her breasts were dispersed sperm, and her nipples were hard from her excitement and soft from so much liquid. And a thick drop then escaped freely down the side of the most stained breast, landing on her shirt, and her fingers returned to the key button of her pussy and she restarted those circular movements, and I restarted my masturbation, as that cock entered and left her, and some faint, pure, almost heartbreaking, almost pleading “Ahhh...” “Mmmm”... impacted me... as did her legs that trembled grotesquely in the air, with those childish socks and those innocent loafers...

… And she was a mixture of a female in her prime, with her sensual face, of a mature woman, with her swollen, enormous breasts, now pressed together, stuck to each other, as a consequence of the position of her arms... and at the same time she seemed like a child, with her disheveled hair, who whimpered tenderly, between spasms, with that chaste uniform, with the collars of her rumpled shirt sticking to her cheek, and then an “I’m... cum… ming…!” was gasped in a surrendered sob, that almost inspired pity, and I sped up my masturbation, and she located her blue thong… that delicate, fragile and even exquisite thong that Edu had defiled, disregarded, with a brutal ejaculation… and she put it in her mouth, and her hand went back down, and I was shocked… seeing her there, penetrating herself, killing herself, pushing that huge cock inside, pounding her clitoris, and with her elegant and expensive thong in her mouth… And there, in the blue silk, she muffled her childish moans, and tears almost sprang from her eyes from the pleasure of how she touched herself, how she pleased herself, how she adored herself, and how she remembered how Edu knew how to fuck her…

… And some “Hmmmm!” “HHHmmmmm!” “HMMMMmmm!”, very long, animalistic, were moans into her thong, and that huge cock went in and out, and you could hear the liquid sound of that rubber becoming soaked with her… in a watery, shameful and vulgar “clik… clik…”, and each thrust created that devastating sound… and the lips of her pussy shook and undulated from the movements of her fingers… And I was exploding, and I knew I was because I heard the sound of some of the drops already spurting from my member hitting the floor… and she slowly turned her face toward me… and opened her eyes wider, in what I believed were the final throes of her orgasm… and she looked at me and fell apart with grotesque and desperate “HHMMMM!” “HMMMMmmmmm!!”… but tender at the same time... muffled in that blue silk, and I felt my hand becoming soaked and I exploded in silence, shocked, while she looked at me and a tear almost fell from that dirty, obscene and even immoral pleasure... 

… and her orgasm continued and her thong fell from her mouth and she screamed a heart-wrenching “AAAHH...!” while she continued abusing herself… and then she bit the collar of her shirt and smothered there another “HMMMmmm!!” and her hand abandoned her clitoris, and the other abandoned that thing she was pushing inside herself, and she brought her hands to her breasts and grabbed her tits, covered in semen and that wrinkled condom, and she came with that thing impaled, and she kept coming and smothering pants, snorts and moans in the collar of her shirt, and some “HHHHMMMM!!” “HHHmmmmmm!!!” were buried and drooled into the collar of that pristine white shirt, innocent, candid and that understood nothing, while her body writhed with that thing impaled… And she looked at me, biting and panting, moaning and gasping, humiliated, surrendered, almost childlike… ridiculous… with her legs trembling in the air, in extravagant spasms, and those “HHHMMMM!!!” “HHMMMMMM!!!” distressed and embarrassed me, and I watched that inert cock deeply inserted and how she came, moving her hips, with that thing stuck inside her, and imagining that cock was Edu, humiliating her… 

… and I released my cock, and she was finishing and stopped biting, and she panted, and her tired legs came down self-consciously and blushing, returning to their place, and her shoes touched the floor… and that huge cock remained there, in her pussy, impaled almost to the hilt… And I looked at her: her sweaty face, her matted hair… her teary eyes, clinging to her soaked breasts with the wrinkled condom between them... and with her legs spread and with that cock crudely inserted in that usually inaccessible, precious and elegant pussy, but now battered and degraded by herself... And I couldn’t believe such desire, such lust… and such desperation.

And what we had experienced was as erotic and powerful as it was painful and humiliating... because when she was the one being humiliated, I felt it much more deeply, so I decided to go to the bathroom, to spare myself suffering and to let her compose herself. And perhaps also to let her enjoy a few moments of the peace and calm that only Edu could give her.

And once I gave her space, I imagined her still impaled, and I imagined her wondering if it was too much to ask that stud to fuck her with some regularity, if it was too much to ask him to stop sending her mediocre candidates, if it was too much to ask him to fully enter our game and for everything to be perfect.

We didn’t speak at all during the following minutes. I cleaned the floor and she went to shower. I gathered my clothes and she put her thong in the wash. I washed and stored the harness and she put away the skirt, socks and loafers in the closet. I got out of the shower and she put Carlos’s daughter’s shirt in the wash. Only when we both finished putting things and ourselves in order did I ask if she wanted dinner, and she said no.

She dressed in a nightgown and I checked my phone, again with no news from Edu, and I considered asking María the question; the question that was a simple “what now”, although she had made it quite clear to me with that display on the sofa.

And soon the question, in my mind, evolved into a more specific, more rebellious and inquisitive one, and, knowing it was a mistake, and, while María was getting the phone charger from her nightstand, I blurted it out:

“And now what? Are we waiting for Edu to be kind enough… and let us know… to… fuck you…?” —and that “fuck you” sounded very harsh to me, and I felt uncomfortable. 

María turned toward me, and, without raising her gaze, said:

“Don’t you want this?”

After a silence, I tried to measure my words, and ended up answering:

“I don't know... María, maybe not with Edu.”

I knew that everything fit with Edu, but his instability, his perennial obsession with forcing things, and that sadistic undertone he always displayed made me doubt whether he was the path to take in the medium and long term.

María didn't respond, and I knew she wouldn't accept an alternative plan anymore. I also knew she wasn't in the mood to talk and that nothing clear and favorable could come from this conversation.

I checked my phone one last time and set the alarm, and she still wasn't responding or saying anything else. That familiar and habitual sensation began to bother me, to corrode me, as if it were already a rule that everything started and ended when she decided.

And I insisted again:

“I simply think he will always force things in such a way that this will never be able to move forward.”

“Yes. But the ones who need to move forward are you and me, and for that we need him,” she snapped, reminding me of the gravity of it all, reminding me that this was no longer about finding a guy to play with to improve things, but about having Edu with us to survive.

We got into bed and I was still shocked by the intensity María had shown accompanied, but especially alone, and also shocked by her last statement.

And everything indicated that María was right, that the thing with Edu had started as a game but had evolved into the revelation of something necessary for survival; because he had exposed our miseries, irrevocable miseries, so it was no longer a game but a lifeline, a dangerous one, but a lifeline nonetheless, and that our sex life, and therefore our life, would either be with him or wouldn't be at all.

And then Edu, when he became most necessary and even obligatory, when it was most evident and obvious, when she most expressly manifested that he had to be part of our life... disappeared.


CHAPTER 35

The next day I checked my phone almost compulsively at work, but Edu wasn’t reactivating that chat which had begun as something macabre and had evolved into a kind of common thread, or an announcing script of its creator’s intentions.

And it was strange that he wasn’t gloating there about his triumph in having chosen a candidate and that María had accepted him. Yes, María had shown her power with Rubén and had knocked him out of the game in barely four minutes, but it was no less true that that young man, chosen by Edu, had been inside María’s inaccessible and proud body.

Night came and I couldn’t contain myself, so I asked María about Edu, and she told me she hadn’t heard anything from him. I believed her and even begged her to tell me if he contacted her privately.

Days went by and I couldn’t believe his evanescence, but at the same time my optimism grew subtly, as the weekend approached and I thought perhaps he had marked that moment as the pragmatic time to push us forward again. But Friday night advanced and the ghosting continued, so I asked María again, who to make matters worse seemed downcast to me, and she responded dryly that she hadn’t heard anything from him, or from Rubén.

“Have you written to either of them?” I asked, as if demanding an accounting, but it was accumulated and unbearable anxiety.

“Nothing since Sunday,” she responded, distant and pretending to be unconcerned, but I could sense an underlying affliction.

And that was another problem that went from secondary to primary when Saturday arrived, as there was no longer the excuse of work fatigue once we were immersed in the weekend, and she continued with that residue of something that could now be defined as frustration. And it wasn’t something clearly manifested outwardly, but I could see it.

María had dinner with her friends several times, we went to the beach, we had the occasional beer on the city terraces… but our phones didn’t come to life, nor did she, which meant blows to my ego and to us as a couple, and I didn’t know whether to confront the problem or just wait.

Another week passed and my problems became not two, but three, because to Edu’s disappearance and María’s frustration was added our abstinence; and it wasn’t until early July that, already in bed, theoretically ready to sleep, I attacked her, and I didn’t get a refusal, but something much worse: a cold surrender of her body, like a marital obligation, like a silent formality, which also told me that her claim that she could desire me in moments of less excitement was probably self-deception, perhaps with good intentions, but self-deception nonetheless.

Edu remained absent and to those three problems was added a fourth, which was the evenings and weekends at the beach, where María showed herself off, without meaning to, and I was dying to see her, to see how others looked at her, and I hesitated to dare propose returning to that cove, but I was sure that without Edu she wouldn’t agree, that she had done it once, but it was precisely because of that time that she had ended up understanding herself. And another delicate moment was the summer dinners, alone or with friends, where she dressed in summer dresses and we got a little drunk, creating a sexual context… but the returns home were always equally harsh and disappointing.

And it was on a Saturday afternoon, while we were swimming in the sea, three weeks since the last time we had seen Edu, and with seven minutes of listless intercourse between us, that I began to sound her out. But she closed herself off, and talked about the wedding, as if everything were fine, a wedding that was two months away, and which she seemed to use to avoid thinking or talking about what was happening.

And I tried to kiss her there, with our bodies covered by water up to our torsos, and she barely responded, disinterested, and I exploded and asked her if that claim that we could enjoy sex in moments of less excitement had all been a lie. And she responded, in a fierce counterattack, that perhaps she was still excited, and that perhaps she had been at that peak point all that time, and I no longer knew what to believe.

Especially painful was what happened that same night, when she asked me, in a disguised order, for time and space for privacy, and went to our bedroom. And I don’t know if there she made do with her memories, with imagination, or if she made use of old messages with Edu, but what’s certain is that she found a climax; perhaps merely relaxing and liberating, or perhaps oppressive and heartbreaking… but undoubtedly distressing for me.

And my anguish mutated into recrimination and, when I was sure she had finished giving herself to him from a distance, I burst in, calmly, phlegmatically, but censorious, with a reproachful “how was it,” which ended up leading to a tense conversation, crowned by a question with which I intended to discover if it had been her first orgasm since her exhibition with Rubén’s condom, and she said no. And she humiliated me by confessing that the shower, and even her office, had been occasional locations where she had needed to calm herself, and I imagined her masturbating… in her office chair, with her legs very close together… lowering her fingers inside her panties… with her breasts pressing against her shirt… with her mouth half-open… in silent gasps… and thinking of him… and a torrent of excitement, and a strange heartbreak, shook me and made me shudder.

Sometimes I considered the possibility of suggesting another man, someone who could calm that suffocation, but I quickly dismissed it. And she talked to me about the wedding and there came a point where every time she brought up the subject I thought she was doing it to postpone it or even cancel it. Because we weren’t well. She wasn’t well.

And then everything blew up again. When Edu wanted it to.

It was a Thursday night. Out of nowhere and almost a month after the day at the beach, the redhead and Rubén, when Edu decided to shake up our phones while we were having dinner on a terrace.

It was a summer night, extremely hot and muggy. The men, mostly young and even very young, only had eyes for María’s floral-trimmed dress, for her long legs and her tanned skin, and she didn’t seem to notice. Again, she didn’t appear distressed on the outside, but I could sense the underlying tension. And suddenly everything changed, but what she felt wasn’t joy or disappointment, but something resembling weariness at the materialization of the inevitable.

I read it first on my phone, which allowed me to observe her expression when she read it on hers; still nervous myself, I shared in her anxiety, reliving it through her.

“Come to dinner at my place tomorrow. Víctor will be there,” he had written.

I was surprised by what happened next, which was that María was preparing to respond immediately. And she did so without seeking complicity, alliance, or much less consent from me, and I didn’t know if her response would be my sentence, hers, both of ours, or no one’s, but no one’s would simultaneously be, revealing our dead end, both of ours.

And then I read what María had written:

“I’m not going to do anything with Víctor.”

I raised my gaze and María was resting her phone next to that summer red wine that was warming up just as her cheeks were, even more rapidly. Her hair fell decisively to one side of her troubled face, covering one breast, and I focused on the other, proud and neglected for an entire month, and then I observed her gaze, dignified, but inevitably restless. And I admired her beauty while waiting for Edu’s response, thinking that no one on that terrace, in that entire plaza, could imagine that such a woman might fear anything or anyone, much less someone’s response on her mobile phone. Everyone there believed they knew she was born to choose, to make others suffer and not to suffer herself. And then we read Edu’s response:

“Neither with Víctor nor with me. Dinner is at nine.”


CHAPTER 36

I didn’t have time to be surprised, or frightened, or worried. María. Whole. Displaying an impressive confidence, abruptly changed the subject.

She spoke, serene, about something from her work, and half of me listened while the other half was amazed at how she could leave her phone like that, unattended, and I struggled to understand why sometimes she tensed up yet other times she almost flaunted an excess of firmness.

And, when I was already sufficiently astonished, the conversation shifted, she made it shift, toward doing something that upcoming weekend… the two of us. Us. A possible city, a possible hotel… And I listened to her and couldn’t stop thinking that hotels and trips by default lead to intimate and carnal acts, and I couldn’t believe she would suggest such a thing in this situation and moment. I even began to doubt whether her confidence, and that sudden plan, might stem from her umpteenth self-deception.

During that conversation about a hypothetical getaway, there eventually came a moment when I couldn’t contain myself and blurted out what was obviously inside me:

“What about Edu?”

“What about him?” she asked, as if nothing were wrong.

“Well… what he just wrote…”

“He just wrote what’s… typical or… consistent… with an asshole, which is what he is. Or… an unstable person, right? That’s what you said.”

“Something like that. That he would always push things too far…”

“Exactly,” she said without letting me finish my sentence.

And there was silence, and I knew I shouldn’t ask but rather decipher her, and my attempts at deciphering extended beyond that night and continued into the following morning, a morning in which, while restless at my office, I received a message from her on my phone, a message containing a link to a possible hotel, and I found it hard to understand her, and deduced that she was dismissing Edu for wanting to force things with Víctor, but I was puzzled by her ups and downs of surrender and dignity. And I also didn’t know if the dismissal was final. 

In the afternoon I wrote asking if she wanted to go for the entire weekend or just Saturday night, and, while waiting for her response, I browsed that hotel and saw it had indoor and outdoor pools, and a spa, and that made me remember the time I had gone with her to a similar one, and how she had bathed in the presence of other men wearing a bikini that had turned out to be inappropriate, as it didn’t quite contain her exuberance… and how that subtle circumstance had made me die of excitement… and I thought about how it seemed like an entire lifetime had passed. 

She still hadn’t answered me and I opted to call her but she rejected my call, so I deduced she must be in a meeting. And then it was time to leave work and I called her from the car, and she didn’t answer, and a strange uneasiness began to assault me, because, after all, no matter how strong she appeared and how self-deluded she seemed about our weekend together, Edu’s proposal was still on the table and unanswered, and I, as always, only controlled one channel of communication. 

I tried to distract myself and think about something else, and my work surprisingly helped me, as I had left with a matter half-hanging that I knew could splash back on me, and in fact it ended up doing so. 

I arrived home and the door wasn’t double-locked. She had already arrived. And I found her, facing me, in the living room, wearing gray suit pants and a white round-neck t-shirt, still in heels, still in her work clothes, though without her blazer, talking on the phone. And she immediately gestured for me not to speak to her, and in just one or two of her responses I knew she was talking to a friend. 

It was past seven in the evening and I was on edge, in her hands, as always, and soon she was saying goodbye, and I was thinking about what my first sentence would be, and she hung up, and I wanted to ask her if she intended for us to leave that very afternoon, or night, or the next day. But then her phone lit up. And she looked at it. There. Standing. In the living room. And someone was calling her. And she didn’t answer, but instead oriented her screen so I could see it, in a gesture that was, yes, finally, complicit. And I saw it: Edu was calling her.

She brought the phone closer to answer, before I could express anything, and moved her finger to pick up.

“Yes? Tell me,” she answered, curtly, though not distant or weary either, and then she turned around, and I felt our complicity vanishing as her heels headed down the hallway.

I was left alone, without having uttered a word since I’d arrived, in that living room that no longer seemed like the one of the wild splendor of her mounting Rubén… nor the one of the torrid darkness of her display, with that condom, thinking of Edu. And I realized then that it was the first time in a long time that she was hearing his voice, and that she had to face him.

But it happened that, at the precise moment when I knew she had reached our bedroom, I began to feel strangely bad, always waiting for her, so I decided to abandon my solitude in search of, not so much explanations, as information.

As I walked down the hallway I didn’t know if I would try to listen at the door, timid and expectant, or if I would burst in full of righteous indignation, but I didn’t even have to make the decision, because my pocket began to vibrate and I saw I was being called from work. I answered out of obligation, and immediately knew the problem was serious, but even so I was more focused on trying to hear something of María’s conversation than on deciphering my interlocutor, but she, speaking in a normal tone, with the door nearly closed, wasn’t making it easy for me.

I reached the end of that tunnel and ended up pushing the door slightly open, and, while on the other end of the phone I was receiving explanations and directives rather than complaints, I saw her: sitting on the bed, impeccably dressed, just as before, with her legs crossed, her fitted t-shirt accentuating her chest, running her fingers through her hair, and talking, somewhat tense, somewhat flushed, but not with those eyes that revealed suffocation and turmoil.

I retraced my steps and began to manage, though undoubtedly somewhat distracted and only half-concentrated, that work problem, and I lost track of time; ten, fifteen minutes, until I hung up the phone, and then I returned to that tunnel, pushed that door subtly again, and saw her, in a similar position, but knowing, by her expression, by her gaze, and by her briefer responses, that she was succumbing once more.

And I fled toward the living room, perhaps from the pain of seeing her like that, perhaps from not wanting to pressure her any further, and I waited there for her verdict. A verdict that was soon revealed, and it came in the form of her presence. She appeared, not to justify herself, but to inform me. I observed her, stunned, and could see how her heels remained, but not everything else: a gray skirt and the pink blouse that excited Víctor. As if she were ready to go to the office, but it was Friday night. The top garment changed everything, as did her tense expression, her tousled hair and her anxious face.

I had the sentence, but felt I needed its development, but she got ahead of me:

“We’re not going to Edu’s house. We’re going to have dinner with him where... Rubén works as a waiter. But Rubén won’t be there. And neither will Víctor.”

“So, just the three of us? And these clothes?” I asked, without approaching her, both of us standing.

“Well, because that’s what Edu decided. Are you changing or going like that?” she tried to escape my questions as she went toward her purse, which lay on the sofa.

“But Edu said he wouldn’t do anything with you either.”

“I don’t know, Pablo...” she protested with a sigh that radiated discomfort.

“So, he wants you and he’s had second thoughts,” I cornered her, perhaps unfairly annoyed.

“I don’t know. I never know what he’s going to do,” she said, looking at her watch.

“You never know what he’s going to do, but you’re dying for us to leave as soon as possible and...”

“Is that a reproach?” she interrupted, dropping her purse on the sofa and turning toward me.

“No. I just want you to admit it.”

“Fine. Is that what you want?”

“Yes.”

“Fine. Then I want to go as soon as possible... Should I continue? Should I continue with the why?”

“Yes.”

“Fine. I want to go now... So he can fuck me... I hope he fucks me. Happy?” she snapped. “The other day he wrote that he wouldn’t, but I hope he fucks me. Is that good enough for you?” she said, killing me, humiliating me...

...and she rolled up the sleeves of her pink blouse a little, and she looked like a straight-laced, dignified and unreachable executive, but she admitted, provocative and tense, that she was dying for Edu to fuck her as soon as possible.

“Change if you want. I’ll wait for you,” she said then, aseptic and almost despotic.

She had pronounced that while returning to her purse, in a nervous loop. And, without warning, I felt that I loved her. Suddenly, and abruptly, I looked at her and felt an immeasurable love. But at the same time, and without knowing why, a strange recrimination came to me, because her tone had sounded so immaculate, so composed, so arrogant, that it had sounded almost fake. Because we both knew there was no such certainty, but rather anxiety and eagerness for the only thing that mattered to her... which was for that man to calm her, to subdue her, to fuck her, and for me to see it, so that everything could fit into place, so that the María who had been absent for so long could emerge and display herself.


CHAPTER 37

It had been obvious for some time, but it had never been so explicit. I had never felt my condition in such an extreme and clear way. After all, I was making a delivery. Evident. Manifest. The delivery of a cuckold to the lover who was meant to satisfy his partner.

I was driving, on the way to the meeting, and glancing sideways at a Maria who poorly concealed her uneasiness, and I thought that I had never felt part of that world, that what I had read sometimes on the internet seemed foreign to me, and I thought that perhaps I had always escaped that label, not to avoid lowering myself, but to avoid lowering her; because Maria was more, much more than all that I had seen, distant and inferior.

The arousal I felt was indescribable, and not so much from acceptance, but from resistance, because even though her need was evident, she displayed composure, as if trying to say that if everything wasn’t set up exactly as she wanted, nothing would happen.

Rarely had I so admired and scrutinized her physique as during that drive, crushed by the thick glow of the sunset. And she didn’t notice, or pretended not to, and checked social media on her phone, while my heart pounded at the sight of her long legs, her high heels, her formal gray skirt, and that shirt: business-like, proper, elegant, fine, expensive, meant for work, and which constituted a strange fetish for Víctor, probably for reflecting a social class, enhanced by the haughtiness and distance that she probably maintained at the office, and more precisely with someone like him. It was that elitism, of a posh girl, of a dignified lawyer, of an unattainable, uptight and stuffy woman, that excited that unkempt forty-something man, who, nevertheless, and according to what was said, would not appear, which entailed a tremendous contradiction.

Of all my uncertainties, this was the one that took the lead, so much so that I found myself forced to break the charged and oppressive silence of that compartment. I had already asked her at home, but I insisted, asking her why Víctor wouldn’t be there if that kind of date had started with him as a peculiar and even motivational element.

“Edu told me that Víctor had to pick up his son at the airport, so he couldn’t make it, or something like that. I think he made it up,” Maria responded.

“Why?”

“Because he knows that with him, it’s a no.”

After that response, surprisingly, I felt that love again, but at the same time that minimal and singular repulsion toward her. I looked at her again, with her tanned skin, her voluminous hair, her perfectly rolled-up sleeves, her chaste neckline, her breasts outlining everything... her clean and youthful gaze... and a kind of “who are you trying to fool” sprang from my mind like a true reproach, since I felt that behind that dignity floated her most desperate desire, clear as day.

I even noticed a delicate gold necklace and a small gold watch, both gifts from me, and even a bracelet that I didn’t remember, on the same wrist as her watch... and everything became more concentrated, as if to the love and rejection of her false dignity, was suddenly added an affection, current and aged, that gripped me by the chest even more strongly than the other two feelings.

I had no idea what would come of this. Everything was strangely confusing: at Rubén’s restaurant, but without Rubén, with the clothes for Víctor, but without Víctor. And things weren’t any clearer as we arrived, nor when we parked, nor when we reached that establishment. And the worst part wasn’t that my certainties weren’t growing, but that my insecurities and nerves were.

I asked a waiter about a table reserved under Eduardo’s name and it wasn’t on the list, and the shadow of a macabre stand-up began to assault me. He ended up guiding us to one of the high tables, which were more for cocktails than for dinner, always surrounded by those plants, that wicker, and that smell of the sea, and I couldn’t believe how beautiful Maria looked and how dirty and perverse it was to be there, next to those stools, in front of that round table, waiting for the drinks and waiting for the lover.

It was as suffocating as it was humiliating and devastating. Although those feelings turned into a sudden mouthful of stressful reality the moment I saw Edu appear, in jeans and a light blue linen shirt: tanned, striking, almost wild with his somewhat disheveled hair and his slightly unkempt beard, with a visually hypnotizing grace, but at the same time without externalizing any eagerness to attract attention, like an overwhelming involuntary handsomeness.

Once he reached us, surprisingly he didn’t even greet us, and Maria barely looked at him, and I watched, puzzled by their dryness, how a trio was formed that had nothing in common except a sordid game that had long since gotten out of hand.

Barely a few words. The heat. The place. But the silences were oppressive and their dryness overwhelming. And little more than the arrival of the waiter with beers and tapas provided a slight respite.

And it had to be Maria who tried to make it seem like a conversation, and she asked him about Madrid, about work, about that work issue with Alberto, and I felt her uncomfortable and him so insultingly powerful that he didn’t even revel in his command.

Maria even asked him about the redhead and he cut her off immediately:

“Well, the redhead has a name, and I don’t really think you care how we’re doing, do you?”

Maria knew, from the tone and from the first word, that he would respond harshly, and she listened to him, rearranging her hair, uncomfortable, extremely uncomfortable, flushed, and I suffered again, even more for her than for myself.

Edu drank from his beer, the three of us somewhat leaning on our stools, half standing half sitting, and then he said:

“Since you’re asking non-stop... it’s a bit strange that you ask me these trivial things and not why we haven’t seen each other for a month.”

“Yes. Right. Tell me. Well. You were the one who... disappeared,” María responded, trying to sound composed and in a conciliatory tone. They were talking between themselves and I felt like I didn't exist. 

At that moment, Edu's phone, which was lying on the table, lit up, and he read something on his screen and became distracted. María and I waited for him to explain himself, until, changing the subject, he said:

“You came wearing a bra. I told you on the phone that I liked your game.” 

I could feel María's cheeks burning and I felt bad for staring at her so intently, pressuring her without meaning to. 

“Well, you must be lost,” Edu then said, finally addressing me and reading my confusion. “But María told me that... when was it? That night when... those college guys fucked her... that... before going... you were having dinner with her and asked her to take off her bra... and you went to their party with her showing off her tits like a slut, right? Wasn't that how it happened?” he asked me, seeking to hurt me, wanting to rub in my face that she shared intimacies with him.

“Look, I'll go to the bathroom, take it off and that's it. If that makes you happy,” María tried to interject in a cocky tone. 

And then Edu looked at her, as if it was obviously what she should do, as if it was incomprehensible that she hadn't done it already... And that tacit order emanating from his eyes bothered me and infuriated her.

“But what for?” I asked then, not really knowing why, perhaps in an attempt to save her, as I did feel she didn't want to obey that.

“Well, let's see, Pablo,” he said, as if trying to be buddy-buddy, but only exuding sadism, “because you, that night, had dinner with her and made her... show off her tits, and I think it's a fucking great idea. Do you have a problem with that? Don't you like her showing her tits under her shirt anymore?”

María then made an exaggerated gesture, grabbing her purse, and muttered an exasperated and strangely proud “fine, there you go, boy,” expressing an almost overacted annoyance, and she got down from the stool, wanting to settle the matter quickly, and then walked away, toward the back of the restaurant, looking for the restrooms.

I was left alone with him. Like other times. And always with that knot in my stomach. One minute. Two minutes. The most absolute silence. And I felt myself shrinking, and I even caught more than one woman looking at him. Especially, and more blatantly, some older women. And I could hear my heart beating and the uncertainty was killing me, because he seemed so cold that I could even see him capable of, after María's humiliation of appearing without a bra, barely saying another phrase and leaving. I knew it was surrealistic to make us come, and for him to come, for nothing, but he had created such a stagnant, thick, and even absurd atmosphere that I thought it possible. And then he, after another listless sip of his beer, and as if it had just occurred to him, asked:

“How did Rubén fuck her?”

I swallowed hard, and tried to hold the gaze of those penetrating blue eyes, and said:

“Hasn't he told you?”

Edu made a displeased face, and drank again, and looked at his phone once more, as if he was waiting for something. And I, who couldn't bear another eternal silence, said to him:

“Well... he... I mean... it didn't last very long.”

“You mean he came as soon as he put it in. Yeah. Normal. Listen... now that we're... I feel like... I'm going to confess... to you,” he smiled. “To tell you the truth, it kind of pissed me off imagining Rubén with María. Not jealousy, obviously. But I don't know. Like I said to myself... I'm doing a lot of favors around here. Well, speaking of favors, you're the one doing them, right?”

I listened to him and didn't know if that had been the reason for his disappearance for a month. On one hand it could fit, but on the other I thought it didn't make much sense. And then I uttered a faint “yeah... well...” that was meant to respond to his mocking and ironic question, while I saw María walking between the tables, approaching us again.

I could feel it. I could feel that she felt naked and that she was trying to walk in a way that wouldn't highlight the freedom of her breasts under her shirt. I could feel the embarrassment, as her firmness, volume, and even nipples were clearly visible. And I could feel her inflammation from her betrayal of herself. 

María reached her stool and then an automatism betrayed her and finished exposing her, as she pulled at her shirt, in the area of her neckline, in nervous jerks, in three quick, short movements, as if ventilating a suffocated neckline, showing heat, and her breasts danced a little under the delicate pink shirt, and her blush became even more evident when she discovered her mistake, and Edu didn't want to stop:

“Unbutton one button, you look like a nun,” he said commandingly, but also with a weary dominance. 

And that fell belligerent and defiant, and I could see her burning, about to explode. And she brushed her hair away from her face a bit, and, even more cocky than before, and bringing her fingers to her neckline, to that demanded button, she said:

“Look, Edu. You can stop now. Because I'm not going to do anything more than this.”

She undid that button and the neckline went from inhibited to provocative, so much so that anyone who saw it would think it had to be due to carelessness or an accident. And in my mind, her last phrase echoed, which expressed that yes, she wanted him to fuck her, but she didn’t want any more games, that from that moment on everything should start turning toward normality, toward relaxation… but then Edu wanted to push even further:

“No, nothing more than that. We don’t want to get thrown out… But tell me… how did Rubén fuck you.”

“I’m not going to tell you that, especially not here,” María protested, and I could see her pride was about to overcome her lust and her memories…

… When I then saw Edu raise his gaze, and I followed the imaginary line of his eyes, and saw, about fifteen or twenty meters away, Víctor, with a young man by his side.


CHAPTER 38

I didn’t know if María was speaking, or Edu, or no one at all. I was so shocked and frozen that I could only hear a buzzing in my head. My mind couldn’t even process what María would do once she discovered the trap, as she had her back turned and was still unaware of the surprise.

My heart was pumping blood at an unbearable speed, and the sweat from my hands was melting the glass of the beer bottle I could barely hold. Then, relentless and inevitable, the ambush occurred. Víctor and that boy, extremely young, approached our rigid and tense trio, without fanfare or fuss, but just by formally greeting Edu, they created a whirlwind inside me, and especially in María.

I swallowed hard and looked at María, whose surprise initially masked all other emotions. And then, without time or steadiness to button up her shirt of shame, she closed her blouse with her hand, clutching it at the neckline.

The young man greeted Edu neutrally, as if they knew each other but not too well. I could already feel María killing Edu with her gaze, but I didn’t have eyes to attend to all fronts, as I remained just as surprised as María.

And it was she who wouldn’t allow that farce to continue. Always drawing strength from where I thought there could be none left, she cut through the commotion with:

“Well... Then we’re leaving now”—she said, still half-covering herself, flushed and embarrassed; her pride told her that one thing was certain games or whims of Edu’s, and quite another was tolerating this ambush.

The young man then turned, surprised by the announcement of this flight that sounded like a protest, and, somewhat timidly but also casually, proposed at least introducing himself, and shook my hand and said his name, which I didn’t even retain, and then he moved behind me and went to give María two kisses. He did it correctly, discreetly, and politely. But she wasn’t in the mood for formalities and was nervously looking for the waiter.

“Pablo, can you call the waiter?” she then pronounced, even more infuriated, extremely uncomfortable, with her cheeks burning, with that kid beside her, looking at me. And I felt she was boiling with hatred over the setup and began to suspect she thought I was in cahoots with Edu.

I turned to fulfill her request and, while waiting for a waiter to turn around so I could ask for the check, I glanced sideways at Víctor who was talking with Edu; in black pants and black shirt, somewhat disheveled, dressed in such dark colors that he almost blended in with the waiters, with those rimless, elongated, outdated glasses, with that chestnut ponytail that showed a suspicious shine. And I saw him more aged, with gray hair in the sideburn area... and I couldn’t believe that I had interacted with that man some time ago, with calls... with messages... and in person.

And that waiter wouldn’t turn around, and then I heard Víctor telling Edu that “he had come directly from picking him up at the airport.” Him, that boy, that boy who was his son, and who remained standing, not knowing quite what to do, next to María who, half-sitting half-leaning against her stool, looked at me, annoyed, but not wanting to ask me for help, wanting to show composure, yet overwhelmed by the umpteenth scheme. And I wanted to somehow tell her that I had nothing to do with this, but I didn’t know how, and I then looked at that boy, Víctor’s son, who looked nothing like him: about twenty years old, with black hair and features of a thin boy, but with wide legs, and even a prominent backside. With a checkered shirt in muted tones and gray pants. And he didn’t seem as sinister as his father, but rather more innocent, though he still maintained a bit of that nerd or oddball quality of that man I remembered as being in his forties, but who was clearly now in his fifties or older.

That boy said something to María and she cut him off immediately. And then, a more animated Edu called him “Javier” and asked him how his studies were going, and a waiter managed to get a stool, but there weren’t enough, and María was asking for the check while Víctor took a seat and his son remained standing next to María. And everything was happening very quickly, and Javier was responding to Edu something I couldn’t hear well, and I felt that I wanted to see María uncomfortable, as if a sadistic impulse suddenly emerged in me, and then the boy said something about how what he really wanted to pursue was data protection, or something like that, and Edu didn’t miss the opportunity:

“Weren’t you looking into a Master’s degree in that, María?”

She could read the play of throwing that kid at her, which for more perversion and mockery was the son of Edu’s preferred candidate, who to top it all was there and to top it all she was wearing the stuffy clothes that excited him. And it was all such an unheard-of cocktail that Edu didn’t disguise his delight at the immaculate execution of his work.

And then an open and self-absorbed Javier seemed to see the light by having something to talk about with that woman beside him, and she agreed to listen to him, and turned slightly toward him, with the drama of her button, but with the relief that the check had been requested.

The group split in two. Or rather in three. With me constituting a group by myself. And the only connection between the groups was the lustful looks that Víctor deposited on María’s neckline and her entire body.

I didn’t exist and I watched that boy, who seemed to want to extract information innocently. So innocent that he didn’t seem to notice that the woman in front of him wasn’t wearing a bra. And he wasn’t looking at that neckline which, no matter how much she tried to hide it, was obscene and provocative. And I could feel her hesitating, hesitating every second whether to close that button, and I could imagine that she knew the boy hadn’t yet looked there, hadn’t yet noticed that indecency. So perhaps she thought that bringing her hand there to button it might make Javier wake up and notice, not just the button, but the absence of a bra.

That young man, with dense eyebrows and honey-colored eyes, wasn't bad-looking at all, and this absence of ugliness made me turn my gaze back to his father, who was receiving the jabs and jokes from Edu, who mentioned the IT guy's ex-wife, referring to something specific that I, only half-listening, couldn't understand, but I could tell he was doing it to annoy and provoke him, always within a friendly tone.

And if Edu or Víctor had stopped and redirected the waiter to prevent him from bringing the bill, I hadn't noticed, but what came to our table wasn't what María had asked for, but five gin and tonics, one of which was placed in front of her. And María looked at her glass and looked at Edu, and made a dismissive gesture, which she adorned with a fake, disapproving smile, as if letting him understand that he would have to be very foolish to think that just because she drank one glass, something would happen that night. I could see in her eyes that she couldn't tolerate it anymore. That she considered Edu had gone too far.

Víctor's raspy voice overlapped with his son's, which had an opposite timbre. And the father was commenting to Edu something about another woman, and Edu was saying:

“That’s it. That’s why. What do you care now? If you’re fucking the screamer now, right? And thanks to me, by the way.”

And Víctor responded something in a lower tone. Always more serene and calmer than Edu, who had become animated, no longer the dense and suffocating person from minutes earlier. And Edu was going overboard again talking about the ass of the girl that apparently both of them knew.

And I could see María listening to the young man and talking with him, taking short sips, and it began to seem as if perhaps, and only perhaps, she was managing to detach herself. To detach herself for a few minutes from Edu, from Víctor, from me, and from that ambush... and she could maintain a normal conversation. There was still only one problem, which remained immovable, and it was that neckline that she still didn’t want to alter, precisely to avoid exposing herself.

And on the other side, they jumped from criticizing Víctor’s ex-wife to that girl who apparently that dark man was sleeping with, the one with prominent receding hairline and suspicious white flecks on his shoulders, and they called the girl “the tight-ass one,” “the screamer,” or “the prissy one,” as convenient. Víctor was always more reluctant to engage in discourtesies than Edu.

But that absence of discourtesy from Víctor disappeared when his eyes went to María. And he didn’t have the perfect angle to see that neckline, but he had her there, dressed up, posh, stuffy, how he found exciting, and he saw her talking with his own son, and everything was morbidly murky... And María’s breasts danced freely with the slightest movement or gesture, and her nipples pointed at that kid who remained oblivious to the spectacle... and I knew that Víctor was getting excited and perhaps getting hard and imagining that he was fucking that beauty in the dirtiest and most undesirable ways possible... They hadn’t even spoken to each other. They had no relationship whatsoever. Everything was obscurantism and sin. And I could see in his eyes the repulsive filth, the fanatical obsession, and almost his imagination flying, because I knew he was surely imagining penetrating her, fucking her, making her his, as if aspiring to an unequal sex with her that would constitute an imparting of justice for all those men who, faced with such beauty and desire, had to settle for insufficient, pitiful, and reproachable self-gratification.

And it didn’t take long for that gaze to be discovered by someone other than me, and there was a silence between Javier and María, and she drank and looked toward Edu, but without wanting to, she encountered Víctor’s lascivious gaze, and she then closed her blouse almost with a swipe, and Javier then realized, and María realized that Javier was discovering that strange exhibition. And that hand was gripping her neckline, and then with her other hand she touched her hair, revealing nervousness, and the sound of her bracelet clinked against her watch, and her discomfort became suffocating and she averted her gaze, and the boy saved her, telling her he was going to the bathroom. And I felt bad, and not for María, but for the opposite, because I would have wanted that kid to have stayed... so that he would look at her with his father’s lasciviousness.

María, now without Javier in front of her, sighed with a mixture of resignation and feeling overwhelmed. But she wanted to fight, and I felt that she felt alone in her fight, and she buttoned up and stopped a waiter. She managed to ask for the bill, looked at me, and told me with her eyes that this was ending. And she was also asking me for explanations without uttering a word, and I knew I would deny any connection to that plot, but I wasn’t sure anymore if she would believe me.

I realized then that nobody had spoken to me, as if I were part of a strange pact. And María didn’t even speak to me while she waited for the bill, and Edu and Víctor talked between themselves.

She finished her drink and the bill arrived, and so did Javier. And Edu wanted to pay, and María, still uncomfortable due to the extreme freedom of her breasts and Víctor’s incessant stares, but more confident now that the button was in its place, wouldn’t let him treat her, and with that gesture, which seemed trivial but wasn’t, she was telling him that this was over, that she didn’t want anything from him, and Edu ended up accepting.

I could feel María’s relief once we managed to pay. She wasn’t getting what she desired, or what her body desired, but at least she maintained her pride practically intact by not jumping through Edu’s macabre hoop.

Father and son left the table and the rest of us followed. We all abandoned that place in an unstable line, and I noticed that, behind me, Edu was saying something to María, and then she stopped, and he said something else to her, and she seemed not to have understood him. And I continued on my way and ended up joining Víctor and Javier, who were waiting outside, next to the seafront promenade.

And there was silence. And there were three of us and neither María nor Edu appeared.

And a few seconds passed. And perhaps even a minute. And still just the three of us. And then finally I saw them approaching and I didn’t know whether I felt relief or frustration. And I looked at them, how they approached, and I knew something had changed.

María walked blushing, flushed. But at the same time with powerful, firm steps, and with a lively and proud gaze. With that mixture between controlling everything and controlling nothing.

And they finally reached us. And Edu said:

“Okay. So we all agree to have one more drink next door.”

And I looked at María. And I saw that she had that button undone again.

Shocked by that María, half proud half aroused, but above all humiliatingly exposed… and knowing that I hadn’t felt it like this other times, I had the absolute need to know what had happened, what had been said, in that minute I’d missed. 


CHAPTER 39

I was looking for the opportunity. I had to know. I had to know if the change came from the wildest and hottest lust or if it was born from a measured and cold agreement. Her button and her flushed face told me that the former was more likely, but the pride and dignity in her walk wanted to show me a control that might obey the latter.

We started walking and María’s heels echoed along the seafront promenade, and I wanted to join her as we moved as a group, but I was approached by Javier who asked me if I also worked at the office with them. I could have told him I was María’s boyfriend, but I took advantage of the fact that he hadn’t asked me directly to talk about my profession without revealing anything more. We conversed while I tried to figure out if María and Edu were talking, and at the same time I wondered if the boy had any idea of what was happening there. After all, he had seen a button being fastened and unfastened several times, had seen breasts moving freely under a dress shirt... and all of this had to be especially strange and jarring, especially considering both the propriety of her demeanor and the exuberance of her body.

I was still intrigued, and after a few meters and minutes I was surprised by the direction we were taking, as we weren’t following the promenade but advancing along wooden planks that were meant to take us to a beach bar, situated almost lost in the vastness of the sandy beach.

We walked in the semi-darkness, and I wanted to make contact with María who was walking next to Edu, while I saw Víctor in front of me, and the boy, beside me, who was no longer talking to me.

And we arrived at chill-out music, at an artificial roof, and at a bar that faced a green platform, which rose a few centimeters above the sand, offering a space neither large nor small, with people sitting, but most standing, and everything, in general, quite crowded. Crowded with loud sound, people, movement, and heat.

It was at the bar, quite busy, where I was able to reach María, who was also flanked by Edu. And I don’t know why, but I put my arm around her waist, and I touched her with my hand, partly touching pink shirt and partly touching gray skirt, and she wasn’t surprised and I felt good. And I realized how inappropriate her outfit was in that beach bar, dressed as if she had just left the office, and I looked around and saw people more or less dressed up, but in summer clothes, and people who seemed to come directly from an afternoon at the beach.

María then turned toward me, and she struck me with her brutal neckline and her somewhat sparkling gaze, while Edu and Víctor ordered some drinks. And I demanded that she tell me what had happened in that minute. And I expected evasiveness, but I found myself with a:

“Do you want to know now?”

“Yes,” I replied, nervous, while she turned her back to Edu and looked at me, and touched her hair, and, as a consequence of the heated grooming, I could glimpse what Javier had glimpsed at the time, which was her breasts swinging freely under the light and thin pink shirt.

Then she crossed her arms, looked at me fixedly, and said:

“Well, he stopped me... next to a table of pigs, who didn’t stop looking at us the whole time.”

“And what?” I asked nervously, moving closer to her, as the music prevented her confession from reaching me clean and clear.

“And he provoked me.”

“What do you mean he provoked you?”

“Well, he told me... one of his stupid things...” she said about the man who was behind her, back to back.

“But what?” I asked, wanting her to hurry up, as I could already sense Edu’s interruption as imminent.

“He told me to stop turning the boy on. And I asked him if he was an idiot.”

“Damn... And?” I said, my heart in my throat, and looking, without meaning to, at how her nipples made it clear that there was no bra under the shirt.

“I don’t know... he said something like... like the plan was with Víctor... or something like that... and I told him there was no plan.”

“And what?”

“Well, then he told me to give him half an hour. That half an hour putting up with his nonsense here, and his sick looks, the sick looks part is my addition, and that afterward the three of us would go: you, me and him, to his house, to a hotel or wherever.”

“And...?”

“Well... I don’t know if I hesitated or what happened, but when I realized it he came close to me... and whispered in my ear something like... ‘half an hour turning him on, it makes him happy... and I’ll fuck you all night...’ and he touched my breast, over my clothes, of course, and I pushed his hand away, with those pigs watching...”

“What...? Did he kiss you? What about the button?” I interrupted, excited, overlapping her last words with my questions.

“No. No. He didn’t kiss me. And the button I don’t know. It came undone.”

And I was about to ask her why she hadn’t fastened it if it had come undone, but then the bartender called for her attention, said something to her, and she turned around, stood on tiptoe and answered him, bringing her hand to her neckline to cover herself a little. And then she gave her purse to the guy to keep it for her, and then Edu made her turn around, and gave her a drink, and that drink came to me, and she received another.

And I needed to know more, and suddenly I saw how Edu said something to Víctor, and made a gesture that seemed to refer to María... And pain, and a terrible morbid curiosity invaded me when I could see how the plan was taking shape... how what had been agreed was unfolding... And a minute earlier María had been talking to me, and, suddenly, without time to digest it, now I saw how Víctor walked, making his way through the crowd, and María, with one hand on her glass and the other making discreet efforts to hide her immoral neckline, walked behind him.

With my heart in my throat, I watched how they reached the farthest corner of that green square and he offered to go down to the sand, to move further away, but she refused, and stood next to one of the flimsy pillars that supported the roof.

And before I knew it, I found myself alone, as Edu and Javier had moved a few meters away, in another direction, and some young girls were already fluttering around, whispering, demonstrating that with a man like Edu, why bother hiding their interest.

And I witnessed two different pursuits, the jovial and festive one of those girls toward Edu, and the murky and sick one of Víctor who was talking closely to María; and who didn’t hold back from looking at her breasts, her neckline, her legs... Having a feast, looking with malice and boldness at everything he had to observe with vicious discretion at work. And she responded to him, and talked, probably because among the bad options she preferred talking to being silently violated by his stares.

I, between the heads and bodies crossing my view, imagined what Víctor saw, what he could scrutinize of that woman who kept her arms crossed, trying to cover herself a little. And I knew he was lewdly examining her nipples, the volume of her breasts, and her morbidly flushed face. Flushed from that violent and unpleasant harassment, from that sea breeze that didn’t reach them, and from knowing that after this ordeal we would have a clear path to achieve, with Edu, what she had been desiring for two months.

And I knew that María’s sparkling eyes often radiated tearful, heavy and slow gazes, and that those gazes were surely provoking, unintentionally, a Víctor who had his sexual fantasy there, his dirty fetishism of body and clothing: gorgeous, brunette, in her prime, and dressed exactly as he imagined her when he masturbated thinking about her. And perhaps believing it was possible, that it was possible to fuck her that night.

My drink was going down and I could see how the intensity of those girls’ maneuvers increased. And one in particular, with dark curly hair, dressed in a white beach dress worn over a bikini, seemed to take the lead, and was already whispering in Edu’s ear as he tried to include Javier in the group.

And Víctor’s intensity was also increasing, so much that one of his hands had to be removed from her waist, and María then looked for me, and found me, but didn’t ask for help, she just seemed to want to locate me, and then she looked for Edu, but couldn’t find him.

And, when I saw Víctor resting his hand on that pillar, and I sensed his attack, María turned slightly, said something to him, and left him, and began to make her way through the crowd, and I thought she was coming toward me, but she walked past, heading for the wooden walkway and the semi-darkness, undoubtedly on her way to a portable beach toilet.

Víctor was left alone, but didn’t seek company with Edu, instead he remained in that corner. And I knew that Edu had spotted María’s movement, because, after leaving Javier with the girls, he also made his way through the crowd, and also headed for the walkway.

I was witness, from that point, to all those movements, and each one was a stab in the chest, and still not knowing what to want, but I did know that I wanted to know. So I then abandoned my position and also headed into the darkness and the wooden path, and with each step I took I became more and more nervous. And that straight path became eternally sadistic, and as I advanced I could begin to see how María positioned herself at the door of that gray portable toilet and Edu reached her, and I assumed that bathroom would be occupied by someone.

I stepped off the boards, somewhat affected by the alcohol, with the music in the background and only illuminated by the moon and vaguely by the distant lights of the promenade. And I skirted, through the sand, that portable toilet, not wanting to reveal my voyeuristic need... and I positioned myself in such a way that they couldn’t see me, but I could hear a conversation already in progress, and I knew they were talking about Víctor, and that María was protesting and trying to make things clear:

“Well, from your half hour... about ten minutes are left...” she whispered, clinging to the agreement.

“Hasn’t he really tried anything?” Edu asked, serious, and I felt his voice very close to hers.

“No. I mean, I would kill him if he did,” María said.

“At least a kiss... I think you should give him...” Edu was saying, composed, distant.

“You’re out of your mind,” she interrupted him.

“I think what’s happening is that you like the boy...” Edu provoked.

And María didn’t respond. And I couldn’t hear anything. And I was getting desperate. And my heart was beating hard. And I thought I heard the sound of a kiss, but I wasn’t sure. And then, a whisper from María... that was heard in a very light tone, but clear, was emitted:

“Not without Pablo...”

And another silence. And someone knocked on the door of that cubicle, and then Edu could be heard saying:

“Kiss Victor and we’ll formalize this... Make out with him and I’ll come here to fuck you every weekend... With Pablo, with everything in its place, and no disappearances, like you say.”

“What are you saying... You’re insane...” María slurred her words slightly.

And then I heard movement, the door was opening, and I feared being discovered, but then whoever was coming out, logically, didn’t come through the sand, but chose the wooden boardwalk path, and I, sheltered, without being discovered, could hear María’s heels entering that portable toilet.

And I could hear Edu entering too.


CHAPTER 40

I wanted to leave. I wanted to get closer to hear better. I wanted everything to happen. I wanted nothing to happen. All while I could hear them talking, but couldn’t understand what they were saying. And if they were kissing, I didn’t know. And if Edu was sliding his hand under her skirt, I couldn’t know. And if Edu was opening her blouse and finally seeing what he’d been pushing to the limit for hours, I couldn’t guess that either. And if María couldn’t hold back anymore and moved her hand to that cock that surely strained against Edu’s pants... I couldn’t know that either.

And then desire overcame pain, and I thought I heard a sigh and wished it was a moan. And I knew I was dying for Edu to convince her right there. I wanted with all my strength, and with a growing erection, for Edu to turn her around and take her there... to lift her skirt, push aside her panties and penetrate her in that dirty cubicle. And I thought I heard another sound, a whisper, feminine, perhaps a request, perhaps a plea, perhaps surrender, perhaps desperation... And suddenly a louder noise that startled me... a screeching howl... the door opening, and I froze, motionless... completely still... feeling I would be humiliatingly exposed if whoever was leaving came out on the side where I was standing. But no. And I knew, by the cadence and resonance of the footsteps, that the one leaving was Edu. And I stealthily crept around that gray structure, my heart pounding, and saw him walking along the boardwalk, back toward the music and the crowd.

I wasn’t sure if I felt clear disappointment, but I did know I was extremely agitated. So much so that I had to wait a moment to catch my breath, compose myself and try to calm down. It was a few seconds of attempted self-understanding, without seeking blame, and then I too headed back toward that beach bar, before María did the same.

I returned to my observation post, still gripped by nerves, and wanted to assess what was happening and what might happen. I saw Javier talking with the girls, but they were anxiously looking around for the real reason for their excitement. And their agitator was talking with Víctor, in Víctor’s spot, and I assumed he was giving him the latest instructions.

María appeared just as Edu was leaving Víctor and heading to Javier’s area, intending to leave them alone and to satisfy the needs, at least visual ones, of those girls who looked like university students or slightly older. And María, forced, obligated, but fundamentally by herself, fulfilled what remained of the deal, and went toward that sinister computer technician who awaited her with poorly disguised tension and intentions as clear as they were obscene.

And what followed was the ultimate expression of suffering—my own, others’, and shared. I felt sick with each close phrase, with each hand on her waist... And every time María’s back hit that column against which he cornered her, my chest constricted and tightened.

I could feel the contempt, the disgust María felt for him, and how desperate she was having to push away those hands and turn her face each time that man spoke too close to her. I could feel the murky harassment and the thick breath of that man who smiled nervously with each advance. And he wasn’t trying to kiss her, but the entrapment was suffocating and his gestures hateful and irritating.

Occasionally he would step back a bit and observe her, looking at her breasts with the utmost vulgarity, and then she would become even more embarrassed, but wouldn’t cover herself, as if trying to satisfy him with just that, and she would look around, sometimes looking at me, but almost always searching for Edu, who wouldn’t meet her gaze, as he was occupied with his entourage.

It seemed like a race against time and, as Víctor felt his time running out, he bothered her more and his hands became more intrusive. So much so that at one point he spoke into her ear while caressing her face, and she brought her hand to his, their mouths close together, and pushed his hand away. But Víctor wouldn’t stop, and then went for her legs, her skirt, in a suffocating harassment, and María pressed her back and her ass against the thin column and moved her hand to stop him, to prevent him from lifting her skirt and touching skin.

And then they were face to face, and I knew the obvious was coming, and I moved forward a bit to see better, and, through the crowd, I could see María’s tearful gaze, begging him to stop, but I thought I saw in her eyes a restless gleam, perhaps from something that had happened with Edu minutes earlier, or perhaps it was just mercy so he wouldn’t insist anymore. And Víctor surprised me, because he didn’t attack with his mouth, but moved closer to her, until they were almost completely pressed together, and brought his hands to her blouse, as if intending to unbutton one more button, which, if done, would constitute a real scandal. And María brought her hands there, stopped him, looked at him, and he abandoned the idea of unbuttoning more, and opted to bring his hands to her tits, over her pink blouse... He placed them... each hand on a breast... and I could feel in his palms her taut, firm tits... and the pointed nipples that pierced through the stuffy work blouse that excited Víctor so much... And she, frozen, didn’t stop him. She was burning and, for the first time, letting herself be touched... And he groped her, there, against the column, and she finally reacted and her hands went to rest on his, as if trying to remove them, but without much spirit in her resistance... and she ended up giving in... and let herself be groped by that dirty man who surely was already getting hard from feeling her like this... And she turned her face, to at least save her pride, which was her lips... her mouth... trying to avoid the attack she didn’t want... and I saw, in her gesture, in her eyes, while Víctor groped her over her blouse, that she had seen something that disturbed her much more than those obscene and clumsy pawings.

I followed María's gaze, which was directed toward Edu, and suddenly saw, feeling a shocking surprise, that he was kissing the girl with curly black hair. And I could see in my girlfriend's eyes the desire, the envy, or perhaps even jealousy of that girl, who was diligently tasting Edu's tongue, in slow and strangely heartfelt makeout sessions.

Víctor didn't stop those caresses and pressed himself against her, whispering something in the ear of that face turned toward Edu. And that man placed a kiss on María's cheek, and I could sense her smell, and the feel of her cheek, smooth and perhaps damp and hot from the distress... And the fondling of her breasts over her shirt didn't cease, so much that her garment was now coming out from her skirt... and Víctor brought his hand to María's chin, and she continued watching how Edu was kissing... and Víctor turned her face with surprising gentleness... and positioned it in front of his own, and kissed her. It was a peck, small, but extremely painful. And I moved forward a bit more, and someone crossed my path, and after those couple of seconds without being able to see them... I found that María was opening her mouth. And I couldn't believe it. It was as if lightning had split me in two. Like an external spasm that made me weaken and feel like I was dissolving among the crowd. María tilted her head to one side, and that dirty ponytail and those elongated glasses to the other... and he was sticking his tongue into María's mouth... and he stopped fondling her breasts and brought his hands to her face, and grew emboldened and took pleasure in kissing, in licking her lips in a vulgar manner, and in caressing her cheeks, while María's arms fell limp or rested hesitantly on his waist.

And my pain increased because I could feel she was aroused, because I could see her nipples piercing through her shirt and because I noticed her burning cheeks and her matted hair. That embarrassment, that heat, initiated by Edu, was being exploited by that sinister man who moved his face vehemently in search of more torrid kisses... and it hurt me, and humiliated me, and it hurt me for her... to feel that she was getting aroused... and I knew she was cursing herself, but that she couldn't prevent him from continuing to kiss her.

I lowered my head for a moment and felt like I was going to faint. I couldn't understand such nervousness. I could hear my heart beating and my breathing despite the music. And then I looked toward Edu and didn't see him. And I turned my gaze back to María and Víctor, and could glimpse how Edu was approaching them. And his triumph pained me, but he, as always, wanted more. And Víctor gave María a breather, and I could see her breasts pressed against her shirt and her extremely erect nipples... and it hurt me infinitely to see how that man was wiping his own lips after those dirty kisses... And María looked at Edu and Edu approached her. And he kissed her.

María, with her heels, her gray pencil skirt, and with that disheveled shirt hanging outside her skirt, was being kissed by Edu in an obscene kiss, which he quickly and abruptly ended, leaving her wanting more and with her tongue almost in the air. María, against that column, inflamed, burning, was immediately afterward kissed by Víctor again, and this time she did use her hands and brought them to the nape of that man who couldn't believe not only that she was accepting, but that she was surrendering a little more with each kiss. And then Edu again, and this time he adorned that kiss with a little tug on her hair, pulling it back, a tug that forced her to complain, in a morbid lament, and she challenged him with her gaze, and that challenge led to Edu's anger, expressed in a strong caress over one of her breasts... in a contemptuous and obscene squeeze over her shirt, and that breast and that nipple became even more erect due to his authoritarian and degrading roughness.

And two, three, or four makeout sessions... from each of them, alternated, kissing her... Those kisses were entering, triumphing, in a María who was aroused, extremely aroused, horny... after months without real sex... They kissed her... whispered something to her, caressed a breast or pulled her hair a little, and then abandoned her... The two always quite close, surrounding her, and she always seemed to refuse the kiss... but then surrendered to it. And I wanted to approach, but I couldn't even move. And Edu ended up saying something in her ear, after a long and wet kiss, and she threw her head back, until her head hit the column: exposed, overwhelmed... And I could see how Edu descended from that platform, and Víctor too, and María then looked at me, and also went down, and the three of them turned their backs on that commotion and on the sin that had been committed against that column, and headed toward the darkness of the shore.

I couldn't read her gaze. I didn't know if she was asking for forgiveness, if she was telling me she couldn't take it anymore, or if she was asking me to go with them... so that that María could emerge, completely and fully, whose appearance had become the goal and purpose of the game.

I took a breath, tried to compose myself, and began to feel that some people were involuntarily bumping into me, and I understood that perhaps this had been happening for some time and I hadn't even noticed.

My heart was in my throat. I was in ecstasy. And I could see in the distance how María was carrying her heels in her hands and the three of them were walking away, walking together, but not too close.

I then looked toward Javier who, oblivious to everything, was talking with a girl, and the brunette was talking with her friends, perhaps still amazed, as they had surely seen the same thing I had.

I decided to follow them and soon I was walking clumsily on the dry sand while they were already walking on the wet sand, parallel to the sea. Fifty, a hundred meters along the shore, and then Víctor stopped and the other two continued walking. And I was approaching, catching up to them... especially to a Víctor who, having stopped, was opening his pants with the clear intention of urinating toward the sea.

My heart was leaping out of my chest. The moonlight barely allowed me to see. And my intention was to pass Victor and continue toward María and Edu... but suddenly I heard my name.

It was Victor, calling me, and I approached him, always keeping an eye on whether María and Edu were disappearing in the distance.

I stopped next to that sinister man who had just kissed María countless times, and all that could be heard was the soft sound of the waves and his urination on the tide that came and went.

And I was expecting something dramatically sadistic. A mockery about what had just happened and about what he wished was about to come. And I asked him, uncomfortable and somewhat drunk, under that light, as if it were a dream, or a nightmare, what he wanted, what he really wanted from me, and, while I was asking him, I could see how María and Edu were stopping in front of some stacked beach loungers, already on the dry sand. And then, Victor, pulling up his pants and putting away a cock that I made no effort to see, said to me:

“Here. Do me a favor.”

And I didn’t understand anything and he put one of his hands in his pockets, took out some keys... and said to me:

“Do me a favor. Give these to Javier and tell him to go home.”

And I received the keys to his car while my gaze went again beyond him, and I could see how María and Edu, stopped in front of the loungers, were checking their surroundings uncertainly, as a group of guys seemed to be drinking in a circle on the sand, not too far away.

“Don’t worry. We’re going to take good care of her...” Victor then said, with his raspy voice... and I turned around... and, before I knew it... I was walking back toward the beach bar, and then moving away from them, feeling like I was having a heart attack, humiliated and ridiculous.

But I knew why I was obeying him.


CHAPTER 41

I walked clumsily, with heavy feet, feeling more sand entering my shoes with each step... and more anguish enveloping me.

Barely a couple of minutes had passed, and I was already imagining that anything could be happening, from almost nothing to almost everything, though I knew that this “almost everything” was probably placed in my mind by my own desire; I looked back every few meters, but from my first glances, I could barely distinguish anything.

My task had to be executed quickly and precisely. And although I knew I wasn’t where I wanted to be, I knew I had chosen the correct option, as I didn’t want conflicts that would disrupt Edu’s plan... because, although it shamed me and I knew it represented the umpteenth betrayal... I was doing everything, more by omission than action, to ensure Edu’s ambush would succeed. María was the person I loved most in the world, yet I couldn’t help cooperating in her entrapment.

The sand became more visible and the music more audible as I approached and reached that platform. Once there, I climbed the small step and passed near the column where María had been groped and kissed... and, remembering it, I could almost smell her scent, hers mixed with her perfume, and an image came to me of a particularly crude kiss from Víctor... and then the image of her abandoned, freshly kissed, freshly violated, and I felt terribly bad... And I moved forward among the people, looking for the son of that shady, opportunistic and strange companion of Edu’s, while feeling guilty and ashamed of myself, but knowing at the same time that I was dying to experience infinite moments like that one.

Through a gap between a group of somewhat older men, I glimpsed Javier, and I was glad to find him more or less easily. He was talking to a girl, seemingly unconcerned, and I was already counting the seconds until I could start my way back.

Abruptly, nervously, hastily, under almost electronic music, or at least faster than before, I approached him:

“Here. Víctor says you should leave,” I almost shouted in his ear, offering him the car keys.

“What? Why? I don’t understand!” he asked me, also in a loud tone, surprised, and I raised my gaze and saw the dark-haired girl, the one who had kissed Edu, staring at me.

“Yeah... I don’t know... He says you can leave whenever you want. That you’ll see each other tomorrow or whatever,” I told him, extremely nervous, under the observant and suspicious gaze of the dark-haired girl.

Javier finally took the keys, and I felt he was saying something else, asking about us, where we were or what we were going to do, but I didn’t fully understand him, as I was already turning away, without the weight of the keys, as if passing a baton that allowed me to free myself and not attend to anything else.

I got down from the platform on the side closest to the sand, to avoid having to make my way through the crowd again, and I had just enough clarity to take off my shoes and start walking; barefoot, feeling that warm softness and the sea breeze that was slightly noticeable. And I didn’t want to imagine, desire, or assume anything, I just moved forward, with my heart mistreating me, and with shivers that made me walk even more erratically, and the moon was the only element that allied with me: there, above the sea, large, complete or almost complete.

I glimpsed the beach loungers and continued walking, hearing my breathing in gasps, not from fatigue but from nerves, and alone, overwhelmed, I let that dense air escape, audibly.

And then I arrived almost at the exact spot where I had last seen them, and I began to distinguish shadows, shapes. First one. Then two. And I needed the third. But it didn’t appear. And I got closer, increasingly closer and increasingly nervous, and I perceived Víctor, sinister, in black, and, a couple of meters from him, the other shape, next to the loungers, and I saw pink clothing, and blue clothing, and I realized that María and Edu formed almost a single outline.

Víctor was watching, always without restraint, María and Edu, who were together, and I still couldn’t see the details of that union. I could see that Edu was fully dressed, except that he was barefoot, with his pants slightly rolled up at the ankles. And she, with her gray skirt and pink shirt, also barefoot, with her back almost in contact with those stacked loungers that reached a height similar to hers.

And then I heard a sound that startled me. Strange and exaggerated laughter. And I realized the source, which was that group of guys, perhaps six, perhaps eight, who were noisy, and sitting on some towels about twenty meters away, didn’t seem to have noticed any existence other than their own.

But what I wanted was to know more. To see more of that almost unique silhouette. And I saw María’s timid hands on Edu’s waist. And I gathered my courage to concentrate on finding their faces, expecting kisses, kisses I had already seen and thought I would painfully experience again... But what I saw were fingers on María’s face, like a strange, defiant caress... and a finger that went to her lips... And I dropped my shoes to the sand, and approached, and María was looking at him fixedly, and... she was yielding... yielding to his obscene proposal... and Edu was giving her his finger to suck... and she closed her eyes, with meaningful dropping eyelids... and began to suck on that finger. And I felt a spasm seeing her like that, cornered against those loungers and sucking, burning, altered. And I wanted to know where Edu’s other hand was, and I wanted to get closer, fighting against the darkness. And then someone interrupted my incursion, in a whisper, as if not wanting to break their concentration, and that someone was Víctor’s ragged voice who seemed amused that I had returned so quickly from completing his errand.

But I could barely hear him, as I felt I wasn't fighting against him, but against that semi-darkness that was tormenting me and making me even more nervous. And my nerves fired up even more when I could see that Edu's other hand was caressing... slipping between María's thighs, under her skirt. And I thought I heard a sigh from María, because of that hand. And I wanted to see. And I felt pain. And jealousy. But at the same time I felt an unhealthy discomfort, as I could sense the breath, the presence of Víctor, watching me, judging me...

And my gaze went from that furtive hand back up to their faces, and I could see how María was no longer sucking on that finger, which I assumed he had withdrawn, making the possibility of her sigh more likely. And then, María, with her back against the loungers, turned her face slightly... and looked at me. And I saw her... completely aroused... torrid... and she exhaled... and her sigh broke my soul... and I wanted to connect with her... but Víctor prevented it, almost immediately, with another whisper:

“Damn... She’s burning up...”

And I knew that was pure provocation. That he was no longer observing curiously but looking for my reaction. But I knew I shouldn’t play his game. And then something happened, something Edu did, surely under that skirt, which forced María to close her eyes again.

“She wouldn’t do anything with me, the little slut...” Víctor then whispered, contemptuous and emphasizing the insult with spite, provoking me again, but at the same time revealing that he had tried something more in my absence.

And his insult to María had hurt me, even enraged me, but I stood firm in not falling into his trap, and I wanted to get closer to them, and then I felt an arm, a hand on my body, trying to stop me, and it was Víctor, who, with his extremely annoying voice, said to me:

“Hey... why don’t you tell that group to leave, huh?”

“What...” I whispered, surprised.

“What do you mean what? That. With those guys there... I doubt she’ll let herself get fucked, huh” he said, with that irritating final tag.


CHAPTER 42

His proposal made no sense whatsoever. The guys weren’t going to move just because someone told them to. However, if we were the ones to shift a little to position ourselves on the opposite side from them, hidden behind the beach chairs, they wouldn’t be able to see us. We would be exposed from the other side, true, but there was nobody on that side.

Therefore, I had no doubt this was a test, that Víctor was playing at being Edu, and that he wanted to know how far I would go in obeying just to end up seeing María surrender herself.

And then a subtle moan was heard, an “Ouch...” that showed more pain than pleasure, and my eyes returned to the joint silhouette where I could see María pushing Edu away with a prolonged rather than abrupt shove. And the moonlight allowed me to notice one more unbuttoned button on María’s shirt, which led me to deduce that the reason for that complaint might have been an excessively vehement groping of her breasts.

They looked at each other face to face, in silence, aware of their audience, leading an uneven and extremely tense circle. María’s neckline was now a vertical gap that descended almost to her navel, and her face showed an uneasiness that distressed me even more than I already was on my own account.

Edu accepted the small push, but immediately counterattacked, approaching his prey and extending his hand toward her, a hand that rose to her face in an overacted caress, which was really seeking to get his finger back to her lips so she would debase herself by sucking on it again, exposing herself once more. But she pushed that finger away dismissively, and Edu didn’t like her rebuff.

“What’s wrong with you now?” he asked.

“Nothing’s wrong with me,” María responded quickly.

And another silence fell, and María and I noticed the same thing, as my gaze went to Edu’s body, downward, and I could see an imposing bulge.

“It looks... a bit squashed... there,” said María, wanting to play too.

“Does it bother you?” he asked without checking himself.

“No, but it might bother you,” she insisted.

And again another silence. And, despite her flushed face, María wanted to take charge, but unlike other times, her uneasiness made her rush:

“Come on, take it out,” she said as if pretending to do him a favor, when the favor would be for herself.

I looked at Víctor for an instant, and saw him focused on María and Edu, but also somewhat distrustful or alert because of those guys. I, however, returned all my attention to a María who took a step forward, accepting the challenge, with graceful gestures, as if a powerful woman was preparing to take care of a lukewarm man. But the problem lay in the fact that her intentions went one way... and her body went another, and she didn’t want to go directly to his pants, but intended to start with his bluish, summery shirt... but her fingers betrayed her tragically and immediately, from the very first moment... as trembling, they took exaggerated seconds to unbutton each button of Edu’s blue linen shirt.

He didn’t want to make an issue of that trembling, and let himself be unbuttoned, and even did her a favor, as one of his hands tried to go to one of her breasts, and that hand was quickly pushed away, thus giving María the option to proceed with her false confidence.

Once María opened that blue shirt, she didn’t remove it, and chose to lower her vibrating hands that were unmasking her. And she looked at him more fixedly, intending to announce that she was going all in and was going to free that thing, and that nothing he offered would intimidate her, when Edu whispered:

“Look how these vultures are watching us...”

María could then decide which predator to look at, and chose me, and she pierced me with her tearful eyes while maneuvering in the pants of that magnificent man, and the tinkling of Edu’s belt buckle could be heard.

“And more vultures over there...” said Víctor, always too vigilant, as Edu’s pants lowered to his knees, revealing dark underwear, and Edu sought the last two buttons of María’s pink shirt, and this time she didn’t stop him.

I was running out of air, and wanted to enjoy the precise moment when María would free that thing that had changed our lives, and she pushed his shirt aside a little, for her to also savor the moment and the collective impact. And his tanned pectorals and defined abs contracted in a calm breathing, while Víctor whispered:

“They’re going to see us, damn it... Pablo, cover them.”

That caused Edu to turn his head toward that group of guys, and I considered that they couldn’t see us, at least not enough to know what was happening, and I had decided not to obey anymore... And María, after uncovering Edu’s torso, paid no attention to Víctor or anything else but to delight in the complete impact all at once... to expose herself too... and she brought her fingers to the elastic of Edu’s underwear and pulled toward herself, demanding from that dark fabric... and giving space to that member to free itself... and then that enormous, thick cock, pointing horizontally... was revealed, and it pointed at her, accusing her.

That majesty made us all return to that epicenter. And María seemed to be able to contain herself, as she still hadn’t uttered a single word, and her eyes wanted to pretend, but when she extended her hand, and touched it; and when her fingers, tiny and white in contrast to that monstrosity, tried to grab it, she wasn’t able, and ended up sighing: “fuck... my God...” which embarrassed me, for myself, and for her.

Edu then brought his hands to her breasts, and, over the pink shirt, groped them seeking to make her nipples stand out and pronounce themselves under the fabric, and it took almost no time at all for that to happen; and she, flushed, exhaled, and tilted her head, letting her voluminous and disheveled hair fall to one side, all while looking at him, while gripping that massive cock and while pulling back that skin, revealing a powerful, carnal glans that, moist, seemed to shine with its own light.

And María’s hands, both of them, went to that heavy and straight shaft… so heavy that it seemed that more and more blood was needed to enlarge it completely. And her fine fingers were lost in the immensity and roughness. And I could barely breathe, even though I had seen it other times… And then she brought one of her hands to his balls, and gathered them, upward, as if bringing them to the base of that member… and she began to jerk him off, but in a reverse movement, moving her hand back and forth, as if pulling him toward herself each time that skin covered his glans.

And María’s hand back and forth, and her elbow shaking, and her arm in that sway, and Edu without making any sound, and what could be heard was the tinkling of María’s bracelet grinding and bouncing against her own watch, in a rhythmic and hypnotizing sound. And I diverted my gaze for an instant, and sighed, looking into nothingness, and I kept hearing that noise that soon began to mix with the liquid sound of the handjob, the sound of that extensive skin back and forth… And then I heard from Edu a: “Fu-ck… that’s good…” that sounded more mocking than grateful, and I returned my gaze to that handjob, and to those fingers, and to that hand that was far from being able to close, and I knew, for the umpteenth time, that I could never give her that, nor could practically anyone. And then Edu wanted to push further, and gasped a “You jerk off so well…” and she responded with a tepid: “shut up…” and he sought further with a: “look at yourself… the office handjob girl…” and María wanted to kill him with her gaze while kneading those balls and continuing to jerk him off, and it was then Víctor who whispered a: “who would have thought… huh...”, which I knew hurt María, but that biting phrase from Víctor didn’t make her stop or revolt, because she considered that the way for Víctor to get the least out of it was by ignoring him completely.

And Edu then wanted to slip one of his hands through that neckline, which was no longer a neckline but a half-open window that wanted to be flung open, and she felt that caress, felt how that hand slipped into her shirt and massaged one of her tits almost tenderly… and you could feel her skin bristle and her nipple stiffen… and she exhaled… increasingly desperate… And she couldn’t contain herself anymore, and maintained patience in the slow handjob, but her mouth wanted to go to his, and then he avoided her intention, ridiculing her, in front of me and that lugubrious man who was licking his lips with a discretion that I thought would last little longer.

Edu, after dodging her kiss with composure and without fuss, brought his hands to her neck, and fixed her, as if he were going to kiss her, as if the kisses were going to happen when he wanted, but his lips went to her cheek, in an outrageously syrupy manner, and after a restrained kiss he whispered something in her ear, and as a consequence of that he made her turn a little, and after another subtle kiss on her cheek they ended up exchanging positions, with Edu’s back now against the loungers. And then he brought one of his hands to her hand that was jerking him off, and stopped it, and ordered her to turn around.

She protested then and I didn’t hear her clearly, but afterward she agreed, turned around, with her back close to his chest and facing us… And now, without the loungers that had given her shelter, she became a restless and excited pudding, in front of Víctor and in front of me.

And then Edu said:

“Which vulture do you prefer? Tell me.”

María, tremendously exposed, didn’t seem to suffer what would be logical considering her situation. She was tense, excited and at times in his hands, but she always maintained a poise that made one suspicious, as if she were holding something back and could use that something at any moment.

Her hair slightly covered her face, and it didn’t seem like she was going to respond to that question that was nothing but another game. And Edu, once he understood that she wouldn’t hand him phrases that would allow him to continue with his fun, brought his fingers delicately to that hair, moved it aside a bit, and whispered to her:

“Take off your skirt… I’m here naked and you’re acting like nothing’s happening.”

María seemed to want to shake her head, as if wanting to disguise her humiliating obedience, in what was an absurd mixture of pride, surrender, and self-deception, because again she ended up agreeing… And then, careful that her shirt didn’t open, so Víctor couldn’t see anything, she brought her hands to the zipper of her skirt, loosened it a bit, and let it fall to the sand. She stepped out of the gray garment with one foot, and then with the other, unable to avoid showing silky, dark panties during the maneuver.

I watched how Edu’s cock pointed forward… and I could feel María’s desire for him to stop playing games and finally calm her with that grandeur, but he enjoyed setting the pace, and whispered to her again:

“Show them your pussy… Come on.”

And María then had three options: rebuff him, obey him to satisfy him, or obey him to satisfy herself.

And it didn’t take long for her to show that she opted for the third, and she brought her hands to her panties, and began to pull them down, a little… Just enough so that Víctor and I, aided by the bluish glow that conspired, could see a pubic hair already somewhat disheveled and matted… and, looking more closely, thick lips that wanted to shine, seeking to capture our attention. And I could almost feel her scent, the smell of her hot and eager pussy… and she seemed to humiliate herself, but in reality she liked it and was humiliating Víctor and me; to me she was saying that her pussy would never clamor like that for me, and to that unpleasant voyeur she was saying that some kiss had been shamefully accepted, but that pussy was off-limits to him.

Edu, behind her, then proceeded to complete the exhibition, as if offering her to us, and brought his hands to that pink blouse, which waved subtly in the breeze and clung slightly to her breasts from the humidity... And I took a breath, but barely breathed, while he opened it, with delicacy... with appreciation, first one side, and then the other, first one breast, and then the other... and that chest palpitated, exposed, at last, showing exquisite breasts, large, vigorous, with such femininely pure, extensive and magnificent areolas... that you could hear Victor clear his throat, finally accompanied by a surrendered and utterly disgusting: “what a bitch...” and then, more insistently, a “what a bitch... what she was hiding there...”, which externalized that those breasts fulfilled the highest expectations, of the dirtiest imaginations, of the most intimate moments, of that nauseating provocateur.

María, with her panties binding her thighs and her blouse open, there in the middle, felt terribly exhibited, and on one hand she was embarrassed, and on the other she enjoyed it, as she knew she was lewdly admired. And beyond that mixture, what she clearly needed was Edu’s protection, for him to at least come closer, because if the show was joint it was powerful, but if it was individual it had something ridiculous about it, and then he helped her as he pressed against her to the point that María could lean back against his chest. And she wanted him to finally please her, but what he did was wrap one of his arms around her and lower his hand to play with that pubic hair, without, for the moment, attempting to probe anything else, or any deeper, and María threw her head back, against him, and closed her eyes... And she begged him with every shiver, with every tremor, and with every gasp, for his fingers to penetrate her... at least... if not the cock that, always horizontal, hit her, lost, colliding with the lower part of her back and her naked buttocks.

And I thought María would finally implore... but it was Victor who, looking, nervously, left and right, gasped with involvement:

“Fuck her... damn it... Fuck her now...”

And I could see out of the corner of my eye how he brought his hands to his pants, ready to pleasure himself while contemplating the objective achieved by his friend, and already envisioning the spectacular fall of that haughty and arrogant woman who barely deigned to look at him at work.

And Edu continued with those caresses, with the tips of his fingers in that pubic hair that seemed to bristle and want to move away... And Victor then took a couple of steps, until he positioned himself in front of her, but she didn’t know it, having her eyes closed, and he contemplated the grandeur of those breasts, and saw, closer than I did, those rigid nipples... and I thought he would dare to touch those breasts, perhaps forbidden... perhaps not... When then, Edu, surprising me, whispered:

“Damn... what I could really use right now... is a cigarette...”

And María seemed not to hear him, or didn’t want to, and she reached one of her hands back, trying to reach that cock that surely was dripping and soaking her buttocks or the lower part of her blouse. And then laughter was heard in the distance, and Edu turned his face instinctively but slowly toward the direction of the boys. And then he looked at me, and looked at Victor, and, as if we were a team, as if we were all in on the same thing, as if he didn’t have María surrendered by the caresses of his fingers on her pussy, as if he didn’t have her exposed with her panties down and her blouse open... he whispered again and with a neutral voice:

“You wouldn’t happen to have a cigarette, would you?”

And Victor, perhaps reading his mind, said:

“Maybe someone in that group has one.”

And I looked at María, who now seemed to be jerking him off behind her back... and I saw her chest swell, palpitate, in deep breaths, in subtle gasps... with her blouse open and her panties at her thighs, with Edu behind and Victor in front... almost begging with each exhalation for that cock to calm her... And then I saw again that Edu was looking at me... and I thought he would say something to me, but what he did was abandon María, abandon those caresses and slowly remove the hand that was jerking him off; and María opened her eyes, and then saw Victor too close, and slowly closed her blouse, surprised, but still drowsy from Edu’s caresses, and then he said:

“María, pay them a visit... and ask those boys for a cigarette.”

Victor then backed away, giving her space, and María’s burning face couldn’t be described, and then she, with her blouse somewhat closed, but with her pussy still exposed and shamefully swollen... whispered:

“You’re... fucking kidding...”

“No, I’m not.”

There was then a silence and I could see in her face her impatience and anger. And I expected an especially heated protest.

“Then you’re a son of a bitch...” she rebelled, confirming my suspicion, full of exasperation.

“I’m whatever you want, but I feel like a cigarette.”

“Then let Victor go,” she said.

“No. You get me one, come on. It’s not a big deal. Pull up your panties, don’t go dripping all over, and get me a cigarette,” Edu concluded, with cynical cordiality, which was in itself a mockery, while María burned...

...and we had to see, and I had to see... how she pulled up her panties, embarrassed, mortified, desperately horny... and brushed the hair away from her face, nervous, accelerated, no longer knowing what to do.


CHAPTER 43

That power struggle was suffocating, and I felt that María was my bet, and Edu was Víctor's, but deep down I wanted María to lose... so the painful and guilty reality was that María was alone.

She was alone and judging by her movements, it seemed she didn't need help, that she was more than capable; she fluffed her hair a bit, adjusted her shirt, fastened three or four buttons, and displayed a self-sufficiency, once again, that didn't seem to match her situation.

I knew from her gesture and her composure that she accepted that degrading favor for Edu, but I also knew that this was the last whim. The last one. That she wouldn't tolerate one more order. Not one more mockery. Not one more trap.

And she didn't ask permission to put on her skirt, as if she knew Edu already had the refusal prepared, so she didn't even make a move to get it, and began to leave us wearing only her shirt and panties, heading toward that group of boys who were about to receive a woman completely out of context, given the hour, her beauty, her clothes, her heated and sullen countenance, and surely her nipples, protruding under her shirt, which would complete the unusual scene.

I watched her walk away, always illuminated by the moon and by the distant but powerful streetlights of the promenade, with her shirt waving slightly, which, falling lightly to the middle of her thighs, allied with her to cover her panties and her ass.

While watching that pink blur and those legs moving away, I also glanced sideways at how Edu was getting rid of his pants and underwear, and I could imagine he felt elated and proud, with his blue linen shirt open, his intimidating member freed, and knowing that María was complying, excited and furious, without even needing to pay attention to how she obeyed his order.

Víctor, then, who was paying attention, like me, to María's departure, said to Edu:

“How do you see her?”

And then Edu did look in María's direction, while folding his pants, and replied:

“I see you're fucking her too.”

“Nah, I don't think so,” Víctor responded while I suffered from hearing them talk about her like that, and I could already see her disrupting that group with her arrival.

“And you, Pablo? How do you see her?” Edu asked, in his umpteenth trick.

I looked at him then, and saw him so puffed up and provocative that it made my stomach turn.

“Well, I wouldn't make her much angrier,” I ended up responding, feigning confidence, without looking at him directly.

“Oh, no?” Edu said as I turned my gaze back to María and saw how a couple of boys were standing up, and how one was looking in our direction, and how another, with thick and abundant hair, seemed to be giving her a cigarette and a light.

“No... I see her pretty much at her limit,” I replied.

“No... she definitely looks at her limit,” Víctor wanted to clarify, amusing only himself.

I could see María's long legs, her arms crossed and then taking a drag. And I thought that perhaps Víctor might be right and we should take more cover. And then another drag, and that boy with dark, bushy hair seemed to want to keep her there.

I heard movement and then saw how Edu was walking confidently and firmly toward the shore, with that heavy member and his open shirt, and it seemed he was going to urinate facing the sea, and I was left alone with Víctor and wished he would have the mercy not to say anything to me.

And then I saw how that boy was capturing María's attention, and his friend again looked in our direction, and María began to witness multiple gesticulations and words unnecessarily close to her ear, and I didn't understand so much delay.

One minute, two minutes... And I wasn't looking at Víctor, but I could feel him. And then I saw how the boy tried to kiss María, something that first alarmed me and that I later deduced was probably meant to be two farewell kisses... And María discreetly refused them, and then resumed her way back, and I looked then at Edu who, with his legs open, muscular but rather thin, was finishing his relief facing the sea.

They reached us practically at the same time, and she walked past Víctor and me, and showed us, without holding back, that her nipples had no turning back and that the boys had enjoyed them, and she didn't position herself where she was before, but a bit more hidden with respect to that group. And the tense calm was unbearable, and Edu then told her, in a relaxed tone, not to smoke the whole cigarette, and she said:

“Two more drags and I’ll give it to you.”

And there, with her arms crossed, she exhaled with arrogance, and Edu’s cock hung enormously, and I didn't understand that impasse.

“How was it with the guys...?” Víctor then asked, somewhat strangely, but perhaps wanting to highlight his friend’s trick.

“Fine,” she said, blowing out the smoke. Cocky.

“Just fine?” Víctor insisted, with questions that didn't make much sense.

María remained silent. And she looked at him. She looked at him with contempt. And I thought she wouldn't deign to respond to him anymore. But then, abruptly changing the subject, she said:

“Your son seems quite normal. It's curious.”

“Really? You find that curious?” he asked sarcastically, not appearing to be bothered.

“Come on, give me the cigarette,” Edu tried to interject, and then María, surprising us, opened her hand and gave him another cigarette and a lighter, which Edu accepted.

“Yes, I find it extremely curious,” María was saying while Edu lit the cigarette, and I couldn't believe that he was standing there, next to María, with his shirt open and his cock hanging almost halfway down his thighs.

“Explain why. Don't leave us hanging, right?” insisted Víctor, who didn't seem angry.

“For starters, he doesn't have your disgusting gaze...” María snapped... and there was silence, and Víctor didn't respond to her insult... and I feared that the tension had already stretched too far, and then I saw how María wasn't looking at Victor, but toward the shore... and something there was disturbing her, and I followed her gaze and could see how the guy who had given her a light was also heading to urinate toward the sea, but he was doing it all while looking in our direction with poor attempt at discretion.

But only María seemed to notice, and she moved a little and put out her cigarette. And then Edu, with his back against the hammocks and smoking, said to María:

“Come here, I'll give you a drag.”

And María approached to receive a drag, and Víctor then turned around and looked in the direction of the guy who was urinating. And Edu's cigarette went to María's mouth, and she inhaled, especially defiantly, and returned the cigarette to Edu, and then he inhaled too, and exhaled, and looked at her, and then went for her, and pulled her toward him, violently, and kissed her, with fury, almost with spite, and their bodies came together and I swallowed involuntarily... and she let out a moan, but opened her mouth, and let herself be kissed, finally and again, and their tongues melded... and María surrendered and his cock bumped against her and got lost down there, hitting some part of her body, and her closed eyes and her face tilted and her hair to one side... and it hurt me... but something was rising through my body... a desire, a craving, that we all shared, including Víctor who cleared his throat, and I thought he would now say something in revenge, but finally he said nothing, and then María broke that kiss, and protested with a whisper, and a “what... are you doing” that didn't sound convincing, was sighed, and she moved away a little, backward. And then he started playing again, and said to her:

“Come. I'll give you another drag.”

María, fuming again, didn't know what to do, and Edu brought the cigarette to his mouth, and inhaled again and blew out the smoke exaggeratedly, and then looked strangely at his cigarette and said:

“What's smaller... this or Pablo's cock?”

“You're an asshole,” María immediately responded, defending me.

“Why? Come on, suck it here... and we'll all have a laugh...” said Edu, more hurtful than ever, and I felt something I hadn't felt before, because the humiliation wasn't so much in his phrases as in María protecting me.

And I saw her there exposed, in the center of everyone, half-naked, restless, and defending me. And then something changed in me. And I felt that I couldn't take it anymore. And I didn't know if I was doing it so much for her, or for myself, but for the first time I wanted to stop that escalation of humiliations.

So I bent down, picked up María's skirt, and she turned toward me, and I wanted to give it to her, and she looked at me, and I didn't know if she doubted me or herself, but she finally accepted it.

And I felt, and probably both of us did, that this had been too much, that humiliation was part of the game, but not to the point where María felt obligated to protect me. And I then looked at Víctor, and told him with my gaze that this was over, that he lost, that Edu lost, even if that meant we all lost.

And I heard how Edu said to María a more tempered “come...” but I knew there was no turning back, that we were leaving. And I looked toward the sea and the guy who was spying on us seemed to have already returned to his group. And then I bent down and found my shoes, and picked them up, and stood up, and looked at Víctor again, and wanted to savor his defeated expression... but his face was attentive, toward María and toward Edu, and I turned around, and then a lightning bolt split me in half.

My shoes fell from my hands while, absorbed, I witnessed how Edu had taken a step forward and was gently caressing her face with one hand... and their faces were pressed together... and María's arms hung lifelessly... And I knew, had the absolute conviction, that the kiss was imminent, and that it would be different... and indeed their lips joined, and a subtle kiss was heard, and then María's hands killed me, as they went toward him... toward that member that hung heavy and attracted her in an anguishing way... And they tilted their heads... and opened their mouths... and their tongues flew and surprisingly heartfelt and calm kisses could be seen. And then the hand that caressed María's face began to descend, and made a stop to caress a breast over her shirt, and then went down further... toward her sex... and they pressed closer together... and the speed with which a sound could be heard from her killed me, a gasp... almost instantaneous... because he melted her almost before beginning... and a “Mmmmm...” announced to me that he was already probing or rubbing... María's sex, below or above her panties... but her pussy felt him... and was melting for him.

And her surrender was especially painful, as it came after my most humiliating moment, and with Victor present... and then another “Mmmm...!” and María flexed her legs in surrender, and I moved closer, dizzy, as if in a dream, with my cock throbbing as much as my chest, and I could see how Edu slipped one of his hands inside María’s panties... and it looked like he was already inserting a finger... a finger inside her pussy... while smoking arrogantly with his other hand. And María clung to him, to his neck and his cock, giving him a chaotic handjob, without rhythm or efficiency. And then he whispered something in her ear, and withdrew his hand from her panties... and María looked back for an instant, toward me and Victor, and her eyes were pure lust and excitement... And she looked back at him, and began unbuttoning her pink shirt again, and rolled up her sleeves to her elbows when she finished, and grabbed his cock with both hands, and he brought the cigarette to his mouth again and blew the smoke to one side. And she knelt down.

All elements then turned against me, but that also meant they turned in my favor. Because everything was there, at its maximum... and part of that maximum was María with consent and with an audience. And, once kneeling in front of him, that fullness of elements was embodied in her hair movement and the lowering of her eyes, in her caresses of that enormous, hard cock and in how she pushed her shirt aside, to one side and the other of her tits, so that all three of us could admire her.

And it was tremendously erotic and painful to see how she, there, kneeling, looked up, and his cock pointed at her face, and he blew smoke to one side again and looked down, and she, with her mouth very close to that dark thing that throbbed on its own, cupped her breasts, caressed them and at the same time offered them... and then he took his hand to that heavy piece of meat, pulled back the skin, and whispered to her: “put it in your mouth...” And then María parted her lips, opened her mouth, stuck out her tongue... closed her eyes... and I felt Victor approaching them from the other side.

Edu then took advantage of María’s closed eyes and directed his member toward her, but not to her lips, but to her face, and she received humiliating slaps on her cheek, slaps that resonated on her face, and she remained firm in receiving that small punishment... and she accepted, almost defiantly, Edu dishonoring her like this... and she caressed her breasts in involved and symmetrical circles... somewhat gone... and I was dying of lust while it hurt me to see her like this...

...and suddenly a light startled us, and María tightly closed her eyes, and Victor illuminated that degradation with the light of his mobile phone... but she didn’t protest... and allowed more taps on her face, and thanks to that light one could see the contrast between the roughness of that enormous cock and María’s delicate and graceful face, and one could also see how some transparent pre-cum moistened her cheeks... and I thought I would die when Edu finally slid that cock across her face... and placed it on her lips, and took another drag, and blew the smoke to one side again... and moved his hip a little forward... forcing María to swallow the tip of that cock... and that thick and stone-hard glans entered decisively into my girlfriend’s mouth... and a “fu-ck” was emitted by Victor, and she knew he was there, but the desire to suck Edu’s cock was superior.

And María’s mouth struggled to take in at least the tip of that cock so thick that it made her force her mouth open... and Edu sighed, and Victor illuminated her... And María caressed her tits, and squeezed them a little and closed her eyes tighter when Edu penetrated her mouth a little deeper.

My member was leaking onto my underwear and then Edu opened his shirt a bit more, and looked at me; with his perfect torso, moving his hip back and forth... fucking my girlfriend’s mouth while his friend illuminated that blowjob... and took another drag and held María’s head with indifference, and had her there... kneeling, sucking his cock... And I hated him, but at the same time I knew I needed him. And then María, with her mouth stretched, moaned on that cock, a high-pitched sound that seemed childish but at the same time incredibly erotic, and I wanted to free myself... to masturbate while watching that, but it was Victor who moved forward, stopping illuminating her for a moment.

And María then pulled back a little, and freed her mouth, and had her lips smeared with pre-cum from that colossal member, and she didn’t want to look toward Victor’s side, but looked toward mine, and her gaze said it all; it said that she needed that cock, that she needed him, and she told me everything with her eyes while from her lips hung a thick thread that was a mixture of her saliva and the pre-cum that had flowed from the cock of that bastard who had pushed to the limit, but who in the end had her there... kneeling... And I was dying of lust, and at the same time suffering... and at the same time I knew that she must be hearing Victor opening his pants beside her.

Then María looked up, toward Edu. She stuck out her tongue and licked, in a long stroke, all that shaft, and then in several short licks that made that cock bounce. And Victor illuminated her again... And María closed her eyes, took both hands to that member, licked the glans, coating it in a lustful excess of saliva, in exaggerated circles, and her hair shook and her neck began to move forward and backward, and the tip of that cock marked her cheeks from inside her mouth, deforming her face in a wet and colossal blowjob... And her head forward and back, and her hair waved, and she adorned the blowjob with “Mmm!” “Mmmm!” sucking it with both hands, clinging to that mast and even making Edu’s balls swing... and she sucked it as if she had been wanting that moment for a very long time... and more saliva, and more “Mmmmmm!” “Mmmmmmmm!” were moans on that long and wide cock that had her there kneeling and surrendered... And then Victor finally freed a pale and mediocre member with one hand, while with the other he continued illuminating... and sketched an enthusiastic and unpleasant: “holy shit...” And Edu, who barely sighed and who looked down and tilted his head to get a good view of that blowjob, ended up throwing his cigarette onto the sand, and whispered:

—“Suck Victor’s too.” 


CHAPTER 44

María, with Edu's cock in her mouth, looked up at him, and then stopped her hands, and lowered them, and her arms fell limp, and her image was erotic and unusual, as they were only connected THERE... by that colossal member that remained embedded in that strained mouth. And they remained still... and I was suffocating and on edge from Edu's last command.

María's eyes were defiant, and I didn't know how she intended to challenge anyone anymore... with that cock in her mouth... But she believed she was defying, even imposing herself, somehow managing to make the rest of us believe it.

And then she finally withdrew her mouth, but remained kneeling, with her shirt pushed aside on both sides of her breasts, showing swollen breasts and deep breathing, with an excellent and soaked cock pointing at her face, and with a mediocre and dry one proposing itself from one side.

I feared her turn. If she turned her face toward that side, Víctor's member would be accessible to her; that member of Víctor's that already appeared exposed and which, pale, somewhat curved and smooth, contrasted with Edu's straight roughness, darkness, and abundance of bulging veins.

That man who illuminated her with one hand and who held his member at the base with the other, licked his lips, waiting for his turn, and his expression conveyed that he believed it was possible.

María's gaze remained focused on Edu, and I thought her eyes would change from defiance to clemency, but that change didn't happen, and she brought a hand to her lips, and lowered her face a bit, as if a hair or something was bothering her tongue or mouth.

I looked at Víctor, and he was pure eagerness, and then took a small step forward: with his black pants, white underwear pulled down to his thighs, and with his dark shirt; nervous, and looking at her. And then María, who seemed to be removing a small hair from her mouth, whispered:

“No... I'm not going to do anything with him. I already told you. And tell him to move away.”

“What a ball-breaker you are...” Edu said immediately, and began to descend, heavily, tired, until sitting on the sand and leaning back against the pile of beach chairs.

María, kneeling in front of him, gave him space and he opened his legs and stretched them out. Once seated, he grabbed his cock, which pointed toward that starry sky. And I looked around and saw the boy again, with bushy hair, about fifteen meters away, standing there, near the shore, and, seeing that I turned toward him, he abruptly lit a cigarette and looked toward the sea. And I wasn't quite sure how much Víctor's phone was helping him in his attempt to see what we were doing.

I then heard Víctor mumble something unpleasant, against María, for not agreeing to Edu's request, and María had Edu's cock there, ready to be mounted... And I could see her desire, and I could feel that she knew that finally, after so much torment, her moment had arrived, a moment for which everything was worth it. And then she made a gesture to approach him, and Edu whispered:

“Shhh... It's not completely hard... Work it a little more...”

María, who had avoided her interaction with the man who disgusted her, and not wanting to argue, brushed the hair from her face and pushed it to one side, ready to comply, and always pretending that Víctor didn't exist, and always knowing that I was there, beside her, fully dressed and not touching myself, aroused, admiring her and in her hands.

She then leaned forward, toward Edu, and placed her hands on the sand, and lowered her head... and Edu held his member, enormous, extremely wide, exposed and shining, pointing upward, waiting for the warmth of María's mouth to envelop him again... And she brought her mouth closer, licked that glans in a circle that finally made Edu tremble a little, and buried her mouth there. And Edu raised his hips a bit upward, pushing it in further... and she took that cock again... and her lips slid, drooling and watering that shaft in a hypnotic way... and the liquid sound enveloped us, and the light coming from Víctor's phone illuminated her... And once again I glanced briefly at that strange boy, and confirmed that he was still at that distance, trying to pretend and with the heat of our situation partially blocked by me.

María, on all fours, with the palms of her hands and knees on the sand, moved her head up and down in movements that weren't too long, as her mouth couldn't conquer more than a third of the length of Edu's cock. And that back and forth was killing me, with jealousy and arousal, and my cock wanted to explode... but I didn't take it out, as Víctor had done, who was masturbating, trembling, and that trembling affected the illumination of María, which darkened downward, and whose face couldn't be seen, only that head going up and down.

And Edu pushed his shirt aside a bit, admiring himself, and then brought his hands to María's hair, and pushed it aside or played with it a little, while she again moaned on his cock those dramatically erotic “Mmmm!” “Mmmmmm!” and then he brought a hand to her head, to set the rhythm of that up and down, and looked at me, cocky, making me participate, and then looked at his friend, as if explaining how to tame a woman like María, but Víctor only had eyes for that head that went up and down.

Edu then extended his arms a bit and pulled María's shirt toward him, in such a way that her ass, partially hidden by her black panties, and the lower part of her back, were exposed.

And then Edu, returning his hands to her hair, and overlapping with a whisper the “Mmmm!” “Mmmm!” sounds from María, said to her, in a mockingly tender way:

“Show them something... won’t you?”

María paused that blowjob for an instant, but didn’t remove her mouth from him, and brought both hands to her panties, and began to lower them, always with her mouth occupied and dripping saliva onto that cock... and her panties descended a few centimeters, and Víctor didn’t miss a detail of that exhibition... And I looked again at that guy, who seemed like a statue, vigilant in the distance, and then I also moved to see how María was exposing her pussy, and, as a consequence of my change of position, the guy could then see more than before, perhaps enough to confirm that the beauty with the cigarette, on all fours with her panties lowered, was sucking off a man who, seated, was caressing her hair and face.

And what came next was that María brought one of her hands back to support herself, but she slipped the other under her body, and used it to spread the lips of her pussy... and you could hear the precise moment when this happened, as a liquid sound revealed extreme wetness, so much so that Víctor emitted another “fu-ck...” and Edu smiled and encouraged her to develop that display. And soon María restarted that movement, up and down with her head, swallowing that cock, matched by Edu’s hand, while she played at exhibiting herself, while she played with her pussy, showing a knowledge of herself and a mastery that was intimidating.

And Victor masturbated as he watched how those thick lips separated and you could see a pink hollow that was killing all of us... and he could also see her soaked pubic hair... and she ended up inserting a finger inside herself... while her “Mmmm!” “Mmmmmm!” continued moaning and burying themselves in that extremely swollen member... And that finger sank into the softness of her fleshy and soaked pussy, and emerged viscous. And then Edu ordered her to show her ass too, and she then brought her hands to her buttocks, maintaining her balance, supported by her knees and with her mouth on that cock, and stretched her buttocks to the sides, showing us a closed anus... and then she tried again... and you could see how it opened a little, showing a minimal and dark hole... and Edu moved his hips up and down, now fucking her mouth while she stretched her buttocks and offered us her anus, and a “spank your ass” was whispered, and a “Mmmm!” humiliatingly excited was shouted by María on his cock... and then she subtly spanked herself on her own ass... and Edu demanded that she do it again... and she responded with another spank, more audible... and he had her there, between his legs, eating his cock... while she showed us, me and Víctor, her pussy, her anus and spanked herself, completely surrendered, so much that it was overwhelming.

María, with her reddened buttock, wanted to catch her breath, and I looked at the guy again, and he seemed to be trying to get a little closer, and I began to fear that he might cause everything to be interrupted and ruined. When Edu, seeing how María was getting up and kneeling again in front of him, said to her mockingly:

“You look especially beautiful today, María.”

She didn’t respond to him, and, flushed, burning, she unstuck her hair from the nape of her neck, again with that swagger that didn’t fit her context.

And Edu, then, bringing his hands to the lower part of her shirt, and opening it a bit to see her tits again, whispered, in a protective tone, that contained a terrible hypocrisy:

“Who do you want to fuck you... of those two... voyeurs...?”

María then turned around, and I feared many things, among them that she would see the guy, but she only looked at me, and whispered:

“Pablo...”

“What a bitch... when you’ve seen him so much,” said Edu, and she again placed her hands on both sides of his body, with her mouth close to that cock that now fell heavily on those marked abs.

I knew that this couldn’t end well. That my hard member would respond, but that its size would not only humiliate me, but both of us. And then I came to think that this, precisely, was what María was looking for.

I looked quickly in the direction of the guy, and didn’t see him, and knew that this benefited us, and then María looked back, again at me, anxious, but I knew not for me, but for our joint humiliation, and I began to undress, clumsily but quickly, and positioned myself behind her, rested my knees on the sand, and saw that pussy while she gathered up the lower part of her shirt a bit and Edu caressed her face. And Víctor made a comment about my member that I didn’t want to retain.

I knew I didn’t have time to worship those buttocks, to intoxicate myself with the smell of her pussy, or to brush my member against María’s soft, protruding lips... I knew she didn’t want my lingering, but for us to demonstrate again to Edu that without him we were nothing, and that without him we couldn’t move forward. And I wanted to cooperate with her attempt at joint humiliation, and I looked toward Edu, and he was looking at me, calmly, while he placed his fingers on María’s lips and I could deduce that she was sucking them.

And I couldn’t delay any longer, and I aimed, and moved further forward, and María, with her legs separated a hand’s width, and with her panties taut, eagerly awaited the penetration, which would be our disaster, which would capture our misery, and my member advanced, and I plunged in... and began to penetrate her... and I slid slowly... without opposition, without touch... without texture... there was only wetness and heat... and she didn’t even flinch... and I gasped and closed my eyes... and I penetrated her... fucked her... And a hurtful “she can’t even feel it... fuck...”, was pronounced by Víctor, and I half-opened my eyes, and Edu was smiling and María was receiving my member as if nothing... as if nothing and no one were invading her.

I then pulled back a little, withdrew completely, and put it back in... and I could barely tell if I was inside or not... and I couldn't believe the wetness and dilation that Edu had brought to that pussy... And I began a slow and embarrassing in-and-out... in the most absolute silence... and then my gasps could be heard... and the sound of my pelvis hitting her ass... and Edu saying:

“How ridiculous you two are...”

And María accepted his insult, and his finger in her mouth, and my cock in her pussy... she accepted everything and everything she accepted was humiliating, and, precisely because of that, she didn’t argue or complain, and she raised her gaze, falsely proud, and continued sucking on that finger, and her breasts moved back and forth, and I held her by the hip and fucked her, faster and faster, but my cock was swimming in the immensity of that pussy... and then Edu provoked again:

“Just bad luck that the tiniest cock... has coincided with the huge pussy that María has...”

And I realized that phrase was meant not only to humiliate us but also to excite his friend, who was no longer masturbating, but gleefully contemplating our grotesque scene.

And I didn’t stop, and I continued, continued fucking her... and gasping... and panting... wearing myself out and tiring myself in that pussy that, melted and open, didn’t respond to me... and she neither panted nor gasped, and then Edu whispered to her:

“Moan... come on...”

And Edu withdrew his finger, and she, there, on all fours, with her face close to him... killed me... and humiliated us... as she moaned a fake “Ummm...!” and I put it back in her, and she began to pretend... and began to gasp... and it might seem believable to an outsider... but her moans and sighs, her “Ammmm!” “Ohhhh...!” were theatrical and self-degrading... and Edu smiled, and Víctor smiled... and it was a nightmare, and the sound of our bodies colliding and my panting were the only real things... and then María stopped pretending... and returned to her silence, and I stopped, and pulled out of her, humiliated like never before, and my cock came out stiff and whitish. And then she, raising her face more, toward him, whispered, totally defeated:

“Fuck me... You fuck me...”

And I withdrew and stood up, leaving those parted lips and that open cavity. And Edu caressed her face, and was about to say something, while Víctor prepared to illuminate that pussy... and, to see it even better... he knelt behind her.

But it was María who spoke, whispering a tearful and desperate: “Come on... Fuck-me...” that sounded pleading and that she uttered emphasizing each syllable, and then I could see how Victor, kneeling and crouched behind her, placed a kiss, loud, on one of her buttocks... And María turned her head, and saw that man she hated there, and, burning, aroused and surprised... protested at his presence there, and then Víctor said:

“Relax...”

And another kiss was placed on her buttocks. And Edu directed his hand toward María’s face, seeking to make her look at him again, and to let herself be taken by Víctor, not to look back, just to feel, and she allowed her face to be guided forward again, but she looked at Edu with eyes that intended to tell him that this wasn’t going to happen... And then Edu’s cock throbbed on its own and came to hit her lips... while Víctor kissed, again... on that ass... but, this time... he kissed near her anus.

That kiss, so close to the forbidden, made her shudder and tremble, and Edu, now aided by his hand, managed to bring his member to her mouth again... and she agreed, sucked and filled her mouth and closed her eyes, and that seemed to calm her, to lull her... and Edu caressed her face and moved her hair aside and she swallowed again... And another kiss sounded on some part of her ass, and another start... and you could see how María’s legs trembled... and you could see how her skin bristled... and Víctor knew he couldn’t hesitate... and he stuck out his tongue... and the tip rested on María’s anus... which not only shivered, but moaned into Edu’s mouth a “Mmmm...!” that couldn’t be known if it was protest, desperation or surrender... and Edu continued calming her and pacing the blowjob with his hand... And I sighed, affected because María was letting herself be licked by Víctor like that... and I lowered my head... and averted my gaze... and felt that they were outraging her, and outraging me... but then I needed to know again, and I returned to them... and not only did I see that up and down of her head, and not only did I see Víctor, crouched behind her, licking her anus and caressing her buttocks... but I also saw the boy, the boy from that group, now hidden, close, very close, on the other side of the hammocks.

As a reflex action, absurd as it was, I covered myself. I covered my member which was the least relevant part of that madness. And I couldn’t see the boy well, and didn’t know if he was even masturbating, but there was no doubt that he could now see everything.

I wished with all my strength that he wouldn’t make the mistake of showing himself, and that he would stay there, hidden, and looking through the hammocks... When then I heard another kiss, thunderous, and María moaned on Edu’s cock again, and her head went up and down... and I saw Víctor’s phone that, placed on the sand, illuminated upward in a tower of light, and I saw him bring a finger to his glasses, to adjust them, and another moan from María... a terrible “Mmmmmm!”... that made the boy who was spying on us emit some sound that only I seemed to locate... And I looked at Víctor... and it hurt me, and I suffered... because he was already licking her anus... already eating her ass... already leaving saliva on that cavity... and all while slowly masturbating... opaque, dark... licking his lips, calmly... on that ass... And if that was pure pain... it was even more so when a very long “MMMmmmmm!” from María was scandalously screamed on Edu’s cock... and you could see how María’s waist moved minimally... she moved herself... rubbing her anus... on the face of that dirty opportunist who was enjoying himself and trying to subdue her with his tongue.

And if that was devastatingly arousing, it became even more so when Víctor bent down further... and his tongue made a long journey... that barely reached a pussy so open and neglected... which made María tremble and gasp. And the worst part wasn't the imminence of the act, but the announcement, the humiliating announcement that came from that man... a vile and unpleasant: “I’m going to eat your little pussy... María...” that reverberated in my chest and made María keep her hips still; and after stopping, she freed her mouth, and looked back, looked at me, and I didn’t understand her gaze, but her eyes were tearing up with desire, and she looked at that man she hated, crouched behind her, and whispered:

“Don’t... don’t you dare...”

“No. Of course I wouldn’t dare. I only do what you want,” said Víctor, with his raspy voice, sarcastically, straightening up until he was on his knees, behind her, with his cock just inches away from her anus and her pussy.

“Well, that’s it. Move away,” she said, on all fours, turned toward him.

And then Víctor moved forward a bit, with his knees in the sand, and brought the tip almost millimeters from her pussy. And I could see María’s absolute beauty, her splendor, her tanned skin, her thick mane, and all that played in her favor, but working against her was her open pink suit shirt, bought by the two of us precisely to excite that grimy man... and also working against her was that open pussy, her lowered panties and her burning cheeks.

Víctor moved closer and you could see the instant when the pink tip of that pale cock made contact with one of the enormous, parted lips of María’s pussy.

“Move... away...” she sighed, surprised by his insistence and insolence... And he pushed, and I couldn’t believe it... and it was impossible... but he was making his way... his glans parted María’s open lips... and he put the tip in... and stayed there, with that mediocre phallus invading her beautiful pussy... and María opened her eyes wider... surprised, frozen... by his audacity, by his boldness... by the impossible contrast between her and him... and a “what... are you... doing” was sighed... And he pushed more... and he was putting that repulsive glans in her... that unaesthetic tip... and he gathered the lower part of her pink shirt, with care and strange delicacy, feeling its texture... and admired those buttocks... and pushed a little more... and held her by the waist... And she finally closed her eyes... and her eyelids fell heavily in a defeated drop of eyes. And a gasp from her adorned everything, an incredulous gasp, humiliated but pleasurable, a pitiful and heartfelt “Aahh...!” and I couldn’t believe that Víctor was penetrating her... and I couldn’t believe seeing how he put that petty and vulgar cock halfway in.

And he brought a finger to his glasses again to adjust them on his nose. And that ugly, older man... whom María despised... was putting his cock in her... little by little... he was sliding in... and she opened her eyes... and looked at me... and she was embarrassed but at the same time asking me to understand her, to understand that she couldn’t take it anymore... And Edu, in silence, contemplated his work, and the boy who was spying on us seemed motionless and sheltered... And Víctor then gasped an unpleasant and victorious: “That’s it... Fuck... How it goes in...” as he buried himself in her, completely, to the balls... And a “Aaaaahh...!” more heartbreaking and longer from her... and a new drop of María’s eyes... showed him, showed all of us, that that normal cock... vulgar... did calm her, at least a little.

Then Edu brought a hand to María’s face, and wanted to make her turn, but she paused to look at me... And she humiliated me, and told me with her trembling, with a drop of her eyes, and with a heartfelt “Ahhmm...” that she preferred Víctor’s cock to mine... which was the greatest humiliation, but she imagined that it excited me even more, and I reproached her fall, but adored her for making me feel that, and I grabbed my tiny cock, showing her that her suspicion was correct.

And we were five, and everyone except me thought we were four, but in reality we were three, those who had created this, this that had led to that María appearing... and to Víctor fucking her. Because that’s what he was doing now. Fucking her. And María looked at Edu and told him with her gaze that this fucking was also thanks to him, or his fault. And Víctor held her by the hip and looked down and savored, incredulous... how his cock slid inside that beautiful pussy. And then he pulled the lower part of her shirt, a little backward, and covered her ass with it, and caressed her buttocks covered by the clothing, in caresses over the pink fabric that bordered on fetishism, and closed his eyes, and María too, and she gasped embarrassed and he exhaled triumphantly. And María’s heartbreaking “Ahmmm!” moans, directed at Edu, overlapped with Víctor’s choppy, harsh, ecstatic and grotesque “Ooh-Ohhh...” emitted for himself. 

And soon the sound of their bodies colliding became more noticeable, and Victor’s balls went back and forth, and he then extended one of his hands and grabbed her by her mane... and made María raise her face and look more toward Edu... and she began to moan louder, with “Ahhhh! Ahhhh!” that humiliated her and with an embarrassing “Ahh! God! Give meee...!” that humiliated her even more... and he penetrated her with dry, long thrusts, with methodical, rhythmic and exultant “Hummm!” “Hummm!”... and, in response to her, a: “Shhh...! I’m giving it to you... María... I’m giving it to you...”, tremendously mocking... which hurt me infinitely, but which made me start masturbating... And Edu brought his hand to his cock and caressed it... And I... on the verge of fainting... with my chest exploding... looked toward the boy who was hiding... and discovered that it wasn’t the one with the wild hair who had given María a light, but Javier.

I almost collapsed, and ended up kneeling, next to a María who was receiving that man's fucking, and moaning… and her body was moving back and forth… And that unattractive gentleman's fucking was being witnessed by his own son, who couldn't believe seeing his father like this, fucking that beauty, that serious and dignified lawyer he had just met a couple of hours earlier.

“Ohh… so good…” Victor groaned, always grotesque, in his phrases and movements, and he leaned a bit forward.

“Ahhmmm!” María moaned then, with her eyes closed, and each heartfelt moan was more humiliating than the previous one.

“Come here… Don’t run away,” Victor said then, knowing that with his thrusts they had moved a bit forward. And then he pulled out of her and pulled María’s legs backward, and she allowed herself to be dragged slightly, and Edu, sitting with his legs open and leaning against the hammocks, was completely exposed.

Victor pulled María’s panties down further, and she looked at me again… and she blamed herself, and at the same time asked me to understand her… and at the same time she knew I wanted it… and at the same time she let herself be taken… and at the same time she wanted Victor to put it back in her. And now there were two, just the two of them, the center of everything. And I knew that Victor’s son was watching in astonishment as his father prepared to fuck her again, and how María’s face was begging for it to happen. And Victor, somewhat tense, excited, more accelerated, with the conscious responsibility of knowing that beauty was his, took his cock in his hand, spread the lips of that pussy with contempt and haste, as if she were just anyone, and buried himself in her again, and he was the first to externalize the penetration with a long, animal, grotesque and humiliating “Hummmm!”… and she responded with a pleasurable and embarrassing “Ahhhmmm…!”… that expressed a terribly guilty pleasure. 

And another strong thrust, in another dry blow, and another ecstatic “Hummmm!” from him, and another heart-rending “Ahhhhmmm!” from her. And he was fucking her… and that cock was sliding… and then he gathered her shirt a bit, from one side of her torso, and you could see how María’s tits fell heavily and bounced against each other from the agitated movement of her body, and she stopped looking at Edu, and lowered her head, ashamed, but melting from the humiliating delight of having that cock inside… When Victor groaned:

“Ohmm…! This… this is so good… fuck…”

“Auu…! Ahmmm!” María moaned, with her head down.

“… You’re not so… cocky now… huh...” Victor panted, with sudden spite.

“Ahhmmm! Ahmmm!” María whimpered and her breasts bounced, and the necklace on her neck back and forth… and Victor’s pelvis slapped against María’s buttocks in an accelerated and shameful “clap! clap! clap!”

“Not so dignified now, huh… You’re going to greet me from now on, aren’t you… right… ”

“Ahhmmm…! Ahmmm…! God…!”

“God what…? You like it… Don’t you, bitch…! You like how I’m fucking you… huh! ”

“Ahhh…! Yesss…! Goood…! Give it to meee…”

“Rich girls like to get fucked too, huh! Posh girls with nice tits like you, huh…!” Victor panted, and that “clap! clap! clap!” became strident, and he leaned over her, almost with his chest on her back, and bringing his hands to her tits, clinging to them, almost making María collapse onto the sand, but she resisted, completely mounted by that bastard who was fucking her with rage, and she seemed to want more, and whimpered: 

“Ahhh…! Yesss…! Give it to meee…! God…! Give it to me…!”

“Yes! Huh…! You like how I fuck you, huh…”

“Ahhh! Yes… yes…! Pig… Fuck me like that…!!” she panted, and then raised her head, and looked toward Edu, but she couldn’t see anything anymore, she could only feel that savage fucking.

Victor, then, quickly straightened up, pulled his pants down further, enraged, to no longer penetrate her while kneeling, but now supporting his feet on the sand and bending his legs to give it to her harder and penetrate her deeper. And he whispered to her:

“You like it, huh… Damn little snob, fuck… I’ve been wanting you so badly…! ”

“Yes… Mmmm…” she moaned. “You can’t believe you’re fucking me… Bastard…” she provoked him, lustfully… and killing me… and as if she still wanted to get more out of him. 

And Victor then accelerated more, and the noise of his pelvis against María’s ass became thunderous, and he was fucking her with rage and she was screaming “Ahhhh!” “Ahhhhh!” and then she whimpered, saying it at great speed and surprising herself, “fuck… god… I’m going to cum…” which excited and emboldened him even more, and he said in her ear:

—“You're going to come... huh... Are you coming already...? Are you going to come like this?”

—“Yes...!! Yes!! Oh God...! Make me come...!! Make me come...!!” —María was embarrassing us and I couldn't stop masturbating seeing her like that.

—“Yeah...? You're coming? You're coming with my cock inside you, bitch...?” —he panted in her face and I watched that cock going in and out, penetrating her... savagely— “Is the stuck-up, dignified office lady coming, huh...? You're melting, fuck...! What a slut's pussy you have...! I never imagined your pussy so open, damn...!” —he almost drooled in her face, enraged, pushing her hair aside, leaning over her.

—“Shut up... God...! And keep going...! Keep going, I'm about to come, bastard...!” —she moaned, and I was dying, and Edu scrutinized her and jerked off... and I felt like she was looking at me sometimes...

...And then Víctor pulled out of her, and I thought he couldn't take it anymore and would ejaculate on María's buttocks, but he aimed his hard, whitish cock, from all that María had released, at her ass, at her anus, and I couldn't believe it, and María immediately felt the pressure there, in her anus, and not only did she not protest but she brought her hands to her buttocks to spread them...

—“That's it... fuck... give me your rich girl ass...” —he panted, with a sickly accumulated resentment.

And she lowered her head again, momentarily aware of the humiliation of letting that man fuck her ass... and he pressed, and that rock-hard cock pushed, and she brought one of her hands to her pussy, to her clitoris... and I couldn't believe it... but then a terrible and surrendered “Auuuu!!! Ahmmm...!!” was almost screamed by María, and Víctor's cock was penetrating her, and his hard, determined glans was already inside María's ass... My girlfriend's ass was taking that bastard's cock as he pushed, almost viciously, and snorted, in puffs... and panted a threatening “I'm going to tear your ass apart... María...” and he kept pushing it in... and panted another intimidating “I've been wanting this for years, fuck...”. And she trembled, tensed up, writhed, but she took him with composure, enduring his impaled cock, and she rubbed her clitoris at high speed. And that cock went in more and more, and I, kneeling, almost fainted, and Edu watched and stroked himself calmly, and Javier, hidden, was also witness to how his father sodomized María, and how he ended up burying it halfway... and once with half his cock inside, he began to move back and forth, trying each time to push it deeper inside her, and María raised her face again, and her hair waved with false pride, and Víctor said:

—“What a tight ass you have... fuck...”

And I thought María would complain, but she moaned:

—“Ammm...! God...! Give it to me... Like that...!”

—“Hummm!” —Víctor panted, then, burying himself deeper.

—“Ahhh! God...!! Give it to me...! Give it to me like that...!”

—“Yes... I'm giving it to you... I'm fucking you in the ass... María...”

—“Mmmmm!! Ahhh...!!” —she almost screamed, surrendered, impaled, raising her face and closing her eyes, supporting herself with one hand and caressing one of her breasts with the other.

—“Hummm!! Fuck...!! Look how I'm fucking you, María...!” —Víctor panted brokenly, and again brought his finger to his glasses, and he fucked her ass with ferocity, and insulted her again, called her posh, called her conceited, and grabbed that free breast, and leaned over her, and licked her face, her ear, and there he said: “Look how I'm fucking your ass...” and she panted, with her eyes closed, and he, repulsive, insisted: “turning me on every day... squeezed into your rich girl suits...” and then he pulled her pink shirt back viciously, almost tearing it, and freeing her neck, and her shoulder, and drooled there, and almost broke the necklace I had given her too, sinisterly invading our loving intimacy, and his tugging and his savage fucking continued... and he sodomized her with spite and resentment...

...and suddenly I saw Edu sitting up a bit, and I couldn't believe so much desire and so much eagerness to humiliate, but the truth was that humiliation was the only thing that truly fulfilled a María who was receiving Víctor's cock in her ass, and who was receiving that crude and vulgar groping of her breast, and his slobbering licks on her neck, and she panted, and moaned, and rubbed her pussy, about to come... with “Aahhh! Ahhhh! Give it to meee!! Give it to me, bastaaaard!!”, while Edu masturbated in front of her face, and panted... and María was already coming... and closed her eyes and panted “AHHH!! GOOOD!! BASTAAAARD!! TEAR MY ASS APART!!!”...

... And I was trembling, almost coming without touching myself, seeing María there, impaled, pretending dignity, but being sodomized by that grotesque man who smiled in a ghastly grimace... and he impaled her and drooled on her face, and then panted in her ear a resentful: “Come...! Come... bitch...! Come like a bitch... which is what you really are... fuck...!”, and then Víctor moved his face away from her and leaned his torso back, and María’s body and face were exposed again, as if he was showing her off, as if he was displaying her to us... and suddenly and unexpectedly María’s face was defiled by a white lash that spurted from Edu’s cock, and then another, and another, and another, and Edu was unloading, and bathing her, and she, with her eyes closed, was coming and sticking out her tongue to collect and taste what Edu was pouring... like a slut, like a whore, like what Víctor was calling her... completely surrendered... and a lash of semen reached her hair and her cheek was a thick puddle, and then a “I’M COMIIING!! YOU BASTARD!! I’M COMING!!” was screamed by María, and Víctor wanted to punish her more, and he stopped, wanting to cut off her orgasm, but then she began to push her ass backward, and she kept screaming while she fucked herself, with her ass, on Víctor’s cock... who without using his hands watched how María was fucking him, with her face drenched... and she screamed some shameful “AHHHH!” “AHHHH!!!” “I’M COMIIING!!!” “I’M COMIIING!!!” impaling herself and while drops of Edu’s semen ran down her face and fell onto the sand... 

And, with her face completely drenched, she finally couldn’t take it anymore and collapsed forward, and Víctor went with her, his cock always inside her anus. And he covered her, and she rested there... and he kept putting it in her ass... in slower movements... And then he panted a provocative: “what a tight rich girl ass you have... how many times you teased me with it in the hallway... and look at it now... with my cock inside...”, and she didn’t respond, and she seemed so exhausted that she barely felt anything anymore.

He fucked her in the ass, slowly... until he finally felt her so defeated that he chose to pull out and I could see the hole he left in her ass, and how her anus took a while to close... and then María did sigh, feeling abandoned and empty, and Víctor then began to masturbate, while talking grotesquely to himself, and repeating those: “fuck... what a tight rich girl ass you have...”. And he jerked off... and panted, throwing his head back, with María’s defeated body beneath him. And then hot, thick semen began to flow... and some shocking and heart-rending “Oooh!!” resonated while that semen fell on her naked buttocks, and you could hear the sound of the impact, of his hot semen landing on María’s goosebumped skin, marking and staining her... and the longer shots fell on her back, on her shirt, soaking it, and penetrating it, and more “Ohhh!” “Ohhhh!” “Oohhhh!”, were panted by a triumphant Víctor, who felt that he was humiliating with his cum a calm and submissive María, who received those lashes without having recovered from her orgasm. 

Víctor then withdrew. And María sat up a little. And her face was marked by two white lashes, one on each side of her face, and everything was tremendously humiliating, but she managed to convey that it wasn’t such humiliation, and that it wasn’t, because it was sought after. And then Edu gave her her skirt, and she cleaned her face with it, and I couldn’t imagine anything more degrading, but she managed to make that not the real sensation. 

She, kneeling, cleaned herself, and I looked for movement behind the hammocks, and I peeked a little, and I could see how Javier was already somewhat distant, and moving further away, after having seen everything, and I was grateful for his discretion that had saved us all. 

And I looked at Víctor and saw that he was composing himself a bit, and that he was putting away that mediocre cock. And I thought that indeed he couldn’t believe he had fucked María, in her pussy and in her ass. And the owner of that vulgar member still looked agitated and with rapid breathing. 

And then Edu said to María:

—Come. Lie down there.

—What?

—Lie down. I’m going to fuck you —he said, seriously. 

María then looked at him strangely, as she knew he had just come, but it seemed that she accepted that presumptuous proposal. And I didn’t know if Edu’s pretension stemmed from desire, from a pact, or from both, but soon María was removing her panties, lying on her back, and Edu was leaning over her, covering her completely. And he kissed her, and she reciprocated that kiss, which started slow and mutated into something vulgar almost immediately, and she stuck out her tongue, in a crude way, feeling slutty, because of what had just happened, and because of having him there... And she embraced him, with her arms and with her legs. And then one of Edu’s hands went down, and directed a cock, which hadn’t completely decreased in size, towards that wide-open pussy... and he aimed, and María moved her hip, and she ended up lowering a hand too, and helped him... and let herself be invaded... and that heavy cock finally filled her... And María then let out a sigh so incredibly grateful... that it impacted me more than seeing her sodomized by Víctor. 

And María then turned her face, and looked at me, with her half-closed eyes, and they were kissing and he was fucking her, and María's legs wrapped around him… and they gave themselves to each other… and gasps, and sighs… and Edu was a bulky blue blanket covering María, who, like a rag, stained, sweaty and overwhelmed, received Edu's huge cock, which, as if it were nothing, as if it were already its place, went in and out, and penetrated her, faster and faster, with an increasingly harder cock… and María turned her head to the side again… and announced, once more and immediately, another orgasm… which would be the first, with him, of several… the first of three or four that she panted and moaned, surrounding him with arms and legs, in the following minutes.

And I was dying, but at the same time I understood what it was, that it was exactly this. I understood that with Víctor before or without anyone before, but that it was this, with Edu fucking her and me watching. And she looked at me too, and Edu stuck his tongue in her mouth and then glanced at me fleetingly, making me completely cuckolded, but giving me time to masturbate watching them. And they both included me in everything that Víctor hadn't done, because what happened between Víctor and María had been personal and without any particular intention of fitting me in.

And I masturbated… and watched them… and soon I came… there, kneeling in the sand, next to them, watching how Edu's cock went in and out and how María's pussy lips embraced that colossal member… and I was fascinated by how she chained one orgasm after another. And at that moment we had everything, and we understood everything, and I watched, calm, for the first time, how they panted and kissed, and Edu's firm ass moving back and forth, and María's hands on his buttocks, and emitting some heartfelt, animal, rough and deep “Mmmm!” “Mmmmm!”… all in a pure, sexual, heartfelt and deserved fuck between, now yes, two beauties who matched and deserved each other.

And María more exhausted with each orgasm… until Edu, tired of fucking her and drawing one orgasm after another from her, abandoned her, without having come himself. And she remained spent, lying on her back… with her shirt open, with her legs bent and spread, and with her eyes closed… And then I saw how Víctor, who had witnessed those minutes and had recovered his excitement… knelt beside her… near her torso… and masturbated… and threw his head back… and intended to come on her swollen and reddened breasts… and María opened her eyes… and panted at him: “you… are… a… pig…” and began to close her shirt, to button it up, lying there, slowly… looking at him…

And he adjusted his glasses and gave himself a frantic handjob while she buttoned up, and a transparent drop fell afterward on María's pink shirt and soaked through it, moistening her breast that throbbed underneath, and her torso was already completely covered by his fetish shirt, and I deduced that her maneuver of covering herself and thus making him stain clothes and not skin, was meant to be a favor, and that, by doing it, she always remained above him. And then a “Ohhhh!” from Víctor announced his true orgasm and he abandoned himself, and a “OOHH!” “Take that... fuck... stuck-up bitch...!” was panted with spite… And he discharged again, and afterward moaned, proving her right, a “Ohhh...! I’m staining your expensive fucking clothes... fuck... Ohhh...!”, coming grotesquely and abundantly on María's suit shirt, impregnating the delicate fabric with that semen that now fell indeed whiter and more consistent… in four or five thick spurts… and María brought her hands there, to that shirt that he was staining, and she called him a pig… and curiously they managed to connect sexually, in a strange way, with maximum and reciprocal contempt.

Víctor, exhausted, then felt that neither by fucking her in the ass, nor by coming on her clothes, could he defeat her. And María played a little with his thick semen, discovering that her areolas and nipples became transparent thanks to everything he had poured. And she didn't care about his attempt to defile her shirt… and afterward she finally got up.

María, stained, fucked, sodomized, would seem humiliated, but she wasn't. And she looked at me, and I knew it was that. That it was that which fulfilled her. Only that. And that's why with no one else but Edu did it make sense. Because only with him did the humiliations have that double face. And Víctor was an accessory, like Marcos, like Rubén, like Carlos, and like so many others; timid, aggressive or with pending scores… it didn't matter, they were just accessories.

And I saw it then, I saw it in her look… and I knew she was telling me that this had to continue. Always with Edu. And always with me.


CHAPTER 45

What happened next surprised and impressed me. I saw a serious, serene, and satisfied María, and an uncomfortable Víctor, who seemed to feel uneasy and even gave the impression that he might apologize to María at any moment.

María, theoretically defiled by Víctor’s second ejaculation, exuded peace—the peace of superiority and the peace of knowing, of confirming, that there was a path... We both confirmed the what, the how, and the with whom, and that gave us the tranquility we hadn’t had in fifteen months.

María wasn’t checking herself in embarrassment, and I hadn’t felt the need to leave as I had the first few times. The jealousy was terrible, and the pain of seeing how María enjoyed herself and came with other men had been suffocating, but I had experienced and felt it all with an underlying knowledge that exactly what was happening was not only what we wanted, but what saved us.

Víctor seemed surprised by the resentment he himself had unleashed, and appeared not to recognize himself, which is why he moved away a bit. Edu also stepped back, but he did it to give us space, as he was interested in María and me being okay.

I looked around and saw no trace of that group of boys, and I deduced that our spy must have left with them, thus missing the best part, and being unknowingly replaced by Víctor’s son. I didn’t know what kind of relationship he had with his father, but I thought that most likely he would never say anything.

María put on her panties, and then the skirt she had used to clean her face, fastened it and tucked the shirt inside it, as if nothing had happened. I then moved a little closer to her and, due to the darkness, one couldn’t see that all her clothes had been defiled, but, to my shock, I discovered that you could smell it: María radiated sex, the smell of sex, and she gave the impression that she knew it.

I felt my underwear soaked and the humid sea breeze on my face, and María picked up her shoes, handed them to me to hold for a moment while she fixed her hair, and as she did so, I could see, for an instant and illuminated by the moon, how her semen-soaked shirt billowed and allowed her breasts to show through, and I could almost feel the viscous moisture, hot at first, now lukewarm, that she must have been feeling there, but nothing affected her, and she rolled up her sleeves and adjusted her collar a bit, and it didn’t seem at all that that degrading moisture bothered her, quite the contrary.

After just a few words, Edu reminded María that she had left her purse at the beach bar counter. And she responded to him, as almost always with him, with a belligerent outburst: 

“Yes, thanks, don’t worry about it.”

“You might have forgotten,” he said, not wanting to lose. 

“No, no, don’t worry, my orgasms don’t cause memory loss. At least not yet,” she said, and he made a face that showed he didn’t want to get into any more battles with her. 

And he tried again to leave us alone, looking with Víctor for another wooden path that would take them to the promenade, wanting María and me to go to the beach bar retracing the path we had taken previously.

There was no further goodbye, nor agreement, nor commitment for future meetings, but I knew that María intended for this to become if not routine, at least frequent enough. That it would create short or medium-term goals.

We walked along the shore and for the first time I felt a bit cold. Words were unnecessary, and I felt a special connection with her, the same connection I had once feared I might lose. And I became aware of, and valued, the connection and her, and I admired her, admired her strength, her sexuality, her ability to endure everything and still win; her ability to handle Víctor, Edu, and whoever else, knowing how to make them believe they were in charge. Also her ability to handle me.

We arrived at the foot of that platform, where there were fewer people and the music played at a somewhat calmer tone, and I offered to be the one to ask for her purse while she stayed somewhat apart, as her appearance would be at the very least eye-catching, and she agreed, and I looked around while waiting for the purse, and saw that the girl who had kissed Edu wasn’t there, nor were her friends. And it felt as if once María had finished and been satisfied, the entire night, its weight and its participants, had been dispersed, light and irrelevant. 

On the way to the parking lot, we passed by the restaurant which, now closed, looked different, and I wanted to say something to María, but didn’t know what. I sensed she was pleased and at peace, but needed one final nuance. And she ended up providing that nuance herself, as we reached the car, she opened the trunk, took off her shirt and grabbed a white sweatshirt that was there for when beach days got complicated. She put it on, and suddenly everything changed. And I went to her and felt her especially tender, and even youthful... and I saw the María I had met, the one I had fallen in love with, and felt that I was more in love than ever.

And a small kiss on the lips came naturally. And a hug came naturally. And she whispered, “I love you... even though you’re a little sicko...” and I smiled, and responded with a “well... look who’s talking...” and she smiled, and my chest lit up, and I felt safe, and her gaze was so pure that I had the absolute certainty that everything would be alright.


CHAPTER 46

While driving home, I saw my phone light up, and María picked up hers, so I knew Edu was writing to both of us, or at least intended for both of us to receive it. And, I don’t know why, but I had a feeling there wouldn’t be any reproaches or mockery there, but rather something that would benefit us.

And I even knew, by the way María put her phone away after reading, that it was something positive. But she kept me in suspense, and until the road allowed me to, I couldn’t read Edu’s brief text in which he seemed to want to formalize our game, and moreover, to close it off, without frequent incompetent elements like Rubén, or those resentful to the point of sickness like Víctor.

I didn’t say anything to María and put the phone back down. There wasn’t much to say anyway. And that night, as we went to bed, I didn’t feel happiness, but something even better: harmony. Harmony with ourselves and with ourselves as a couple. And at the same time, excitement for the new life that seemed to be approaching.

Perhaps it was frivolous, but the connection between sexual satisfaction and the harmony of our relationship, almost marriage, was evident.

But there were two doubts, two loose ends: first, Edu. Edu himself. His inconsistency. His instability. And second, our sexual encounters without him present.

The next day I felt the pleasant impact of a summer Saturday morning where everything was in its place, and we didn’t talk about what had happened, there weren’t even knowing gestures or complicit smiles, as if we had normalized the abnormal. And it was curious because it wasn’t common; in fact, I felt it was the first time it was truly accepted and orderly.

A friend of María’s called to invite us to lunch at her house, and she was about to make some excuse about our tiredness, but we ended up accepting. And that meant returning to real life, leaving everything related to Edu in a drawer, in a kind of wonderful secret, but we felt that the drawer had to exist; that even while closed, it had to be able to open from time to time so that harmony wouldn’t disappear.

We went to her friend’s house. Her husband and their two or three-year-old son were there. María was wearing denim shorts and a white cotton t-shirt, and there was a moment when her friend went to the child’s bedroom with him, apparently intending for the boy to return with something to show us that he had made or drawn; and then María stayed talking with that man, quite handsome, and I was not only captivated by her movements, but I couldn’t believe she was the same person as the night before.

The man chatted with her, somewhat tense, without confidence, and under María’s unintentional intimidation. And I thought then about the enormous mismatch between her and Víctor, and that even if that handsome man were single, he would rule himself out from trying anything with María… And I also wondered what he would think of her, and of us, if he knew about that drawer.

I spent lunch with them, and María with the child, something I had guessed as soon as I’d seen him in his mother’s arms. And I felt María more alive, more fulfilled, more at peace than ever.

That night, back home, María, after showering, dressed in a dark green nightgown and cleared up one of the two doubts: we made love, calmly, tenderly, with my orgasm, with hers. María, calmed by Edu, regained the ability to enjoy quiet, affectionate sex with me. It wasn’t intense lovemaking, there were no screams, no demanding springs, but there were some torrid kisses, gasps, pleasurable orgasms, and confirmation that a María satisfied by Edu could enjoy me.

Edu wrote to María on Sunday, and he did it through our group chat, and I made her promise again that if he spoke to her privately, she would tell me.

The content of the conversation was trivial and the tone almost bordering on affectionate. And it even seemed like a formality to support the tacit agreement. That said, in the end, Edu couldn’t help but throw in a barb so typical of him, writing:

—Tomorrow is Monday… Don’t forget to say hello to Víctor…

But María and I knew that those kinds of behaviors were a lesser and acceptable evil.

I didn’t ask María the next day about whether Víctor had behaved in this or that way, although I had the impression that he, having achieved his dark desire, wouldn’t push or provoke too much. In fact, I didn’t ask her anything in the following days about this or that moment there in the hammocks. Nor did I tell her anything about Víctor’s son. I went back to the reasoning of the drawer: closed until Edu reappeared.

And our sexual harmony continued: that Monday, and also Wednesday, María confirmed what might seem like a contradiction, which was that, satisfied, she did enjoy sex with me.

María would write to Edu from time to time, and I would see it on my phone and wouldn’t comment on it. And I still didn’t feel in María the need for a new encounter, and our sex life was fulfilling, and everything fit, and we would go to the beach and I would enjoy how people looked at her and then we would kiss in the sea. And we would go out to dinner and I would enjoy how people looked at her and then we would end up making love in our home. And everything was perfect. Everything was perfect because the possibility didn’t yet present itself, but it existed.

However, I knew that our life was a counter, a countdown. And by the third week, a week in which Edu was more distant and less active in our chat, I began to worry, and I began to feel that I would soon be insufficient again.

And after that third week, Edu disappeared again.


CHAPTER 47

His terseness and subsequent absence coincided with weeks of our vacation, and everything that had been hope, harmony, order, and part of a well-laid plan turned into uncertainty.

At the end of that final week of August, when Edu was punishing us with his absence, something happened that I didn’t know whether it was the best news imaginable or a terrible mistake:

We had been at the beach almost all day and then had gone home, showered, and decided to get dressed up and return to the beach for a walk at dusk. I had been noticing for days that she seemed restless, subdued, and that hurt me because I knew Edu was the reason. Sex had disappeared from our lives a week earlier, and that day she seemed especially quiet and pensive.

We walked along the shoreline where the glow seemed eternal. We sought out the harder, wet sand, with our shoes in our hands, and there were people trying to have dinner there and even some still swimming. Taking advantage of the prolonged silences that had begun to emerge with Edu’s disappearance, I started to speculate about what was bothering María, but quickly, before I could spiral into a vortex of assumptions, she revealed what she had been keeping inside: she told me she wanted to have a child, that she wanted to stop taking the pill from that moment on and try starting that very night.

My mixture of joy, fear, and suspicion that this might be a desperate leap forward at an inappropriate moment didn’t go unnoticed by María, who reproached me for not showing greater happiness or enthusiasm.

It was a topic we had discussed several times. I knew she loved children and, half-jokingly half-seriously, we had often talked about possible names, and I took for granted that she wanted to have not just one, but two or three. And I was delighted, I had always been, and had even fantasized about that life, but we were getting married in a month, and a month ago we had understood that without our game—that is, without Edu—our sex life and therefore our life together was doomed to failure.

So I didn’t know what to feel, because I didn’t know if her decision to have a child in that situation was meant to wipe the slate clean, to close Edu’s drawer and never open it again. And I hoped that wasn’t her intention, as it would seem like her umpteenth self-deception.

The truth is that I didn’t have the courage to raise my doubts with her, and that night we made love mechanically. I had my orgasm, and she didn’t, and I came inside her, and she stared at the ceiling, patient, while I suffered my spasms and panted in her ear.

And the next night was the same. And the next one too. September began and we returned to work, and everything related to the wedding was settled, with no need for further preparation. And it was the honeymoon, which would be in October, that saved us from having to talk about an Edu who remained missing, and from having to talk about sex that was more automatic and pitiful than ever.

And then, on Friday of that first week of September, while I was already counting the minutes until I could leave my office and start the weekend, Edu reappeared and wrote in our group of three, suggesting that we both go to his house that very night.

He gave no explanations for his disappearance. Much less did he apologize. And I immediately wrote to María to plan together what to do, what to tell him, and as soon as I finished writing, it appeared at the top of my phone screen... that she was asking him what time he wanted us to come.


CHAPTER 48

Before I could be surprised by María’s quick response, I received an email from one of my bosses indicating that my weekend would have to wait, a weekend that was taking a sudden turn. 

This kept me occupied, but it only occupied my mind, not my body. That underlying restlessness, those sweaty hands, that cold feeling on my skin despite feeling my body was hot. That sensation of the trigger, of uncertainty, that feeling was always the same.

Finally driving home, my mind could wander, desire, imagine and suppose... which ended up stirring that cocktail, that cocktail that was me yearning for everything to happen.

Going up in the elevator I checked my mobile phone and saw that María had written to me, asking about my delay and telling me she had already eaten something. As soon as I crossed the threshold of our home, I heard the sound of the shower and knew that María was getting ready, preparing herself, but I didn’t know which María was doing it, because everything felt strange, odd, even cold... And I felt that such an opportunity, such an opening of the box, deserved a prelude, a preparation, a building of expectation.

Who didn’t seem to need much preparation was my stomach, which, tense and closed, wouldn’t accept what an open refrigerator offered. My phone vibrated then and Edu was sending us the exact location of what was his beach apartment. The noise of the shower had been replaced by the opening and closing of closet doors; there was only one thing more exciting than María dressing up for a night with me, and that was María dressing up for a night with another man.

And I wondered if it was going to be like this, suddenly everything so easy. It was something I had imagined, even assumed during the days and first weeks after that night on the beach with Víctor and Edu... but once faced with the situation, and moreover with his disappearance in between, I couldn’t see it clearly and couldn’t quite believe it.

I went to the living room. Then I went to the bedroom while María was back in the bathroom. Then I returned to the kitchen. The nerves and the feeling of not quite believing that our lives could go from nothing to everything because of a message were growing. Until I heard the heels of her sandals approaching, and her perfume and her sound arrived before she did. And I let myself be approached from behind. And she asked me for a glass of water. And I was serving it to her and my hand was shaking. Until I turned around. I gave it to her. And I saw her: with a shirt dress, with buttons down the front, silky, long and orange that I remembered buying with her, and a brown belt that matched her sandals, and above all a radiant look, with the whites of her eyes so white that contrasted with her tanned skin, and her voluminous, thick hair... And she was drinking from that glass... and I loved her desperately... while at the same time I imagined her being fucked by Edu... and my chest tightened, because the more I felt I loved her... the more it hurt and the crazier I felt... and at the same time the more I wanted everything to happen.

We left almost immediately and in the car we didn’t know what to say. What to talk about if not that. I tried to decipher her and thought I could see something similar to what was in me: a tense excitement, a latent distrust, a distrustful expectation.

I could see in her eyes, in her gestures, in her hands going to her hair, that uncertainty increasing. I glanced at her and again saw her so attractive, so splendid, that I couldn’t believe that nothing or no one could make her feel this way. I looked at her slender, stylized legs, elegantly crossed and revealing some thigh through a side opening. I looked at her breasts and knew she was wearing a bra and was surprised that Edu hadn’t made any requests, like the previous time.

During the following minutes I didn’t want to think anymore or investigate María further, I limited myself to following the automatic steps necessary until Edu opened the door of his apartment for us. And I don’t know why I expected a more casual Edu, but I found him in navy blue suit pants and a light blue shirt, and I deduced that he would be coming directly from his office, having taken the train or car there without changing.

We greeted each other formally, and I still felt that everything was too direct, too agreed upon, even too natural. 

He asked if we had eaten dinner, wanted to offer us something to eat, and we only accepted drinks. I answered him and it felt strange to be able to have a normal conversation with him, while at the same time it felt strange to be back there, in that apartment where I had heard how he had fucked that girl named Alicia... It seemed like it had happened in another life.

I sat in an armchair. María on one sofa and he on another. Each with a gin and tonic. The apartment smelled of summer, of carefree summer, with few things, all useful, and I participated with them in a pleasant conversation that jumped from their jobs, to our wedding, then to our honeymoon, and then even to political topics, and in all subjects there seemed to be harmony, but a skeptical harmony. 

María’s eyes were lighting up as her glass was emptying and I looked, unintentionally, at Edu’s crotch, encased in his fine pants, and I could glimpse and locate not only the place, but the size, the positioning and the direction of that which he couldn’t hide even when relaxed. 

And we kept talking and three more drinks came, and everything was strangely relaxed, so much so that I was expecting the change, the abuse, the inappropriate, probably in the form of a belligerent phrase or a rude command... but it didn’t happen.

Then we were talking about his house and I pretended to have never seen it before and I knew that he wouldn’t make the mistake of saying anything about that visit of mine. And I knew that Edu didn’t need my absence to change everything, but I still did it, going to the bathroom.

Once there, my underwear showed me that my member had been fantasizing about what could happen at any moment in that living room, while we had been chatting. And that fact gave me the idea to think and imagine... and I knew I was dying for everything to happen, everything and as soon as possible. And I wanted to be able to enjoy it, for hours... calmly, approaching and moving away from them. Masturbating and stopping... And it excited me to imagine that when I returned from the bathroom they would have already started. And I imagined that María was tired of chatting and unbuttoned some button of that dress, or that she showed much more thigh than she had exhibited... And I imagined his first order... and all the orders I imagined were as crude as they were plausible.

I returned from the bathroom and found them standing in the middle of that living room, and the looks were tense, strange. But there wasn’t sexual tension, but a palpable repulsion. And I got closer, and a “well look, screw you, we’re leaving and that’s it,” was expressed by María with obvious anger. And Edu, although annoyed by her affront, didn’t object at all to us leaving.

I, nervous, fearful of the failure of the encounter, tried to understand what was happening, but María was picking up her purse in silence and Edu was taking a swig of his drink, accepting the collapse and with no intention of correcting the altercation.

Before I could realize it, we had left his house.

In the elevator, and even at the risk of suffering the complete explosion that Edu hadn’t suffered, I asked her about what had happened. María, proudly, in front of the mirror, was moving her hair to the other side of her face, and looking at herself intently, as if satisfied with herself. And to my question she only offered a thick silence.

Driving back home I couldn’t believe the lost opportunity and wondered what could have been so terrible and how everything could have changed in so few minutes. I looked at her sideways and saw her straight and dignified expression, but also her cheeks burning with tension and her dilated pupils. At my second or third glance, María interpreted that I was insisting she tell me what had happened, and finally said:

“Look, all that happened is that he asked about us, I told him I had stopped taking the pill, that we wanted to have a child... And he went crazy.”

“What do you mean he went crazy? Why?”

“Well why, I don’t know. But that. And he said one of his shitty comments.”

“What?” I asked nervously, while driving.

“Well... one of his outrageous things, something like: ‘well I don’t have condoms, and I’m not going to do you in the ass,’ and I asked him if he was joking, if he thought it was normal to address me in those terms, and what the hell was he doing appearing and disappearing... and shortly after you arrived.”

Disheartened, disappointed... and above all annoyed with an Edu who almost always ended up ruining everything, I expected María to continue with her narration, but we were embraced by a silence that I used to try to guess if there was more anger or more frustration in her. And then I wanted to decipher Edu, and after a few moments pondering, I said to María:

“Edu fears that if we have a child this will end for him.”

She, after listening to me, checked her phone. And said nothing.

I had the feeling that we were going from error to error, and that feeling became even more evident when, back home, María sought me out, and she did it like any other night when there was a pre-established objective for the act; she sought me out as if nothing had happened, as if we weren’t coming terribly frustrated from Edu’s apartment.

After what we had just experienced, it seemed so misguided that I was about to ask her if she really wanted that, but in the end I didn’t. And our sexual encounter wasn’t torrid because we had been so close to another experience with Edu, but it was especially harsh, especially silent, and especially deplorable.

With that act she was trying to tell herself that nothing had happened, that we were continuing with our routines, with our life, that she was winning. But, after my orgasm and her silence, she asked me for something devastating, and with her request she was telling me that she couldn’t pretend any victory, that she was the defeated one: she asked me to dress in suit pants and put on the harness. And I obeyed, although I knew it would only serve to achieve a guilty climax.

On my knees behind her, on our bed, for almost an hour, that rubber member, which peeked through the opening of my pants, tirelessly penetrated a María who, on all fours, panted and occasionally lowered her hand to touch her clitoris and thus come, several times, always thinking of him, always imagining that those pants were his and that that enormous rubber was Edu’s cock, killing her with pleasure. And sometimes she would reach a hand back, and touch my leg covered by the pants, in a devoted, unfortunate and bizarre touch...

...And she moaned and sobbed her orgasms, toward the headboard of the bed, and always restraining herself just enough not to pronounce his name; and she never looked back, but sometimes she did look to one side, and I wanted to believe that she was imagining me in those moments, those moments when everything was perfect. Everything was perfect and that’s why we saved ourselves.


CHAPTER 49

If the previous weeks had been bad, the following ones were worse. María wasn’t just more subdued, but this coincided with the wedding drawing closer; and the combination of not only her state, but also mine, and the approaching day... was a terrible combination that could only foretell an imminent failure.

Additionally, it was common that after our mechanical sex, after my orgasms and her silences, she would ask me for time and space, and then I would give her the harness or she would take it herself, and I would leave her alone with her imagination and with Edu.

Those times, once I knew she had finished, I would enter the bedroom alert and suspicious that she might tell me she wanted to cancel the wedding. But I would only find a devastating silence.

Everything was stalled yet accelerating at the same time. I felt that things weren’t happening as we had imagined and planned. Trying to have a child under those circumstances seemed like a mistake to me, but with the wedding so close, I didn’t dare to argue about her decision. And everything was a sea of doubts and feelings that showed we weren’t well and weren’t following the right path. Even the trivial fact that the wedding was to be held on a Sunday, when she had always wanted it to be on a Saturday... even that demonstrated that our life wasn’t going as we had wished.

The situation with Edu was stagnant, always without news, with that drawer tightly shut, but our life continued relentlessly forward, forward into uncertainty.

And it was again on a Friday, two days before our wedding, that Edu once more blew everything up.

I had already arrived home that late September afternoon, two weeks had passed since our failed meeting, and I had gone a while without checking my phone, when I suddenly found more than forty messages between María and Edu.

I sat on the sofa, placed the phone on the coffee table and covered my face with my hands. I was fully aware that our life couldn’t be in his power like that, but I couldn’t see a solution either. Without him, sex didn’t work. Without sex, we couldn’t survive as a couple. And he wouldn’t accept a life with us, wouldn’t accept occasional encounters, without wars or tricks. He wouldn’t accept the only form of life that could save us.

I picked up my phone and was glad to find that Edu had started the conversation, and that he had started it in a conciliatory manner. He apologized repeatedly, and María, reluctant to forgive, at least was willing to listen. Again he was proposing a dynamic, and put the word formalize in quotation marks, but María protested, wanting to show him that he wasn’t any savior, and she lied to him writing that we didn’t need him. Every time she fought back, I anxiously read Edu’s next line, fearing his patience would run out.

Finally, Edu proposed to her, or to us, to go that very night to a house he had rented a few kilometers away, and even spend the night there, and María asked him if he was crazy, insisting “in case he hadn’t heard” that we were getting married in two days.

The conversation was ending just as María entered the house, noisy, rushed, fuming, talking on the phone. By the second or third sentence, I knew she was talking to Edu. She put down her purse, sat on the other sofa, crossed her legs, and continued with her cocky tone, and I deduced that Edu’s tone remained calm and affable.

“That’s extremely far away, besides,” María was saying, looking at her watch, and the truth was that she was right, because according to what I had read, the house Edu had rented was almost sixty miles from there.

Their conversation continued. María resisted and I looked at her: suited up, elegant, and sexual... so sexual that I could read in her body the need to be pleased again... And she kept reproaching him for his attitude, his way of appearing and disappearing, and I deduced that he, finally and once and for all, wanted to end that disorder.

“Have you read the conversation? Do you want to go?” she asked me quickly, in a low voice, covering her phone for a moment.

“I do,” I answered.

“You do? Do you trust this guy?” she asked then, without covering the phone. “No, I’m talking to Pablo,” she said afterward into the phone.

The longer the conversation went on, the more it seemed that María would end up accepting, that she just wanted to hear Edu promising and apologizing. And Edu didn’t make the mistake of rebelling, but endured, with strategic patience, until she looked at her watch again, sighed, and said:

“Well, figure ten thirty at the earliest, we won’t arrive before then.”

While I was getting dressed and María was showering, I couldn’t help thinking that there was a lot of pretense in all this. That María was pretending not to desire Edu to fulfill her and that Edu was pretending to be able to be a constant and regular lover, without tricks or forcing situations.

We packed a small suitcase to spend that night and perhaps the following morning, with the mutual and necessary agreement to be back for lunch the next day, at our house, and focus on the other compartment of our life.

Again the uncertainty, again María grooming herself for him. But this time less tender, more explosive, perhaps more powerful, or perhaps more needy, but the splendid and jovial shirt dress from two weeks ago had given way to a leather skirt and a silky blue blouse, and her summer sandals had been replaced by black high heels... María radiated confidence, perhaps emboldened by having interacted with a tamer Edu. And she radiated sex because the agreement and the eagerness were explicit and undisguisable.

And I don't know why, despite the uncertainty, I had more hope for that night, and at times I wanted to believe that Edu wouldn't waste any more opportunities and that perhaps there really were genuine intentions to strengthen everything.

After the highway came a winding road, not so much mountainous but we were snaking along the slope of a valley. And silence in the car, and sometimes we talked about the area we were passing through, and sometimes about the houses we saw, in a tense calm, under a warm, starry night in late September.

At one point I almost succumbed to the silliness, especially given the context, of telling her she looked beautiful. But the truth was that what she looked was extremely sexual, perhaps more than ever, so much so that just by looking at her for an instant, one knew that this woman could no longer settle for anything less than what was right, precise, and deserved.

We arrived after eleven at night and left the car on the paved road itself, next to the wall of the house, imitating other cars I had seen parked against other properties, although I deduced there must be an entrance somewhere else.

The house was on the steep hillside itself, and it wasn’t possible to tell if it had two or three floors. We rang the bell beside a dark gate and I stood on tiptoe and peered over the wall, looking down, and saw some stairs, a swimming pool, some loungers and a glass table with several chairs, and further down, more hillside and more affluent houses.

Edu opened the door for us, struggling with a somewhat rusty key, while a light came on in the house and I thought I saw someone. He gallantly took María’s suitcase and I was again surprised by his sobriety and formal attire, with tan dress pants and a white shirt.

Under the tension and semi-darkness of an uncertain night, we descended some stairs flanked by garden plants, which led us to the pool and then we turned until we entered the ground floor of the house. He showed us a spacious living room, which seemed loaded with remnants from other places, the kitchen, the bathroom and two bedrooms, one of which was his and the other, adjacent, was ours, where we left our suitcases. María then went to the bathroom while I saw some interior stairs going upward, and I broke the silence to ask Edu if the place was just for us, and he told me that the ground floor and the entire pool area, yes.

After his response came the awareness of being alone with him, and the discomfort, and the thickest silence. And I hesitated to fight against everything, to break it all, and ask him what he wanted from us, and if he really wanted to strengthen this thing, or if it was just the umpteenth game. But I didn’t know how to raise it without sounding like I was begging.

He ended up speaking, ordering me to get some glasses and take them outside, while he opened the refrigerator and grabbed a bottle of gin, wanting to set up a context similar to that of two weeks ago, although we all wanted a different ending.

María returned, the glasses were served at that glass table, between the pool and the hillside, and soon the three of us were drinking and leaning against an archaic railing, and Edu talked about how he sometimes rented there, because not even at his beach house did he manage to truly disconnect.

“You’re very good at disconnecting,” María said then, wanting to be hurtful and dominant, but rather she was expressing, externalizing, a desperate need.

Edu didn’t want to get entangled and acted as if he hadn’t heard anything, and I began to fear that this time it would be María who would ruin everything.

We ended up sitting at that glass table, located barely five feet from the railing, so we could enjoy the views of the hillside; and we drank calmly, illuminated by the starry night, by small lanterns scattered around that well-maintained exterior, and even by the lights of the pool itself. And I came to feel comfortable, sitting there, the three of us around a round table, and I felt good because finally we were three, without head positions at that table, without sides, and without different interests.

The night couldn’t be more pleasant. The warm breeze made María’s hair wave in occasional gusts, and, like two weeks ago, the conversation was enjoyable, so unusually enjoyable, so serene, that I was waiting for Edu’s phrase that would change everything.

But this time there was something different, and that was the hovering possibility that when Edu wanted to really get into the topic that had brought us there, it would be with the intention of explaining that “formalization” he had talked about.

Edu proved to be a guy, or a man, with interesting reflections, without showing off, in his place, but he always gave a twist to each reasoning, whatever we were talking about. Time passed, I was starting my third drink and María and Edu were finishing their second, when I began to sense in María a certain restlessness, perhaps impatience; she drank and looked at the hillside, letting Edu and me talk more... And Edu must have noticed the same thing I did, because he took his phone and wrote something on it, and immediately afterward, María’s phone, which lay on the table, vibrated.

There was a silence and María read, and my phone, orphaned, hadn’t even stirred. Command, proposal, suggestion, favor... whatever it was I didn’t know, and I wanted to decipher it in María’s expression, but I didn’t have time, because she stood up right after reading it and said:

“That wasn’t the order. Think about... explaining yourself.”

And, after saying this, she walked away toward the house.


CHAPTER 50

Naively, I thought that given the positive dynamic, María’s absence wouldn’t cause much discomfort, but Edu suddenly changed, reverting to his dry manner, which brought back the silence. Once I gave up on maintaining a conversation, I focused on drinking and trying to guess what he might have written to María.

Fortunately, she didn’t take long to reappear, immediately revealing the order, which was a copy of our game from the night at Álvaro’s house: María walked toward us, with a glass in one hand that I hadn’t noticed she’d taken, her phone in the other, and her nipples outlined against that silky blue blouse, her breasts moving slightly with each step, in a sway that exceeded suggestiveness, becoming erotic and involuntarily obscene.

She arrived, set down her glass, and said:

“Well, there are people upstairs.”

“Oh, really?” asked Edu, surprised, or pretending to be.

“Yes... yes, very... clearly too...” she said enigmatically.

María sat down and Edu tried to restart the conversation as if nothing had happened, and we talked about our house, whether we would move to another one, and he commented that, despite living in Madrid, he wanted to keep his beach apartment. And we continued drinking, but everything was a bit different, because María’s absence of a bra seemed to excite her even more than the witnesses present, as if the direct touch of silk on her breasts, as if that soft texture on her nipples, as if knowing she was exposed, produced in her an undeniable heat. She seemed to enjoy herself even more, running her fingers through her hair, rolling up the delicate blouse to her elbows, making no attempt to hide her nipples, nor to disguise how strikingly her breasts stood out. Perhaps Edu had discovered that one of the first keys to bringing out the María he was looking for was to create the context in which that kind of sexual ego would emerge.

Edu constantly filled the silences, giving the impression that he feared them, as they might be used by her to demand the explanations he had promised. But he made another move before that could happen, and, taking advantage of her long sip, he again took his phone, wrote something on it, and again María’s phone vibrated.

She sighed, wanting to show weariness at a new request or command, but she agreed to read her phone. And, after doing so, she put it back on the table, and said:

“I’ll tell you again that this wasn’t the order.”

Edu then made a gesture as if to dismiss it, as if telling us that the order was irrelevant.

And María stood up, walked around the table and went to the railing that served as a viewpoint over the hillside. And once there, a meter and a half from us, she turned her back to us, and I didn’t understand anything.

Edu took a drink, and didn’t look at her, showing himself insultingly confident that obedience would follow. And I did look at her, and immediately saw how she brought her hands to her leather skirt, and pulled it upward, and it was difficult for her, as the skirt was tight and clung to her body, but little by little she was managing it. And Edu still wasn’t looking, and a small breeze made María’s blue blouse flutter, who there, with her back to us, offered us her long legs, increasingly longer... and she continued raising that skirt, until her buttocks began to come to light. And it was a submissive, humiliating obedience... and even more so when she revealed her underwear, and I could see that blue thong, that thong that Edu had defiled in that hotel on the beach promenade at the beginning of a summer that was now ending.

Her skirt ended up gathered at her waist and she placed her hands on the railing, showing those taut buttocks that fell on either side of the delicate fabric of the thong. Her image was so striking that it left one breathless, and I thought that the exhibition would be brief, that it was just an order to show power from one and surrender from the other, but then Edu dragged his chair without getting up, moving away from the table and from me and approaching her, and he said to me:

“Well, Pablo, let’s do things right. Tell me... what do you feel when I fuck your girlfriend... in two days your wife.”

I felt that overacting Edu was coming out again, with those forced phrases, and, while I was wondering what to say, he stretched out a hand, still without getting up, and that hand caressed one of María’s buttocks, in a movement as strange and extravagant as his phrase.

Edu insisted, both in his request and in that caress, and María raised her face and moved her hair, and I felt that she wasn’t comfortable participating in that bizarre show.

And perhaps it was the alcohol, combined with the fact that this was a question I had answered to myself many times in solitude, but I didn’t have much trouble fulfilling his whim, so I soon began to explain what I felt, in a more or less fluid way, though, of course, without confessing the aspects that could be considered more private or shameful.

What I didn’t expect was that, barely having begun my narration, he wanted to take a step further and join María in the exhibition, and, within seconds, he was unzipping his pants, taking another sip of his drink... and revealing his member through that opening. I immediately deduced that he intended to masturbate while I continued telling him what I felt when he fucked María, and all this while she offered us her practically naked ass, with her skin bristling from his recent caresses and from having him so close.

It was dark, it was convoluted, it was offensive... but perhaps it was precisely all of that, one more element, the umpteenth, that made him different and mandatory for María.

I confessed to him my nervousness beforehand, the mixture of jealousy and arousal... The desire for everything to happen and for nothing to happen... I was opening up to him... and I realized I was also opening up to María, as I had never confessed those things to her so directly.

And he masturbated, slowly, and María, restless, touched her hair, but always without turning around, and always without covering herself. And I watched that cock grow, from his stroking and from the caresses he occasionally placed on María’s buttocks, buttocks that shuddered and bristled with each touch. And he didn’t interrupt me, and I continued telling him what I felt... what I felt while he fucked her... what I felt seeing how his cock penetrated her... and what I felt seeing María’s face, and her eyes... looking at me... and her expressions of pleasure, and her orgasms that she had never had and would never have with me. And, as I narrated, I realized the humiliation that confession entailed... How degrading it was to verbalize, to describe... his sexual superiority compared to me... How outrageous it was to describe how María melted from his caress or from his kiss.

I was amazed by the enormous and enviable size of that prodigious member, and Edu’s masturbation continued, increasingly wet, and whenever there was silence you could hear the sound of skin covering and uncovering an already sticky glans, that sound from that movement up and down... And I felt bad about how demeaning my revelation was, but at the same time I felt strangely good about having the sensation of arousing him with my words.

Edu finally stood up, and moved closer to María who, with her back to us, didn’t show a face I could interpret, so I didn’t know what she was feeling about my narration and that surreal performance.

Edu, beside her, with his cock horizontal, straight, hard... made that wet tip collide with one of her exposed buttocks. Once there, while María gripped the railing and didn’t turn around, he pulled the skin of that enormous cock forward and back, once, twice, always keeping his hard flesh in contact with her warm, bristling skin. And María shook her neck again, and I could feel her sighing... while Edu managed to place a drop of precum, dense, extremely sticky, on that buttock, near the thong.

María, once she felt that wetness, sighed more audibly, and raised her face again, contained, proud... but she made a mistake, perhaps involuntary, perhaps by instinct, but one that killed me... and that was that she separated her legs slightly... in a gesture, a maneuver, that demonstrated again that her body always grew impatient with him, exposing her.

Edu read her gesture, read her sighs, and read her bristling skin, and whispered in her neck:

“What a shame I can’t put it in you here...”

María immediately understood the intention of his phrase and his game, and responded firmly, concise, with a serene voice:

“Put on a condom.”

“I can’t feel anything with that...” he responded.

Edu let his heavy cock drop, suddenly somewhat flaccid, and whispered something in her ear, something I couldn’t understand. And she moved her hair to one side, to free that ear and that neck, causing him to whisper there again, and that’s what he did, a couple more times, and then another whisper and Edu tucked his cock back into his pants, and then positioned himself beside her, and another whisper, and his hand on those buttocks... And I, seated, witnessed how they spoke in low voices, standing, with their backs to me, and I witnessed those caresses, faint, light, with the tips of his fingers, which made those buttocks bristle and ask for more and more caresses. And again María’s legs trembling, and again some sigh, and some whisper, and their faces pressed together, so much that I could deduce some kiss, short, direct, on the lips or near them.

And a whisper must have included an order, because María began to lower her skirt, and he abandoned her and returned to his chair, and, while she finished covering herself, though not composing herself, he looked at me, scrutinized me, and took a drink from his glass, and I didn’t understand that look.

María ended up turning around, with her buttocks covered but with her nipples more pronounced than ever, and she made another mistake, as she wanted to drink there, cocky, standing in front of us... but her cheeks betrayed her, her nipples incriminated her... and her pulse betrayed her.

Afterward she sat down and there was an especially long and suffocating silence. The three of us drank and I felt that Edu was going to say something, and I felt that María was trying to recompose her body while also waiting for a confession from Edu.

When, finally, he cleared his throat, smiled slightly and, in a soft tone, said:

“Well, look, I’ve been thinking about this all summer. And I see your life and it’s not the life I would lead, and I don’t mean this business with the cheating. But the typical stuff: marriage, family, etc.”

Edu spoke, calmly, choosing his words, and María, with her legs crossed and also her arms crossed, suddenly listened to him somewhat haughtily, despite her flushed cheeks and what had just happened... But above all she listened while expressing that she felt deserving of his explanation.

“And with you two I need a bond,” he continued. “Something that makes me connect more. That makes me come every week. Only the three of us would know.”

Another silence. And Edu drank from his glass. Calmly. And María rearranged her hair, and a bit of her shirt, waiting, patiently, for him to clarify what he had announced.

“It might seem crazy,” he continued, “but it’s not that crazy. In fact, it’s probably better this way than if it happened by accident at the wrong time. I know you want to have several children...”

“You can’t be serious... You cannot possibly be serious...” María sketched with a mixture of anger and disbelief, interrupting him, understanding before I did.

“Why not? Think about it. Once that happens... what stronger bond could there be? It would be... perfect... and forever... of course, of...”

“No. You must be joking,” she interrupted him again, shaking her head and partially covering her neckline.

“No, I’m not. It would be the first one, and afterward you could have seven more if you want. I mean, the family, which is what matters... would be yours. And obviously I wouldn’t interfere with anything, and he, or she, I wouldn’t even care if they knew or not. That would be your decision. I even see it partly as a legacy... so I don’t pass through this world without leaving a mark. And we’d see each other two or three times a month, with a fourth person or without, whatever you prefer. Or we could see each other more often or less often, also as you wish.”

“You’ve completely lost your mind...” María said, terribly fed up with his games, and I, tense, couldn’t believe what he was proposing either.

“I know you can’t continue without me. And I’m not asking for a favor, but offering a logical solution.”

“Logical solution?” María almost shouted. “I can’t believe what you’re saying.”

Another silence fell. It seemed those were the explanations. That absurdity. That lunatic proposal.

Edu finally stood up, without saying anything, and carried two glasses toward the house. María and I were so stunned that we couldn’t utter a word. And Edu returned, checked the gin bottle, which was nearly empty, and said:

“I’m going to bed. Tomorrow’s another day. I know you’re surprised... and you, María, are even angry, I know your... flashes of temper... but don’t do something stupid like driving back to your house now. As far as I’m concerned, we can continue talking about this tomorrow.”

Edu said this and headed toward the house. And María and I still couldn’t manage to articulate a word.

I knew I was dreaming, and I didn’t want to wake up. I knew I was dreaming, but at the same time I continued living the dream. I knew I was dreaming and simultaneously remembered how Edu had left taking the gin bottle with him, and remembered how María and I had talked a little, agreeing that his proposal was insane; I remembered my obvious frustration because Edu and she hadn’t finished what they started, remembered her disguised frustration for that same reason, and remembered that we had agreed to spend the night there, mainly for lack of alternatives.

And I didn’t want to leave that dream because in it there was no frustration, there wasn’t a María going to bed all worked up, because in the dream everything happened as it should have. I didn’t want to wake up because, in the dream, Edu was taking María from behind, against that railing, moving aside that blue thong, symbol of desire, and penetrating her. And the most real part of that dream were the moans, those moans of a woman surrendered, shameless, gasping to him, to me, and to that hillside, all that pleasure. In the dream Edu was penetrating her and then withdrawing his member, and María was spreading her legs wider and I could see how his cock emerged drenched and how María’s pussy appeared obscenely open, humiliatingly undone, with her lips spread to the sides and outward. And in the dream they both looked at me, included me, and he penetrated her again, and again those moans.

And the best part of the dream was when once more he had moved away from her, and had made her turn around and position herself facing the table, facing me, so she could moan almost in my face, so she could impact me with her moans on my face, with “Ahhh...!” “Ahhhh!” that resonated in my body, making me tremble. And Edu held her by the waist and fucked her with skill, neither slow nor fast, and she, with her thong pushed aside and her skirt at her waist, with her heels anchored to the ground and her breasts vibrating and bouncing freely under her shirt, moaned to me, submissive and surrendered... those “Ahhh! Ahhhh!”, so enormously erotic that they killed me with lust. And her tearful gaze, and her hair here and there, with her elbows resting on the table...

...And then I extended my hand, and gave it to her, and we held hands while Edu executed a brutally deep penetration, and María moaned a pleasurable “Hummmm!” to me, and her mouth half-opened and half-closed in slow movements, obscenely, animal-like and almost ridiculous, and she squeezed my hand, and closed her eyes... and then more “Ahhhh!! Ahhhhh!!”, and I opened my eyes, and saw myself in that strange bed in that unknown house, and, now fully awake, I realized that the moans continued, and that the “Ahhhh!!” “Ahhhh!!” were real.

I looked to one side and saw the door to our bedroom slightly open. The light entered whitish and sufficient through the window, probably from some lamp near the large window of that room. I, extremely tense, continued hearing those hypnotic moans, those “Ahh!” “Ahhhhh!”... some long and others shorter, some faint and others more abandoned, and discovered that my member was throbbing erect beneath my underwear. And I looked to the other side and saw María, who lay beside me, dressed in a light blue nightgown, apparently asleep, on her side, facing the window.

A particularly intense moan startled me, and my torso automatically rose, and I found myself sitting up, locating that cry of pleasure on the floor above. I turned back toward her and could see her body oscillating peacefully in calm breathing.

I lay back down and the moans continued, and so did my excitement, unsatisfied excitement because Edu had presented his madness too early. And curious, aroused, shivering with nerves, and affected by those moans… I left the bed.

I took three or four steps and opened the door slightly, barefoot, dressed only in underwear. The floor was warm, and I felt hot, but at the same time my skin was cold, and I could feel my heart beating while I continued to hear those “Ahh!” “Ahh! “Ahhh!” which became short, rhythmic and rapid. And, from the living room, I could hear them more clearly, as the sound emanated more violently from a staircase that was calling to me. 

Walking through that living room, in more darkness than the bedroom, was more difficult. And I could see just enough to notice that Edu’s bedroom door was also ajar and just enough to locate the stairs. 

Ten, fifteen steps, and I reached the foot of that staircase, and climbed the first step, and a creak from the wooden floor made me stop. There, still, motionless, I could feel a vein in my neck pulsing, making me uncomfortable, and I exhaled, letting out air, extremely nervous… and now I could hear not only the rapid and short “Ahh!” “Ahh!” “Ahhh!” but also a bed, bed springs, crying for help. It seemed impossible that, if I went up, I would find the closed door of another apartment. Whoever was having sex up there was doing it in a room that was part of a whole in which María, Edu and I were.

Each step was a creak and the sexual encounter was so passionate, so loud and unstoppable, that I thought it more likely that María or Edu would wake up than that the members of that coitus would notice my noisy footsteps. The vein in my neck was torturing me, and the trembling in my legs was unbearable, and I didn’t understand how I could shake like that, as if shivering from cold, but at the same time I was sweating.

I reached the top and still didn’t know why such curiosity, why I felt compelled to continue this exploration. But I could neither explain it nor remedy it. And I saw a hallway and several doors, and the first door was partially open… and from there light was projected to where I was, and those moans were also projected, which were now gasps, and then the sound of a bed, of sheets… of movements…

And I feared then that they would come out of the bedroom, but I didn’t flee, instead I stood still, completely petrified, and even closed my eyes, in a helplessness knowing that I had no escape. And I heard whispers, perhaps suspicions, and I already feared my shame, and my paralysis wouldn’t allow me to rehearse any excuse. And suddenly I heard a gasp, very feminine, a whimper, high-pitched, almost childlike, a heartfelt “Ayyhhh…” long, and then another, and then another, and then the unmistakable sound of the impact of two bodies, the unmistakable sound of a firm pelvis thrusting and colliding against exposed and naked buttocks… and a recent “slap!” “slap!” “slap!” was created that overlapped with the old “Ahh!” “Ahhh!” “Ahhh!”… and it was too much, too much for my body, for my spasms, for the vein that bothered me, for my heart that was pounding… and too much for my curiosity. 

I took a few more steps, short and stealthy, almost dragging my feet, and that sound grew louder, and it overwhelmed me, and it benefited me for my stalking. And it was my turn, my moment to really risk and thus allow my eyes to put body and face to those moans and gasps. And I did it, trembling, shivering and having a heart attack. And I did it, I peeked, and I was completely in shock.

Completely paralyzed, I saw it, saw them, and saw everything. And I knew who they were. And they saw me. Face to face, with clarity. They, illuminated by a small lamp that was on the floor, saw me clearly, and I saw them. And four, five, six seconds, there, paralyzed and amazed, and the moans didn’t stop, nor their movements: what they were doing and continued to do, they did and continued to do while looking at me.

I hid myself in an errant impulse, and, already hidden from their view, in that hallway, I continued to hear those “Ahhh!” “Ahhh!” and those sounds of their bodies colliding… and I closed my eyes, and visualized again what I had just seen: a man thrusting into a girl, her on all fours, surrendered, with her mouth half-open and her hair stuck to her face, covering part of it… and above all flushed, hot, sweating… extremely red. He was much older than her and completely naked. She was dressed very strangely, with black stockings up to the middle of her thighs, and with a dark blazer, without a shirt or anything that would interfere with her skin, and also with an ostentatious pearl necklace around her neck, which went back and forth, like her, like her breasts, from the thrusts of that considerably older man… The man was Víctor and the girl Begoña.

I exhaled. I sighed. I couldn’t believe it. I couldn’t believe it, but it was real. And I opened my eyes, and closed them again, and again Begoña’s “Ahh!” “Ahh!” Ahh!” short and rapid, and my mind returning to that look of pleasure… to that open jacket, to those medium-sized breasts coming and going, and to that concentrated expression of Víctor, fucking her, fucking that gorgeous girl… A Víctor who hadn’t even flinched upon seeing me, who hadn’t altered the rhythm of the fucking one bit once he had discovered me.

With my heart in my throat I barely managed to approach the handrail, and the moans continued, and then I went down those steps as best I could, no longer caring so much about the sound of my footsteps. 

And I still couldn’t believe what I had just witnessed, and I didn’t even have the strength to try to understand why, why Begoña was so abandoned to it, and why there and why that night. My heart, my pulsating neck, my trembling, and my spasms… didn’t even allow me to consider trying to figure out what all this was about.

And her expression flew into my mind, and wouldn’t let go. And it affected me, it crushed me. Because it was her, but it wasn’t her. That girl, always so sweet to me, surrendering herself in such a degrading way to that vile man, so gruff, so base… And her face wouldn’t release me: burning, sweaty… and at the same time lascivious… obscene… with those clothes… she was the delicate, posh girl as always… and at the same time she looked like a real… whore… she was simultaneously the highest and the lowest… because her eyes, her gaze were the same as always, pure and clean, but everything else was murky, coarse, and heartbreakingly dirty.

I went down to the living room, still not recovering at all from the shock, and the moans gave way to small gasps. And I moved through the room and stopped hearing them, and I supposed that perhaps they were changing positions, and who knows if Begoña was treating him to a more discreet and silent oral sex… or who knows if it was Víctor who was busy with that posh girl’s pussy, which represented his maximum antagonism.

And after those few seconds of assumptions, I found myself with two certainties: first I noticed that Edu’s bedroom door was more open than before… and secondly I could hear voices, whispers, faintly coming from María’s bedroom.

I was still extremely disturbed by what I had just witnessed. Still with Víctor’s concentrated and busy expression in my mind. Still with Begoña’s overwhelmed expression of pleasure. Still with her moans, gasps, and laments in my body… And I felt a betrayal that wasn’t really one, but certainly a clear deception, and I doubted the Begoña I thought I knew, while at the same time trying to understand what all this was: why there, why that night, with Edu, with us.

And again that feeling of being overwhelmed that I had felt other times during that last year and a half. Once more I experienced that sensation of not living for weeks, and then living everything in just a few hours.

I heard more voices coming from the bedroom. And I didn’t have time to figure out what might be happening there, because immediately I heard, from María’s mouth, a soft: “But where is Pablo…?”

I could have appeared, pretended normalcy, and said I was coming from the bathroom, but I hid behind the door, not really knowing why, perhaps to know how they were without me.

Edu answered her, listlessly, telling her that “he had no idea,” and then there was silence and I positioned myself in such a way that I could see them, through the gap between the door and the frame, through the hinges, seeing more than I could have supposed, and seeing enough to know that María was sitting on the bed, cross-legged, almost against the headboard, and he escaped a bit from my field of vision, but if I moved a little I could sense him, standing, near the window.

“Maybe he went upstairs to spy…” said Edu.

“I don’t know… He doesn’t seem to be in the bathroom,” said María, fixing her hair, quite awake and alert.

There was cordiality, but also discomfort. And it was strange, but it bothered me that Edu saw her like that, with her wearing that suggestive nightgown, with her breasts loose and shameless marking the fabric and the contour… It was strange to feel that, after everything that had happened.

“Did you come… to see if I was safe or if the lamp had fallen on my head?” asked María.

“No… I don’t know… But yes, I woke up because of the intense sex upstairs.”

“Well… It couldn’t have been that intense… In fact, you can’t hear anything anymore,” she interrupted him.

“Damn, they’ve been at it for a while… And the girl is pretty hot…” said Edu, and he moved a little closer to the bed, and I could see that he was only dressed in very light pink underwear.

“Who?”

“The one who was fucking upstairs.”

“But didn’t you say there was nobody? And now you even know who was… moaning… is hot?”

“I saw them before you arrived and thought they had left.”

“Yeah… Sure… You’re always with… weird stuff…” replied María, skeptical, and as if tired of him.

“Well, yes. Sure. As sure as Pablito is now spying on them and jerking off.”

“Don’t call him that,” she whispered, in a lower tone and bringing her hands to her hair, pretending to make a ponytail, but without doing it.

There was silence. María sitting. Somewhat uncomfortable, but not asking him to leave. And Edu standing. And I assumed he was looking at her, and then she looked up, and looked at him, and Edu said:

“What are you looking at?”

“I look at whatever I want.”

“You were looking at my cock,” he blurted out, surprising me, abrupt as always, making me tremble.

“Well, maybe I was. So what? It’s... comical,” she stood her ground.

“Oh, it’s comical,” said Edu.

“Yes. Indeed it is. It’s amazing the cock you have. Undeserved, actually,” María said, as if it were nothing.

Edu then sat on the bed, close to her, and touched her leg. They looked at each other. And I swallowed hard.

They stared intensely at each other and that touch turned into a caress, but it wasn’t entirely friendly and calm, rather more provocative.

“...Stop... Not without Pablo,” María whispered after sensing that hand might seek more. And she whispered it decisively, but almost sweetly, and that hint of tenderness hurt me.

And again another silence, which Edu broke with a complicit question:

“Have you talked to him?”

“I already told you I need to discuss it calmly. That right off the bat it sounds crazy. You saw the look on his face...” María responded.


Continuará.
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