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CHAPTER 1

Something deep inside me knew that moment would come. Not the betrayal, but the moment when I would stop fighting both an external and internal conflict, giving way to a new state where I only had one rival. My other enemy, myself, was suddenly in harmony with me.

I didn’t have to stop being that Pablo. I simply wasn’t him anymore. Sometimes something traumatic has to happen to produce change, or rather, a return to oneself. A moment when your own being doesn’t say enough, doesn’t say anything, it simply reaches such an extreme point that it appears on the other side, transforming from a straight line to a perfect ellipse: and that other side was me, the me before all of this.

Behind that door, hidden, I didn’t feel bad or good, I simply felt like myself. And I filled my lungs while I heard them, though I was no longer listening to them.

That scheming behind my back made me realize it wasn’t an injustice or an attack against me, but against that Pablo I had created who deserved that and much more.

I didn’t burst into the bedroom. I didn’t enter accusingly, violating their peace. I didn’t seek to disrupt their activity with surprise. I didn’t even care about their gestures when they were discovered. They responded to my appearance with sudden silence, and I began gathering my things. María didn’t take long to speak, perhaps to maintain control, perhaps to know how much and what I had heard. And she asked in a faint whisper if I was coming from the bathroom.

I was opening the doors of the old wardrobe, which wobbled unsteadily, aware of the strange situation: of that Edu in his underwear and María in her nightgown, of that intimacy, of that disloyal trust, but I didn’t feel a hint of nervousness. I told María, without turning around, without fanfare and without playing the victim, that I had first listened to and then seen how Víctor was fucking Begoña.

María believed me without much surprise and immediately questioned Edu, and I didn’t know whether to trust her ignorance or think that this was a “round up the usual suspects” moment from Captain Renault. Edu wasn’t giving her answers, but was trying to counterattack by seeking my attention, calling me by that controlling diminutive, pretending he didn’t want me to leave while also concerned, like María, about what I might have overheard. He needed me.

Perhaps it took them a few moments to figure it out, but once they saw my clothes inside the suitcase and the suitcase on the bed, they had to deduce that I had discovered their miserable scheme. It was so crystal clear that there was nothing to ask. María and Edu knew I was going to leave that place, alone or accompanied.

“Did you really set all this up…? Are those two really upstairs? What did you want… an orgy here…?” María was asking him, perhaps pretending she understood my escape as a reaction to his setup, not her betrayal. And Edu wasn’t responding, and I still didn’t know if it was all a farce, but I cared less and less.

“You’re crazy…” she continued, getting off the bed. Indignant with him, understanding with me, or pretending it all.

Edu protested. But how can you defend yourself if you don’t know if you’re being attacked? And María left the bedroom heading to the bathroom.

I was then alone with him, but for the first time, I didn’t care. And he wanted everything to be like always:

“Come on, Pablito, don’t make a… show… Let’s see… what did you hear? I know you. I know what you want.”

“You don’t know me at all,” I replied.

“No? Come on. Everything’s fine. Don’t screw it up now,” he said, approaching, trying to intimidate me.

But his attempt was in vain, perhaps because I had nothing left to lose, and I didn’t respond to his next phrase. And I began to get dressed, ignoring his presence.

I ended up going to the nightstand and saw on my phone that María had just texted me, and while I was thinking about how I hadn’t noticed her taking her phone, and about the strangeness of it all, that cat and mouse game between the three of us, added to the madness, now silent, that was upstairs, I read:

“I need to tell you what’s really happening. And yes, let’s leave. Wait for me in the car. I’ll be right there.”

I wasn’t convinced by her request, and even less by giving her an extension, which ultimately meant time for her to be alone with Edu, but I agreed and began to get dressed. And Edu sensed that she had given me some directive and didn’t speak anymore, and waited in silence for the changing of the guard to take place there.

I left that house with my suitcase under a strange light, as the night was absolute but you could see even the clouds passing by, like a twilight glow that had never decided between finishing nightfall or beginning dawn.

I reached the car and told myself I wouldn’t wait too long. Each minute that passed was an ultimatum, but at the same time meant another minute of postponing my decision to leave alone. And if I didn’t do it, it was because a part of me still thought that all of this could be explained. I was dead and alive, skeptical and believing, but these weren’t insecure doubts, they were mature possibilities.

Two, three, four minutes, and I heard María’s footsteps approaching the car from behind. She put her luggage in the trunk and in sandals, nightgown, and with a sweater over it, finally sat down beside me.

And I didn’t want to look at her, because I knew she would soon relate her justification, and I didn’t want her beauty, or my love for her, to make me accept an insufficient explanation.

And I started the car.


CHAPTER 2

I felt lucid, clear-headed. The drinks I’d had by that hillside were just a vague memory, with no effect on my body. I wasn’t even sleepy despite the untimely hour. 

My discomfort was curious, because I knew María’s justification would begin soon, but I didn’t feel she had to account to me, but rather to herself.

As soon as we reached a wider road and stopped winding through curves, she said:

“Were Víctor and Begoña really upstairs?”

“You know they were,” I replied.

“Well, no. I didn’t know. This is insane, Pablo. Completely insane. All of it,” she whispered, bringing a hand to her face.

“Tell me about it.”

“And Begoña? What’s her role in all this?”

I didn’t answer, but I had my suspicions.

María finally cleared her throat and continued:

“I’m not going to say I’m upset that you’re thinking what I know you’re thinking. Because at this point, I can’t blame you for thinking any crazy thing. I’ll explain it very schematically, okay? Last night Edu drops that pregnancy bombshell. I knew nothing about it. Obviously. And I took it for what it was, that he’s crazy. But at the same time it’s... another... another possible piece of evidence of something I’ve been... wondering about. Because you must have seen strange things too. Like he’s not the same as before. I think. Not because of the crazy stuff. Because despite his disappearances, which I think are also because of that... Maybe to hide it, I don’t know. But because of the way, the way in which...” 

“I’m not following you, María. Not at all,” I interrupted. 

“Wait... Let’s see...”

“It may be schematic, but you haven’t said anything...” I said, now intrigued, though always with that underlying foundation of faith in her.

“Okay. I’ll stick to the facts, better. What I’m saying is that we went to bed last night. I was as shocked as you were. And you fell asleep, and he started texting me. He asked me what I thought about the whole thing, and my first... instinct... was to tell him he was out of his mind, but... I decided to play along, to see where he was going with it, because that absurdity is just too outrageous even for him. And... well... this comes after other strange things... like... dressing Begoña like me... or... well, you don’t know this, but he told me it bothered him that I did it with Rubén... or that thing... well, at the beach... that night... when I finally did it with him... in a... let’s say ‘not normal’ way...”

I was trying to follow her. I didn’t want to interrupt her again. I concentrated on the road and on her tone, which wasn’t conciliatory or seeking justification, but rather as if she were organizing her ideas and speculations out loud.

“And... that...” she continued. “That on top of all those strange things, which aren’t typical of someone... who... just wants to fuck you... he suddenly adds this pregnancy thing. So I ended up telling him that well... that I could see myself with him long-term, I mean, well, I have it written down, but basically, that I didn’t see it as completely bad. I don’t know. Something like that. And I also told him that you thought it was crazy, but that by talking about it calmly you might end up seeing it like I did.”

“Wait,” I interrupted. “Are you telling me that you set that... trap... or whatever it was... to check if he has feelings for you?” 

“Mmm... Yes. You summarized it better than I did, look at that.” 

“María...”

“What?” 

“You’re pulling my leg.” 

“No. Not at all.” 

“And why do you want to know that?” I asked her, while at the same time wondering if it was possible that Edu had feelings for her. 

“Well, I want to know. Of course I want to know.” 

“Why?” 

“I don’t know. And in fact, I told you to go ahead to the car so I could stay with him and try to see... or find out if I could get something out of him, but I didn’t really know how.” 

“What, was he going to... declare himself to you? But he’s been ignoring us all summer. I just don’t understand anything.” 

“No. Not declare. But... if he asked me to stay... without you... I don’t know. I wanted to see... in his eyes, I don’t know. See the look I saw at the beach.” 

“What look?” 

“Well, I already told you... that... sex... It wasn’t... It wasn’t like the wedding night or like when Carlos...” she explained while I remembered how Edu had penetrated her there on the sand, certainly with more calmness and almost tenderness, although I hadn’t seen any particular look. 

“And?” I asked, curious, but not feeling entirely comfortable in my inquisitorial role. 

“And what?” 

“Did you discover anything when you stayed alone with him... just now?” 

—No. I didn't really know how to do it either. 

—He didn't beg you to stay for a romantic night... While upstairs Victor was hooking up with Begoña. 

—No, he didn't. But that doesn't mean anything. He got all cocky, well, like always, and he said something... you know, teasing, like he is. But nothing. And Pablo. I'm telling you. Honestly. 

—What? 

—That I don't recognize myself. That we're getting married... The day after tomorrow. Or tomorrow already. And that this is over. I know I've told you a thousand times. I know. But this thing with Edu is over. Especially if he has feelings for me. 

—With Edu or without Edu... I don't know if our sex life can be saved —I said, sensible again, without self-pity. 

—Yes, it can. Yes, if I go back to being who I was before. I seem like a crazy woman... damn it... —she blamed herself with a sigh. 

A silence fell between us. And as I drove, I felt that María wanted to touch me, that she wanted to seek forgiveness through touch, but a strange kind of forgiveness, because I believed her. She was looking for a caress on my leg, one of complicity, because María, underneath, underneath all that she showed on the outside and that we carried on top, was affectionate, was loving, and often needed contact, that reciprocity.

And I realized that perhaps, and only perhaps, if my original self had returned to stay, it could be the beginning of something. But I also felt that we would still be in Edu's hands, although, yes, in a reverse way, because I understood that, contrary to what I had always thought, Edu having feelings for her benefited me, could benefit us.

I thought that the fact that Edu had feelings for her humanized him, demystified him. Which made me feel that I had something he really wanted and couldn't have. 

And while I continued thinking, I sensed why María was so interested in knowing if this was true: it was because, if it were, that unapproachable and untamable Edu would fall, would suddenly constitute a farce in himself, as he would be just another person who saw in María something more than sex.

An Edu in love with María would be the end of Edu. And our possible salvation.

After a few more minutes in silence, María checked her phone. Surely looking to see if Edu had written to her. And then I gave my reasoning another turn, and thought: An Edu in love with María would be our salvation, but, yes, only if it wasn't reciprocated.


CHAPTER 3

From that moment on, we were swept away by a wave of reality, of the here and now. We experienced an intimate and perfect wedding with gazes that sought to capture the present moment and phrases promised for eternity. As if that other world, that other life, didn’t exist. It wasn’t a pact to seek a timeout, but rather the situation emanated such joy that we achieved a happy escape.

And just as I wasn’t deceiving myself in my happiness, I could deduce that neither was she. Moreover, the pure, empathetic María, who wasn’t concerned about herself or us, but about me, about how I was doing, began to reappear.

There were no last-minute calls or disturbing messages from that other life of ours. Nothing except a brief text from Begoña on my phone offering explanations that I declined.

Close friends, family; an oasis of peace and recoverable past that made us feel more complicity, because the negative, or rather, the intense and volatile, unites more than linear happiness.

And the wedding night wasn’t sex, it was adoration. And perhaps we set a precedent there that could be imitated. I realized that if she hadn’t lied to me, I had no reason not to love her more than ever. And she realized that if she didn’t feel guilt, she no longer had to look for it in me.

Naked, in bed, that September night, on the eve of a modest trip through Italy, we discovered that it was in calmness where we found ourselves. And between kisses and caresses, we promised, like runaway teenagers, a kind of unity and stillness, a change of pace in our lives that would prevent us from falling back into the speeds where Edu felt comfortable.

Because Edu was still there, and our uncertain sex life too, and the need for other men probably as well, and the need, especially in María, to know what Edu felt too. But we would face that struggle differently.

This change of pace included María going back on the pill; I chose not to bring up that I had never thought that initial decision was appropriate. And the topic of buying a house was also set aside. We would go step by step, and the first one was to understand Edu, and for that we decided to lie to him, decided that, upon his imminent reappearance, María would tell him that I was almost convinced to accept his proposal. We had and wanted to maintain the deal to reach HIM.

I felt elated by that new sensation of not being dragged along, but being ahead of Edu, and I also felt that I couldn’t have a better accomplice. Although, in a way, I still feared that indecipherable man.

Curiously, and speaking of fear, I both longed for and feared the context in which our sexual uncertainty would be exposed again, which didn’t take too long, and it happened while dining on a splendid and warm terrace, on hot cobblestones, in Rome.

María’s yellow satin dress seemed to retain the luminosity, making the dusk more sustained and delayed there than in any other part of the city. Her smiles were for me, and the neckline was for me and for whoever wanted to look, showing that the adorable and affectionate María I had known was still there, but that positive liberation was now non-negotiable. And hands on the table, and caresses, and a tender love that I knew was magical but insufficient. And when I envisioned myself back at the hotel, imagining myself deficient, or at least inadequate for what she deserved, precisely the one who had proven like no one else her extraordinary aptitude... he reappeared.

It was in the private chat between the two of them, and she showed me his calm and even affectionate phrases, his questions about the wedding and the trip, and she responded comfortably with our co-authorship, equally friendly.

Not long ago I would have thought that was a charade prior to his true self, but if María’s suspicions about possible feelings were correct, that might not be a show but reality. And I knew that I was interested in the devoted Edu, but at the same time I knew that he could be even more dangerous than the cold and impassive Edu.

And, despite his possible feelings, we both expected an attack in the form of a complaint about our escape, or in the form of a question about the status of his proposal after my anger, which wasn’t such, since I wasn’t the one who had been deceived. But it didn’t happen, causing in us a certain disappointment, as we were eager to perform our act.

And after dinner came the walk, the thick air, the silences and my doubts. And my mature unhappiness of knowing that what was the sweet moment for others, for me was the uncertain one.

We arrived at the hotel. Muteness in the elevator. Slow and somewhat drunken walking on the hallway carpet. Ancient semi-darkness and heavy smell in front of the door. And after crossing the threshold and entering the room, a small kiss on the lips, and María wanted to take the pressure off me with the search for the umpteenth attempt at salvation, or with the umpteenth self-deception:

—“Tell me what you saw... About Víctor with Begoña... Lie down and tell me about it,” she whispered, sweet and powerful, illuminated only by an old lamp and by a strange, almost amber light that emanated from the street lamps and entered through the window.


CHAPTER 4

I reclined on the bed, facing her as she remained standing, and asked for a moment to remember it, to tell it properly. She turned then, with her back to me, and looked at herself in a mirror next to the television. And the time that should have been used to recall details was better spent watching her silhouette against the light, her magnificence, her femininity, and that almost unreal and impossible mixture of exuberance and slenderness.

The problem with such justified admiration was the inevitable comparison that followed.

I began to undress, in silence, while she examined her face in search of some imperfection that never appeared; and the heat eventually convinced me to undress completely, revealing that member, the genesis and origin of everything.

María finally turned around, looked me in the eyes, brushed the bangs from her face, and then one hand went to one of the delicate straps of her yellow satin dress, and then to the other, and the straps fell to the sides and the dress lowered a bit, revealing a few centimeters of bust that began to change everything. And my member throbbed, and she whispered:

“Have you remembered yet?”

“Yes.”

“By the way… The other day I was with Amparo… just killing time… you know, with our phones, and we were looking at photos, and you were in many of them, of course, with me… and she told me she always thought you were very handsome.”

I was somewhat surprised, perhaps forever condemned to search for the reason behind everything, while the dress continued to slide down and a substantial bra came into view.

“Well, she was probably just being polite. To make a good impression,” I replied.

“Not at all. You should value yourself more. I’ve told you many times,” she responded seriously, with the dress now lowered to her waist and her breasts ostentatiously filling that elegant and demanding lingerie.

María then crouched down, and I crawled backward. Half of her face, and her body, was illuminated, and the other half was not, in a sort of picturesque, almost unreal image.

My member throbbed again, and I smelled her aroma, her perfume, and I didn’t want to think about her motives, her attempts, and then she, kneeling on the bed between my legs, moved her hands behind her, to the clasp of her bra, and suddenly something came loose and there was the release, the relief, and her breasts expanded, like a spring, and then she freed them completely, creating an impact that was always like the first time.

The bra was placed beside me and her breasts pointed at me, large and alluring, and her nipples and areolas always seemed to beg for lips to moisten them first, and then for teeth to go too far.

“So, what? Will you tell me?” she insisted, leaning over me. “And… by the way… I don’t know what they were doing there.”

“I think Víctor knew about it, but Begoña didn’t,” I said, feeling how part of María’s hair caressed my thighs. “Well, actually…” I continued, “Begoña didn’t look surprised either when I saw her.”

“So?” María asked, placing her hands on both sides of my body and planting a warm and powerful kiss on my belly.

“I don’t know… the truth is it was… incredible, mind-blowing…” I sighed, between spasms, from another and yet another kiss, deposited on my abdomen that shivered with excitement.

“They had already been at it for a while… how intense…” María whispered, between kisses, without raising her face. “Because when we were drinking outside and I went to the bathroom, I had already heard them. Well, her. I really don’t know what she was doing there… I just don’t know…”

“Maybe Edu’s disappearances this summer had more to do with Begoña than with the redhead,” I replied as one of her kisses landed subtly on my pubic hair.

For a moment all that could be heard were her kisses and my heart beating… and her hair caused uncomfortable tickles while I longed for her mouth to soothe that which, although small, felt like the others, and desired like the others.

“You like her, don’t you?” she asked, and my silence made her want to explain herself.

“It’s not a… trick question,” she continued. “What happened between you two… I swear I see it as ancient history.”

“Me too… Not just that. Everything. Each thing that has happened in the last year and a half, each separate thing, it’s as if it happened 5 years ago,” I told her, deliberately avoiding her first question.

At that moment one of her hands went slowly and generously to caress my balls, producing an involuntary jerk, an exaggerated spasm, almost comical, throughout my body. And then she brushed her hair away from her face, and finally raised her face and fixed my member with her other hand. Kneeling between my legs, with one hand in her hair and the other holding my cock by the base, she looked at me… and pulled the skin of my member downward, with two fingers… and stuck out her tongue… and tapped that pink glans making me shudder… and I wanted to look at her… but at the same time surrender… and I ended up succumbing, closing my eyes and letting my head fall backward… and that was the signal she was looking for; and suddenly I felt an immense heat, and a brutal wetness… and I felt, and trembled… and my hands went to her head, to her hair, and my stretched legs shivered while she fulfilled me, engulfed me, killed me… She took my cock in her mouth without hesitation… and I felt her lips brushing against my pubic hair… indicating that she was taking all of it… And then her mouth came out, slowly, savoring and leaving a soaked trail all along the shaft. And then again. All the way down. To the end. And I opened my eyes. And looked at the ceiling. And my hands went up and down, with her head. And the liquid and watery sound… and the most immense pleasure… And I didn’t want to think about her, but about myself… and I felt I could explode almost at any moment.

And when she accompanied her mouth with two fingers, pleasure mixed with danger, and each suck, each up and down motion, was almost too much, causing spasms. When she then moved away more, and I looked down, and saw my rock-hard member, small but swollen, and her wet lips and her saliva connecting her lower lip to my member… and then, surprising me, she said:

“Do you want to think about her?”

“About Begoña? Now?” I asked, surprised.

“Yes…” she whispered.

“No.”

And she began to masturbate me. Slowly. Looking at me… And her glassy eyes… Tearful… And I tried not to be suspicious… but ended up asking:

“Do you think we have… a solution?” I managed to change the last word at the last moment, as the one I was going to use was “salvation.”

“Of course we do.”

And another silence. And the liquid sound of the handjob. And now her intention to finish me off without finally hearing what I had seen in that house… And I posed another question:

“Do you think Edu is… in love… or has feelings for you?”

“I don’t know.”

“And if he were, would he stop attracting you?”

“If he likes me in that way… I don’t know. I’d be disappointed. Maybe that’s the word.”

And after another silence María whispered:

“I see you don’t want to tell me… about Víctor and Begoña.”

“No… not at all. I’ll start whenever you want.”

“It’s okay… You can tell me tomorrow…” she said and then tilted her head, and her hair waved and she held my member a little higher, grabbing exactly the right spot, wanting to finish. And I closed my eyes and let myself go, let myself be overcome, and I didn’t think, didn’t want to think about anything, about whether she was giving me pleasure out of love, out of duty, or if there was some desire in moments of less excitement. And I didn’t want to think, or imagine other men fucking her. I simply let her fingers shake me until I was drained… And she, knowing my body, squeezed just right and her rhythm was exact and precise… with such mastery that at my first great spasm her hand stopped… for a couple of seconds, and my whimpering occurred and then she restarted the handjob, and I felt something flowing from me, and her handjob became slower, matching my spurts with her movements… and I emptied myself and I gasped… And I felt immense pleasure while feeling that her excellent knowledge of my body demonstrated a comforting confidence… reaching, in my final spasms, a mixture of pleasure, love, and affection.

I kept my eyes closed and made efforts not to think about anything, while I felt María withdrawing and going to the bathroom. Then I heard the sound of a faucet and then María reappeared, silently, to clean me up, which she did with diligence and tenderness.

“Do you want me to…?”

“To… to…” she smiled, sitting beside me, with her marvelous breasts exposed, as if it were nothing.

“To… work a little down there too…” I said, curiously somewhat timid.

“Work?” she laughed. “No… there’s no need… I’m tired, honestly.”

“If it’s not a bother…” I responded with a smile, knowing that merging my mouth with María’s sex wouldn’t be a reciprocation, but what I desired most in the world.

But she didn’t respond, considering that sexual encounter finished, and soon I found myself caught up in the routine of getting ready for bed.

Already in bed, with the Italian television playing in the background, María turned off the light and I was left with the responsibility of turning off the TV when we were sufficiently asleep. And that happened soon, and, as at other times, the act of searching for the exact button on the remote control woke me up a bit, enough to notice an annoying glow emanating from María’s side of the bed. And I soon realized that glow was María texting with someone.


CHAPTER 5

Something startled me, pulling me from a deep sleep that had promised to be restorative. And the uncomfortable stimulus didn't alert my sight, but my hearing. It took me a few moments to get my bearings, to sense that hotel room even without seeing it. And then some harsh, reverberating voices and laughter indicated the exact reason for the disruption of my peace. And after locating those sounds on the other side of the wall, behind the TV, behind the mirror where María had looked at herself, I noticed that she was also awake, and that she had probably been awake longer than I had, and I could sense her annoyance, or even exasperation, almost in her breathing.

Restless, she knew she now had a companion in her sleeplessness:

“Damn... they’ve been like this for half an hour,” she whispered.

I was about to check my phone to see the time, but María adorned her complaint with information, telling me it was past two in the morning.

“Besides, you can only hear one of them... damn... fucking annoying,” she insisted, more angry than I thought appropriate, although she had always been a lighter sleeper than me, and had a harder time waking up.

“Well, they’ll quiet down soon,” I said just as one of them laughed again in an exaggerated manner.

“See? And it’s always the same one. And he laughs without meaning it, like it’s fake,” she complained again, and then showed me that, intentionally or not, she had been studying them for some time, as she had determined there were three guys.

“They’re Spanish, too. Always making a scene,” she added just before turning on her bedside lamp and heading to the bathroom.

It wasn’t something I had been brooding over, I wasn’t even suspicious, I was convinced of our catharsis, but it just happened, without thinking... and suddenly I found myself reaching out and grabbing María’s phone. I unlocked it with the correct password and didn’t go looking for who she had been texting a couple of hours earlier, but what had been written, since the other person was obvious. With one ear listening for the bathroom and the other suffering through the certainly fake laughter of that neighbor, I cast my eyes on a written conversation that had the same tone and form as the penultimate one; the same treatment, correctness, closeness, harmony... in what could be a trap set by her to find out... or what could be mutual flirtation. They said goodbye with a kiss, which implied a double-or-nothing of either option.

I put down the phone and soon María returned to the bedroom. She was wearing the same sky-blue nightgown as the last night we had seen Edu... and that I had also seen Víctor and Begoña. The silk of the nightgown seemed to dissolve, unable to contain the latent femininity of the body it outlined beneath. The silhouette of her breasts and the exact location of her nipples were a deceptive enticement to the eye, as it called to touch, making sight insufficient, creating an abusive ambush.

“What?” she asked, standing, disheveled, flushed, and if not furious, at least permanently annoyed by the noise coming through the wall.

“What do you mean, what?” I replied, though I knew she was asking me to go tell them to be quiet.

“Are you going or am I?” she clarified, irritated.

“Wait. I’ll call reception... Although... I don’t know... they’re talking normally, honestly. No music or anything.”

“Yeah, normally... some kind of normal...” she protested while I looked up the number and called.

María standing, me reclining, and one, two, and several rings, and nobody answered. I ended up hanging up and suggested we try to sleep. The truth was that it wasn’t that bad.

“I can’t sleep like this.”

“Well, they’ll quiet down soon.”

“Look, if you don’t want to go, I’ll go,” she said, making a move to go without thinking twice.

“And you’re going like that?” I asked.

“So what? Are they going to rape me or something?”

“With their eyes, at the very least,” I replied, examining again that incitement to crime.

There was silence then and I didn’t know if she thought they were quieting down, if she was hesitating about going, or if she was debating whether to put something on over her nightgown. And then an especially unpleasant and uninhibited laugh tore through my chest and must have done even more damage to María, who turned around, muttered “I can’t believe this” and began walking toward the door of the room.

The door was opened with decisive loudness while in my mind I still held the image of María’s slender legs, and her bottom barely covered by that nightgown so thin it could only cause a commotion in the adjoining room. Then I heard her knuckles knock on the nearby door and a sudden silence in that unpleasant cackling. And when all my senses were focused on what was about to happen there, I was suddenly alerted because another more whitish light was added to the bedside lamp, the light from María’s phone.

Simultaneously with hearing a door open, I picked up her phone and read:

Edu: By the way, I was thinking that I suppose you haven’t fucked as a newlywed. It would be nice if you convinced Pablo already and I could be your first.

I had felt many things about Edu’s various outbursts, but perhaps never had the feeling been so clearly one of disgust. And I even considered writing, pretending to be María, asking him why it would be nice... but then, voices on the other side of the wall revealed that María was talking to them. The tone seemed neutral and conciliatory, and the voices were increasingly audible, as if suddenly there were several people in the hallway. They were talking, but I couldn’t make out what they were saying.

I sat up a bit, with the phone in my hand, with Edu harassing in that way of his and with María dealing with, or perhaps provoking, half-naked, just a few meters away. And they kept talking. And Edu remained online, aware that his interlocutor had read him. And more conversation, and my cold hands... and I began to doubt María; not her loyalty, but whether she enjoyed her exposure to those neighbors. Exhibition and showing off that had always constituted a latent and transversal ramification during the past year.

And the sound of a door closing was heard, and María was talking to someone, in whispers. And my uneasiness intensified. And the anxiety to know, to see, became overwhelming. María in front of that room, her breasts and nipples outlined, flushed, angry, demanding explanations, from a guy who perhaps agreed with her or perhaps argued back, but who surely looked her up and down, delighting in her body that called to sin and with her beauty that called to nervousness.

And then there was silence, and then I heard footsteps, and María entering, sighing, and closing the door behind her. Her entrance was striking, her nipples were two exaggerated bumps and her breasts danced free and eye-catching to the rhythm of her discreet walk.

“Nothing. All good,” she said right away. “Actually... they were nice. I think they even got scared. They didn’t seem to realize they were making noise.”

“Well. That’s better,” I said as she stood beside me and noticed that I had her phone in my hand. And I, immediately, and aware of our new situation of full cooperation, offered her phone and said:

“Edu wrote to you.”

She took it. She read it immediately. And whispered:

“What an idiot he is...”

“Well, that’s the original Edu... The one you like, the one who attracts you,” I said.

María didn’t respond. She was rereading it and shaking her head. And suddenly, I felt that I wasn’t clear about things that two days ago I saw with clarity.

“This is a mess, María... I don’t even know what’s going on. If he likes you... you give me to understand that he’ll stop attracting you. If he’s not in love with you... things are as they’ve always been... but at the same time we want to fool him into thinking I’ll accept him getting you pregnant... to... to buy time? To make sure whether he likes you or not? It’s just...”

A sigh from María interrupted me.

“What?” I asked.

“Nothing.”

“Fine. Well. Nothing then. And besides, what he says is true, that we haven’t done it as newlyweds.”

“And?”

“I don’t know. Do you want that first time to be with him?” I asked.

“Is that relevant?”

“Well, yes,” I said, annoyed. “The truth is that I should be the one fucking you. I would think so.”

“Oh, really?” she responded, irritated.

“Yes,” I said, standing up, facing her.

“Well... my husband is going to fuck me then. Now?”

“That’s right. Yes. Now,” I said seriously.

“He doesn’t want someone else to fuck me first. He doesn’t get turned on by someone else... deflowering our marriage...” she said again, cocky, provoking me.

“No. Not particularly,” I replied and brought my hands to her breasts, over the nightgown.

María was looking at me intently and I felt that divine touch, a mixture of soft silk, firm breast and pointed nipple.

“Well then. Fuck your wife,” she whispered in my ear.

I then brought one of my hands to her face, turned it slightly, and kissed her. The kiss was loud and the next one was with tongue. Everything was rough, but at the same time a game. I didn’t caress her neckline and kiss her neck, but instead bit her lip and pulled down her nightgown in two tugs until her breasts appeared enormous, overwhelming everything. I didn’t try to lay her down and fall on top of her depositing kisses on every corner of her skin, but instead told her to take off her panties, turn around and get on all fours facing the headboard of the bed.

María obeyed, with slowness and expectation, with surprise and skepticism, and before me appeared her naked ass, her exposed pussy, and her nightgown wrinkled at her waist. I undressed calmly, behind her, and then got on the bed. My cock was hard and I didn’t fear, for the first time in a long time, how her body would respond.

She turned, looked at me and swayed her waist, leaning back slightly, provoking me again, curious to know how far my sudden and unusual cockiness and my demand for what I deserved would go.

“Come on. Fuck your wife, right?” she whispered again.

“That’s what I’m going to do,” I replied, kneeling behind her, and moving closer... and suddenly feeling that something was different... and one of my hands went to her pussy, and I caressed it, and felt her very soft lips, and slipped a finger between them... and felt them slightly wet... and after rubbing outside I wanted to insert one inside, and this finger melted into her interior, and she welcomed it... while looking at me, impassive. And then I left that pussy orphaned again and went to clean my wet finger on her buttock... and then I moved closer, pulled back the skin of my cock and leaned over her... and my member was already making contact with those somewhat parted lips... and I pushed, I let myself go... and I moaned, a little... and at that precise moment I discovered what was happening, what was different... and it was that I didn’t care if she moaned or not, I didn’t care if I satisfied her or not... I was simply penetrating her... fucking her... and thinking about myself... about my pleasure.

María turned her face forward, letting herself be rocked by my gentle thrusts. I was dying with pleasure, feeling a tingling sensation like an electric current throughout my body. I held her by the hip and penetrated her deeply… and she sighed, just a little, but I didn’t care or try to make those sighs escalate into moans.

I looked down and saw how my member entered and exited and how the lips of her pussy embraced my cock, kneading it, revealing and concealing it; and she received me, both my member and my rhythmic thrusts, with slightly agitated breathing. The heat was dense, as if there wasn’t enough air, and the pleasure was so immense it almost made me dizzy, as if so much pleasure was draining my strength.

I chose to pause for a moment, and then she began to move back and forth, in short, slow movements, seeking to penetrate herself, adorning her cadence with a purr. And then she turned her face again, looked at me, and I saw her incredibly aroused face, flushed, with her teary eyes, engaged, but calm… and I thought she would say something, but she didn’t, so I whispered:

“How did it go with the guys in the next room?”

“Fine…” she answered, maintaining her rhythm, hiding and revealing my soaked member.

“Fine? Didn’t they ask you to come inside?”

“No…”

“They must have looked at you, at least. Your tits and nipples were showing like crazy.”

“Yes. Of course they looked at me.”

“And it turned you on that they looked at you.”

“…Let’s say… it didn’t bother me.”

“Was any of them handsome? Would you have fucked any of them?” I asked, observing her face, her parted lips… her hair waving…

“There was one ugly one and two handsome ones,” she replied, and then she brought one of her hands to one of those breasts that were rhythmically swaying, and caressed it, appreciating its feel and size, while also ensuring that the one being caressed and held didn’t oscillate like the free one.

I then placed my hands on her buttocks, separating them slightly, and focused on her anus. I observed it. Dark. Tempting. Tight. Not like her disproportionate pussy… vast and exaggerated for my meager cock.

“What… are you looking at?” she asked.

“Your ass.”

“Do you want to take me there too?”

“Maybe.”

“Did you fuck Begoña in the ass?” she asked, surprising me, without releasing her breast and without abandoning that rhythm, that slow in-and-out all the way to the bottom.

“No…”

“And Víctor? Was he fucking her in the ass?”

“No… he was fucking her like I’m fucking you now. Though harder. Do you want it harder?”

“No,” she replied, and I released her buttocks, put my hands on my hips and helped her, matching her in that rhythm, moving myself back and forth as well.

“Do you want me to tell you how Víctor was fucking her or how I fucked her?”

“Whatever you prefer.”

“Well, there’s not much to tell about Víctor. I heard them. I went upstairs. I peeked in… and he had her on all fours… facing the door. Facing me,” I narrated to María, and she remained holding onto her breast, with her purring, with rhythmic and swaying “Mmm” “Mmmm”… and moving her body back and forth.

“Was she… naked?” she asked.

“No. Not completely. How do you know? Does it turn you on that they dress her up like you…?” I asked, and, without really knowing why, one of my hands went to spank one of her buttocks. And the “clap” sounded loud, and I didn’t stop to think about why or if I recognized myself in that gesture.

María didn’t protest about my spank and replied:

“It doesn’t bother me.”

“What doesn’t?”

“That they dress her up like me.”

“Well… she wasn’t really dressed up like you. I don’t know… she was wearing stockings, which might be like yours… and a blazer… and a pearl necklace… with no shirt underneath… I don’t know… it was something strange.”

“What a… slut… right?” María whispered, and then abandoned her breast and directed her gaze forward, and I noticed that her phone was placed beside her. I picked it up, and she noticed, and turned her face again, still without stopping, and said:

“What are you doing? Are you going to write to Edu now?”

“No…” I replied as I pressed the button to record video and began to focus downward, seeking the angle where my cock clearly and wetly entered and exited María’s pussy. And she realized what I was doing and turned her face forward again.

I was panting. María was breathing heavily... and three, four, five seconds and up to ten... during which I recorded her ass, her pussy... her back and María's hair... and my cock, small but determined, futile but triumphant, penetrating that beauty, that beauty who was my wife. And then I stopped the video, and whispered.

“I'm going to send it to him.”

“To Edu?”

“Yes.”

“And won't he be angry for... not being the first one to do it to me... as a newlywed?”

“If he gets angry... I'm sure he'll forgive you... since... according to you... he has feelings for you,” I replied.


CHAPTER 6

María turned her face, looked at me and, while I continued penetrating her slowly and rhythmically, whispered:

“I never said that…”

“You say it’s a possibility…”

“That I did say,” she said seriously.

I was kneeling behind her, with her phone in my hand, she on all fours, with her nightgown at her waist, and her pussy giving me immense heat and pleasure.

“My face isn’t visible in the video, is it?” she whispered then, and our bodies stopped moving, with my member inside.

“No. Of course not. You can only see… your amazing body and… my pathetic cock…” I said freely.

“And that pathetic cock… is it going to empty somewhere? Does it want any particular place?” she played along.

“Well look… Not today…” I responded, not knowing exactly why, pulling out of her, still holding her phone.

“Oh, very nice…” she said ironically, pretending not to be surprised, lying down and resting on the bed.

I then unlocked her phone, watched the video again, let the sound be heard by both of us, discovered some restrained moans and could clearly see how my member was entering and leaving her pussy… and her back and hair, recognizable to Edu, but unrecognizable in general… and I sent it to that permanent third wheel without thinking twice.

María didn’t protest about my move or because I hadn’t wanted to unload on any part of her body. She accepted it and we got back into bed, intending to sleep, although, not once, but several times that night, I noticed María checking her phone, I didn’t know if anxiously, but at least attentively.

I didn’t ask her when we woke up whether Edu had reacted to our video, but it was she who, as we finished breakfast in the hotel café, externally revived the subject, to tell me that Edu had received and probably seen it, but hadn’t responded.

We opted consciously or unconsciously for indifference. We walked around that already familiar city, visited squares and terraces with the tranquility of knowing that what mattered was the company, the beauty, the surroundings and the calm, not the number of tourist spots reached. And above all, we enjoyed being in control, being one step ahead, although, at least in my case, I knew that control could falter as soon as Edu reappeared. And so it happened:

We were having coffee on a terrace, difficult to access, though not too far from the busiest streets; it was like a tiny paradise amid the hustle and bustle, constituting a small miracle, surely fleeting, and it was then that María alerted me that Edu had finally responded to our video.

She offered me her phone and looked away, and I found several applause emojis, unusual for him, followed by a text that I read in my mind with his voice, saying: “Little Pablo claiming his female, hell yeah. I hope he pulled out, since we might get complicated later. At least I know your first orgasm as a newlywed is still vacant.”

“He’s an idiot,” María sighed, guessing the exact moment when I had finished reading.

I didn’t want to give it much importance. Even if María’s suspicions about Edu’s feelings were true, those mood swings would continue. Besides, we had an afternoon ahead in which I felt that we should be the focus, and I let María know, and she agreed. But after two or three more hours of more sun, more cobblestones, more scents, more affection, more contact and more purity, Edu again called for her attention, in a conciliatory tone, almost friendly, in a change that increased her curiosity. And she answered him with annoying promptness, under the permanent excuse, or simply reason, of continuing to work on discovering his feelings.

At one point it seemed that she became aware that this investigation was being inappropriate, for the moment, or merely fruitless, because when the sun began to set, her phone went into her purse and didn’t come out again. So we could enjoy ourselves again, the calm and the control, in another long walk through narrow streets, which led us to another terrace where we had dinner.

The atmosphere, the temperature, the light in her eyes, her orange dress, the smell of summer fading away… Everything had a magical quality, the kind that makes you know that moment will be remembered. Everything seemed to be in its place, when again I found myself thinking and worrying about returning to the hotel, and discovered the reason for that underground tingling, which was that that uncertainty, or even problem, was still there.

It was by chance that my eyes followed a waitress after she served us, and my mind was processing a somewhat disproportionate backside for a slender body, when María jokingly pulled me out of my concentrated gaze. I told her with a smile that it was striking, though not necessarily suggestive. And one thing led to another, and María’s ass became the topic of conversation, and the tone became lower, which led to becoming confidential, until I whispered to her that we had never tried that option.

“Well. It hasn’t come up or you haven’t wanted to. I think we were about to that time… with the audio note we sent him…” she said and I remembered that disastrous moment.

“Who have you done it with…?” I asked, although I was pretty sure I knew the answer.

“That way?”

“Yes.”

“You already know... Roberto... Álvaro a little... and Víctor... My goodness...” she protested, shaking her head and slightly biting her lower lip.

At that moment her phone lit up and María grabbed it, read the message, and then handed it to me to read. Edu was asking her directly if she had convinced me about having the first child with him. I felt a shiver just seeing it written out like that. It still seemed such an outrageous idea that I suspected it was nothing more than a test to see how far we were willing to go to keep him. And then I clearly saw that there was no reason to delay our plan any longer:

“Tell him yes now.”

“Yes?”

“Yes, why not.”

María didn’t hesitate too much and typed a response that I didn’t see, but which seemed to be brief.

She placed her phone back on the table, and it didn’t light up again, and not only was she falling into his trap, but so was I, finding myself waiting for his response that never came.

In the end, everything boiled down to a tense struggle for control, and to that discomfort was later added the periodic one, that of our return to the hotel, as I had no idea where our sex life stood.

The lobby, the elevator, the hallway. I wanted to touch her, to feel her, but I didn’t know what she was thinking, what she felt or desired. We had gone through so many branches of kink, so many fantasies, so many games, so many cycles where I was either enough or not, that I didn’t know what I was facing.

We arrived at our room and again heard the annoying sounds from the room next door, but María didn’t complain, and she went in and checked her phone, and from her sudden concentration I knew that Edu had written to her.

I let her respond, without pressuring her, but the conversation dragged on. She stood leaning against the table that held the television, absent-minded, seemingly not hearing the sounds of those guys who had so disturbed her the night before. And then, approaching her, I said:

“Instead of going around in circles... try bluffing that you have feelings for him... let’s see what he says.”

María made a gesture of clear disapproval.

“How could I do that?”

I moved closer to her, stood by her side, and read from her phone an inconsequential conversation. And, just as I was about to protest about her writing so much to him without directly addressing our agreed objective, she whispered:

“Look, I’m going to try something. Let’s see what happens.”

Standing close to her. Smelling her. Feeling her. Restless, but determined, I saw how she wrote:

“We’ve made some friends in the room next door.”

I couldn’t help feeling intoxicated by her scent and placed a kiss on her neck that made her shrink, as if tickled, and smile.

And immediately we saw his response:

“And Pablo wants them to fuck you. Say no more.”

“Probably,” she replied.

“Has he dared to ask you?”

“He’s hinted at it,” María continued with her game.

“Well, fine. But make sure they wear a condom, because afterward who knows whose it is,” he disappointed her, abrupt, harsh.

“You’re an idiot...” María typed.

“Why?”

“Because I don’t believe you want that. Or I don’t believe you don’t care,” she wrote, more erratically.

“That they fuck you there? Yes. I don’t care. And I don’t know what game you’re playing between this conversation and the video from last night.”

“Nothing,” she responded, somewhat trembling, even embarrassed, making me feel a little sorry for her.

“Fuck whoever you want, or give Pablo a handjob and go to sleep, which is what you’ll end up doing.”

María wrote and deleted several times, until she gave up continuing and dropped the phone on the bed while whispering: “He’s an idiot...”

And then a strident and now familiar laugh attacked us from the other side of the wall.

María was burning up. She was fuming. And immediately afterward she went to the shower, and I no longer knew if the problem lay in not being able to unmask him, in not engaging him, or in not dominating.

I gave her time and space to calm down under the water, and, lying on the bed, I took the opportunity to check her phone, again without any seed of distrust, to the point that I could have done it in her presence, and I read her conversations from that afternoon in which María was fishing for responses that might reveal his feelings, and he answered evasively to those not-so-obvious bluffs.

I then went to my phone and for some reason I thought of Begoña and how extremely strange that situation with Víctor was and how no less strange it was that she proposed to explain or justify herself. And I was reviewing her request for forgiveness, or for a redemptive forum, when María appeared, apparently calmer, and dressed only in the nightgown from the night before.

The sounds from the neighbors continued and inevitably my mind flew to trying to play without Edu. Perhaps under the pretext of making him jealous, though I didn't know how or to what extent, nor by doing what... as everything was very complicated, a tangle of bluffs and moves without very clear ends, added to the fact that I still couldn't locate the sexual point where we found ourselves.

“What are you thinking about?” María asked.

“About the racket those guys are making.”

“Yeah. Today it's your turn to go tell them to be quiet,” she said while organizing her suitcase a bit, making sure the clothes that were still there wouldn't wrinkle.

“We could...”

“What?”

“I don't know. Well... what you told Edu,” I whispered, distrustful of her dry attitude, but emboldened again by those breasts and those nipples that were undoing the nightgown.

María turned around and said:

“Yeah, sure, I'll go there, showing my tits, knock on the door, have a drink with them... get them a little worked up... Then I'll take the handsome one, tell him that... we don't know... can't tune the channels... I'll bring him back... I'll... seduce him... Like... in some cheesy movie... And... what else...”

“María...” I protested, surprised by her extensive tirade.

“No... No... what else... Well, that. And then I tell him: 'boy, forget about the TV...' He fucks me... you watch... and you send a photo to Edu showing what he's missing... What do you think?”

“Forget it, María. It doesn't matter. We're not going to argue about that.”

“No, we're not arguing,” she said heatedly with a cynical touch.

I then stood up, left the room and knocked on the door of the adjacent bedroom. A surprisingly young guy came out right away, I told him they were bothering us, he apologized, and one of them left from there, in a friendly tone, with two remaining in the adjacent room, with the promise of not making any more noise.

I returned to the bedroom, and María, already in bed, was checking her phone. Restless. And I lay down beside her, not wanting, or not daring, to ask her why she was so uneasy.


CHAPTER 7

Three more cities and three different lives: When light began to filter through the curtains, everything was sweetness, affection, somewhat childlike tenderness, almost infantile, as María showed, in the most intimate moments, her most opposite self to the one she displayed outside. And above all, in those instances of tenderness and clean, short kisses under the sheets, what struck me most was the scent, because it felt like being at home, but far from home.

The second life was when night fell, when lovers’ mouths drew close to their partners’ ears, when proposals and promises emerged, when wine made eyes shine and gazes turn less sweet, more aggressive... and there, in us, or in me, there was confusion, uncertainty... and upon arriving at the hotel, pretense, television, and plans for the next day to avoid forcing the present.

And the third life was the one that floated in between, with no fixed schedule, the one with María texting him, in that perhaps suspicious attempt to discover what was really on the other side, if there was anything different from what was already known. Her attachment to the phone wasn’t excessive, but it wasn’t fruitful either.

I wasn’t surprised that Edu wouldn’t reveal himself, but I was surprised that he didn’t attack more. For how long can a lover talk about nothing? How long can someone not return to the origin?

And finally it happened.

It was in the last city, on the last night, in the last hotel room, when, coming out of the shower, I saw María, reclining, tired but alert, wearing only a pink nightgown. And I saw it. I saw it immediately. I saw it even in her posture, though the posture was normal. I saw it in the arrangement of her hair even before seeing it in her face.

Naked, I wasn’t embarrassed by the implicit comparison between what she had within eyesight and what was being promised through the messages she was reading.

And at that moment I told myself that she was my wife. And it was the first time I internalized it that way. And not linked to dominance, but to trust, to our pact, to our mutual decision.

Yes, she was texting with another man. Yes, she was too involved in knowing what that man felt for her. But I felt that our mutual decision obeyed something, something that was stronger than all of that.

I got on the bed. Facing her. And María, with her vibrant fingers and tense gaze, let herself slide down a little more, as if offering me her legs, her body... And she continued typing... thus indicating that she wouldn’t stop that exchange of obscenities, while telling me at the same time that she had enough for both of us.

She immediately cooperated and made it easy for her panties to be removed, and she did so while reading something specific on her phone, and that aroused me; that hadn’t changed. And she bent her legs, lying on her back, and let her nightgown be gathered at her waist, simply revealing that sex adorned with well-groomed pubic hair, letting herself be handled as if unaware of the beauty and purity of what she was showing. María was especially desirable at the extremes, when she believed everything and when she gave herself no importance.

“What is that... bastard... writing to you?” I asked, but I was actually more curious about what she was answering.

“Nothing... Things... Do you want to read?”

“No,” I replied as I was already burying myself between her legs, aiming my mouth at that sex that I wanted to worship, feel, and smell, before making any profanation, because I wanted to know to what point Edu had brought her before physical contact distorted and mixed everything.

María turned slightly, and it was difficult for her to type in that position. She only had eyes for the screen. Her mind was with him; the fact that this excited me hadn’t changed either.

And once again there were three of us, and I wanted to contribute, to read María’s body as she read from him. And the moment her eyes opened a little wider than normal, signaling that she had seen something especially transgressive or tempting on the screen, I forced my mouth and my saliva to form a stalactite that then fell, precisely, onto swollen and fleshy lips that responded by throbbing. Edu had made them bloom and I was watering them, in a self-interested and timely cooperation between two bitter enemies.

The watery sound of my saliva detaching itself was heard once more, and María looked down for a moment, surprised by an unusual operation, but not only did she not protest, she caressed my hair, attended to, pampered, and returned her gaze to the phone.

I was tempted to know what they were writing to each other, to know if they were remembering or planning, if María was responding explicitly or just teasing... but suddenly a smell of sex, of pussy, hit me, as if her crotch was secreting, calling him, because that dense air wasn’t for me. As if she were a female in heat demanding the attention of the preferred one, and that smell, fresh but thick at the same time, reached me so deeply that I felt compelled to bend down more and stick out my tongue, and I licked, and parted the lips of her pussy with it, and I felt them soft, almost undone and soaked, and I licked in long laps, as if wanting to spread that smell... The touch was so impactful that I could feel my member throb freely, hardening and releasing, in spasms... And María rewarded me by caressing my hair again, now with more force... and she moved her waist minimally, with the cadence of my tongue... Active... she rubbed against my mouth... and I closed my eyes... and let her thighs imprison me while I continued parting and spreading, parting her lips and spreading her scent... And I stayed like that for a few moments in which I strove to respond to the challenge that the two of them posed, because, for it to be perfect, there could be no discord: my tongue had to be up to the level of his precise phrases and her exquisite pussy.

I heard a simple, pure "Ahhmmm" and it was adorned with a trembling shake of her hips. And I didn’t feel it as a reward, precisely because I hadn’t sought it; suddenly it wasn’t a reward, but logic.

Finally I pulled away, sat up a bit and cleaned my chin, of her and of me, without shame. And I contemplated my work: her lips spread wide apart, her damp and tangled hair, and the hole of her sex clean, clear, and hungry. The image was so striking that I couldn’t understand how I had given that wonder to so many, and yet at the same time and precisely because of it, I understood it more than ever.

María then let her phone drop to one side. And my gaze went from my work to Edu’s: glassy eyes, burning cheeks, matted, sweaty hair, and breasts wanting to overflow the nightgown, from the sides, from the neckline, from everywhere…

“Are you two finished?” I asked.

“Yes…” she answered, burning, restless, not knowing where to put her hands.

“And what… was he telling you…?”

I, kneeling in front of her, began to listen as she narrated, embarrassed but at the same time lustful, how Edu had written to her about how much he wanted her… And I soon began to masturbate while she confessed that she had asked him how he wanted to fuck her, and that he had replied that he wanted to fuck her in our bed, that he wanted to put it all the way inside her and come in her deepest part, and that afterward he wanted to go out to dinner, with her wearing a short dress and with her pussy naked and free, without underwear and wide open, and that at the end of the night he would fuck her in the street, in any alley, in view of any drunk or any voyeur.

I imagined María, fucked like that, and I was excited both by visualizing it and by knowing that María longed for him to fuck her like that… and I sped up my jerking off, close to her, ready now to come, not caring if I would stain the bed, her sex, or if perhaps I would even reach her torso… When a “Shhh… Stop!” was whispered by María. And I stopped. Surprised. And she, flushed in front of me, remained still, and gestured for me not to move. And I obeyed. Petrified. In silence. And I soon understood what she was trying to show me, as a moan could be heard, minimal, close but in a very low tone, coming from the other side of the wall. And then a small whimper, deeply felt, revealing that a girl, wall to wall, was enjoying herself, somewhat inhibited, but pure.

María and I smiled at each other. We had to maintain a sepulchral silence to hear her. And then rhythmic springs could be heard, and then a long moan, and then another very long one: a strange, high-pitched and explicit “Ahhhmmmhh…”

And then nothing.

“Has she finished…?” María whispered.

“It seems so,” I replied, realizing that my three fingers were still holding my member.

“Do you want me to continue?”

“What?” I asked.

“Well… for me to keep telling you what we wrote to each other… And you come… Or do you want to read it?”

“I don’t know… If I tell you the truth about what I want…”

“What do you want? Tell me.”

“Well, to know why you’re so obsessed with him…”

“Alright,” she interrupted, immediately knowing what I was referring to. “Well, I don’t know… It’s like I want… I’ll tell you straight. To appeal to him. I swear… I don’t know… For him to fall in love? That sounds awful. I don’t know. What I want is to appeal to him so I can… screw him over. To humiliate him. I want to appeal to him so that he stops attracting me and I can humiliate him and send him packing.”

I was surprised by her confession. By that animosity. By that twisted plan. By a thirst for revenge I hadn’t expected. I looked at her, and she made a gesture as if expressing “that’s how it is.” Funny, and morbid. And there, as I looked at her, with her pussy exposed, with her swollen breasts and her flushed expression, I understood that the damage to her pride, so often inflicted by Edu, had been accumulating for some time.

“Are you finishing? By the way… why didn’t you finish the other day?” she asked.

“The other day?”

“Yes, in Rome, when you said… something like… I’ll… come another day… All cocky.”

“Well, I don’t know… Maybe… I wanted to stay excited longer,” I answered.

“Really…? I don’t know. You know what? I see you more like before. I don’t know.”

This time I was the one who quickly understood what she was referring to. I then released my member and she composed herself and covered up a bit. And I confessed to her:

“Well… I think it comes from when I believed that… behind my back you had… plotted… the child thing with Edu… There I hit rock bottom… and I don’t know, I didn’t recognize myself then and I don’t recognize myself in that… That I’m still the same me, at the same time, that all this turns me on… of course. But only to a certain point. Without ceasing to be…”

“I don't know how you believed that about me,” she interrupted. 

“It wasn't about you, but about me. The Pablo of the last year and a half deserved that and more.”

“But once you discovered it was a lie... The change stayed with you. It's... I don't know... strange.” 

I didn't quite know what to answer and thought that the fact it had been a false alarm didn't exonerate the other Pablo from blame, because the Pablo I had presented during the last year and a half deserved that misfortune. He deserved that punishment. And it was then that I saw that Pablo from the outside. 

I was reflecting on myself when another moan announced to us that the neighbor in the room wasn't finished with her session, either by her own initiative or by her lover's perseverance. And María's playful look touched my soul, and her breasts overflowing from her nightgown touched everything else... and my erection wanted to find a way out, but not an individual way out, so I soon found myself leaning over her, determined, but somewhat distrustful... And I kissed her on the lips... and her mouth responded to me, but not in a fully unequivocal way, and her legs wrapped around me, but not with an anxious determination... And I wanted to feel myself inside her, but I read her as incomplete... and I then sought the umpteenth possible solution, and I knew it wasn't a coin toss but something worse... it was double or nothing... And, after a mediocre kiss on our bed and a heartfelt moan from the neighbor, I whispered in her ear: 

“I'm... going to put it in your ass...” 

“Oh, really?” she asked skeptically. 

“Yes... It's been a long time since I've put it in anyone's ass...” 

“You don't say... Since when?” she whispered, bringing her hands to my buttocks. 

“Since I fucked Begoña that way,” I responded. 

There was no response, no change in her kisses or in her body. Perhaps she hadn't believed me. After all, it wasn't true. And I was going to insist, between kisses, covering her. I was going to provoke a reaction, to seek a new attempt at salvation, to find arousal without Edu, to find her desire for me in moments of great excitement, but the neighbor's symphony worked against me, revealing an in crescendo that exposed our shame.

And I cursed her while María then pretended to collaborate, and she squeezed my buttocks with her hands, making our bodies move in rhythm in a sex without sex, as my member hit hard and rubbed against the outside of that wet pubic hair, but her gestural collaboration was insufficient if she didn't also accompany it with words. And for some reason, the request for me to tell her about how I had done it with Begoña just wouldn't come out of her.

The neighbor's “Ahhh!” “Ahhhh!”, the springs, and the headboard of the bed weren't an incentive that provoked competition, but a macabre and revealing mirror. And she was finishing and we saw that our bodies were deciding for us, and we witnessed how our kisses were becoming more chaste, more affectionate, leaving the obscenity for the room next door, and staying in a safer and more secure context. So safe and so secure that María whispered an “I love you,” which meant, above all, that she would continue fighting.


CHAPTER 8

In an airport, during a layover, I decided to stop. To pause and look toward the future, which was emptiness. I did it like a jumper, or a runner, who knows that once the starting gun sounds, he will no longer have the ability to make any decisions, that everything will be so fast and intense that there will be no time for anything but feeling, that glory or regret will come only after everything has ended.

That was the sensation I had, of one final leap that would change everything. Forever. And I wasn’t wrong.

I felt prepared because I saw myself somewhat recovered from timid and strange months, although I still hadn’t passed the test of showing myself this way in front of Edu. I felt prepared because I loved María more than ever, because I knew she loved me as always, because the honeymoon had been dreamy in terms of love, affection, connection, and tenderness. But at the same time, I was aware that everything else was a house of cards: my sex with María, her eagerness for Edu to feel things for her so she could take revenge, and our plan to trick him with the pregnancy... which I no longer knew if it was to keep him around or for the pleasure of controlling him.

While reviewing those uncertainties, I realized one certainty, which was that, since we had boarded the first return flight, my sensation was one of attraction, like the tides and the moon; I felt that everything that would come, and immediately, was the collision of us with him.

I walked toward María, who was sitting alone in one of the seats in a long row. I looked at her and had the feeling that she had similar sentiments; it’s terrible to love someone and simultaneously doubt that a shared world could be possible. And in that moment I didn’t feel guilty: I had brought Edu into our lives, I had exposed our insufficient sex life... yes, but that María had to emerge, would have emerged sooner or later, in some other way, and perhaps it had been better like this, in a provoked explosion.

María had continued with her bait that last day. Edu sometimes seemed affectionate and suddenly would release some unpleasant rudeness. He alternated with such precision that I even suspected he knew about our two strategies.

Already seated on the plane, while the hurried and measured words of the pilot destroyed our eardrums from a screeching speaker, she offered me her phone to read her latest conversation with him. I barely took her mobile and saw an extremely unpleasant expression from him, and she was protesting, reproaching him for that term, and my eyes went further up and saw that they had agreed the date would be the very next day. And then my eyes went down and I encountered again that terrible: “I can’t wait to impregnate you.”

“How disgusting, really...” María whispered, as if she had a gift for knowing when I had read the inappropriate word, even aberrant, or perhaps it was my expression that gave her the clue of when to emphasize.

At that moment, a “tell her you’re taking the pill again” formed in my mind. But I didn’t say it, because, deep down, I didn’t want another disappearance from him either, for weeks, or even months. We needed him so that María would emerge again and we needed him so that the detachment could occur: an Edu in love with María, an Edu confessing his surrender to her, would be his end, and therefore the beginning of something else, whatever it might be, something new, surely less intense, also less dangerous.

I returned the phone to María and then asked about her plans for the next day. I wasn’t surprised that she had it quite clear. She told me as if it were a proposal, but everything was well thought out. She wanted to set both traps together, throughout the entire night. In our house.


CHAPTER 9

It took me a few moments to figure out where I was. So many beds, so many hotels, so many sounds, and so many different lights. And it was precisely the light, that precise sliver of brightness, that made me realize I was in our bed.

It was Friday. On Monday, the absolute routine of work would return. We had left those three days free and at home so that the return wouldn’t be traumatic, although for some time now, traumas and dramas hadn’t come from workplace monotony.

I spent a moment looking at the determined brightness landing on the parquet floor, in that perfect horizontal line. It was powerful. Although we were already sliding into October, I could feel the heat emanating from that yellowish crack, as the temperature clung to the floors, the walls, the houses, reverberating, in a final effort to prevent summer from being left behind.

I rotated onto my side. I heard María bustling in the kitchen, and then in the living room. If I sharpened my hearing, I could even tell what she was doing, what she was picking up, what she was putting down. I could even discern her mood by focusing on the frequency, intensity, and speed of the sounds. It was a calm game before the stressful one.

Her bare feet approached then, and I closed my eyes, not knowing why. Her entrance was light, affectionate, with the freshness of a first morning together and the confidence of years of comings and goings under the shelter of those walls.

“Sleepyhead” for having overslept. “Disaster” for not having unpacked yet. Nicknames she uttered that overlapped with her scent and body language, and all of it together, mixed, floating, killed me with blessing.

I made her come to bed. Made her linger, hug, and kiss. Made her be herself before everything precipitated.

It was during breakfast, in the dining room, when I saw her, splendid, in her nightgown, and began to feel a strange uneasiness, like a bad omen. She was nursing a piece of toast, studying it, somewhat distracted, when I felt that everything could go wrong.

“You’ve rarely cooked for me,” I said, more concerned than accusatory.

“That sounds so old-fashioned, doesn’t it? Well, you know it’s not my strong suit.”

A silence fell. I didn’t know how to approach the subject.

“The truth is I don’t know if this will work out. And I still don’t know where I’ll go,” I continued.

“You don’t need to go anywhere. I’ve already told you. You can… I don’t know. Stay in the bedroom. Look… I know it’s not the plan of the century, but you yourself say you can’t think of anything better either.”

“No, I know I don’t have anything better…” I hesitated, “but… I don’t know… it’s just that also… I don’t see Edu… confessing… No matter how well your dinner goes.”

“I know. I know that maybe… I’ll have to… force it. Say something to see if…”

“To see if it’s reciprocal?” I interrupted. “Bluff that you have feelings to see if… he bites?”

“Yes.”

“Pfff…” I sighed. “If there’s no water in that pool…”

“Yeah… I know.”

“He’s going to humiliate you… and then how are you going to tell him afterward that no, it was a joke…”

I could feel her ego under attack once she heard the word “humiliate.” And I decided not to continue down that path… and I certainly knew I should have waited longer to voice my doubts about our plan, because from that moment on there was no composure left for more quiet, homey affection.

I knew the day would be eternal. We both pretended there was no uncertainty. We went shopping, ate lunch, and lay down on the sofa for a nap, or to suffer from knowing why we couldn’t fall asleep. It was precisely at that moment that I felt aroused and calculated the time since my last orgasm, until I remembered it dated back to the first days of our trip, ten days ago. If I tried to recall her last orgasm, I had to go back much further, to a month ago… to that devastating fuck when María had asked me to put on the harness and suit pants… so we could pretend Edu was fucking her. I remembered the touch of her hand on my pants, on all fours and reaching back to feel my thigh… and thus, thanks to the touch of the pants and the enormous dimension of the rubber cock, managing to feel and imagine that he was fucking her… Remembering it felt both macabre and arousing.

A month without being fulfilled and relaxed by an orgasm, and in a few hours Edu would arrive. I couldn’t blame her if everything exploded and didn’t go as planned.

By mid-afternoon, I could no longer avoid turning our strategy over in my mind incessantly. Sometimes I thought it could work out; a confession from Edu would give María all the power, although her plan to humiliate him seemed too ambitious to me, at least in the short term. But sometimes I thought it would go wrong, and I was overwhelmed by the uncertainty of a flimsy plan against an unstable man.

Evening was falling and we had already been silent for some time, not avoiding each other, but trying to stay busy, when I knew she was texting with him. I scrutinized her blatantly, but I wasn’t able to fully read her expression, and soon she asked me to come closer and gave me her phone to read.

His phone had barely reached my hands when I was surprised by the first sentence from him, but she didn't seem surprised at all. I thought that perhaps women in general, or she in particular, possessed a special sense that allowed her to interpret, to know, even before there was clear evidence.

I decided then to read their entire conversation:

—“Well, I ended up missing you after all, who would have thought,” Edu had written.

—“Who would have thought why?”

—“Well, you know I’m peculiar in that sense,” he had concluded, and then they confirmed the time he would come to our house.

I took a deep breath. María seemed more focused than triumphant.

—“But doesn’t he know that you two will be having dinner here?” I asked, returning the phone to her.

—“No. Just that... we’re meeting here. Nothing more.”

We returned to our meaningless tasks. Nothing mattered. Only what loomed over us. The minutes felt eternal. I deduced that he was coming by train from Madrid, which was why he could text with her, but I didn’t ask. Regarding my personal strategy, I finally decided to completely absent myself from their meeting: leave the house and let them have dinner alone. We agreed then that she would text me when he arrived and also if there was any confession. About possible sex in my absence, María had told me there wouldn’t be any. She had told me this without my having asked.

Finally, the moment arrived. Ten minutes before the time agreed with Edu, I prepared to leave. Not knowing where to go. I had eaten something in the mid-afternoon, so I wasn’t hungry. I went to the kitchen, and I saw her, and she seemed calm, but she couldn’t be, and she was finishing preparing a dinner, not especially elaborate, but the gesture was more important than the content.

—“Are you going to... receive him like that?” I asked, seeing that she looked splendid, with her freshly washed, dried, and styled hair, her gaze lively and pure, but wearing a casual t-shirt.

—“No... I’ll change now. Are you leaving already?”

—“Yes...”

—“Stay...”

—“And what would I do...? Go to the bedroom? We’ve already discussed this. Besides, he’ll find it less strange that I’m about to arrive than that I’m around the house but leaving you two alone.”

We gave each other a small kiss on the lips. And I left. And instantly I regretted not having said goodbye in another way, more involved, more heartfelt, more loving.

I called the elevator. I checked the time. I didn’t know what to do. Nor how long to stay away. Maybe an hour. Or less. I would keep an eye on my phone.

I exited the elevator. I reached the entrance hall. I stepped onto the street. And I saw him. Face to face. With no possibility of avoiding it. With no opportunity to do anything other than shake his hand. Edu, in gray pants and a blue shirt. Tanned. Somewhat disheveled. He offered me his firm hand, and I shook it.

He laughed, surprised, and then, with his firm tone and white teeth, he blurted out:

—“Where the fuck are you going?”

—“Nah... I’m leaving you two alone for a while.”

—“For what... Forget it... You know I need you watching, damn it. Besides, today begins... the session. You’ll want to see it.”

I barely uttered a few words, insisting that I preferred to leave them alone, and he interrupted me:

—“How was the trip, by the way. A bit tacky, isn’t it? Italy is somewhere to go any day, not for a honeymoon. Come on, open up... I haven’t fucked in a week. Damn, I’m going to wreck her,” he concluded, serious. And terrifying.


CHAPTER 10

Edu asked questions and answered them in the next sentence. And he threatened without challenging, as he was simply being himself. And that was precisely the problem—he was the same as always, not the one María was expecting.

“Come on, open up, damn it,” he said once more, and I confirmed my premonitions: María was completely wrong. There was nothing in Edu that contained real affection, much less feelings that could allow her to position herself above him and take revenge.

I agreed. Not because I felt intimidated, but because the plan no longer made much sense. María wasn’t expecting this Edu, and I preferred to stay close. It wasn’t exactly protectiveness or paternalism—I didn’t know exactly what it was—but soon I found myself standing next to Edu, waiting for the elevator.

Silence. Discomfort. The elevator stopped on the sixth floor. I stared at that number as if trying to change it with my mind. I then took out my phone and wrote María a brief message: “Coming up with him,” when I heard:

“I knew you were going to accept...”

“What? Accept what?”

“Damn... what I’m here for,” said Edu, pressing the button again.

“Oh, right. Well... it still seems extremely weird to me, even coming from you.”

“Why?”

“Well... it’s insane,” I replied, without looking at him, but remaining firm. Relatively calm.

“I already told you guys no. That we all win. It’s... unusual. But we all win. This way we stay in touch. Right?”

“I hope so.”

“What do you think, that I’m going to get her pregnant and take off?”

“Would that be impossible?”

“Yes. Obviously it is. You’re the crazy one here... You should know that by now.”

Edu, anxious, pressed the button again while talking to me, though it was clearly unnecessary as the numbers were already descending. Soon a neighbor came out whom I greeted while avoiding his gaze, to prevent the greeting from becoming anything more, and Edu and I entered the elevator.

I checked my phone and saw María hadn’t read my message. I dreaded what was coming—her crashing head-on into this unpleasant Edu, colliding with the reality that there was no devoted Edu, that there was no possibility of punishing him, that there was no way to win.

“I asked you before, how was the trip? María told me you tried things... for your game... but then she played coy and wouldn’t tell me more.”

“The trip was good... About those 'things'... yes, we did something. Something happened,” I replied.

“It’s not that difficult,” he interrupted before I could finish my sentence and before I could understand why he was bluffing like that. “The truth is that at first I was just as lost as you guys. But after Marcos, Carlos... Rubén... At first people think you’re messing with them, but afterward... how could they say no...”

The doors opened just as I checked my phone again and saw that María still hadn’t read my message. I wasn’t responding to Edu, but it didn’t seem like he was demanding an answer either.

I took out my keys. I deliberately tried to make noise. I considered ringing the doorbell but decided against it because it could make things worse, or stranger. I opened the door, pushed it, and entered the living room with Edu. I looked to one side and saw dinner served on the table, and suddenly, coming from the hallway: María.

Barefoot, wearing a light-colored knit sweater with her bare legs showing, it took me a moment to decipher that a slip dress of a similar tone was peeking out from underneath... and she, surprised, took time to process the impact of seeing us both together.

I felt a strange uneasiness while an annoying sound disturbed us: Edu, standing in the middle of the living room, witnessing that strange preparation and María’s strange outfit—conservative because of the sweater and painfully provocative because of the delicate slip dress underneath—was answering an untimely phone call.

María, initially paralyzed, decided to approach us, or me, perhaps looking for an explanation, while Edu became engrossed in his phone. But soon it was precisely Edu’s voice that contrasted with her delicate walk:

“Yes, yes. Give me a second,” he said into his phone just before covering it and moving it away from his mouth. “What the hell is this?” he whispered, looking at the dinner laid out there. “No, no, forget this... let’s go eat out, it’s a damn perfect night.”

After saying that, he returned to his phone. And María’s blood was boiling. She no longer came closer to me but went to the table and took a sip from a glass of white wine.

I watched her and could feel her embarrassment, her mortification... it wasn’t a dinner prepared with excitement, but a trap, yet she still looked extremely annoyed, furious.

She took a long sip. I wanted to save her, tell her it was better to abort everything, but I had Edu next to me and she was taking her glass and going to the sofa, sitting across from us. And I couldn’t see how to explain to her that there was no such Edu, who was now responding with monosyllables on his phone and using his free hand to pull his shirt out from his pants and loosen it, and then to unbutton, flushed, one or two buttons.

Soon, and in that state and in front of María, he standing and she sitting, he hung up the phone, and it was then that María, with her legs crossed and her glass in hand, said angrily:

“I’m not going anywhere.”

Edu looked at her, and then surveyed the table again from a distance, and, shaking his head with a half-smile, provoked:

“But what was this? A romantic dinner? A little dinner for two? You’re out of your minds.”

María stared at him fixedly, with one leg crossed over the other, accentuating her thigh, wanting to command, but with worse cards than him. And Edu opened his shirt a bit more and began rolling up his cuffs, with the superiority and confidence his body gave him, and with the satisfaction that came from humiliating our plan.

“Do you think you’re going to impress me at this point?” said María, observing the narcissistic gestures of that self-absorbed Edu.

“Is that necessary?” he asked rhetorically. “By the way... Pablo told me you had a good time... was it in Rome?” he said turning toward me. “How was that?”

At that moment it was María who looked at me, searching for something that would give her a clue about which way to go, what to do. And immediately she said:

“Yes. A young guy.”

“Oh, really? An Italian?”

“No, he was Spanish.”

There was silence. Edu seemed to hesitate and I didn’t know if María was trying to steer the conversation in one last attempt to discover if she could make him jealous.

The silence broke when Edu asked me to serve him a glass of wine. He did it politely and I didn’t want to be an obstacle to whatever María was trying to do, so I obeyed. I returned to him and gave him the glass. They stared at each other. I knew they wanted each other, but at the same time I knew there was a lot beneath the surface. I knew María’s body urgently demanded something specific, but at the same time her plans and her ego were on another wavelength.

“A Spaniard, then,” said Edu after a sip.

“That’s right...”

“And did he fuck you...?”

María looked at him enigmatically and took a small sip from her glass.

“Yes or no?”

“Of course he did... what’s the matter? Does it bother you?” she asked, after another sip, her cheeks somewhat flushed.

“Me? Why would it?”

“I don’t know... since you were upset about Rubén...”

Edu remained silent for a moment. He drank. He challenged her. He tried to contain himself. The tension was palpable. He looked at her, from above, dominant. But María, despite being on the sofa, raised her gaze defiantly.

“Rubén? I don’t know what you’re talking about... Did the guy fuck you well or not?”

“Yes... he fucked me well. And with Rubén you do know what I’m referring to,” she responded immediately.

“And with Pablo watching.”

“Yes.”

“How old was he?”

“About twenty. No more than that.”

“And how... did you let him know what he had to do?”

“You mean how did we propose it to him?”

“Yes,” he said, before taking another sip. Visibly intrigued and omitting the topic of Rubén.

“Well... we told him directly.”

“It’s not that difficult. I was just telling Pablo that.”

“No. It’s not that difficult,” she said.

“And... how was he hung? Did he eat your pussy like that dirty guy from the beach? Take off your sweater and tell me all about it.”

María stared at him and there was another silence.

“Why did it bother you that I did it with Rubén?” she asked then, and it felt like a last chance.

“Bother me? I sincerely think you’ve misunderstood me.”

“Oh, really?”

“If anything bothered me about Rubén, it would have been not seeing you with him. Come on, take off your sweater and tell me how the guy fucked you. Get me turned on... and then I’ll knock you up good... that’s what I came for.”


CHAPTER 11

María absorbed those blows and took them with all the composure she could muster. Her posture remained defiant, but her flushed cheeks betrayed her. She and I both knew that Edu was credible. We understood that everything was going wrong.

She didn’t respond. And I didn’t know exactly what she was thinking. I knew she was processing, but I didn’t know what she wanted now that the main strategy had fallen apart.

She took another sip from her nearly empty glass, and then Edu stopped looking at her to look at me instead, with an expression of not understanding anything.

“But, wait...” he said then, turning his gaze back to her. “What is all this? Why all this drama about Rubén? If I said, which I don’t remember, that Rubén bothered me... it would have been out of passing jealousy... What do you think? What do you both think?” he asked again, looking at me and then back at María. “That I like you? Did you believe that? You’re good for fucking, María. That I’ve definitely told you a thousand times in messages. Come on, take off your sweater.”

Edu accompanied his request with a gesture of his hand, asking her to give him her wine glass. María, frozen, processing that her suspicions were wrong, accepting that Edu was and would continue to be above her, handed him her glass.

Flushed, defeated, but perhaps still not knowing what she wanted now that everything had changed, she also complied with the request to remove that sweater, which was not only suffocating her, but all of us.

Edu, standing in front of her with a glass in each hand, looked down at her, scrutinizing her, and filled himself with self-assurance, being more himself than ever:

“Look at yourself... Look at those tits you have... and those lips... damn... You’re made for fucking, María... The rest... with Pablo...”

I watched her from further away. That sweater being off changed everything. That silky, delicate, almost fluid nightgown changed everything. Despite being loose, in some places it clung to her like a second skin, outlining her chest, her hips, her thighs... The neckline was suffocating... Her breasts spread to the sides, with a determination that contrasted with the flexible delicacy of the silk. Her nipples pierced through the garment, the areola could be made out... She was too much woman for that cream-colored lightness.

“Damn... I really thought everything was crystal clear... Isn’t it clear?” he insisted.

María remained stunned. She maintained her proud demeanor, but couldn’t hide that she was disarmed, that two weeks of attempts had been in vain, that there would be no revenge, that our salvation wouldn’t come from her detaching from him as a consequence of his feelings for her.

“Come on, tell me about the guy who fucked you on your trip,” he said, calmly, swaying her, enticing her.

María leaned back slightly. She looked at me for a moment. And then at him. She rearranged her hair, as if she were going to put it in a ponytail, but she didn’t.

“Did he fuck you better than me?” Edu asked.

“No...” she responded in a low voice.

“What?”

María swallowed. Her chest was visibly rising and falling, agitated. Tense. With her plan in ruins, but resisting defeat.

“No,” she said with a firmer voice.

Edu placed both glasses on the coffee table and finished unbuttoning his shirt, then took it off and let it fall onto the other sofa, barely moving from where he stood.

The situation was overwhelming me. It distressed me to see her fighting again, because her fight was to save her ego but I also felt she was trying to save us. I chose to give her some space, and decided to go to the kitchen for a moment, to get a glass for myself; to start my path I had to skirt around the table where the dinner was laid out, ridiculous, as ridiculous as María looked, on that sofa, silently contemplating how the sculpted torso of her preferred lover was revealed.

From the kitchen I heard him asking her about that sexual encounter that had never existed and how María responded with inventions in an outwardly defiant tone, but inwardly dismantled.

I wasn’t sure what I wanted to happen, whether to want everything or nothing. Nor could I guess what María wanted.

I returned to the living room and poured myself a glass, next to that cold dinner, a couple of meters away from them.

“And wasn’t he freaked out with Pablo watching?” he asked her.

“Yes... A little...”

“And what other positions did he fuck you in?”

“I don’t remember...”

“You don’t remember? Speaking of positions... and also of Rubén, since you wanted to talk about him... Did he fuck you on this sofa?”

“Yes,” she responded, extremely uncomfortable, but without cutting him off.

“And how did you receive him...? How was it... From behind... dressed up... and waiting for him, right?”

María looked away slightly.

“Position yourself like you received him,” he asked, stepping back a little.

María was torn between humiliating obedience and liberating rebellion. Her body was burning. She didn’t seem intimidated, but she was affected. I still didn’t know what to want; I felt arousal at her hypothetical surrender, and at the same time pain... And then once again the unpleasant sound of Edu’s phone startled us.

He reached into his pocket, took it out, looked at the screen. He wasn’t answering. María didn’t move. Edu hesitated, and finally said to her:

“Well, let’s cut the crap, I already know you obviously didn’t fuck anyone on your damn trip. And I’m bored with the Rubén thing. You two head to the bedroom. I’ll be there in a minute. Afterward we’ll see if we go out for dinner or if I just fuck you and leave.”

After saying that, he answered the phone as if nothing had happened. Each phrase, each gesture... was more authoritarian and humiliating than the last. The situation was so violent that I didn’t want to look at María. I didn’t want to see her final reaction on her face, and I took refuge in another glass of wine, turning my back to them. And, while I was pouring, I could sense how she got up from the sofa and headed down the hallway.

I took a sip. I glanced sideways at how she was walking away and how Edu, wearing pants but no shirt, was talking about work with someone, strutting around my living room, our living room.

I didn’t know what was happening, what would happen, but finally I had the chance to be alone with María: I also headed down the hallway, which seemed endless; I needed to know what she wanted before fully knowing what to feel. I reached the bedroom and found her there, agitated, flushed, and I knew she would speak first, and I knew it would be something intense, something unlike the María I knew. And she told me immediately, in a whisper, but fired up:

“You fuck me...”

“What?”

“You fuck me, and come inside me, and let him see it... Let him go to hell.”

“But...” I said, not knowing how to continue. I saw her unhinged, and it hurt me. For an instant I compared her to the one from our trip, the one from that house, the one from that bedroom.

“What...” she said anxiously.

“You’re crazy...” I managed to say, overwhelmed, but knowing that we couldn’t overlap one plan with another, one trap with another, in that way.

And then I looked at her. And I saw something strange. Something that was changing. And it wasn’t long before she left again, leaving me alone in the bedroom.

I then put my hands to my face. I felt disoriented. I tried to organize my thoughts. It was clear that the plan of pretending she wasn’t taking the pill to keep him around long enough to find out if he had feelings for her was falling apart, but I also thought that deception could still be maintained with the intention of keeping him as her lover until we found another solution. I deduced that we could still set the second trap and with it buy time. What we had really lost was the possibility of the punishment that María wanted to inflict on him.

I headed back to the other side of our apartment, on a solitary, tense and hesitant return journey, crossing that hallway, cursing myself for not having had the quickness and clarity to have stopped María, without having called her crazy. I blamed myself for not having managed to clarify the options we had left, thus preventing her from leaving in such a strange way.

And then I entered the living room, and I didn’t understand anything.

Edu standing, with his bare torso, like before, and María almost pressed against him, arms crossed, face to face, whispering something in his ear, with a complicity that didn’t fit. He was saying goodbye to his interlocutor on the other end of the phone and hanging up, lowering his phone, and she was saying something to him again in a whisper.

“Here?” Edu asked after listening to her.

“Wherever you want,” she replied.


CHAPTER 12

María stepped back a bit and looked at me. It wasn’t asking for permission; it was knowledge. She seemed to take for granted that I, despite our strategies, whether thwarted or up in the air, still wanted everything to happen.

“See? It’s not that difficult, damn it,” Edu whispered. “All this about Rubén, the dinner, all these complications. You guys make life so complicated,” he continued as he moved closer to her again, placing his hands on María’s waist.

Once more, I was a witness just a few feet away from the tension between them, but this time it was different, it had to be, because there was something in María that wasn’t simple desire, but something mental, something calculated, or at least that’s what I clung to in trying to understand the change.

Face to face, María allowed Edu’s hands to move up her stomach as his face drew closer. His defined, tanned torso, displaying a hardness like from a teenager’s poster, but facing a woman who was determined not to be intimidated. Edu emphasized again that we were making things too complicated, and she responded to his groping by placing her hands on his hips; the kiss was imminent, and it hurt me, and I craved it, and I wanted the kiss to obey something more than desire, to follow some plan, for our benefit and to screw him over, but I was beginning to doubt it all, perhaps because María’s nipples, straining against her slip, revealed a different reality to me, simpler, more obvious, even elemental.

“Ouch...!” María complained in a honeyed whisper, looking at him, and killing me; she was complaining that he had caressed one of her breasts too roughly. Her whisper was killing me, it was killing me that she let herself be touched like that, but above all, her gaze was killing me, because it showed a certain confidence, and I didn’t know if it stemmed from affection or enthusiasm, and either option was painful.

One last look toward me, perhaps to make sure that once again everything fit together, and two of Edu’s fingers turning her face toward him, toward his mouth. Their lips joined in a gentle but audible kiss, and that kiss invaded my living room, our home; Edu was reaching the ultimate goal of enjoying her in our safe space.

I lowered my gaze. But the sound of the kisses forced me to raise it again: from María’s bare feet to her naked legs, glimpsing his pants and the appearance of her slip, then his sculpted body and her belligerent, firm breasts wanting to be freed... and then their tilted heads, their open mouths... their tongues playing... his hands on her face, holding her, savoring her, and her hands restrained at his waist.

I still didn’t understand the change. From the trap to humiliate him to this surrender. And I still clung to a hypothetical trick, while María seemed determined to dash my hopes, timidly but decisively lowering her hands until she was feeling the ass of that imposing man.

I took another step closer. It excited me. My member throbbed and my heart vibrated, and vice versa. And those cold hands and that heat on my skin. All those familiar feelings.

And I didn’t know it, but that night everything would change. Absolutely everything and forever.

When Edu lowered one of his hands to one of her breasts, María responded by squeezing his ass with some force. When Edu’s mouth moved down to her neck, and kissed there, and bit there, María responded by bringing her hands forward, to his crotch. And soon he was maneuvering at her neck while she explored, touched, and tried to pull out, as she liked, as it killed her, that cock through the opening of his suit pants.

María complained then, perhaps because of her squeezed breast, perhaps because of a bite on her neck, perhaps because of both, but she was quickly calmed and rewarded, and she announced it herself, and it hurt me, and it impressed me, when she gasped a “fuck, my God” said at full speed and in his ear, indicating, announcing, that she had already felt, that she had already grabbed and remembered that wonder.

“You still haven’t gotten used to it...?” he whispered to her, serious.

“No...” she responded, with her eyes closed, bringing both hands to knead that thing, and to pull it out through that opening. And she made it emerge in an exaggerated display, stepping back a bit so that the tip of that monstrosity wouldn’t stain her slip. His dark, horizontal, swollen brutality emerged through that gap... which made it impossible for me to blame her.

They moved apart slightly and she held his cock with both hands, enjoying her inability to encompass it, both in length and width, and I focused on his heavy balls and his face of omnipotence. María looked at me again. I saw her eyes. Her face. Her matted hair. Her bulging breasts undoing the slip. Her areolas that could be distinguished. And I feared there was no plan. I feared she simply wanted him to fuck her, without tricks or punishments, without the possibility of salvation.

If the revelation of Edu’s cock removed tranquility and eroticism, making everything more animal, it wasn’t long before Edu himself made any hint of calm or tranquil, agreed-upon sex disappear. While he let himself be fondled, that member that wanted to point upward, he brought his hands to the delicate straps of María’s slip, and said to her:

“I’m going to knock you up. Right?”

María lowered her gaze, either to avoid responding or to focus on what she was kneading. And she began to pull back that rough skin of that enormous cock, slowly, millimeter by millimeter... and the skin retreated, lazily, like a great curtain.

Hidden behind her hair, she admired that cock, but something prevented her from responding to that crude phrase, to that word she had admitted to hating, even though it constituted a deception that Edu still didn’t know about.

“Tell me... Tell me,” he insisted, subtly lowering the straps.

“Yes...” she sighed, already beginning to masturbate him with both hands, moving them back and forth, toward Edu and toward herself.

“Hold my balls,” he ordered, and María looked up, met his eyes, hesitated, and then one of her hands went to knead that enormous sack.

“God...” she sighed, deeply flushed, tossing her hair in what seemed like a nervous tic.

“I’m going to empty all of this... inside you,” he threatened.

María didn’t respond and he began to lower the straps further, freeing centimeter by centimeter, almost with the same care with which she had exposed his glans, her breasts... which emerged gradually, large, feminine, immaculate... bit by bit... And María’s chest palpitated with agitated breathing, and she felt exposed, almost ashamed of having those... and her skin prickled and the camisole had to struggle when it tried to bare her nipples, as if they were catching on those sharp crystals that exhibited her, that betrayed her... And she ended up exhaling an abandoned “Ufff...” while gripping his cock with one hand, kneading his balls with the other, and feeling how her breasts were completely freed, revealing extensive areolas that awakened the most perverse desires in whoever glimpsed them.

“Say it...” he asked her while pushing her hair aside a bit, to be able to see without impediment what he had uncovered.

“What...” she whispered, daring to look at him.

“What I’m going to do to you,” said Edu, beginning to caress her breasts with gentleness, making her shiver.

“You’re going to... fuck me...”

“And what else?”

“You’re... going to come inside me...”

Edu then pressed her breasts together slightly. He caressed them, pushed them together... And then whispered to her:

“Let your saliva fall. Spit on your tits.”

María, with the camisole lowered to her waist, gripping his cock and clumsily massaging his balls, looked at him, begging for mercy.

“What are you waiting for?” he said to her... and then she produced saliva... embarrassed, wounded, but aroused... and liquid could be seen flowing from her lips, falling... in an irregular, semi-transparent thread... until that thread landed between her breasts, and she raised her gaze, with that hanging saliva connecting her chest to her lower lip, surrendered, again, and he insisted, and she, squeezing his cock harder, whimpered:

“You’re going to knock me up tonight... Bastard...”

“That’s it...” he said, putting his hands on his hips.

“You’re going to fill me up good...” she whispered, clinging to his cock with that saliva hanging, challenging him, despite already being humiliated.

“Of course I will...”

And I saw her so surrendered, so eager, that I wondered if she would have accepted the madness of his proposal if not for me.

“What do you think, Pablo?” Edu asked then, turning his face.

I, for the first time, wasn’t afraid of him. But I didn’t stop it because deep down I wanted it to happen. I knew he intended to humiliate us both, and I understood that this part had always been desired.

“Come on, jerk off watching,” he said casually.

I complied with his suggestion, which I didn’t interpret as an order, and felt no shame in showing a member that was tiny compared to what María was stroking. She looked at me, and looked at my member, and then at him, and I don’t know if she compared, if she finally convinced herself or simply felt desired seeing those two unequal members, both hard, with her always being the reason for our excitement.

Holding my member with two fingers and with my underwear and pants slightly lowered, I watched as Edu told María to spread what she had spilled over her breasts... and how she obeyed... And I felt I could come almost at any moment seeing how she, without releasing his member with one hand, used the other to spread her own saliva over one of her breasts, making it shine, and then let more saliva fall, and tilted her head as her hair waved, and sought to soak and wash her other breast, in an obscene, humiliating image, but at the same time almost obvious, as if it were what was due, what was correct, what was required by the three of us.

“What do you want her to do to me?” Edu asked me.

He looked at me. I didn’t know what to tell him.

“Do you want her to suck me off?”

I swallowed hard. María didn’t react to his statement and left her breasts, which were glistening, to return both hands to that member that now pointed completely upward.

“Do you want your wife to suck me off right here?” he insisted. “Or would you prefer she eat my balls?”

“I don’t know...” I exhaled, and felt my member burning... and thought I was coming.

“Which do you prefer?” he raised his voice.

María looked at me. She released his cock. And I said:

“The balls.”

“You want her to eat them?” he gloated.

“Yes...”

María looked at me then. She didn’t blame me. I didn’t blame her either. And I clung to the hope that perhaps there was a plan to prevent him from humiliating us again, some plan that would be the foundation for saving ourselves and escaping from him, as we felt his madness would only escalate.

And then María, hurt but composed, looked at him and whispered:

“Here...? Should I eat them here?”

I had to stop masturbating as Edu gave an affirmative response and María considered kneeling down.

“Give her a cushion, at least,” said Edu, with humiliating protectiveness, as he opened his pants and pulled them down slightly. I took a couple of steps toward the sofa, grabbed a cushion and extended it toward them. It was Edu who took it, stepped back a bit and dropped it at his feet.

María hesitated. It was degrading. This man disarmed her, for better and worse. And that hesitation made her fall more painful. She knelt down and I could feel her ego shatter into a thousand pieces. It was a humiliation both sought and hated... and with her hands on his thighs and her enormous breasts hanging heavily from her torso, she leaned forward, from below upward, seeking with her face and mouth to land on that extensive sack... and she closed her eyes and smelled, and it hurt me, because she inhaled his sex, intoxicated herself with his balls and his cock... and I resumed masturbating carefully while Edu placed his hands on María’s head and she stuck out her tongue and licked those balls that he intended to empty inside her.

Edu finally showed signs of humanity and also closed his eyes, letting his head fall slightly backward. His body, his beard, his somewhat long hair, everything about him was imposing... especially having María as he had her, kneeling in the middle of our living room, eating his balls, moving her torso slightly forward and backward, giving strange licks, even accompanying the movements of her tongue with a somewhat grotesque purring... He had her humiliated, eating his balls with his cock resting heavily on her face... My wife’s face defiled, with that enormous cock resting on her delicate features... and her persistent tongue, and her purring... And I suffered, for her, for her surrender, for her self-respect, for us... and I suffered containing myself to avoid exploding in a premature orgasm.

He came back to himself. He looked at me. I could sense the pleasure in his face. And again I didn’t understand how I had given him this gift, yet at the same time I understood it more than ever.

“You know what I was thinking these days, Pablo?” he asked me, in a low tone, while María continued licking and kissing his balls. “That I’ve been underutilizing you both. Don’t misunderstand me. I mean the three of us have many possibilities... For example, get behind her.”

“What...?” I asked, somewhat alarmed.

“Get another cushion and kneel behind her.”

It hurt to obey, but again I found myself enticed, not so much by him, but by the entire situation, and I continued to hear María kissing those braggart’s balls to the point of embarrassment.

I grabbed another cushion and María took a breath as she felt me positioning myself behind her.

The two of us, one behind the other, were kneeling before him.

“And now what?” said Edu. “Be creative.”

I remained silent. I didn’t know what to say. Or how to say it. Or if María might react at any moment. When it was precisely she who acted. And I saw it in Edu’s face, as he closed his eyes again and tilted his head back. And he moaned an “Ohh...!” and I looked ahead: María was taking his cock into her mouth, or at least as much as she could. She placed her hands on his thighs, and her head went back and forth. She was sucking him off, in front of me, right against me, and I loved her, I adored her, and I did something strange, suddenly finding myself kissing her bare back, and I gave her another kiss there, and María received my affectionate kisses on her back, from behind, while she swallowed that bastard’s huge cock from the front...

And then one of my hands strangely went to embrace her, and I found her breasts that moved back and forth with the blowjob she was giving him, because her torso swayed forward and backward, and I caressed one of her tits, felt it, and noticed it was sticky, and her nipple extraordinarily hard... and then Edu, affected by her blowjob, but in a whisper rather than a moan, said to her:

“...Keep your head still.”

And María obeyed, and I thought he would fuck her mouth, in a crude and outrageous way, but he sought something worse, telling me:

“You push her... Set the rhythm.”

And something rose through my body, and I didn’t understand what was happening, what he was doing to us, what we were doing to ourselves... and I continued caressing one of her breasts with one hand, and María didn’t protest his order, but kept her head still, with her mouth impaled by that enormous cock... She didn’t protest, she obeyed... static... and I no longer knew if by obeying, I would satisfy him more... or her... and then I brought my other hand to the back of her head, on her hair, and I pushed her, I pushed her so that she would engulf it again, eat it there... And immediately I heard that watery and rough sound again... And I myself was guiding her, forward and backward... It wasn’t consent, it was something more... And my cock was dripping and soaking María’s nightgown while I continued guiding her, forward and backward, forward and backward, directing that head, that woman I adored, to suck, soak and devour that colossal cock that barely fit minimally in her mouth.

I freed her breasts and lifted her nightgown a bit from behind to stop staining it, while continuing to push her toward him. I looked at him, and then he, with mockery, whispered:

“You’re going to choke her, damn it…”

I immediately stopped that assault on María. He pulled back a little. María’s mouth was freed. She wiped her lips with one hand. And then Edu looked at his watch, and then said:

“Come on, fuck her for a minute, cum outside, and then I’ll knock her up properly.”


CHAPTER 13

It was an insulting disdain. They were crude, iron-clad orders, assuming there would be no refusal from me, or from her. But I still believed there had to be something more going on, that the change had to obey something, that María’s obedience this time was different.

Both of us kneeling, each on our own cushion, facing him as he pulled up and closed his pants with meticulous elegance, despite the situation. And, while he poured himself wine, with his exposed torso and his cock now tucked away, standing by the table, a couple of meters from us, I brought my mouth to María’s neck and whispered:

“What... what’s wrong with you?”

“I just can’t...” she answered, in a thread of a voice, pretending he couldn’t hear us, but I didn’t understand if she meant she couldn’t tell me at that moment or that she couldn’t stop... that she couldn’t resist that humiliating authority.

I insisted, and my whisper overlapped with the sound of wine being poured again, into a second glass, and with Edu’s gaze upon that comical dinner. And she answered me then in a childish voice, almost defeated and faint:

“It... it doesn’t matter... Put it in me.”

My member twitched upon hearing that. One of my hands hadn’t moved and was still holding the back and lower part of her delicate nightgown. My desire had a mind of its own, it didn’t understand tricks, suspicions, and secondary plans. I hadn’t realized it, but while Edu was drinking, my cock had been in contact with one of María’s buttocks, leaving drops of sticky, thick liquid there.

Her naked back, her delicate white panties. Her scent. Her touch. I wanted to know, but I wanted to feel even more.

Then came the sound of Edu’s glass being placed on the table, and then he sat down, turned toward us. He crossed one leg over the other; with his impeccable suit pants and expensive shoes below, and with his marked chest and abs and his studiedly unkempt beard and hair above; but most impressive were his eyes, those threatening blue eyes with which he intimidated as much or more than with his words, and then I heard:

“Come on Pablo, you’re the opening act. The opener performs, doesn’t keep people waiting.”

María, restless, turned slightly, not enough to look at me, but enough to tell me with her gesture that there was nothing to doubt, that she craved, once again, our joint humiliation before him.

And she herself brought her hands to the lower part of her nightgown so that I could have my hands free and proceed with her silky white panties.

Another sip and Edu took his phone from his pocket and placed it on the table, making himself comfortable in our chair, in our living room, and I brought my hands to María’s panties and began to pull downward, and they came off her buttocks with hypnotizing softness. And then came the moment that announced to me, once again, that perhaps there was no trick at all, that the submission was ferociously pure, and it was that the silk resisted separating from the central part: the silk, fused, was stuck, impregnated with her sex, and crouched behind her I could witness that resistance, and then it was even worse, because once I began to achieve my purpose, the culprit came to light, the embarrassment, in the form of a dense thread; the thread of shame and the small puddle that outraged the delicate garment and revealed my wife’s poor state.

Her panties pulled down to her knees. Me behind her. Her gathering her nightgown and looking at him. And I observed then what had been revealed: her pussy, her thick, symmetrical, perfect lips, calling with lust, which I could smell from my position... and then she, without taking her eyes off him, telling him this way that this was for him, leaned forward until she placed the palms of her hands on the floor.

I held my member. Humiliating or not, for the same interests or not, this was what all three of us wanted. And soon I felt how the tip came into contact with the outside of her sex, and the touch was so pleasurable, so carnal and wet, that I wanted to delight in rubbing against that entrance, but I could barely do so, because suddenly I found myself entering her interior, unintentionally, by my instinct or by a precise movement of her hips, but my cock was making its way and my temperature was rising, so much that I moaned... and I buried myself, pushing, but without making any effort, and I felt her burning and wet walls parting, parting for me, but because of him.

My “Ohhh...” sounded ridiculous compared to her muteness. And Edu didn’t even accompany me with a grimace. María humiliated me with her indifference, which also humiliated herself, and Edu showed no surprise at all, already familiar with our shameful sex, especially when María’s body was screaming for something of another level.

My hands on her waist, her refined nightgown wrinkled and gathered at the level of her belly, her breasts hanging large and unattended, her hands on the floor, and her gaze raised, toward him, communicating with him, in a sort of indecent cockiness, as if only she could show herself haughty in that context; that context in which her husband was fucking her, and she in silence, barely feeling anything, without moaning, without panting, in front of him.

I closed my eyes, I merged with her, I went back and forth. I felt my balls coming and going. I sought the sound of our bodies colliding. And then I wanted to accelerate more, feel her more and, with one knee on a cushion, I moved my other leg until I placed the sole of my foot on the floor, and that way I could give it to her better, fuck her better, feel her more... But she even kept her mouth closed, without breathing heavily, and she looked at him, and he sometimes returned her gaze, and sometimes checked his phone, as if he didn’t have that piece of a woman letting herself be fucked in front of him, humiliating herself just so he would later fulfill her.

I hated Edu at that moment, though I recognized his ability to have us like that, to drive us to such madness. And then I began to seek deeper penetrations, trying at least to push her a little with my pelvis, also hoping that she would at least part her lips... a sigh... something... but she withstood my thrust, moved her neck, her hair waved, and didn't reward my effort with a glance backward, her eyes always fixed on him.

“Did Rubén fuck you here?” Edu suddenly asked.

“Yes,” she answered immediately, in a voice that came out clean, serene, as if nothing were invading her body, as if nothing were pushing her, as if no one were rocking her back and forth, as if the “clap, clap” of my pelvis hitting her buttocks were merely distant sounds.

“There? On the sofa?”

“Yes,” she answered again with identical and humiliating composure.

I, somewhat tired, slowed my rhythm until stopping completely. I took off my shirt, without pulling out of her, and let it fall to the floor, and then I lowered my pants a bit more, when, as I was doing so, I heard Edu say:

“He mentioned it in passing. Let's see what he does.”

I looked up and saw how Edu placed his phone on the table and some dial tones began to sound.

I couldn't believe he intended to call Rubén at that moment, and that reminded me of something similar that Carlos had done, which gave me the feeling that Edu knew everything, or almost everything, and was using it, practicing and perfecting it at his whim.

And then I wished María would protest, but she, with my cock inside her, barely moved to tuck part of her hair behind her ear.

I reactivated my slight movements, back and forth, inside a pussy that felt nothing, while I heard Rubén answering him, with quite a bit of background noise. Edu greeted him and asked if he was working that night and Rubén replied:

“Hey, what's up. I'm off today. I'm in tomorrow.”

You could also hear people's voices and disordered commotion. Rubén's tone was of contained surprise. And my hands decided, on their own, to caress and slightly separate María's buttocks... And I looked down and my cock was entering that hollow... sliding, hard, but craving something tighter, while María lowered her head for a moment, also somewhat tired, or desperate, and Edu was saying on the phone:

“Do you go out every night or what?”

“Well, when I'm not working, yeah,” he laughed.

And then Edu, without further preamble, without more introduction, clearly said to him:

“Look, tonight I'm going to be with María.”

At that precise moment she raised her face again, toward him, and I didn't know in what way she was looking at him. Rubén was taking time to answer.

“Can you hear me?” Edu asked.

“Yes, yes... You're going to be with María, so what?” Rubén then said, somewhat cocky.

“How did it go with her?” Edu asked, and looked at her, and again Rubén was slow to respond, showing more distrust than doubt this time.

“I already told you. Just okay,” he finally answered, with a noise of voices and background music that had even increased.

“How did you fuck her?” Edu blurted out, without mockery, serious.

“Damn... you already know... are you trying to get turned on or what?” he laughed uncomfortably.

“I swear I don't remember,” Edu replied, and I, who was still fucking María, who still felt her pussy embracing me, longed for her to at least turn around once, and look at me, and tell me with her eyes that there was some control, or self-respect, or both, in her.

Rubén wasn't responding, it seemed he was trying to move away from the tumult, and Edu insisted:

“What clothes had you chosen for her?”

“Damn... you already know... the school thing...” he responded suspiciously, but visibly interested.

Edu then snapped his fingers, somewhat forcefully, and said, looking at María, in a whisper:

“That's it. Let's do it right.”

I stopped, inside her body, while María whimpered a confused and faint:

“What...”

“We're going to act it out properly. As it should have been. Go change,” Edu said.

“Can you hear me?” Rubén was asking, on the other end of the line, while María leaned forward, freeing herself, pulling off of me. And I looked down and saw her pussy closing, but with her lips more parted... and she pulled up the straps of her nightgown... and I leaned back and she pulled up her panties... and stood up... and it seemed she was willing to obey that, and I distrusted more than ever, and almost sank... thinking that perhaps I had been an optimistic fool... not during the last hour, but during the last few weeks... I thought it was disconcerting, practically impossible, such obedience...

…I thought there was only one possible explanation for such surrender. It couldn't be just sex. And I said it to myself as the woman I loved most and would always love in the world headed down the hallway: María had feelings for that man. María worshipped that man. María was in love with Edu. 


CHAPTER 14

It wasn’t sadness. Nor anger. It was fear. It was fear and a pressure in my chest, and a pounding in my heart, which superimposed mental stress over my own arousal. On my knees, with my member hard and whitish from what María and I had been expelling, I felt dread that my suspicion might be cruelly true.

I had lost track of what Edu was discussing with Rubén. I could only hear an unpleasant ringing, which was nothing more than my own body, my own tension. And I wondered if it was possible, and tried to tell myself it wasn’t; but what other reason could there be for that obedience, for that submission that went beyond sex and the sexual chemistry between the two of them; because it was undoubtedly something mental now, an emotional dependency.

I stood up and was closing my pants while glancing at how Edu was talking on the phone that lay on the table. I approached him and heard how he was asking Rubén where he was, and the latter was suspicious, probably since Edu had mentioned her, that he was proposing a new encounter with María.

He told him the name of a bar, and Edu didn’t understand it well, nor did I, and he asked him to repeat it. Rubén then told him he would hang up for a moment and would go outside, in search of silence, and that he would call him right back.

Him seated. Me standing. Both with bare torsos and both with our members tucked away, tucked away and moist, moistened by the same woman, mine; and I decided to fight.

I drank from a glass. Next to that cold and solitary dinner. Both of us in silence. He didn’t seem uncomfortable. He never did.

“What do you want from us?” I asked without preamble.

Edu looked up at me. He made a gesture with his face, as if talking to himself, as if telling himself that he didn’t want anything special, but he said:

“Well, tonight I want to know María’s limit. I already know you don’t have one.”

I remained thoughtful for a moment, fearing how he planned to discover that limit.

“By the way,” he continued, “This dinner… so many strange questions… I don’t trust you two one bit. Is she really not on the pill?”

“No… She doesn’t take it…” I responded tensely, trying to sound convincing.

“Damn… You’re out of your minds,” he said, surprising me.

“And you?” I asked, raising my voice, almost as a reflex.

At that moment his phone rang again. Edu brought it to his ear, asked him to give him a second, and put it back on speakerphone, as before, placing it on the table.

“Can you hear me better now?” Rubén was asking as María’s footsteps began to be heard, approaching down the hallway.

Edu responded affirmatively while I didn’t even want to look at María’s entrance. I didn’t want to see it because I suspected that the obedience was no longer just physical, and that tore me apart.

“Wait a moment,” Edu then said into the phone. “Get into the same position as before,” he whispered.

“There? On the floor?” María asked, in a low tone, allying herself with him so that Rubén wouldn’t hear her.

“Yes, on the cushions, like before,” Edu concluded.

I could feel her approaching and then I did look at her: with the white shirt, the tie, the pleated skirt and the navy blue socks, and the loafers. And she didn’t look ridiculous. She looked sexual. And her expression wasn’t one of embarrassment, but expectant. And again I was waiting for a signal, something that would relieve me, something that would save me, something that would tell me that everything was part of something devised by her, and she showed me that signal, in the form of a look; she connected with me, as if trying to tell me something, but I couldn’t read it, couldn’t understand it. And, while she was descending and kneeling on her cushion, I wondered if that signal had been real or if she had simply sought, with her gaze, for me to continue participating in this.

I wanted to refuse. It excited me, but this was so far from our idea of revenge that I felt I couldn’t tolerate it.

And Edu was talking with Rubén and then I looked toward María, and she asked me. I could read on her lips a “come,” enigmatic, which I still didn’t understand if it showed that she had already surrendered her weapons, or if she was trying to tell me that we were at the key point and moment of the war.

She brought her hands to her long, thick and shiny hair, and lifted it from behind, kneeling there, as if trying to air out her neck. She was hot, her cheeks and her expression told me so. She was aroused, her nipples told me so, revealing that under the uniform shirt there was no bra. And she remained proud, demonstrated by her clear gaze and her way of wearing that outfit, with integrity, as if she were dressed that way by her own initiative.

I found myself almost obligated to follow her lead, out of excitement, out of desire… or out of intrigue. It was, again, double or nothing, either the greatest joint humiliation, with María also emotionally attached to that bastard, or one last attempt in the form of a new strategy, to somehow end up both winning and him losing.

I positioned myself behind her. And I wanted to kiss her. Probably because I smelled her. She smelled of sex and of herself. But her long-sleeved shirt barely gave any option to kiss skin, and I didn’t dare to seek her mouth, nor humiliate myself by seeking her cheek.

It was she who lifted her skirt, enticing me once again to pull down her white panties. I then raised my gaze over her shoulder and saw how Edu, seated in front of us, was maneuvering inside his pants.

María turned her face slightly and whispered an anxious and restless “come on...” to me, which made me bring my hands back to her panties. And again that clean descent along the sides, and again that resistance to unstick from her sex, again that dense thread and again that humiliating puddle. When she felt her panties lowered, she leaned forward, again with the palms of her hands on the floor, and again I was opening my pants and making them descend. My cock looked rock hard, though ridiculous compared to what Edu was revealing; a revelation that surely impacted María, whom I still couldn’t fully understand.

“Well. Getting back to the subject. Why didn’t it go well?” asked Edu, standing up, with his half-excited cock, thick, veiny, peeking out over his clothes.

“With María?” asked Rubén while Edu was trying to get rid of his shoes and I was bringing María’s skirt forward, completely clearing her buttocks.

“Yes, of course. With María,” Edu raised his voice, while continuing to undress.

Rubén began to respond as I pulled back the skin of my member, aimed, and rubbed the tip, up and down, up and down, between María’s lips, contrasting the hardness of my cock with the delicacy of the exterior of her sex... and then she pushed back, abruptly cutting off the only context and moment in which I had any control, and made me sigh, not from the touch, which was almost nonexistent, but again from the heat, and from the sensation of being inside her. She, of course, didn’t flinch, and showed off with an exaggerated circular movement of her entire waist, of her ass, which buried my member there, inside her, with an ability and aptitude far beyond sufficiency.

Rubén hesitated, unsure of what to say; always with a hint of distrust about that call and that strange conversation, while Edu finished undressing completely, and then, standing, carefully placed his pants over the chair.

Edu insisted and told him he was free to say whatever he wanted. He did this while picking up the phone and turning toward us.

I was fucking María, with my pants down and panting. She received my member with muteness, with her panties down but almost completely dressed. And Edu showed us a cock that hung enormous, thick, swollen, with its glans half uncovered, and hanging down almost to the middle of his thigh, in a display that humiliated me and made María readjust her hair with one hand and look away for a moment.

“Well...” Rubén began to speak while Edu approached us, naked, and I feared his new idea. “Well... that... I don’t know if she’s your friend, or what the hell she is, but the chick is pretty unbearable. That’s why I didn’t call her again.”

The three of us listened to that coming from Edu’s phone, when he, next to us, leaned over, and I stopped, inside María, and he placed his mobile on the lower part of her back, in a strange, macabre way, and if she moved a little, the phone would fall.

“Yes... Right... She has her quirks. But tell me,” said Edu who circled around us and positioned himself in front of María, and then knelt down, with his semi-erect cock centimeters from her face.

“Not much to tell. I already told you. We did it on her sofa. And... she fucked me more than the other way around,” Rubén laughed as I, by mere instinct, resumed my movement, back and forth, fucking María carefully so the phone wouldn’t fall, like participating in the umpteenth ramification of Edu’s game, and María raised her face, in front of him, who masturbated parsimoniously, knowing he could put his cock in her mouth whenever he wanted.

“Yes, but then I don’t know what happened that you didn’t continue telling me. What happened after?” asked Edu, stroking himself with one hand, and caressing María’s mane with the other, and looking at me. And his aggressive face and blue eyes sought to hurt me, but what did hurt was that caress on María, as if relaxing her, as if taming her, and then I pushed with more vehemence, putting it in as deep as I could, as if wanting to tell him that she was mine, that she still was, at least.

We only received silence from the other end of the line, and it was logical that Rubén had no more response, since after the sofa incident nothing had happened between him and María.

“After... After was when we went to the bedroom,” Rubén then lied, and I had the feeling that he thought Edu was testing him, and that he would offer María to him again if he proved he deserved her.

“Ah, damn... You hadn’t told me anything about the bedroom,” responded Edu, who had ceased his caresses on María and was grabbing his balls with one hand and with the other managing to make his cock reach almost maximum heights.

“Yeah, whoa. Brutal. And with her boyfriend watching like a yokel...” said Rubén and I was waiting for Edu’s response, or a complaint from María about those lies and that humiliation, but then she raised her face more, with energy, but also almost with anguish... and implored forward a painfully whispered: “fuck... Put it in me. Put it in my mouth now...” killing me, and Edu shushed her, to make her speak more quietly, and I was fucking her, holding her by the waist and burying myself in the immensity of her pussy, and I could barely feel anything, but my member remained hard.

—What... are you... walking to where she is? —asked Rubén. 

—Yes. Yes. I'll see her soon. In the bedroom then, better. How was it? —asked Edu, and I could see how María was trying to reach his cock with her mouth... And my arousal and my pain overflowed. 

—How was it? It was incredible —replied Rubén, who felt like he was being tested and was aware of the possible reward for passing the test—. In bed it was incredible, she was like crazy... In the living room she was in charge, but in the bedroom she went wild. And her pathetic boyfriend going back and forth, watching. He was pale watching me fuck her —he laughed uncomfortably, while Edu, in a tone inaudible to Rubén, whispered: 

—Open your mouth... 

And I looked at Edu, I looked him in the eyes, and I could see how his body moved forward, how his hips moved forward, and then the muffled and grateful sound from María. He was putting his cock in her mouth, looking at me, making her compare the insignificance invading her from behind with the majesty invading her from the front. And Edu brought his hands to her mane, making circles with it, gathering it, holding it... and again his hips forward, fucking her mouth, and looking at me, and Rubén continued:

—So that's it, man. Her boyfriend turning white... And her begging for cock... like... as if it were a baby bottle —he laughed again, uncomfortable, without humor, and María, with her mouth occupied, raised one of her hands and caressed his stomach, and felt Edu's marked abs, worshipping that tanned sculpture, venerating that incredible body while you could hear the blowjob... the unmistakable sound of saliva coming out of her mouth and precum coming out of that member, unfair for being so colossal and perfect. 

Edu didn't respond and Rubén continued:

—The bitch came I don't know how many times. When I used to see you guys at the café, I would have never imagined her like that, no fucking way. 

—Oh, no...? —asked Edu, serene and calm, while he continued tangling his hand in María's mane and moving his hips back and forth, carefully, with a frequency similar to mine, filling her mouth, violating her with disdain. 

—No, damn... She already seemed stuck-up... but leaning toward prudish —he laughed again without humor—. But... whew... In bed... She would tell me... “put me like this...”, “put me like that...” and her on top... and on all fours...

—Her on top... she destroys you, doesn't she? —Edu said in a strange way. 

—Damn, does she destroy you... with those melons bouncing... it's a spectacle —Rubén degraded her, thinking that conversation was private, and she didn't protest, with her mouth full, with her pussy so open that neither she nor I felt anything, and lowering her hand to the floor again—. And she knows it, the bitch. She knows what melons she has... That she... I don't know how to say it... 

—That she shows them off happily —said Edu, playing along.

—No... I don't know... That she offers them to you... Like... “I know you want to eat my pears...” —he laughed— She knows she's hot, the bitch...

—Damn right she knows... And she knows what body she has...

—And what else? —asked Edu, and I on one hand understood María and on the other hand didn't understand anything, and I felt the same way about myself.

—Not much else... I fucked her for like an hour and left... And I left them there... 

—An hour?

—Yeah, around that... I left them two or three pretty full little condoms there, on the nightstand... —he lied, with a fake laugh. 

—Wow... Wow... You bastard... —said Edu, pulling back a bit, freeing María's mouth, and I could see how she brought a hand to her lips to clean herself. 

—You know it... —Rubén responded, tense and expectant, but confident he had passed the test. 

—Well... Look... Keep an eye on your phone tonight —Edu rewarded him. 

—Okay... Hey.

—Tell me.

—Don't tell María that I told you this... that's not cool —said Rubén. 

—No, I won't tell her anything.

—Okay, man, so call me... You know... —he laughed, trying to buddy up. 

—Yeah, well, we'll see what happens. Just keep your phone handy.

—Alright, cool —said Rubén, and they said goodbye, and that phone, which hadn't moved from the lower part of María's back, on her snow-white school uniform shirt, lost its light and its screen went dark. 

María moved a little then, to relieve her knees, and the phone slid and I instinctively went to hold it. Then she pulled herself off me, and it was shocking to feel, or rather not feel, how I barely noticed suddenly being outside of her. And she straightened up a bit. The three of us on our knees. Her facing him. And she went to kiss him. It was painfully desperate. And it would have hurt less if her hands had gone to his cock, but no, her hands went to his face, to his features, and he accepted the kiss, and the make-out session was anguished, almost lifeless, and the worst part was that it was intimate; she caressed his face with both hands and he held her by the nape of her neck. The kiss wasn’t normal. It wasn’t the kiss to a lover. The kiss showed not only gratitude and yearning, but the dreaded connection.

“What’s... wrong... with you?” Edu managed to whisper, aware of that desperation.

“Nothing. Fuck me,” she implored, kissing his neck, inches away from me, with her skirt at her waist and her panties pulled down. And I thought about caressing her bare buttocks, my lust always like free verse, but I didn’t know if I would be welcome.

“Don’t you want Rubén to fuck you?”

“We’ll see... Fuck me now. Fuck me... Get me properly pregnant... That’s why you came, right? That’s why you’re going to come... That’s what we agreed on...” she whispered in his ear, kissing, licking Edu’s neck.

“Come here, then,” he said, in a painfully protective tone, leaning back and standing up.


CHAPTER 15

María, kneeling, ready to stand up and let herself be guided by him. But then she turned for a moment, and looked at me, again, again that look, and I understood it less and less.

Perhaps it was simply to ask for permission, as so many other times, so that everything would fit together, or perhaps she was asking me to trust her, or perhaps she was asking for forgiveness for wanting him so much, or perhaps, and at that moment it seemed most likely to me, she was telling me with her gaze that she was sorry, that she had fought, but that she had fallen, fallen into something beyond a physical infatuation.

And then she stood up, facing him; she approached, pressed herself against Edu and whispered something in his ear, and I had the impression that she had intended for me not to hear it, but I did hear it: a clear and heartbreaking, a desperate and surrendered: “Do whatever you want to me.”

I was now the only one kneeling, but I didn’t feel humiliated by my position, nor defeated by seeing the desire in my wife’s eyes, and I didn’t perceive that because there was a feeling that devoured everything, and it was the fear of María’s more than presumable feelings toward him.

I lowered my gaze, and saw myself with Edu’s phone in my hand, and I stretched out my arm to place it on the coffee table, and then a sound startled me. I raised my gaze again, upward, toward them: María’s shoes, the socks… and then the panties knotted at the height of her knees, and the disordered skirt, somewhat wrinkled at her waist and partially covering her buttocks, her white shirt and her hair falling to one side, and the hand of a completely naked Edu on her nape, and again her hands on his face; the sound was that of kisses, of their lips, of their tongues. Their inclined faces, their rising temperatures… and it hurt me, but I wanted to look, I wanted to know, half morbid curiosity, half masochism.

I got rid of my pants and shoes and stood up. And I approached. Two naked bodies, two excited cocks, wanting to explode because of that woman’s body, entirely dressed. And then my masochism became vice and I wanted to enjoy those kisses, those sounds, María’s flushed cheeks, their tongues appearing and disappearing, their lips stretching, how María surrounded him, almost hanging from him… and how his hand didn’t tremble when groping her breasts over her uniform shirt, how his fingers didn’t vibrate when unbuttoning two or three central buttons, at the height of the middle of her torso… and I understood that perhaps that was the premise for María having been surrendered to him for some time… the fact that Edu undressed her, kissed her and humiliated her like any other woman, without admiration… Even without respect.

She felt me close and turned her face. Toward me. But in her gaze nothing could be read anymore… the only thing that could be done was to feel through it. Edu slipped his hands inside her shirt, groping her breasts with indifference, while kissing her neck and she writhed. And then, with half-closed eyes, with her neck drooled on and being nibbled, with her tits fondled and with her panties binding her legs, she whispered:

—Fuck me now…

And Edu said something in her ear that I didn’t understand, and she protested at a bite on her neck and moaned:

—Oww… Fuck me… On the floor… or the bedroom… wherever you want… Impregnate me good… And let him see it…

Her statement had been so macabre, so harsh toward me, that it almost became a glimmer of hope that could mean she was still on my side. And my member throbbed on its own. I felt I could explode just by touching myself. But I no longer felt guilty about it. I was just morbid curiosity and fear.

—Give me your panties… and sit on the sofa —Edu whispered, pulling back a little, and María brought her hands to them, pulled them down and took them off, by one foot, and then by the other. And she gave them to him. And I noticed how the devout and sweet whiteness of her panties contrasted with the dark and impious hand of his, while she obeyed and took a seat in the place in the world where I had kissed her the most times.

—Look at yourself… —Edu then said, provocatively, delighting in her fall, perhaps suspecting too that her fall was not just physical. And María threw her hair back, sitting there, again pretending that this was normal, that her obedience was not devastating and humiliating, that her descent was not crude and scandalous. And I scrutinized her while Edu approached her, sitting there, with her legs somewhat apart, with her pussy covered by the skirt but in contact with the sofa, with the shirt somewhat open in the middle of her torso, covering the uncoverable: large breasts that wanted to expose themselves pushing the shirt to the sides, with nipples that were marked and noticeable despite the shirt not being completely pressed against her body, with that tie wedged between her breasts, with that uniform, belonging to Carlos’s daughter, taken to ridicule, in our own living room, ridiculing her and blocking me.

Edu, standing in front of her, bent down for a moment to pick up his phone, and then I looked at María, hoping to finally find some answer, but she, with the heavy, thick and hanging cock in front of her face, within reach of her hands, had no time for me. And Edu seemed to be reading something on his mobile, perhaps something from an anxious Rubén, when I saw how María leaned forward, sitting more on the edge of the sofa, going toward him, and what I saw caused me pain again, and made me suspect, perhaps more than ever:

It was as if time had stopped for her, as if her husband watching her had ceased to exist, as if her lover, who kept her panties in one hand while checking the screen with the other, didn’t exist either. She leaned forward, extended her hands toward that dark cock that hung heavy and swollen… and she didn’t bring her mouth there, but her face… She caressed that enormous member, which had changed her, transformed her until making her unrecognizable, and brought her lips to the middle of that vast trunk. And she kissed. But in a slow kiss of adoration. She held it with her whole hand, enjoying its rough touch, its throbbing, its temperature, and placed another kiss. And she smelled, smelled that cock, those balls… and her face blushed and she felt hot… so much that she opened her shirt a little, uncomfortable, overwhelmed… and she stuck out her tongue and licked, and then that cock responded to her and a transparent drop emerged from the tip… and Edu didn’t shudder, he seemed not to react, not to give importance to seeing my wife adoring his cock in that suffocating way.

And then another kiss on that shaft... and then she let saliva drip and made her hair wave... and she unbuttoned her shirt once more, treating her clothes and herself with more disdain than that imposing member for which she showed only devotion... and her breasts emerged enormous and free, crowned by extensive areolas... while she busied herself continuing to smell and pour saliva over that member that was slowly growing... And I wished she would put it in her mouth, as much as she could... I wanted to see Edu at least gasp... And at the same time that adoration pained me, so surrendered, almost childlike... And more saliva... And suddenly she pulled back the skin of that monstrosity... exposing a dark, almost violet glans... And when I thought she would lick there, her face went downward, but her eyes upward... toward an Edu who was still focused on the phone and who dropped the panties beside her and then used his hand to caress her hair, without looking at her...

...And then she put one of his balls in her mouth... and pulled subtly to one side... and moved his cock to the opposite side... and looked upward, being caressed, with a ball in her mouth and with her other hand that wasn't able to close, that wasn't able to completely wrap around that mast that she wanted to penetrate her as soon as possible... And as if her surrender wasn't obvious enough... as if her eagerness wasn't sufficiently evident in her gaze and in her way of worshipping Edu's balls and cock... as if her swollen breasts and rock-hard nipples didn't betray her enough... I could see... and I could feel the pain and humiliation... of seeing how, by her own decision or by pure instinct... her hips began to move slightly, minimally... forward and backward... rubbing herself... grinding her pussy... soaking our sofa with a pussy that I couldn't see, covered by the skirt, but that sought consolation in that pitiful and undignified friction.

I looked then at my member, rock-hard, pointing at the ceiling, and my glans seemed tiny to me, and then I heard María, who had freed her mouth from that rough and full sack and who brought both hands to his cock, playing at trying to cover it, gasp:

—It's insane...

—What is? —said Edu, disinterested.

—This cock you have... —she said releasing it.

—You already know it.

—Doesn't matter... —she surrendered and confessed as Edu placed the phone back on the table and sat down beside her.

—And the smell of your cock...

—What about it...

—I don't know... It's... different... it smells good... but very... strong... —she whispered to him, venerating him... killing me... And he barely gave it importance. —What... what are you going to do to me... —she whispered then, glancing at me fleetingly.

—What do you want —asked Edu, unbuttoning one more button, but without undoing the first one, thus allowing the tie to stay in place.

María didn't respond and allowed herself to be exhibited a bit more and I looked toward an Edu who appeared larger, more corpulent, defiling and humiliating me, with his cock and heavy balls on the sofa.

—Should I fuck you here, from the side, like this... facing Pablo...? The sofa is big —he stated, stoic, almost cold, looking at her—. How does that sound? —he asked me, suddenly and directly, and before María could say anything.

—Fine —I said after swallowing.

—So he can see clearly how I empty my balls inside you, right? —he said to María, in a horribly crude and presumptuously complicit manner. And at that moment a sound pulled us out of that trance, it was Edu's phone vibrating on the coffee table.

—It's probably Rubén. You answer it —said Edu, looking at me.

—Me?

—Yes, talk to him a bit. Tell him we're coming. I don't know. Tell him whatever you want.


CHAPTER 16

I wasn’t afraid of him. Not anymore. He impressed me, yes, but he no longer made me tremble, nor did he nullify me like before. And that’s why I leaned toward his phone, picked it up, confirmed that it was indeed Rubén calling him, extended my hand toward him, and said:

“You take it. I don’t think he wants anything from me.”

“No, he doesn’t want anything from me either,” he replied, accepting the phone and placing it beside him.

That mobile kept ringing incessantly, annoyingly, and Edu looked at me, seeking to provoke me again:

“Damn... Little Pablo... You’re about to explode... Why don’t you just come already? Even if it’s right there on the floor.”

“No, don’t worry. I’m fine.”

“Doesn’t look like it. God, how annoying,” he said referring to Rubén. “Will you take it?” he asked María, handing it to her. And María took it, hesitated, but seemed to accept, and it hurt me that she accepted everything.

She arranged her voluminous mane to one side of her neck, sitting there next to Edu, ridiculously dressed up, with her shirt almost completely open, and brought the phone to her ear, and answered:

“Yes?”

The phone wasn’t on speaker now, so I couldn’t hear what Rubén was saying.

“Yes. It’s María. Yes. He’s at my house. In the bathroom.”

She was talking to an undoubtedly surprised Rubén while Edu managed to part her legs slightly, making one of them rest on top of his naked thigh.

María allowed herself to be moved, one of her shoes no longer touching the floor, with that leg raised onto his, and I couldn’t deny that what Edu had said about me being about to explode was true, as my member pointed forward, with its head exposed and glistening, rock hard. And then I could see, while María listlessly listened to Rubén, how Edu lifted her skirt and managed to fix it at her waist, clearing everything: the inside of her thighs, her groin, her sex... Her sex resting disheveled on our sofa... and dark pubic hair, tangled, matted, wet... which became the target of caresses... Caresses from Edu’s fingertips... faint... gentle... that made María begin to listen to her interlocutor with her eyes closed.

“Let it grow more for next time,” Edu whispered, referring to that groomed hair.

“When is the next time?” she responded, opening her eyes and moving the phone away slightly.

“Well... Whenever you want... You’re in charge...”

María brought the phone back to her ear, listening to Rubén, and then asked Edu in a low voice what time it was, and he looked at his watch and told her it was ten thirty.

“Well... I don’t know... I don’t know if we’ll have time,” María was saying into the phone while Edu’s fingertips ventured further and began to draw delicate circles on the peak of María’s pussy.

She protested then in a whispered “You’re crazy...” but she didn’t push his hand away, nor did she cover her breasts, she just let Rubén talk and let Edu do as he pleased.

“I can’t hear you well...” she then said into the phone, moving it away slightly, and stringing him along, while Edu placed María’s leg even further over his own, making her legs spread wider, exposing her pussy more and causing her to end up reclining against the backrest.

After doing this, after manipulating her like that, Edu looked at me, and then looked at her and whispered:

“Should we tell Pablo to jerk off while I masturbate you?”

I looked at María, who despite her posture, despite her open shirt, her tie wedged between her breasts, her swollen tits showing anxious excitement... despite her ridiculous loafers and socks pulled up almost to her knees... despite her undone pussy, almost wetting the sofa... was trying to maintain a presumptuous, conceited demeanor. And then, decisively, she moved the phone away slightly and whispered:

“Pablo should come now.”

“Where?” Edu asked.

“Well... On me. If he wants.”

Rubén could then be heard talking, into the air, and María brought the phone back to her ear, while Edu, looking at her, abandoned those docile caresses and sought a more precise attack... and one of his fingers, his middle finger, chose to probe, to enter... to part those withered lips that no longer guarded anything, no longer covered anything... and he began to insert it... slowly... and without any resistance... And María closed her eyes as that finger entered... Edu was putting a finger in my wife’s pussy and she not only closed her eyes but slightly opened her mouth, destroying me... and she even moaned... She moaned for that finger what she hadn’t moaned while I had fucked her vehemently. And that moan had perhaps been heard by Rubén, who insisted on not losing his opportunity.

María, with a finger inside her, managed to come back to her senses a bit, opened her eyes, and said into the phone in a soft tone:

—“Okay... Okay... Goodbye” —and she let her arm drop, still holding the phone with its screen going dark. And she abandoned herself. And I, standing in front of her... witnessed how Edu pulled his finger out from there, looked at her, and brought his hand to her mouth, which, reclined, accepted not only the finger wet from her, but first two, and then three... And she not only took three fingers in her mouth, with teary eyes... but she began to move her head slightly, back and forth... eating, drooling, savoring those fingers, looking at him fixedly and pretending, making him imagine, that what she was sucking was his cock.

María sucked on his fingers, as if it were a real blowjob, and she panted, surrendered, childlike, with eyes wide open, looking at him, slumped on the sofa, disarmed, open... And then Edu freed her mouth, letting several threads of saliva stretch and then die on her lips and cheeks... And then he lowered his fingers again, toward her pussy... and whispered to her:

—“How many?”

—“All... three...” —she purred, understanding him immediately.

And Edu looked at me then. And I wanted her to do it, but she, as soon as she felt the tips of those fingers at her sex, closed her eyes... and the index, middle, and ring fingers began to invade a pussy that had no qualms, no shame, in welcoming his three fingers, in soaking them... And she spread her legs wider, as if in a spasm... defeated, overcome... and Edu thrust, drilled in four or five ins and outs... fucking her with his hand... and then abandoned her again... revealing a shameful hollow... and then his fingers went to the lips of a María who let herself be smeared by those fingers carrying her own liquid, her own fluids that emanated because of him.

—“Pablo, what’s up. You already heard what she wants...” —said Edu, referring to what María had said about me coming on her.

I stood still. I was incredibly aroused. Worried about that disoriented obedience, but at the same time I wanted to explode. However it happened. Even in that way if that was what María demanded. But I also wanted to experience everything with maximum excitement.

And then Edu, while playing with María’s lower lip, stretching it, and while staring at her, said to her:

—“What? Any married woman’s orgasm? I bet not?”

—“No...” —she whispered.

—“And why is that, Pablo? Anything in your defense?”

—“Nothing... It’s just that... we... were waiting for you.”

—“Oh, really?”

—“Yes... And for you to knock her up while you’re at it... since you like saying that so much” —I said, feeling extremely uncomfortable for having used that word, even if it was a farce, and I moved closer to them.

—“Well... More than liking to say it... I’m going to enjoy doing it...” —he clarified—. “So... you’ve been without an orgasm since God knows when...” —he pressured María, feigning empathy.

Edu then pulled back a bit, looked around and saw María’s white panties, picked them up, and said:

—“Look, Pablo. It’s very simple. An orgasm for María...”

And, after saying it, he stuffed the panties into her mouth. And her complete lack of resistance to that humiliation was extremely painful to witness.

—“Shall I show you how it’s done?” —he whispered to her.

And María, with her panties in her mouth, with her legs spread and with her eyes wide open, looking at him, nodded, twice even, killing me inside.

Edu reclined, halfway, now so close that she couldn’t look at him, so she looked at me instead. And I saw expectation in her eyes, flushing in her cheeks, and degradation in everything else.

María then released that phone and brought one of her hands to her skirt, to keep it gathered up, and Edu raised her leg a little higher, and her other hand went to his thigh, and then went to rest on that monstrous swollen, semi-erect and dormant thing, but not with the intention of jerking him off, but to knead softly, to delight in traversing all that irregularity... in delicate caresses... her hands vibrating over veins, hardness, rough skin and coarse testicles.

It was a kind of calm before the explosion. María was surrendered to his timing and Edu, composed, observed that body, lingered, almost with parsimony, also gathering up the skirt; he took pleasure in carefully placing her tie between her breasts... He pampered her... scrutinized her... as if she were a trophy, a hunting piece, a wounded lioness. He calmed her, knowing that the most difficult part, which had been to bring her down, and this time completely, he had already achieved.

—“We’re going to show him how it’s done...” —he whispered to her and brought one of his hands to his own mouth, and spat there, and when I thought he would go down to soothe her pussy, what he did was stop at one of her breasts, and, with the tips of his fingers smeared with his own saliva, he began to stimulate a nipple that was already a hard, raised stone... and the saliva spread over her areola... and María closed her eyes... and kneaded that cock and those balls; and her other hand gripped the sofa... with such force that it made me shudder... as I felt a mixture of shock and panic since she was externalizing that she could come like this, with her orphaned pussy, that she could come just from having him wetting and stimulating that nipple.

I held the base of my member for an instant, wanting to feel my own hardness, knowing that with one or two strokes I could implode. And then I heard Edu whisper to her:

—“Do you like what you’re touching?”

And I looked at María’s hand, which was stroking, with that trembling hand, cock, balls… groin and his extremely black curly pubic hair… And out of the corner of my eye I suffered seeing how María, with those panties in her mouth, nodded, telling him yes, that she was melting right there, that she couldn’t breathe… and that what she was touching made her shiver with excitement.

Edu then partially closed her shirt, covering her breasts, and leaned over her neckline, kissed her neck and she trembled, and then he moved down a bit… and licked that wet nipple covered by the shirt, with precise strokes and short movements with the tip of his tongue, and let more saliva fall… and used one of his hands to squeeze that breast, and bit it, with some force… and I saw a spasm in one of María’s legs, which vibrated in the air, while he violated that breast, covered by the shirt… and she purred, with her eyes closed and her mouth occupied by that white silk, and Edu moved his mouth away and you could see the soaked shirt and the areola completely showing through.

He was killing her… without remembering her pussy… and she wanted to remedy that… taking the hand that was clinging to the sofa to her own sex, a hand that Edu moved away, whispering an authoritative: “Sshh… Stay still…”

She obeyed, and her hand returned to the sofa, and then he uncovered that breast again, which breathed swollen and soaked… Her breasts were two scattered mountains, impressive, on her torso, with her tie in the middle and with the white shirt pushed aside.

And then Edu, finally lowering one of his hands toward María’s sex, whispered to her:

“Hold them. Grab your tits. You’re going to come like this. What do we do with Pablo, let him watch and learn?” he asked as she complied and took her hands to her breasts, and then nodded to his question; ridiculous, with her half-open eyes and with her delicate panties in her mouth. 

That hand of Edu’s went down to her pussy and the first thing he did was caress it, from the outside, and then pressed it together, in a strange way, as if wanting to create three mountains stuck together: her thick and fleshy lips on the sides and her clitoris in the middle, which stood out narrower and more pointed… and just from that touch María squeezed her breasts a little and moaned into her panties a “Hmmm!”, and then a “My God…” came out of Edu’s mouth, and then he looked at me and blamed me, saying:

“Damn… How could you leave her like this?”

He wasn’t expecting an answer. There wasn’t one. The answer was María’s gesture, grabbing her breasts, with her legs open, trembling… And what Edu did next was to verify that there was nothing to moisten in that interior, as he inserted his index and middle fingers inside María’s pussy, as if it were nothing, and then took them out, together, as if they were the barrel of a gun, and that gun came out impregnated with a very thick thread… and then he separated his fingers… like scissors opening, and between the fingers you could see a whitish and humiliatingly dense mass.

“You can’t leave her like this, Pablo… The poor thing has to go rubbing herself against corners,” he degraded us, and I didn’t respond, and María seemed not even to hear him, she only felt, only craved.

Then he used both hands, with one he separated those lips a bit and with the other he began to create circles on her protruding clitoris. As soon as María felt the tips of his fingers on that nervous peak, she sketched a childish complaint, a short “Hm-mm!” and turned her face to one side, pressing against the sofa, and she breathed as she could, through the corner of her mouth, because, submissive, she complied, and didn’t release her panties.

“Look. It’s like this,” said Edu, resting an elbow on the back of the sofa, escorting María, and keeping his other hand on her clitoris.

And what came next was abuse. A display of expertise and cocky know-how. Edu harassed her pussy, moved his two fingers over that peak… alternating circular movements with short rubbing. María writhed, squeezed her breasts, brought them together or stretched them upward… and drooled on her panties while that bastard rubbed her… while he rubbed that peak and she whimpered some devastating “Hmmm!” “Hmmm!”… And I couldn’t touch myself, because I would explode, and when it immediately seemed that María was already doing it, Edu stopped and gave some dry taps, with four fingers together, on that protruding button… and whispered a humiliating “Shh… calm down…” to her, and she protested childishly, infantile, in a complaining “Hmmm!”, reproaching him, as he cut off her orgasm. And the worst were the moments that followed, in which he didn’t touch her, and she, with that ridiculous uniform, clinging to her breasts and with her panties in her mouth… writhed… as if seeking contact with the air… as if just a breeze caressing her clitoris could make her explode.

I looked at the ceiling… I sighed. And then I remembered where María had said she wanted me to come. And I approached. Just as Edu began to restart that torture, rubbing in circles, and then polishing that prominence in quick, short movements… and she contracted… and those “Hmmm!”, “Hmmmm!” that were no longer just ridiculous, but outlandish… And Edu had mercy the next time, since, after the dry taps on her pussy, after having cut off her orgasm for the second time, he placed a finger there. One. And just by feeling that fingertip on her clitoris María exploded… She exploded in a brutal moan… and a tear of pure pleasure ran from her temple to the sofa… María was melting there, with that leg raised, with the other spread apart, clinging to her enormous breasts, with the shirt open, with the ridiculous tie between her breasts… and with her panties in her mouth… She was dying of pleasure between some “Hmmmm!!”, “Hmmmm!!” and then an impressive and devastating “HHHMMMMM!!”… which she accompanied with an almost laughable trembling of her leg… and I couldn’t believe seeing her like that, coming undone… and another “HHHMM-MMM!!!” and her hip convulsing, seeking contact with that finger… and she continued writhing after that terrible roar, rubbing herself against that finger… in a tragic and degrading manner.

And just as she was recovering from her orgasm, Edu removed his finger and whispered to her:

—“Well... Good, right?”

María calmed her hips and lowered her leg a bit. And she was trying to recover her breathing rhythm when Edu said:

—“Another one?”

And again she, with her face turned to the side, against the sofa, and this time without looking at him, nodded.

And again. And again. And I watched, I watched during the following minutes, how that bastard undid her, how she strung one orgasm after another... How from her pussy flowed a thick liquid that stained the sofa, to the mockery and scorn of an Edu who knew he was killing her, but who also didn’t show off or boast in front of me, neither in gesture nor word, probably because we both could see it, we both could see how María was consumed between his hands.

And it was when María was about to be rewarded with her fourth orgasm that I knew I couldn’t take it anymore. I approached her, put one foot on the sofa, and she felt it, and opened her eyes, and Edu was tapping with two fingers at some studied point between her clitoris and the hollow of her pussy. And I looked at her. I looked down and couldn’t believe the disaster, but at the same time the arousal; I couldn’t believe her fall, her thunderous collapse, and at the same time my own excitement... And a moment from our trip came to mind, when in a restaurant a man had looked at her: gorgeous, elegant, haughty, inaccessible... and I couldn’t believe she was the same woman... with those ridiculous shoes, with her socks... with that uniform, drooling on those panties... panting through the sides of her mouth as much as the panties allowed, and then closing her eyes and whimpering some arrhythmic and uneven: “Hhhmm-mmm!!” “Hhmmmm!”...

... I looked at her, and it hurt me, and it excited me... and Edu whispered to her then: “That’s it... bitch... come again,” and I touched myself, and I barely stroked once... and a thick drop spilled and detached, downward... even before I began to feel pleasure... a drop that landed on María’s cheek... and I leaned back a bit, so as not to degrade her so much... and she whimpered a loud: “HMMMM!” “HMMM-MMM!” which showed that not only did she not mind, but perhaps she even appreciated that degradation on her face, and she writhed... her whole body trembled... and again her leg in a spasm... and Edu snorted at her “HOW YOU MELT, BITCH, LOOK AT YOURSELF!” as a lash came out of me and fell on one of María’s hands, which was still clinging to her breasts... and she continued coming and whimpering, but upon feeling that warm liquid she moved that hand away... and a second lash landed decisively on that now exposed breast... and she kept coming and gasped a “HHHMM-MMM!”, and whimpered a very long “HHMM-MMMM-MM!!!”, and half-opened her eyes, and looked at me, surrendered... and she covered that breast with her shirt... and there my third and fourth spasms landed... staining that shirt of that ridiculous uniform with two dense and surprisingly yellowish straight lines, as they contrasted with the whiteness of her childish garment, and at that moment, while being soiled by me, Edu whispered a humiliating: “That’s it, soak the sofa well, bitch...” and she, after hearing him, felt so dirty, so degraded, that she screamed into her silky panties a heart-rending “HHMMM!!”, “HHHMMMM-MMMMM!!!!”, reaching the climax of her orgasm, an orgasm she wanted to prolong, moving her entire body, again as if she were fucking those fingers that were killing her.

Edu ended up withdrawing his hand... I released my member and brought a hand to my face. Dizzy. And I thought there would be a truce, but then almost immediately I heard him say:

—“Now lie on your side. I’m going to fuck you.”


CHAPTER 17

That statement, order, or threat made me lower my hand, and I looked at María, and saw her with a whitish drop on her cheek, with her shirt stained by me at the level of her breast. And then I looked at him, and understood his urgency, as he couldn’t hide his slightly reddened face, but above all, what explained his urgency was what he carried between his legs: his cock, enormous, rock-hard, exposed, pointing toward the ceiling.

She let the panties fall from her mouth and I lowered my foot from that seat. Meanwhile, Edu removed the large cushions from the backrest, thus creating much more space on that sofa, which was already quite large, creating almost a bed, and he proceeded to lie down on his side. María, still affected, sat up a little; her matted hair, her ravaged pussy… And she made a gesture to stand up, to give him space, making it easier for him to lie down along the length, and I extended my hand to help her, and she, somewhat dazed, accepted it, and as she stood up, the shameful stain on the sofa could be clearly seen: a puddle the size of a palm, the watery proof and consequence of her four orgasms… And she saw it… saw that accusing glistening mass, and immediately looked away.

“Come, lie down here,” he said, hurriedly, wanting her to lie beside him, like in a spoon position, and she obeyed, lying down next to him, pressing her back almost against his chest. And I, recently emptied, hadn’t lost my excitement, but also felt weak, and sat down on the coffee table, a meter away from them, a meter away from that swollen, veiny and long cock, which was hiding behind her and soon was eagerly hammering against some part of María’s buttocks.

“Lift this leg,” he told her then, but it was rather he who lifted it a little.

“Wait… Careful…” she finally gasped, and looked down, and saw Edu maneuvering, grabbing his cock and beginning to aim toward her sex… and she let out an “Uff…!” that I didn’t know if it was from fear, desire… or both.

And then she, with her hair matted, sweaty, stuck to her face, with her extremely swollen breasts and stained shirt, looked at me, looked at me at the precise moment when Edu managed to aim… And I could see how that enormous glans rubbed and parted the lips of her pussy, saw how that monstrosity decided to invade her… and the tip entered, and I looked at María… and she tried to hold my gaze… tried to keep her eyes open… and that cock was entering… and her pussy was receiving it and she was gasping… and that white drop was descending down her cheek… and an “Ahhmm!!” was moaned in a terribly surrendered way… and it kept entering, long, endless… and another “Ahhmmm!!” was screamed as he directed his member with one hand and pressed her neck with the other… And then a sharp thrust, a lunge, and a cocky “HUMM!”, short, haughty, from him, and he pushed it in to the balls… and that brief roar from Edu was immediately overlapped by a scream… an “AHHHMM!!”, “GODDD…!!”, from a María who couldn’t look at me anymore… and who closed her eyes… and who reached her hand back, toward his head… who was gasping behind her… and then whispered to her:

“What a pussy you have… How it takes it…”

María, completely impaled, opened her eyes… and lowered her hand to her sex, and then descended further and caressed his balls, which were practically pressed against her own body.

And during the next minute I witnessed how Edu penetrated her, in long, deliberate thrusts, with that leg of María raised… and I could see how the lips of her pussy were coating the entire shaft as it slid, in and out… and she was panting… grabbing onto the sofa… lowering her face… letting her hair cover her face… and with a hand that vibrated erratically she pushed aside her shirt, heated, burning, and squeezed one breast, to feel it, to feel herself… and then she lowered it to his balls… and trembled… and he held her… using her… handling her at will, and María’s “AHHH…!”, “AHHH-HH…!” were killing me… but I understood that she deserved this, that her body deserved that cock… and that body that was dissolving her with pleasure…

… And suddenly something came out from within me, something I had never imagined, neither as a thought nor as a daring act, but I saw it… I felt it, felt that it was what I was meant to do, what I also deserved: I saw myself with the right to accompany her. I saw myself with the right to join my wife in that madness, which was ours, and which perhaps, or surely, would end badly, but which was ours; I saw myself with the right to join, knowing that perhaps it would be the last time, because if my suspicions were correct, they would soon no longer need me. So I approached, and, despite the little space left, I lay down, facing her, face to face. The three of us, along that sofa. And no one protested or praised my movement, and face to face, in front of her, I brought my hand to clean that drop from her cheek, while I could see in her gaze how Edu maintained his pace, penetrating her, fucking her… and María panted to me, sighed to me, in my face… and her moan implicitly told me that she was dying of pleasure, on our sofa, because of that stallion who was fucking her. And after cleaning her, I pushed her hair aside a bit and ventured to kiss her lips. And she surprised me, because after receiving me, she opened her mouth, and then a tremendous smell of sex, of cock, intoxicated me. And she panted, again, moaned into my mouth… telling me, without saying anything, that she was being fucked… telling me that that cock wasn’t normal… that that man wasn’t normal… and she used her hand and placed it on my hip, and I felt it cold… while I saw how she swayed, from Edu’s fucking… pushing her toward me.

And Edu pulled us out of our reverie with a crude phrase, with a threat, in the form of a deep, ragged groan that was impactful, but no longer hurt me:

—“Mmm... So good... I’m going to empty myself in your wife, little Pablo...”

And I wasn’t afraid of him, and I caressed one of María’s breasts, and I didn’t find her skin, but her shirt and my own semen... and the viscous touch didn’t bother me... and I caressed that breast, which was shirt, semen and her body... And María then gasped a broken “Ahhh...-hhm!” and I felt how Edu pushed her... moved her... and I moved the shirt aside and slipped my hand in to fondle her breast... her goosebumped and moist skin... and her nipple that cut and impressed with an inhuman hardness... and another “Ahhh...!!” was moaned in my face...

...María appreciated how he was fucking her, she moved with him in a perfect rhythm... while I dared to kiss her again, now on her cheek... and the sound resonated affectionately, in contrast to the crude fucking from that animal’s huge cock... and then my lips went to her mouth... and I kissed her and then freed her lips so she could moan another longer “Ahhh-mmm!!”... so long that it suggested she might come again... and I fondled her breast... her nipple... and I felt something soft and wet on my shoulder... and another “Hmmm-Ahhhh!!” from María... who opened her eyes, and looked at me... and I discovered that the soft thing was her panties... and I took them... and another “AHHH...!!, MMM...!!, GOD...!!” moaned in my face... and I then brought that white silk to my face... to my mouth... and I felt them soaked... with saliva, with her pussy... and Edu thrust her toward me... fucked her... and provoked again:

—“I’m going to come... Fuck... I’m going to impregnate your whore wife...”

And his words didn’t hurt me... and I kissed María, with the panties in between; we kissed and our lips and tongues sucked and kissed firm tongue, soft silk and thick wetness... and we smelled the pussy aroma emanating from that white silk... and then a strong thrust from Edu, a cocky, authoritative “HUM-mm!” and a heart-rending “Ahh-Ahhhh!!” was screamed into those panties and into me... And that high-pitched moan announced to me that María was coming... Among saliva... Among gasps... Among furious thrusts from that stallion... and her panties fell from our mouths and his “HUM!”s began to overlap, and his abrupt thrusts, with her gasping to me... whispering to me: “How is he fucking me like this...?” and I looked at her... caressed her breast... and again that “HUM...M!” and she whispered to me: “How he’s fucking me like this...!”, “How can that fit inside me...!”, “How am I letting myself be fucked like this again...!”, “AHH...-HMMM...! GOD...!”

And another “HHM-MM...!” this time longer from that man, from that deserved lover... and then he whispered in a hoarse gasp: “Fuck... I’m going to empty my balls completely, huh...”... And just hearing that phrase made her start to tremble... to melt... to come... And I dared, again, to surprise myself, to surprise them... and I released that breast, and went lower... and María opened her eyes wider, and she was coming with her eyes open... and her “AHHH!!”, “AHH-HHHH!!”, I’M- I’M COMING...!, “BASTARD...!!”, overlapped with the harsh roars of an Edu who also proclaimed his explosion, and I knew that she knew, I knew that she understood... from her look... and I lowered my hand more, to beyond her, until I touched the balls of that animal who was beginning to flood her and an “OHH-hh!!” was gasped by Edu as I reached those enormous balls that were emptying into my wife... and an “AHHHH!”, “GOOOD!”... “I’M.. I’M-CO-MING!” was screamed, high-pitched, pitiful, at full speed... by a María dressed to the point of ridicule, used with contempt... And a “COME AGAIN, BITCH, FUCK...!” was roared by an Edu whose balls I was grabbing, while he emptied himself and she screamed her “AAHHH-MM!”, “I’M COMING!” “GOOOD...!!” and he gasped from behind her, pressing her neck forcefully: “I’M EMPTYING INTO YOUR PUSSY... BITCH...!” “I’M COMING IN YOUR WHORE PUSSY...!”, “FEEL HOW I’M FILLING YOU, FUCK!”, and he thrust into her with dry, long strokes... 

...and their orgasms were ending, and María accepted those insults... while I felt those balls vibrate and empty... and I touched them because the sexual act itself was morbid, because it was true that he was coming inside her pussy, inside my wife, because it was true that he was making her come again, and also because it was intimate, intimate between her and me, because that lie represented our deception, together, our farce, which was ours, and everything that was ours took on special value in that ethereal moment, almost nostalgic of the present. 

Edu was pouring out his last drop; tired, sweaty, triumphant and confident, unaware of our trap. And I released his balls and moved away a little. María, between us, looked at me, so fatigued, so surrendered, that I couldn’t yet know what other feelings were there.

He finally pulled out and I looked down and saw a transparent trail coming from that extremely swollen and reddened member. And I thought he would say something to me, but he galloped across that sofa, descending on the other side, heading down the hallway, probably in search of the bathroom. And then I lowered my hand again, and caressed María’s thighs, and felt that trail, freshly released… and noticed heat and moisture on her sticky thighs… And then I brought my hand to her pussy, as if preventing anything from falling out… making sure Edu’s semen stayed there.

And so, with my hand covering her sex and feeling the sperm of that impressive lover pulsating inside her and beginning to flow outward, I looked at her.

I looked at her and wanted to know what she felt. I wanted to know if that obedience, if that sudden surrender obeyed something planned… or if on the contrary it was simple surrender… physical, mental and even emotional. I wanted to know if in the search to discover what he felt, she had found the answer about what she herself felt.

“Talk to me,” I whispered.

She, in silence, seemed to want to measure her words. And that scared me. But I wasn’t at all expecting such a forceful, such a dangerous response…

“I’m going to do whatever he wants,” she finally said, not only surprising me, but frightening me, making me think that my worst suspicions were true. 

After that statement she closed her shirt a little, covering that smeared breast that was pulsating after having been defiled, and then she brought one of her hands to my face, and then to caress my hair, in a somewhat protective way, which made me fear her more. 

“But, why?” I asked. 

“Because it’s the only way.”

“For what?”

“For things to work out for us in the end.”

“Work out? I don’t know, María… Are you sure that…”

“Isn’t it leaking out?” she interrupted me, and I noticed how indeed my fingers were becoming impregnated with Edu’s thick semen. 

“A little,” I responded.

“Wait,” she said, grabbing her panties, which were on the sofa, between our faces, and brought her hand downward. 

I removed my hand and let her delicate panties be the ones to contain all that liquid. And I wanted to ask her more… but I began to hear how Edu was approaching through the hallway…

… And I looked at her, once more, taking advantage of our few seconds of intimacy… and then, she, in no hurry to sit up, in no hurry to cover herself more, looked at me and whispered a “don’t worry…” that made my heart skip a beat… that made me feel that, despite still sensing danger, hope could soar and flutter.


CHAPTER 18

Edu’s reappearance wasn’t particularly dramatic, but his mere presence changed everything. I was hoping to have, before too long, another moment to clarify that positive expectation María seemed to have hinted at.

I stood up and didn’t rush to get dressed, didn’t hurry to cover myself to avoid a possible mocking or cruel comparison, whether tacit or explicit. And, although I didn’t look directly at his face, I didn’t avoid crossing paths with him as I headed to the kitchen for a glass of water.

Once there, I could hear them talking while I grabbed some paper towels to dry off my sweat and clean myself. Then I drank and could still hear them, but couldn’t make out what they were saying.

I threw the paper in the trash, and when I returned to the living room, María was no longer there, and soon I heard the sound of a faucet coming from the bathroom. Edu was still in the room; he hadn’t seen me, and was dressing unhurriedly, showing off, as if boasting about the multiple orgasms he’d wrung from my wife, but in reality his cockiness needed no reason—he was simply that way even when alone with himself.

I also looked for my clothes, and then gathered the cushions, while watching him finish tidying himself up: his suit pants, his blue shirt… and he ran his hands through his hair, pushing it back with both hands in three studied, repeated movements, and then checked his watch:

“Let’s see if we can find somewhere still serving dinner…” he said, more to himself than to me.

“We?” I asked, without looking at him, as I sat on the other sofa and began to dress.

“Of course. We. The three of us.”

“Oh, I thought you were already… That you came… to impregnate… and that was it,” I said with a certain distance.

I wasn’t looking at him, but I could feel Edu’s eyes on me. And it seemed like I was making him doubt. Then he said:

“Let’s see… I told you that tonight I was going to push María to her limits. Well, maybe it was my fault for not explaining myself clearly. When I said ‘to her limits,’ I didn’t mean making her come fifty times, but other kinds of limits.”

“Oh, really? Which ones?” I asked, feigning indifference, but somewhat alarmed.

“Well. You’ll see them now. We’ll all see them now. That’s why the three of us are going out together in perfect harmony.”

“Maybe María doesn’t feel like it. Or I don’t,” I said, finishing getting dressed and standing up.

“Ah, well. If you don’t want to come, don’t worry. The two of us will go out. And don’t worry about María. She knows what she wants more clearly than you think.”

The end of his statement, or threat, overlapped with footsteps approaching. And soon María appeared, still wearing the uniform, still flushed, with her neckline and collar damper, as if she’d splashed water on herself, and she passed close to us on her way to the kitchen, and then I heard a cupboard door close and a glass being set down.

Edu looked at his watch again, poured himself a little wine, and went after her. Now alone in the living room, I walked a few steps, and before entering the kitchen, still without seeing them, I heard him whisper:

“Come on, let’s go.”

“Wait, let me change,” she said in a louder tone.

“Go like that,” he snapped at her.

I, on the other side of the door, could hear them, but didn’t try to see them.

“Like what? Are you crazy or something?” she said in surprise.

Edu didn’t respond. Perhaps he was drinking. Perhaps he was looking at her. Perhaps he was making her uncomfortable. Perhaps all of it. And I remembered the moment that had just occurred, her passing quickly and discreetly through the living room, with the loafers, the socks, the navy blue skirt… the white shirt… the tie… erotic… but ridiculous; ridiculous in the discreet shelter of our home, and the three of us knew that outside it wouldn’t be ridiculous, it would be much more, it would be laughing at her, at us, just because, out of vice, out of a desire for power, or because María was simply right and he was crazy.

“Besides, the shirt is stained,” she said again, faced with his silence.

“Stained? Don’t fuck with me… He barely came at all.”

“Don’t go too far,” María defended me, and I almost preferred she didn’t.

“I’m not going too far. But we’re not starting well…” he clarified.

“Starting? We’re still starting now? After… what just happened?” she sighed, in a strange way, a bit exaggerated, as if flattering him, emphasizing what had just happened in the living room.

“Fine. I don’t really care. Dress in work clothes.”

“Work clothes? Why?”

“And why not,” Edu insisted in that battle, seeking to place himself above her even in non-purely sexual elements.

“Well, I’ll see. I’ll be right back,” she struggled to resist, to not simply comply, and I heard the hollow yet somewhat squeaky sound of a glass being placed on the counter, and then her footsteps, approaching me, and then passing by my side and disappearing again down the hallway.

Edu returned and I found myself with him in the living room again, and he was checking his phone and then calling a taxi. While he was doing this, I saw how his eyes landed on the stain that María had left on the sofa. And he then made a face, and, while he was on hold during the call, said:

“Aren’t you going to clean that up?”

“No... As a memento,” I resisted too. Fighting, like María, though for different reasons. And he shook his head, wearily.

He finally arranged the taxi and the silence became unbearably awkward. And perhaps there I made the mistake of speaking to him, and I asked him about the why of María’s limit, and about the why of this outfit or that one.

“The... attire... thing is because I have some friends visiting at my place. And one of them is into that... lawyer... thing. I don’t know. Not as much as Víctor, I think, that’s sick...”

“Your place?” I asked suddenly, somewhat nervous.

“Yes. I don’t know. We’ll see. Rubén is also around there... We’ll see. I prefer her to keep varying, but maybe the guy also deserves a second chance.”

“Right... sure... And that’s your plan, then... Well, I don’t know what María thinks...”

“Plan? What plan?” he interrupted me, raising his voice. “There is no fucking plan. I get the impression that you’re scheming all day long. You can’t be left alone.”

“Well, there must be some plan, or you must have one...” I said to him, with zero rapport, not trusting him, not knowing what he was up to; we weren’t even looking directly at each other. “To begin with... we’ve already told you that we were committed to you long term.”

“Ah, the breeding thing. That’s clear. What does that have to do with anything? Let’s see... Let’s see... Let’s understand each other: The fact of that... long term... as you call it... doesn’t exclude everything else. Rubén, Víctor... the pieces of work I have for friends right now at home,” he said looking at his watch again. “Whatever, whatever comes up. Condom and that’s it. Besides, you love it, damn it...”

“I don’t know. But María will also have something to say about that. You already saw how María left when you set us up with Víctor and Begoña,” I pushed back.

“What setup? María left there because you were white as a sheet, damn it. You thought she had been screwing you over for weeks and she was still just starting to consider it. And if I had really wanted her to, she would have stayed. The thing is I don’t want to ruin your life.”

“Well, sometimes it seems like you do... And it’s not for nothing... but I think you need me. You said it yourself,” I cut him off.

He didn’t respond. And that surprised me. But it was true that since I’d known him, he had always liked to deliver the blow without going deeper, as if the real wound was making me distrust.

He then went, calmly, to pour himself another glass of wine. And I understood that he had won, because I had left the last word, but he had left the last doubt.

And again I heard María approaching, this time the heels were recognizable, and she appeared in the living room, hanging a small purse on her shoulder... with dark dress pants, and a silky mauve blouse...

Edu understood immediately and, in an affable tone, contrary to the tone he had just been using with me, and recognizing her ability to provoke and challenge, whispered:

“What a bitch...”

María was dressed in the clothes that Edu and Begoña fantasized about, in the clothes that Begoña wore to play with Edu, imagining he was fucking María...

...And I no longer understood anything. And I couldn’t stand Edu. And I still didn’t understand María.


CHAPTER 19

There were no more questions, no more explanations. María was playing some game and I had no idea what it was. Meanwhile, Edu seemed to be simply following his own impulses while she let herself be led by him. The reason behind this other doubt still had no answer.

We left, and already in the elevator I felt short of breath and suspected that this night could be long and heart-stopping. I was looking for any sign indicating that she was with me and also with him, rather than the other way around.

Regarding physical proximity, I didn’t know what my role would be, and he didn’t waste time testing her, or testing himself. He approached her there, cornering her against the mirror, subtly but confidently, and decided to start strong, almost always with a phrase out of context, out of place:

“Are you wearing panties?” he asked her, as if it were nothing.

María turned toward him and discreetly slipped away, taking half a step, and looked at him haughtily, as if she hadn’t just climaxed thanks to him who knows how many times, as if he hadn’t just given her incredible pleasure... as if the sofa wasn’t a mess from how he had satisfied her.

“Why? Aren’t you wearing underwear?” she said ironically, and I once again perceived that feeling that she was like prey, a hunting trophy, simultaneously completely captured and yet always half-caught.

Edu gave a half-smile that seemed somewhat complicit to me, and I wondered then if I had asked the right questions on the sofa, when I had asked if there was a strategy, when in reality what was killing me was knowing if she had feelings for him. Perhaps my subconscious had avoided the question to escape a potentially terrible answer.

We exited the elevator, me in front, and them behind. And then out of the building, and there, on the street, the taxi was already waiting. I didn’t know where we were going, didn’t know anything, but I saw in that moment the possibility of getting close to María, though I knew it would be difficult. So I tried to arrange for us to sit together in the back, but after opening the door I heard behind me:

“You go in front,” Edu told me.

“No, you go,” I resisted while María, who seemed oblivious to our little conflict, walked around the back of the car.

“You’re being a real pain in the ass... Pablito...” he whispered threateningly, and soon I realized that since I had opened the door, it was easier for him to get in. If I wanted to enter, I would have to engage in a physical dispute.

“Is it always going to be like this?” I asked him, as he was already almost inside, and I gave up the battle, but not the war.

“Like what? What are you talking about?” he said quietly, shaking his head as if I were crazy.

“Like this... going wherever you want... Doing whatever you want.”

Edu closed the door, leaving me with the words in my mouth. And I accepted sitting in front, with enough maturity not to make a scene over it, and not particularly angry, but rather focused on not losing another dispute.

An especially talkative taxi driver didn’t allow for anything other than interaction. And I wasn’t expecting an attack from Edu on María there either, but I turned around occasionally and saw her, splendid, radiant, already recovered from that storm... from Edu’s expertise. I looked at her and thought that if he wanted to offer her to that friend with a dirty weakness for female lawyers or an obsession with women of that profile, he would probably face María’s refusal, but she couldn’t have chosen a better outfit to fulfill such a friend’s fantasy; with those fine dark pants, concise but sensual high heels, and that silky mauve blouse that floated freely yet accentuated curves depending on her posture, covering everything but suggesting firmness underneath, and tucked into her pants, offering a clear, libidinous but not obscene backside, tempting yet elegant; and the more elegantly she dressed and appeared overall, the more inaccessible she seemed, and the more I thought that the taxi driver couldn’t possibly imagine how this woman, who sat cross-legged seeming distracted and letting Edu talk to him, had just climaxed five times, humiliatingly dressed up to please the abject desire of the lover sitting behind her; and all this under the astonished and permissive gaze of the husband sitting beside him.

We were heading to one of the bar areas, and I wanted to know more, but resolving other kinds of doubts, and I did the only thing I could do at that moment: take my phone and write to María, hoping she would read it as soon as possible. So, while Edu was giving the taxi driver directions through some twists and strange narrow streets to take, I was typing and didn’t dare to ask her if she had feelings for him, but I did dare to request information about why she was being so obedient, and why she had said that phrase telling me that doing what he wanted was the only way for everything to turn out well for us in the end.

“Stop there, next to that car, which is actually mine,” Edu said.

“I thought you came by train,” said María, this being her only phrase during the entire journey.

“No, no. I came by car with some friends, I’ll tell you later. And I parked here because later at this hour it would be impossible,” Edu responded, letting her see that everything was happening in the times and manner that he had orchestrated, and telling me that his claim that he didn’t plan anything wasn’t really true.

We got out of the taxi and left that hidden passage, walking through a couple of narrow pedestrian streets; there were people drinking outside, quite a bit of noise and commotion, and María walked between the two of us, with hardly any conversation. The tension was certainly unpleasant, and I found it strange that María would want this, this unexpected outing that was essentially absurd. And the less sense I could make of her agreeing to everything, the more my worst suspicions took shape.

We crossed a small plaza crowded with outdoor seating areas and entered a tavern, quite dirty, small and annoyingly packed, apparently to grab something to eat at the bar. I had a terrible hole in my stomach, but no appetite at all, so I ordered a beer and then managed to whisper to María, taking advantage of the noise, to check her phone. After telling her this, without Edu hearing me, I went to look for the restroom.

It was mere physical necessity, as this time I had no interest in leaving them alone. While urinating, I saw my member emerge and remembered having touched, minimally felt, Edu. And remembering it seemed not only strange but unpleasant, and I was surprised that he hadn’t mocked me, perhaps questioning a sexuality about which there was no doubt whatsoever. My only doubts were related to María, and they were growing. I finished urinating and checked my phone: María still hadn’t read my message.

I left there and had to make my way through the crowd. The light was whitish, intense, as if it were daytime. The noise was oppressive, with elevated conversation and random laughter at exponential volumes. And when I reached them, what I saw hurt me. My heart accelerated. A distress for which there was no antidote, not even the capacity for control. And I even feared that, if there was a plan, or if María was putting on an act, it was directed more at me than at Edu: María was finishing a tapa and placing it on the bar while Edu kept a hand on her waist. He was smiling and she wasn’t, but she wasn’t uncomfortable… and I suffered thinking that her discomfort with him might only be in my presence, perhaps feigned, and I cursed myself for not having observed them in the kitchen, for not having tried to see in her gaze whether the tension, until now physical and due to his inconsistency, was vanishing as she came to understand herself.

It wasn’t just the hand there, it was everything. It was her expression of tranquility, as if she felt protected. With him, and by him. Anyone who saw them would think of a second or third date. They would deduce, because it emanated from them, that they were in those moments when just touching ignited them, that with just a look they understood each other, and that with just a whisper they would consider themselves fortunate to have found each other.

I finally approached them, not annoyed, but rather on edge, in danger. And as soon as I appeared, María drank, without seeking my gaze, which I interpreted as the umpteenth bad omen.

Every second we spent in silence was like a stab wound, as if I had interrupted something intimate, as if there were some secret, and then María put down her beer and said to him:

“I don’t know why you’re telling me this.”

“You asked me…” he said, and his hand moved away from her to eat a pincho more comfortably.

“No… Not like that… Not directly.”

I interrupted them then, demanding to be included in their conversation, and I did so with a pulse that was only increasing.

“Nothing… He’s telling me… about his summer,” said María.

“His summer?” I asked, while Edu drank, not deigning to speak once I had appeared.

“Yes. His summer with Laura and with Begoña.”

“Laura?”

“Yes… The redhead,” María responded, with less and less desire to answer so many questions. “I don’t know why you’re telling me this,” she then said to him.

Edu shrugged and uttered without any anesthesia:

“If you want, I can also tell you who’s better in bed.”

“No, thanks. That’s not necessary,” she responded quickly, reacting and showing less surprise than I did.

“Aren’t you curious?”

“No. Obviously not.”

“If you want, I can include you.”

“In what?”

“I’ll include you and tell you who’s better in bed among the three of you.”

María remained silent. I, at her side, couldn’t quite see if it was a blush or what it was.

“Fine. Tell me,” María blurted out, indignantly.

“The one who comes best… you, for sure.”

“Is that a compliment?” she said seriously.

“I think so.”

“Really? Well, you know…” María was saying as Edu put his hand in his pocket, as if something suddenly disturbed him.

My chest had collapsed once I heard that “well, you know,” and I turned it over in my mind looking for something that could be derived from that phrase that wasn’t my destruction. Meanwhile, Edu took out his phone and acted as if he hadn’t heard her.

And he began to type, and when I thought María couldn’t hurt me any more, she said to him in a low tone:

“It was good today. I’ve never... come like that before.”

Edu heard her, but didn’t look up from the screen, and then said:

“Rubén is coming. I don’t know how long he’ll take.”

And then I could see María’s face. And I knew she didn’t approve of this, but at the same time she wasn’t protesting. And I wondered why, why she wasn’t rebelling against Edu’s game... And above all I wondered why she was flattering him like that...

...And I felt that I couldn’t stand another second without knowing what was happening; even if the verdict was horrifying, even if I had to hear the most terrible sentence from her lips.


CHAPTER 20

I knew that María didn't want this, that she didn't accept this plan. I knew it, I could see it in her face, and precisely because of that, every second that passed with her remaining silent felt like a stab wound to me.

I was dying to stop everything and ask María what the hell was going on, and I was about to do it, but I couldn't bring myself to, not with Edu present, and it didn't help that she wasn't looking for me. The fear of rejection or of receiving an answer that would mean my death was right there.

“Did you hear what I said to you...?” María then asked him, ignoring everything related to Rubén and especially surprised, and annoyed, that a compliment from her, so unusual, didn't awaken anything in him. But she was asking this to a distracted Edu, who was typing again on his phone, finishing a beer, and who seemed to be thinking many things at once.

Perhaps because of the background noise he hadn't heard her last question, or perhaps he didn't care, or perhaps he had more important things on his mind. And then he put his hand in his pocket, took out some dark keys, and said to María:

“Here, go ahead to my car. Wait for Rubén there, we’ll come soon, I want to talk with Pablito for a moment.”

She looked at him in astonishment and I felt that I wouldn't understand anything other than her refusal.

“Can’t you talk here? I’ll go to the bathroom and leave you alone,” María protested, but she accepted the keys.

Edu was typing on his phone, probably indicating to Rubén the exact meeting point, and he was punishing her with a weary silence. Until he said:

“Go to the bathroom if you want. And then go to the car. And we’ll come after.”

“I don’t understand this fucking way you have of complicating everything,” she flared up again, but now truly furious, with effervescence in her cheeks, heated, and in a louder tone.

Edu put away his phone, with unaltered pulse, and didn't respond to her, and María muttered, and I hesitated, and she turned around, angry, heading toward the exit, obeying his umpteenth game, and then I said:

“María, why don’t we both go... home.”

And as I said it, I stretched out my hand to stop her, in case she hadn't heard me, but I only managed to brush, with my fingertips, the back of her silky mauve shirt.

“Shhh... Leave her... You’re being a little idiot today, huh,” Edu said to me as she made her way through the crowd and left, and I wished with all my might that she hadn't heard me, not that she hadn't wanted to hear me.

We remained silent for a moment, and Edu left money on the bar, and then whispered to me:

“Relax, we’ll go now.”

“Of course we’ll go now. And I don’t know what the hell you want to talk to me about anymore,” I said, and then he turned to me and muttered:

“What I want to tell you, without her present... is that you’re seeing it, aren’t you?”

“Seeing what?”

“You’re seeing it perfectly. It’s fucking incredible. She’s at the point where she won’t let go of my dick. But the thing is we have a problem... I thought this wouldn’t happen with María. Already during your trip she was saying some weird little things to me, but now it’s obvious. And I don’t want to screw you guys over. In fact, the whole kid thing... I was thinking she wouldn’t get attached, because otherwise it’s a huge mess. And we don’t want a mess, right? We don’t want a mess, do we?”

He spoke with such self-sufficiency and arrogance that it made my blood boil, but the worst part was that in light of recent events, he wasn't wrong. That his messages during the trip had been bait, that the pill thing was a trap, but everything else was against me.

“No. We don’t want a mess. What I never know is what you want,” I told him, always seeking information, but we began to leave that bar, by his decision, because he had started walking, occasionally looking at his phone.

As always, conversations started, stopped, and resumed when he wanted, and then, once outside, the two of us facing all those terraces, he whispered:

“How hot that bitch is, they won’t even let her cross the square.”

I raised my gaze and immediately located her elegance and slenderness, her elegant clothes, as if she had just left work, mixed with the improvised casualness of two young guys who, beer bottles in hand, dared to stop her.

“She’s got a great ass too, well-shaped. It’s not just what she’s carrying up top,” Edu narrated, in a crude way, and I found it unpleasant but at the same time felt as if he represented the coarse part of my conscience, as he described her and I almost felt like he wasn't talking about my wife; while watching her I began to feel as if I were seeing her from the outside and from a place of unfamiliarity, and for an instant I could feel what those boys would feel: admiration for her beauty and tension over an opportunity that couldn't be missed; stressing more over one chance in a hundred with her than a real possibility with anyone else.

María, restless, uncomfortable, adjusted the small purse on her shoulder and rolled up her shirt sleeves to her elbows, and I felt a strange, distant arousal, and realized that this sensation was the origin of everything; the thrill of seeing how they desired her... And I knew that, despite the terrible danger, I couldn't help but be glad that neither I, nor she, had stopped there.

She managed to get rid of them and I looked for answers on my phone, assuming that María, once she had gone out to the street alone, had done what I had asked her before going to the restroom. 

Edu wasn’t talking to me and we resumed walking, following her steps, but keeping some distance, while I saw on my screen that she had indeed written to me.

Uncomfortable, restless, sweating… I read:

“Do you trust me? I know you have to see things that are too much, but you always want everything, and you never stand up to him either.”

With Edu by my side, and with her twenty or thirty meters ahead, I managed to write, tremendously agitated:

“But you just told me that we have to do what he wants… I DON’T UNDERSTAND ANYTHING.” 

As soon as I sent it, I looked up and Edu whispered:

“What an ass she has… She’s ready to be wrecked… Look how divine she looks…”

He said it like to a buddy, like to a companion in obscene adventures… but he knew he was saying it to the husband… to the husband of the woman he had just fucked. And I knew he was saying it to boast about his power and knowing that he was humiliating her by talking like that, and that he was humiliating me by my not rebelling against those phrases. 

“About what I want, you were asking me,” he said then. “Well, to have a good time tonight and maybe tomorrow I’ll talk seriously with her. What do you think?”

My response was again anticipated by a sound coming from him: that violent phone, and María was heading down a narrow street, and it hurt me to see her walking alone, not because of the danger, but because of the humiliation of obedience, which was more humiliating than the order itself, while Edu answered the call:

“Yes. Yes. It’s a little alleyway, yes.”

I deduced it was Rubén who had called him, and then he was saying something, and then Edu said:

“On a silver platter. She’s a bit nervous.”

And from a distance I saw that María, walking on a narrow sidewalk, crossed paths with some guys, who had the decency to step aside and the indecency to turn around, all three of them, once she had passed them. 

“No, I’m behind her. Yes. Walking. I’m walking with the cuckold beside me.” 

And then Rubén spoke, and Edu listened, and I was suffocating, and then we were the ones crossing paths with the guys, and I could hear one of them sketch a crude and devastating: “lucky son of a bitch whoever’s fucking her…” and Edu stopped, and I thought he would say something to them, and I stopped, and they were walking away, and he smiled and asked me in a low voice: 

“That was about her, wasn’t it?”

“Yes,” I answered. 

And then Rubén said something that caught Edu’s attention, who, resuming walking, said:

“Fuck her right now in the car. Almost nobody passes by there. We’ll cover for you. Shh! Listen. Listen. Don’t worry. Though, you’ll notice it’s still warm… Yes… because I’ve already been giving it to her.”


CHAPTER 21

At that moment, I began to think that everything was part of a punishment. A punishment from María toward me. Why else would there be such a transformation? What had happened that two hours ago the objective was to discover Edu's feelings, and now we were heading toward an abyss orchestrated by Edu himself? I truly thought that María blamed me, and was punishing me, for having pushed him; that she was charging and flogging me because my insistence had led to a dependency, from her toward him, that transcended the physical.

Edu hung up the phone, serene. With the calm that came from having power over her and knowing I wouldn’t intervene. But if I wasn’t intervening, it wasn’t out of fear of him, or even because of the undeniable underlying morbid curiosity, but because I was afraid of María, afraid of what she possibly felt.

In the distance, María, alone, on a narrow sidewalk, leaning against Edu’s car. The darkness of night, drunken shouts in the distance, the last humid and dense remnants of a summer that was already autumn, but which the city still felt as part of a playful and warm present.

I also wondered why she wasn’t checking her phone, why she wasn’t seeing my response, why she wasn’t clarifying everything for me. And as we approached, all I asked for was a look, like the one on the sofa that had briefly reassured me. I needed a counterbalance. A hope. But she raised her face and her eyes landed on Edu who was approaching, walking beside me, now with more agitated steps, suddenly aggressive, as if there was a desire in him that made him move with roughness. But I doubted it was physical magnetism, and suspected it was more about that threat, objective, almost ultimate goal, of seeking her limit; a limit, or rather the absence of one, that he craved and I feared.

He surrounded her immediately. Hunter and prey again. And she lowered her gaze slightly.

“What did those guys in the square want...?” he asked her, their faces quite close.

“Why do you care?” she replied, more composed in word than in gesture.

“Did you get them all hot?” he asked, also leaning against the car, but sideways, and that question reminded me of similar questions I had asked her, but my tone had always been complicit, curious; Edu wanted facts.

She didn’t respond, looked at her watch, and looking at me, said:

“What about Rubén? Isn’t he coming?”

“You’re eager, aren’t you?” Edu smiled, and I felt that María’s gaze couldn’t be interpreted any other way than as condemnation.

“No, I don’t care,” she said.

Edu moved closer, and I suspected he was going to whisper something in her ear, so I also moved closer. He placed his arms on both sides of her body and rested his hands against the car. María allowed herself to be surrounded, almost covered, and raised her gaze; she seemed emboldened by feeling desired rather than unsettled by his next move.

To my surprise, he then fixed her face, putting his strong hand on her face, squeezing her mouth a little, as if it were an annoying hook, and she squirmed, pushing that hand away with hers, and whispered to him:

“What the fuck are you doing...”

“You look damn hot tonight,” he responded, accepting being pushed away, but scrutinizing her with eyes that radiated as much handsomeness as filth.

She then avoided his gaze, and again her eyes came to me. And, while I was trying to read her, Edu’s lips went to that cheek that she offered without offering. And I could feel that kiss, and Edu pressing against her, and I don’t know why, in an oxymoron, in a contradiction, I trusted María just as he made her turn her face... I gave myself to hope just as she allowed herself to be guided, closed her eyes... and they melted into a kiss that began gently... a moist, heartfelt kiss, already familiar...

...And suddenly their mouths opened, and María held the strap of her purse with one hand and placed the other on his waist; and the kiss had more charge, power and stress because of who they were and what it could be, than for what it was at the moment. And Edu then decided to push forward with his pelvis... and their tongues played... slow, but vibrant, wet... feeling each other... and I looked around, and no one was coming, no one was disturbing them...

And then Edu pulled away, and looked at her. And she held his gaze, pretending that he hadn’t made her tremble with the attack. And Edu then took one of his hands to her shirt, and unbuttoned a button in a fraction of a second, and that neckline throbbed, betraying her, and I couldn’t see a bra that Edu surely could see. And then he caressed one of her breasts, roughly, over the silk shirt, and he threatened to unbutton another button, which would make her exposure explicit. And she, after a few suffocating seconds in which she had allowed that breast to be groped, over her expensive shirt and over her bra, and after looking at him with disgust but letting him do it, decisively pushed that hand away, and said seriously:

“What are you doing?”

Her question wasn’t a merciful whisper, but a challenging question.

“Nothing.”

“What do you mean nothing? Do you want to fuck me here or what?”

Edu stared at her without responding, and she glanced down at his crotch, then looked back into his eyes:

“Do you want to fuck me here, in the street?”

“Well... the idea was for Rubén to fuck you in the car.”

“Why him? And why in the car? Come on, take it out and fuck me yourself right here. Should I turn around?”

“Actually, yes. Turn around and pull down your pants.”

María glared at him. Truly as if she hated him. And then she shook her head, turned slightly, placed her purse on the roof of the car, and completely turned her back to us. I looked around again and confirmed that no one was approaching. I still didn't understand what was happening, and she moved her hands to the front of her pants. I heard a zipper, and Edu gave her a bit of space and also looked left and right. Suddenly, like a light curtain, in one smooth, precise motion, her suit pants fell, and despite their lightness, they made a sound when landing somewhere between her ankles and her heels. María's long legs were revealed, showing perfect lines and contours, and the mauve silk blouse covered her ass, but the whole scene was scandalous. She pretended this was appropriate, as if living in a war against herself, or against me, or against him, or in a tactic that was now unsustainable... María, with her pants binding her ankles, placed her hands against the car and didn't turn her head, giving no hint whether she felt apathy, desire, or rage.

Edu then approached her, took the bottom of María's blouse, and lifted it with grandiosity, with delight, revealing delicate black panties... and then two powerful, attractive buttocks... and her goosebumped skin... and when no one could have resisted touching that ass, Edu began arranging, forcing that blouse, with difficulty and messily, under her panties, so the blouse would stay there, secured, not obstructing the view... so nothing could prevent those round buttocks from being observed, desired, and craved. And I hadn't stopped suffering while witnessing that movement that had navigated between admiration and recognition for what it revealed and the humiliation of the scene it created.

And I felt that María was on the verge of complaint, at the limit of recrimination, but her head didn't turn, and then a sound in the distance made me abandon that vision, that exposed María, those lowered pants, those entangled heels, that blouse partially tucked under her panties, that long hair falling down her back, those hands that remained firmly against the car... and I raised my gaze... and a man seemed to be approaching, determined, a Rubén who couldn't possibly imagine finding my wife offered and displayed in such a manner.

And I knew that María hadn't realized that soon we would be four, because, turning her face slightly, but without looking at Edu, she whispered:

“Come on, you bastard. Are you too scared or what?”

The tension was suffocating. Her possible ploy and her challenges were out of control. María turned her gaze forward and Rubén began to approach, with more hesitation and stealth; hours of self-suggestion and self-convincing seemed to be crumbling; one couldn't be prepared for this.

And Edu, standing behind María, dominating her without touching her, turned slightly and looked at him, making a gesture with his hand, telling him to stop or to be even more cautious. We were three men and her, three men almost creating a semicircle around a trophy, two with anguish and one searching for a limit.

María, restless, with those pants down to her ankles, with that blouse tucked inside her panties, with her buttocks powerfully and shamefully exposed, grew impatient, and was turning, about to discover a Rubén who, enormous, corpulent, in jeans and a green shirt, illuminated his face with a disheartening dark red. But Edu read her movement just in time, and approached her again, cornering her against the car, preventing her face from turning further and discovering the new voyeur, and she directed her gaze forward again as Edu said:

“Shhh... Someone's coming.”

“Where?” she asked.

“Over there across the street,” he whispered, and indeed, on the other side of the street, a very young couple was walking on the sidewalk, partially hidden by a complete row of parked cars.

Edu had taken advantage of his position to push with his crotch against her almost naked backside, and lowered one of his hands to caress one of those buttocks. María could see over the car, somewhat hidden by her purse lying up there, that couple walking away, and she allowed herself to be caressed and subtly thrust against, and I felt that she wanted it to happen, for Edu to lose control, to be unable to contain himself, but at the same time I saw something strange in her, as if it wasn't just desire guiding her, but something else, something more measured and calculated.

I looked at Rubén and saw that, wide-eyed, his cheeks were burning, and he didn't look at me, only watching how Edu subtly groped her, in an extravagant image, because the caresses on those buttocks were gentle, but everything else: the sticky heat, the semi-darkness of night and yellowish streetlights, those elegant pants now crudely lowered... and María's own posture, offered there, was tremendously obscene and even sordid.

“They're leaving now... What are you waiting for?” she whispered then, and again I felt that her words were moving faster than her body. As if the literal tenor exceeded her own tone and apparent conviction.

“Do you want it now?” he asked, and Rubén moved closer, careful not to make any noise.

“Yes.”

“Say it to me,” he challenged her, pushing his pelvis against that exposed ass and placing both hands there, one on each buttock.

She, withstanding the push and raising her face, still looking over the car roof, now into nothingness, whispered:

“Fuck me here…”

“Yes?” he breathed almost on her neck, completely pressed against her, now playing with her panties, pulling and gathering them toward the crack of her ass.

“Yes… right? It’s what you want… It’s what turns you on… To put it in me here… To fuck me here like a whore…” she whispered, bordering on overacting.

I looked left and right. I was trembling. I wanted to stop it, but I knew I didn’t want to. And I trusted her and at the same time I wasn’t sure… And I felt sweat on my back. And desire and at the same time horror. And incredibly, I was relieved to see that Rubén was even more overwhelmed than I was.

“Close your eyes,” Edu then told her, now pushing against her more carefully and in short movements, as if he were fucking her clothed.

“What?” she was surprised.

“Would you know… with your eyes closed… if your husband was fucking you or if it was me?” he whispered, almost in a gasp, in her ear.

She didn’t respond, and her legs separated a little, nervous, and I wondered if Edu’s hands were caressing just her buttocks or something more.

“Why don’t you forget about playing games for once?” she almost panted, now showing more desire than possible tactics. “Fuck me here once and for all… Or let’s all three go home.”

“What three?” he asked, and I feared María might suspect and turn around. If her face turned even slightly, she could see Rubén witnessing that game, which with three was humiliating, but with four was macabre.

“The three of us: Pablo, you and me,” she said.

“What for? We just came from being the three of us at home…”

María then lowered her head slightly… Her legs gave way a bit… I could see how her knees flexed slightly… And I knew that he was probing somewhere… that he was reaching some point… although she didn’t reward him with any moaning… And… everything seemed to indicate that she was closing her eyes…

…I couldn’t see it clearly, as I couldn’t see her face from the front, but it was evident that she was complying, surrendering, that those eyelids were falling, and then my pulse raced, and Edu turned his face, and, without stopping fondling her, looked at me, telling me with his gaze that the test was beginning. My chest tightened. My hands were sweating. I felt a vein throbbing in my neck… and Edu was pulling back… and those panties could be seen wedged, embedded in the crack of María’s ass… And the shirt miraculously contained there. Edu was offering me my own wife, in that dirty alley, in search of one more step of a supposed limit, and I knew there was no possibility that María wouldn’t instantly know that who was invading her was my meager member and not his monstrosity… I knew there was no sense or grace in that humiliation… And I shook my head.

And Edu seemed surprised by my refusal. And then he looked at Rubén.


CHAPTER 22

Perhaps it was the first time, since everything had started, that I put María’s integrity, and my own, before a sexual experience linked to the morbid thrill of seeing her surrendered to other men. But Edu’s look toward Rubén indicated that precisely my defense could produce the opposite effect, a greater humiliation.

Edu was offering Rubén the chance to fuck my wife... there, against the car... to fuck her without her knowing that this corpulent man, as excited as he was nervous, was the one actually penetrating her.

“Don’t cheat, eh. Keep your eyes well closed,” Edu was saying to María, who remained still with her face raised forward, peeking over the vehicle.

And my gaze went to a frozen Rubén, who was rolling up his sleeves, as if he were telling himself what was about to happen and needed explicit encouragement and confidence for it... And then I returned my eyes to María... to those pants binding her heels, to her panties wedged in the crack of her ass and to that shirt miraculously held by her delicate black lingerie.

Edu looked at Rubén again, and perhaps he didn’t trust him, because what he did was return to María... and he brought his hands to her panties, and first unwedged them from her ass and then began to lower them, subtly, down to her knees... Perhaps because Rubén’s presumable attack would involve trembling hands combined with a powerful member, which was a combo that didn’t fully match either Edu or me.

I didn’t want to collaborate in that extreme humiliation consisting of Rubén fucking her while she thought it was Edu, because she wouldn’t confuse him with me. And I couldn’t stop thinking about that while María spread her legs further apart, and the pants tensed at her ankles... and her panties tensed at her thighs... and then she managed to free one foot, her high-heeled shoe, from that tangle, and her panties not only didn’t fall, but tensed even more, and her last phrases echoed in my mind, and suddenly I understood everything. Like an illumination. In an instant. Everything fit together.

And I almost sighed, audibly relieved. And I didn’t understand my sudden revelation, as if my mind had been working tirelessly, in an underground way, studying every movement, every phrase, to understand what was happening. And I felt an immense joy, but at the same time contained. And I felt that I had to tell her. That I understood her. That I was with her. I had to tell her not because I needed confirmation, but so she would know that we could try it together.

María was gathering the lower part of her shirt with one hand that she brought forward, showing her ass with total clarity and with the consequent impact, and was leaning against the car with the other. Her buttocks there, shamefully exposed, for Edu’s delirious game... And Edu himself was bringing his hands to his pants, in an intentionally noisy manner... but I was clear that his purpose was not to penetrate her himself.

And I knew that I had to act quickly, and working in my favor were Rubén’s paralyzing nerves, which gave me the opportunity to get ahead.

And as soon as I began to open my pants I knew that my intention to save our integrity was a feeling that coexisted in parallel with an almost total physical excitement; in a couple of seconds my member was pointing forward with hardness, I carefully uncovered it and the entire glans was shining, soaked, covered by a viscous and transparent film. And I raised my gaze, and on one hand I knew that that image, of María’s ass, exhibited in that alley, in front of two members that protruded from our respective pants, was tremendously crude... and vulgar... and I knew that whoever witnessed it would think without a doubt that only a true whore could lend herself to that, that only a true whore could close her eyes, spread her legs, gather her shirt, offer her ass and let herself be fucked against that car... but from my recent revelation everything changed, everything was different from what it seemed to be.

“Let’s see... what...” María protested in a faint whisper, while Edu gestured to me as if to tell me that I wasn’t the chosen one for his crazed amusement, but Rubén.

I stood still. I looked at Rubén. And he exhaled. Contained so as not to make noise, but so nervous and heated that it was overwhelming. And I disobeyed, perhaps also for the first time, and ignored Edu’s intention... and positioned myself behind María. I got so close that only a push from Edu, or at least a movement that involved physical force, could stop me, and I knew that he couldn’t afford a commotion, with María just an eye-opening and a small twist away from discovering Rubén and his consequent and umpteenth deception.

Behind her, very close, inches from touching her, but already feeling her, already smelling her, I looked left and right, and then brought one of my hands to her hair, and moved it a bit from that mauve back, and then placed that hand on her shoulder, feeling her especially delicate and soft shirt. And she, with her eyes closed, raised her face... and perhaps from that touch she already knew it was me... although there was no possibility that she wouldn’t discover it in the following seconds...

...And I bent my knees slightly, to thrust into her, to penetrate her from below... And I aimed with my other hand, pulling back even more skin... and I approached, I almost completely pressed against her... and I felt her more... and I pushed, from below upward... and the tip of my member barely noticed any obstacle at the entrance... My movement was predicted to be accurate from the first moment... and her cunt yielded, wet... so soft it was overwhelming... undoubtedly responding grandiloquent and extensive for not having yet recovered from the vilification... from the violent and continuous transgression that Edu had executed on our sofa... María’s cunt was opening for me in that extraordinarily unequal way... showing me in that compliance that our sexes understood each other but with a striking disparity... My cock was making its way... a drop of sweat ran down my back... I was burning... she made me burn... and I was putting it all the way in... to the balls, and I pushed her a little... against the car... and I felt a pure pleasure... animal... that made me forget everything for an instant... to the point of closing my eyes... and I inhaled from her neck while I even stood on tiptoe to reach as deep as possible... and I purred, almost gone... and enjoying, not only her body, not only her extraordinarily dilated and hot cunt... but her humiliating silence... A silence that broke in the most denigrating way possible... at the precise moment when she, with a serious voice, phlegmatic, as if nothing were invading her, said with clarity and a clear voice:

“It’s Pablo.”

And I was searching for a bit of peace, a bit of calm. I didn’t want to return to reality. And I penetrated her again, without pulling out completely, once more from below upward, in a short and slow movement, but then Edu gloated behind us:

“No way… How could you possibly tell…”

I opened my eyes. No one was coming. And, inside her, enjoying and feeling her warmth as rarely before, I knew I couldn’t waste this opportunity… this bizarre intimacy… and then, taking advantage of another deep thrust, and knowing that Edu could blow everything up at any moment, I whispered in her ear:

“Do you think… it will work out?”

And when I thought she hadn’t understood me, when I thought that despite our years together she couldn’t have deduced from that that I already understood everything… she gasped forward:

“I don’t know…”

“It could work… if you have someone in mind,” I whispered.

“I know…”

“Do you have… a replacement…? You said it was impossible,” I asked, again in her ear, almost kissing her cheek… and feeling the humid, sticky heat of her face.

“I think so… Maybe…” she exhaled again into nothingness.

“Rubén is watching,” I whispered then, knowing time was pressing, and I feared her anger or her shutting down.

“I know…” she responded with skillfully subdued voice.

I pulled my face back a few centimeters and felt a mixture of pleasure, raw and pure… from the sensation that the walls of her sex created in me… and at the same time an absolute peace, almost celestial… feeling as if my body and mind were in complete harmony with her. Those responses gave me life, and I felt that I had never felt so alive as in that moment.

And there was nothing more contrary to my peace, no greater antagonism to our purpose, than Edu; and that’s why it was terribly painful to feel the contact of his hand on my back, and to sense his clear intention that my leading role should be relegated. Moreover, I was aware that he had heard, although surely not understood, my exchange of whispers with María.

It was a heartfelt and slow withdrawal. I was leaving her after having achieved and extracted pleasure, complicity, and solution. I was departing from an exhibitionist penetration, yet intimate at the same time, which had revealed to me that, whether it went well or badly, it would be shared, that our victory or defeat would be joint. I was abandoning María, my member pale, impregnated with her, but knowing that my wife wasn’t in love with that bastard.

But I had no more time to rejoice or revel in my new situation, because Edu, visibly annoyed by my rebellion, seemed to intend to punish me through her; and immediately he asked her, almost irate, to turn around, hoping to find shame on her face; however, this only made him more tense… because María turned slightly, and looked at Rubén, and wasn’t disturbed in the slightest.

And, while I made myself presentable, I observed a haughty, imperturbable María, and in front of her that tyrannical man, who deep down was nothing more than a spoiled rich kid, accustomed to having everything, accustomed to everything happening according to his plans and everyone dancing, enchanted, around him…

…And I then saw in his gaze a rage mixed with dangerous alienation; a look that disturbed, almost horrified, and made me expect the worst.


CHAPTER 23

The filth of that narrow street, that leaden sidewalk, and Edu’s gaze contrasted with an impressive cleanliness emanating from María, like a pure, almost magical aura. And it seemed almost sacrilegious that those impeccable and expensive pants remained in contact with that squalid surface. 

And that wasn’t the only contrast, as our tension and silence immediately opposed the liberation and clamor of some young men who were beginning to approach from the flank guarded by a motionless Rubén. They were approaching three men, now fully dressed, since Edu had adjusted himself after his bluff, I had dressed after my incursion, and that burly waiter hadn’t had the courage or lack of modesty to expose himself; and facing these men was a woman resting her backside against the car, immaculate from above, except for a button, crude from below, with her pants down and her panties tightly binding her thighs.

Those young men were approaching, and Edu seemed to want to postpone his punishment, and seemed to want María to shrink, in gesture and stigma, and to reach for her pants to dress herself. But the boys advanced, clumsy, disorderly, and animated, and María didn’t flinch. And I wondered if it was possible that such exposure, such ridicule, could be salvaged by her. I wondered how a woman with her long legs exhibited, with her pants on the ground, and above all, with her panties binding her thighs, could avoid being first an impact, and then an easy mockery and target for ridicule, especially by youngsters particularly uninhibited thanks to the night. 

And I could see the precise moment when the young men, the almost kids, became aware that if they continued on that path, they would encounter a half-naked woman, with a mauve shirt coming undone in the breeze, on the verge of showing her pussy as a consequence of her nakedness and the air. And they saw it, they approached, from that side opposite to mine, and the revelry ceased, because laughter and lightness don’t mix well with looking at the forbidden, because levity didn’t commune with the extreme sexuality that María and our sinful semicircle radiated... and they diverted, slipping between two parked cars when they were just a few meters from seeing everything... They diverted, confused and tense, crossing the street, glancing sideways and knowing that something murky was brewing there.

I could feel Edu’s disappointment, a double disappointment, as he had been left without María’s “no,” since she hadn’t tried to dress herself, and he had been left without the opportunity for gratuitous humiliation that her delirious exposure would have meant.

What I knew, what I now understood, was that María had told him with that gesture, with her non-movement, with her stillness, that it was her, that it could only be her. And that was the offer, which was the trap, because afterward would come the punishment.

And if Edu hadn’t expected the uncomfortable diversion of those boys, he could even less have supposed that Rubén would gather the courage to go for that offering embodied in my wife. That man dared to take the necessary steps to face a María who, almost exultant despite her situation, allowed that approach, but ended up placing a hand, with subtlety, on his chest, on that green shirt, indicating that she understood his eagerness, but that he should calm down, because one thing was accepting the sequence and another was the rhythm. 

Once again the four of us alone, and now it was Rubén who surrounded her, with his flushed cheeks, his dense beard and his clear head, but above all with hands that, trembling, sought the outside of bare thighs. And I knew that she accepted this for an end, an end that had nothing to do with that man who ventured to seek my wife’s mouth, but found cheek, and who stooped in search of neck, but found shirt collar, and who afterward managed to kiss below her ear, and she rewarded him by placing her hands on his ass and rewarded Edu by looking at him. She had already rewarded me minutes before by clarifying that this was a formality in search of salvation and punishment.

Perhaps it was the smell of her neck, or perhaps the touch of her thighs, or perhaps the rage from the memory that his only encounter had ended in a humiliating defeat, but something arose in Rubén that made him grow bolder and seek María’s mouth with desperate desire. And she denied him the kiss; with her panties down, with her pants on the floor and with her neck drooled upon, she denied him her mouth, in a sadistic torment, and no one could understand that despite her degrading appearance, she was in command.

And more noise in the distance. And Edu looking left and right. Showing himself human. And then María brought one of her hands to Rubén’s nape and finally let herself be kissed, or she kissed him. And he pushed her a little against the car, in a pelvic attack, instinctive, and she opened her mouth and kissed him... but kept her eyes open... and looked at Edu... looked at him while their lips slid and their tongues played... looked at Edu... while she made out in a tempered yet crude way... containing that animal who appeared enormous... but the greatness being uniquely hers, exclusively and superior. 

He was clumsiness, he was nervousness, and she was spaciousness, almost arrogance, and her face moved minimally from the kiss that didn’t cease, but her gaze remained fixed, and her eyes wide open, and she told Edu with her gesture, and again, that it was her, that he should hook onto that, that it was essentially the trap, that it was the first step. Afterward would come the dependency and then the punishment.

Rubén raised his hands and as soon as he felt María’s breasts over her shirt, he broke the kiss, turned around and whispered:

“Eduardo, open the car...”

It was almost a desperate gasp. That man couldn’t take it anymore, and no one could blame him for not trying to disguise a desire that had hints of anguish. I understood upon seeing him, as I understood upon seeing those boys flee, that our madness, mixed with María’s sexuality, was something that overflowed far beyond common morbidity or occasional sordidness.

“No one’s coming... Fuck her here now. Put on a condom and fuck her,” responded an Edu who enjoyed referring to her as if she weren’t present; he enjoyed that trick in those contexts where there was an underlying power struggle, a struggle that only they understood.

Rubén turned toward María and reached into his pocket, took out his wallet, and looked from side to side. The sounds of partying could be heard in the distance, a drop of sweat falling from an eyebrow down the edge of his face. Meanwhile, she adjusted her shirt, rolled up her sleeves again, covered her neckline a bit, and lifted her hair from behind, fanning her neck for a moment before letting her hair fall back again, in that characteristic gesture of hers. Everything about her was composure, and her posture suggested nothing strange was happening, but her pants were on the ground and her panties were pulled down almost to her knees. Her face suggested nothing was happening, but a man was about to fuck her in the middle of the street in the presence of her instigator and her own husband.

Rubén got hold of a condom and returned his wallet to his pocket. Under pressure, indecisive, he got the order wrong, and it was María who rescued him by saying “give it here” and taking the wrapper, allowing him to open his pants with both hands free.

That man was working at his crotch to free himself, with eagerness, with haste, and we were all curious to know the exact state in which his member was, but his trembling hand movements were simultaneous with high-pitched sounds behind me. I turned around and three absorbed girls were walking carefree and chatty, approaching as innocently as they were relentless. I then moved closer to María, and Rubén pressed himself a bit against her, covering her, assisting that woman who had at no point asked for help, and while they were almost passing me and could potentially discover between Rubén and me the existence of pants on the ground, lowered panties and an exposed pussy, I heard noises on the other side of the alley, and saw some drunk guys walking and talking to each other almost shouting.

The girls passed our little circle and if they had noticed María’s exhibition I would never know, but I could see how Rubén’s tension increased, so much that, after giving my wife half a meter of space and with his pants half open, he turned again toward Edu and said:

“Open the car... It’s easier...”

María, with the condom wrapper in her hand, was waiting for the verdict. And I knew that she didn’t want anything at all with Rubén, but she was pretending indifference, pretending she could handle everything.

“Damn it... Turn around,” Edu said then.

“What?” asked Rubén as Edu approached them.

“Come on, turn around,” he insisted, ignoring him and addressing her, and I could see in his eyes anger for not being able to defeat María and frustration at his candidate’s ineptitude.

María turned, composed, almost leisurely, and positioned herself against the car again as Edu brought his hands to his belt and the button of his pants.

Everything was suddenly rushing. Rubén was fixing his clothes and giving them space. I was dying of both cold and heat and remained still. Edu seemed ready to fuck her right there. And María obeyed with her turn, but seemed emboldened by feeling that she produced an uncontrollable desire in Edu while also aligned with her plan.

He was lowering his pants a bit. I looked left and right and heard the sound of voices in the distance, but didn’t know if they were coming or going. Edu pressed against her. María gathered the lower part of her shirt and offered him her bare ass...

And then he freed a dark cock, compact, thick, dizzy from growing and shrinking... And I was shocked to see that roughness again... And María turned her face and enticed him with her look... provoking him with startled eyes... exaggerating her impression... And Rubén looked away, overwhelmed, at the precise moment when that monstrosity, held by its proud owner, could be heard slapping against one of those bare buttocks... There were two strange slaps, perhaps studied, with a crude, insolent touch; two slaps that sounded of firmness and thickness. And just from those two slaps that flesh hardened, that cock grew, María exhaled and, keeping the lower part of her shirt gathered up, turned her gaze forward again.

And more heat, and more suffocation, and more shouts in the distance... and then a “fuck me...” was outlined by my wife. And Rubén didn’t know whether to leave, stay, cover them, watch or curse his ineffectiveness. And a “fuck me damn it...” was whimpered by María as her hips serpentined, seeking for her buttock to rub against that hot mast... And Edu then brought one of his hands to María’s head, and made her lower her face a bit, with dominance, with rawness, and the other hand remained on his cock... and he pulled the skin back... and a dense, transparent drop emerged... and he directed his now rock-hard member until that drop impregnated the goose-bumped skin of my wife’s ass... And then he whispered to her:

“What game are you playing...?”

María didn’t respond, she remained against the car using the hand that still held the condom that was for Rubén, and using her other hand to hold up her shirt.

“What the fuck are you playing at, huh?” he panted as he began to jerk off aiming at her buttocks, but still with no intention of invading her.

“Do you want me to fuck you here?” he asked after her silence, leaning back a bit without stopping masturbating.

“Yes... But you don’t dare...” she provoked him.

“No... I don’t dare...” he said sarcastically, speeding up his jerking.

And then, when I saw the penetration as unavoidable, which was in itself more María’s victory than his... Edu turned his face, without stopping jerking himself off, and looked at Rubén... and made a strange grimace... And then to the other side, at me, and smiled... making me shudder...

… And María was spreading her legs slightly… and her panties stretched even tighter… and her heels dug into the ground with a hollow, harrowing screech… And Edu turned his gaze forward, and his stroking accelerated… and that cock seemed ready to explode, and he brought the hand that wasn’t pleasuring himself to one of María’s buttocks, and squeezed it, and my wife trembled and whispered “fuck me…” which overlapped with an “Ohhh…” tremendously pleasurable and liberating from that man who, to everyone’s surprise, suddenly stopped his hand, stopped his entire movement, and groaned, deep-throated, a “Hummm…” and released a shocking white lash, long and straight, that landed on my wife’s ass, marking both skin and the lower part of that insufficiently gathered shirt. And María trembled feeling the impact… and then another “Ohhhhh”, longer, more pleasurable… traced another whitish shot, long and parallel to the other, painting two prolonged streaks that defiled ass, back and shirt… And a distressed “bastard…” was uttered by her as a third spurt emanated and slid down that rock-hard shaft… mixing with the fourth and fifth jets… creating a humiliating, uncontained puddle on that restless buttock… a puddle that, while María persisted in her complaint and he gasped another cocky “Hummm…!”, broke down and descended along that buttock… marking and staining in a chaotic and sticky manner both the lowered panties and the pants that lay on the ground.

María, motionless, heard from him a proud “Hmmm… that was good!”, and when she thought Edu’s victory couldn’t be greater, he stepped back, caught his breath, contemplated his work, leaned over slightly, his hands went to those black panties… and he began to pull them up… And while saying “it’s dripping, damn it”, he pulled them up to cover her… dressing her with those delicate panties, covering her neglected pussy and her smeared ass, covering that soaked buttock, reveling in impregnating that silky lingerie with all that semen… And she, motionless, accepted that pastiness… that hot and viscous liquid being rubbed in… And you could see how her panties were soaking through to the point where the moisture seeped through… and you could even smell it… you could smell from my position that fluid of man, of chosen stallion, that malodorous discharge of sex… And after observing that soaking, that silk drenched and humiliated by sticky touch, hot temperature and fragrant smell, I looked down and saw whitish traces on those wrinkled pants prostrate on the ground.

Edu then stepped back, in a display for him, for Rubén, for me… and his cock appeared horizontally, with a whitish tip, imposing and terrifying… and then he said:

“Pull up your pants. We’re going to a pub nearby.”

María, without turning around, tried to slip her foot, her high-heeled shoe, inside the pant leg she had removed minutes earlier, and managed it with some difficulty.

I could feel her burning, and I wanted to see her face, but she had her back to us. And then she bent down, grabbed her pants, and began pulling them up, and must have felt an extreme and uncontrolled stickiness on her ass, her buttocks, her panties… and she closed everything having tucked the silky shirt inside. And I suspected that such a puddle could probably soak through everything, as the bestial thickness of a massive ejaculation combined with the delicacy of three elegant but lightweight and delicate garments, not created to contain that. And that situation, that shocking image, made me think, even know, that this couldn’t end well, that there was no way to obey, that there would be no way to please someone like him.

And Edu’s next statement, which he pronounced while trying to tuck that abuse under his clothes, only confirmed my suspicions:

“Let’s go to a pub and have Rubén fuck you there. And if he can’t, we’ll find someone random to stick it in you. And then we’ll go to my place, since you know I have a visitor.”


CHAPTER 24

María was finishing putting herself back together, placing something in her purse and retrieving it from the roof of the car; and I was still longing to see her face. And then I asked myself why, why this yearning to see her, to feel her, to discover her sensations after that humiliating punishment... And while I was asking myself this, I knew that what I felt was pain, morbid fascination, and guilt.

It was all like a chemical formula with triple connected bonds. Three elements: pain from seeing her humiliated, morbid fascination for said humiliation, and guilt for feeling that fascination. And I wanted María to defeat him, but what was morbidly exciting was her defeat. I felt as if I wanted us to win the war, but not without first losing all the battles.

She finally turned around. And she didn’t look at me. She didn’t look at anyone. She tidied her hair, adjusted her purse on her shoulder, and maintained a haughty gaze, although her cheeks and eyes betrayed an underlying tension. It was an ego under attack, but there was also excitement, and then I knew that she wasn’t feeling very different things from mine... I suspected that she enjoyed those defeats... that a defeat with Edu was more satisfying than her victories with Carlos, Rubén, or whoever.

Precisely Rubén said something to Edu that I couldn’t quite understand, and at the same time this was happening, I discovered my own excitement: my underwear was soaked, my member was hard... and I couldn’t deny that Edu’s macabre affront on María’s buttock and his subsequent smearing had been decisive in achieving that hardness.

Edu indicated the way to go and I wanted to approach María, but he positioned himself next to her, and the narrowness of the sidewalk did the rest to prevent me from talking to her. He probably still had our whispering in his mind and increasingly suspected that our relationship with him was a yes, but no.

Walking beside me was a restless Rubén, who noticeably had something brewing, and even a couple of times seemed about to speak to me; meanwhile, ahead of us, Edu and María were walking. And if I felt guilty for noticing my cock hard from having witnessed how Edu punished her, I felt even more guilty when, walking behind her, I focused on her ass wrapped in those elegant dark pants, and tried to spot, and what was worse... wished, to be able to glimpse Edu’s semen showing through and dissolving the fine fabric of the pants. I really wanted his cum to be noticeable... and I really wanted María to be feeling that hot semen on her buttock... who knows if trickling... downward... soaking everything.

We turned a corner and I assumed, and longed, that I would be able to talk to María once we entered the promised venue; and even though I knew her plan, it was killing me to know about that candidate, and I wondered if I already knew him, and deep down it hurt me and I didn’t understand why she hadn’t told me before.

Edu and María weren’t talking, they walked in silence just as Rubén and I did, and it remained that way until we reached a slightly wider and better-lit street, crowded with people, and we positioned ourselves in line for a pub that didn’t seem too large. Only three or four people ahead and I was hoping to meet up with María inside. And there, still outside, forming part of that line and aided by some white lights coming from the venue’s façade itself, I tried perversely and guiltily to discover if my wife’s ass showed signs of wetness... but then Edu distracted my operation and said something to her, in her ear, and she nodded, tense, with her arms crossed, with her purse hanging from her shoulder... and I wondered then what Edu intended, what was the purpose of that search for limits if he thought he had her hooked to the point of accepting a child with him... Why that cruelty with a woman with whom he supposedly wants to build such a long-term bond.

And I thought that perhaps he was trying to ensure he had made the right choice, although he had to understand that María couldn’t handle everything, that she couldn’t accept, for example, having sex with Rubén, or with just any man, without further ado, inside that pub. And I knew that María, no matter how much she wanted to please him in order to deceive him later, wouldn’t comply with that. His claim to discover if he had been right that María was not only the best, but the only one, would be valid up to a certain point, beyond which everything would go wrong. And precisely for that reason María had to know that it was likely her purpose would fail; because her plan, and I didn’t need María’s confirmation, consisted of proving to Edu that she was the chosen one, hooking him sexually, since sentimentally it hadn’t been possible, and then replacing him once she had created the dependency. Making him believe that the dependency went in one direction while building a dependency in the opposite direction. And that was possible, and I understood the modification of her initial idea, but only as long as Edu stopped his madness at an acceptable point.

“Ehh... Shhh... Why do you obey him?” Rubén then whispered to me, surprising me.

I didn’t look at him. Nor did I move. I remained right behind María. I could see her back, how her bra was minimally visible through the mauve shirt, as she had placed her hair forward, all of it on the same side of her neck. And I looked at her ass, and couldn’t perceive that the humiliated buttock showed a darker black than the other... and I was uncertain what to answer him.

“Let’s go to your place, the three of us. Take it easy. Damn. This guy is crazy,” he whispered to me again, this time almost in my ear, and I felt an unpleasant smell of alcohol, dense and deep, so I knew he was quite more drunk than he appeared.

I looked at him. I didn’t know what to tell him. Everything was too complicated. How to tell him that without Edu, he made absolutely no sense at all.

“And María is fed up with him. She looks at him with disgust... don’t you see? She’s doing it for you, but she’s disgusted,” he clarified, careful that only I could hear him.

“Let’s have a drink inside and I’ll ask María,” I told him, serious, and he seemed to accept this just as a security guard, of similar dimensions to Rubén himself, allowed those ahead of us to enter, as well as Edu and María, but not the two of us, who would have to wait. 


CHAPTER 25

While I cursed my bad luck at being forced to imagine what might be happening inside the venue, I discovered that the torture would be even greater, as Rubén, more relaxed without María and Edu present, insisted on presenting his proposal.

In a louder tone, with greater gesticulations, with undisguised drunkenness, he conveyed to me a kind of analogy in which Edu was a dispensable intermediary. He wanted me to see that the full profit, once the project was underway, had to be without him.

—“It’s just... she’s so hot... Don’t take this the wrong way, but you’re pretty crazy too”—he ended up mumbling at my silence—. “One drink and then the three of us leave, then” —he reaffirmed, and I felt both discomfort and the sense that this man wasn’t up to the level of our game, much less María’s.

“She’s rude as hell, but I think that’s also her thing, right?” —he sought to establish camaraderie, in an unpleasant tone and in an annoyingly direct manner, liberated by the alcohol.

A couple then exited and the security man let us in just as I heard behind me:

“Don’t mess with me in there, okay.”

And I didn’t blame him for his desperation, as I knew what was at stake for him. But from that moment on, his proposal ceased to exist, and my heart was pounding strongly as I made my way through the crowd, hammered by the music, and facing a darkness greater than expected.

A basic layout, a small rectangle, with a bar on the right and a platform at the back, even more crowded. The ceiling quite low, the people somewhat younger than us, the energy more frenzied, the average level of drunkenness at Rubén’s level or higher, and my desperate search for María.

I didn’t know what I expected to find. I could feel Rubén behind me, restless and distrustful. And then I saw them: near the bar, and as so many other times, I didn’t know whether I felt disappointment or relief when I found not a shocking situation but the preliminary tension. María was taking refuge in a drink and Edu was scanning the room, relaxed, superior, and my gaze crossed with my wife’s, and I felt a sudden love, and at the same time a strange stress; and if I had perceived Edu as superior, I felt her even more so, especially compared to that drunken mediocrity of twenty-something girls. Her imposing presence and slenderness, and her almost regal elegance, clashed superlatively with insubstantial physiques and crude outfits.

And I thought that my arrival would mark the beginning of a small salvation, at least in the form of valuable information, but I couldn’t get close enough to her to know her exact situation, her precise feelings, her present ambition, or her candidate in the medium term, because first a young man and then Rubén ended up occupying that flank that Edu wasn’t occupying.

I then sought a frontal attack, even at the risk of being heard by Edu, but he precisely moved, passed in front of her and said something to Rubén, and that something must have been just the trigger for that man, who was playing all possible sides in order to end up inside my wife, to finally activate himself. And again, I couldn’t blame him for it.

The unpleasant and oppressive music. The suffocating heat. The smell of staleness and at the same time artificial cleanliness. I was becoming increasingly aware of the decrepitude of that dive, and the more aware I became, the more out of place I felt, and the more especially out of place I felt María was.

Rubén dared to speak to her quite closely, with their faces almost touching, and I wondered if this was already finished, discussed first with María and then with Rubén. I wondered if it was possible that my wife would again agree to that mediocre man in order to please, and later hook, Edu. Her plan was clearly unstable, and sometimes I believed in it and sometimes I felt it was impossible... When, while observing and wondering if Rubén would finally dare to make a move on María, I was surprised by a drink that Edu offered me.

“I understand you more and more!” —he shouted in my ear while offering me the drink.

I looked at him strangely and he made a gesture with his face, as if telling me to look at the other side of the pub. I followed his gaze and saw nothing special, just people and more people.

“The one in yellow!” —he shouted at me again, and I focused on a group of young men, one of them blond, with an exaggeratedly open yellow shirt, showing a white and smooth chest, almost adolescent-like; and I understood what Edu was referring to, as that boy didn’t lose sight of the maneuvers of a Rubén who was cornering her against the bar, and the defense of a María who allowed herself to be harassed in the ear, but who gave him nothing more.

“Who do you prefer?” —Edu asked me, in that selfishly characteristic way of his, as he wasn’t looking for an answer but for impact, and referring to whether I preferred the boy in yellow or Rubén. And his voice entered forcefully through my ear and made me tremble from head to toe. And someone pushed me. And I drank from my glass and an unpleasant taste almost made me cough... And the one in yellow was indeed observing from a distance Rubén’s attempt... And María was adjusting her purse, almost making that movement a tense tic, and drinking from her glass, thus avoiding that waiter who finally seemed decided... And I was thinking what to answer Edu when he abandoned me and went to interrupt the harassment... and said something in María’s ear.

I wanted to see her reaction when I felt a contact on my left. I turned and a blonde girl, quite short, surprisingly harmonious, pretty, and with her hair tied in a ponytail, said something to me that I couldn’t understand. I asked her to repeat it, leaning in, restless, uncomfortable, knowing that what was important wasn’t in that young woman with the pretty face, not even in that sufficiently striking black top, but in Edu and María. And it was then that I understood what she was trying to tell me, which was more of a joking comment than a compliment, making mention of our age.

“We're a bit too old for what?” I responded.

She didn't react to my answer. And immediately, before I could even process that she might be trying something with me, she said in my ear:

“Are you with that guy? The one with the longish hair. Is he your friend?”

I took advantage of her question to look across the room and discovered that Edu was accompanying Rubén at the bar while María was beginning a sinuous walk through the crowd toward the other side of the venue. Paralyzed, I watched as my wife headed directly toward the group of young men that included the one in yellow.

“My name is Adriana, but your friend can call me Adri if he wants... Will you introduce me?” she insisted, in a strange tone, half-joking, half-serious, drunk and uninhibited.

And then María, blocked by an impenetrable group of people, turned around, and she didn't look at Edu, but at me, and our eyes met for an instant, and I saw her tense and flushed... but immediately afterward she managed to find a gap, and that light, silky mauve blur continued making her way among rough and compact young men... And Adriana was being pulled away by what appeared to be a friend who wanted to spare her from further insistence and embarrassment... And while that was happening, María reached the end of her journey, or so I thought, because when she was about to cross through the circle that had surely been proposed... she veered to the right, and I spotted a door, the one to the restrooms, and she seemed determined to find it, but then something stopped her, as the guy in yellow detained her... abruptly, grabbing her by the wrist, interrupting her walk, and she broke free almost violently from that grip, but was forced to turn around... and he, with a humiliating youthfulness and a self-assurance that was killing me, and that had to be destroying Rubén, leaned in to say something in her ear.

On one side of me, that young girl corralled by her friends; on the other side, Edu and Rubén observing the former’s proposal; and in the back, my wife accosted by that kid, who was at least ten years younger than her... And then she avoided more words from that boy, and looked toward Edu, and I saw it, her gaze was pleading... She was telling him that he was asking the impossible.

She realized, as I did, that offering to comply with everything, only to later withdraw and thus punish him... couldn’t be carried out. It couldn’t because Edu would always want more.

The time to abandon had come, on the very same night this alternative plan had emerged.

And I was ready to make my move. To save her from that ordeal. To tell her it was impossible to comply. To tell her that perhaps it was also time to tell Edu that the pill thing was our deception... But then, at that moment, that boy ventured to lower his hand... And I could see through the crowd how that arm was lowered, and I assumed his hand was circling her waist... and I remembered her stained buttock, and knew it was the violated side, and I wished that hand would go lower... And I became aroused... Intensely aroused. And I chose to let María decide for both of us.


CHAPTER 26

Edu had said that he understood me, that he comprehended the morbid fascination of anticipation, but we were very different, as I enjoyed the tension through my passive attitude, while he instead needed constant action, and his own; he needed everything to happen exactly as he desired.

And that’s why, while María listened, uncomfortable and tense, to that kid who was drilling into her ear with surely mediocre seduction tactics, Edu left the bar and Rubén; and he did so because that blond boy was gesticulating, no longer touching her waist… and Edu didn’t have my patience to enjoy slow torture, so he began heading toward them with the intention of unsticking that situation which from the outside looked like an impossible and uneven attack.

And his arrival coincided with another attempt from Adriana on my arm and with a brazen question in my ear:

“Is she his girlfriend?” she almost shouted at me.

“What?” I asked her, also in a loud tone as the music seemed to sound even more thunderous.

“That posh hottie, is she the handsome guy’s girlfriend? Why do you keep looking at them so much?” she bellowed near me while I watched how Edu was talking to the guy in yellow and María remained slightly apart; and it killed me to think, to suspect, that Edu was offering my own wife in a cold and precise manner.

“No… No, no. They’re not dating,” I responded, turning toward her, who had trouble seeing over people’s heads.

“Oh, okay… Because if they’re dating, you’ll do for me, huh,” she said, slurring her words, drunk, pressed against me, on tiptoes, and then I felt a kiss on my cheek, completely furtive and out of context. And I turned, surprised, and she was retreating, of her own accord or dragged away again by a friend, and I wanted to ignore that annoying and disturbing girl, and I directed my eyes again to that trio that was distressing me, and I saw there was no more trio, that María had disappeared.

I then sought explanations in the gaze of a hieratic and worried Rubén, who was leaning on the bar, also looking toward Edu and that kid, but I didn’t venture to ask him about María.

“Either we go over there and you introduce me to him or you buy me a drink!” I heard again beside me, out of nowhere, from that girl who appeared and disappeared as if by magic.

I responded by changing the subject, and while doing so I sneaked a glance toward the circle of friends who were watching us, embarrassed by her attitude or envious of her boldness. And she babbled words of which I understood half, while I couldn’t help glimpsing her prominent chest under her black top, although my true interest was in locating María.

And it was when the girl was beginning to give up that I saw how my wife was coming out of the restrooms, and that wasn’t the only movement, as Edu almost crossed paths with her, without saying a word to her, and the guy in yellow attacked her head-on, irreverent, probably emboldened by the offer presented by Edu, and spoke to her up close, with their mouths almost touching… making her almost back away; and my heart was pounding hard, to the rhythm of the bass of the music and agitated by the lights that sometimes flickered… And it hurt to know that at any moment the culmination of Edu’s plan could take place, of an Edu so confident that he had gone to the restrooms after placing his pieces, without apparent intrigue or fascination for witnessing the checkmate.

I then heard a voice, again by surprise, but this time a man’s voice, a disordered, enervated voice, that came from my other side:

“What about our deal? Do I fuck her or do I leave?”

I turned and an indignant Rubén was looking at me, more than restless, disoriented.

I shrugged, giving him to understand that he was free to leave, and he looked toward María, harassed by that kid, and then I told him:

“Better leave.”

Rubén looked at me with hostility. I had nothing against him, I simply knew that Edu had chosen and therefore his wait would be useless. And after hearing me and hesitating, he ended up approaching me, deeply affected by the alcohol… and even pushed me a little… and mumbled practically in my face:

“You can all go to hell…”

And he passed in front of me, almost in a rage, and I understood him because I knew what he was losing. And he made his way toward the exit, without looking back, and I directed my eyes to María, and she was looking at me, she was looking at me while that kid not only spoke in her ear but had her almost cornered against the wall. And I felt guilt and morbid fascination again, and I wanted to understand her gaze, and I wanted to feel it, and that’s why I began walking toward them, through the crowd, through the heat, through the sweat, through strange smells, through people oblivious to what could happen there at any moment. And while advancing, in half profile, from one side, and then from another, I tried to keep looking at her, but almost never could, and every time a few seconds passed between vision and vision I craved everything and nothing… And I thought about her gaze, and I knew that she didn’t want to. I knew it. I knew that she wanted to stop that, but refusing would mean not being able to punish Edu…

…And I reached them… at the precise moment when that kid was burying his mouth in her neck, and she was restraining him, touching his nape… and I could see the sweat on that back, on that yellow shirt, and I could smell them, feel them, finally, there, close… And his hands on her waist… and she looked at me, while restraining him and at the same time welcoming him, and then she extended her other hand, which was holding her glass, and gave it to me, and I took it, and that hand went to his ass, killing me, igniting him… because with that hand there she was telling him he was doing well, despite not having given him her mouth… And she was fighting against herself: her eagerness to comply in order to later defeat Edu against her contempt for that kid. And my chest was pounding and the lights made me feel like I was living a dream, and she was letting herself be violated on the neck while Edu reappeared, serene, and looked at them sideways and approached me.

I observed my surroundings. Those who appeared to be the boy’s friends looked surprised, expectant, incredulous that such an impossible tower could fall just like that. And Edu, then, whispered to me, but forcefully:

“I want him to fuck her in the bathroom. But the kid doesn’t have condoms. Neither do I. Do you have any?”

And at that moment, while listening to his macabre question, the boy in yellow lowered both hands to María’s ass, one hand on each cheek, and squeezed, and felt that delicate pants and that firm ass… and then one of the hands pulled away, puzzled… and he was surprised, and I knew he had felt the wet buttock, and I shuddered, and trembled, and he, abandoning a reddened neck, said something in her ear… And I knew she wouldn’t want to confess the reason for those soaked pants.

And then, I, overwhelmed, incredibly aroused, defeated, said to Edu:

“I don’t have any. But I think María has Rubén’s condom in her purse.”

María, cornered, surrounded by people, yet alone; and there was also morbid fascination in that solitude. And she had to feel, as she had experienced other times, that everyone craved her downfall; and she didn’t know that her own husband was implicitly offering a condom to the scheming lover, to be used by that insistent kid, but if she knew, she wouldn’t be surprised nor could she blame him, blame me, any longer.

Edu was growing impatient when the blond boy placed his hands on her waist, or even ventured to lower them to her buttocks, to both the wet and the dry one… And he became anxious when the boy’s mouth went to her cheek, or to her neck, because the explosion was missing, the kiss on the mouth, the dropping of eyelids, the tilting of heads, the pelvic thrust against the wall… María was resisting and offering him her neck, and offering him her cheek… as some kisses were placed on her face… and I enjoyed her resistance while at the same time wondering why, why she had come to consent with a man as unpleasant as Víctor but not with this kid. And I thought that perhaps it was because of the crowd surrounding her, mostly people oblivious to everything, but also the blond boy’s friends, and Edu, and me. Or perhaps it was because she concluded it made no sense, since after the kiss would have to come the act, and after the act another of Edu’s madnesses, another order, another request, and then another and another, each more transgressive than the last… María had to know there was no way to please that spoiled, capricious and macabre child. And without pleasing him there would be no hook, and without a hook there would be no punishment.

But then the boy in the yellow shirt, aroused, aware of his opportunity, brought one of his hands to María’s face, seeking to align her face to be able to taste her lips, and she yielded a little, keeping her eyes open, and she looked at Edu, while that kid placed a small kiss, lip to lip, and it seemed that she was consenting, that she was falling, and I could almost feel his friends envying and at the same time desiring success, and then the blond boy raised his hand and felt her stomach, and then her breast over her shirt, and María pushed that hand away and turned her face, avoiding the kiss.

He, disappointed, frustrated, pulled back a little. And he said something to her. And she responded in his ear. And then he turned around and looked at Edu, as if asking for explanations because he had been promised a prize and the prize, heated, groped, wouldn’t let itself be delivered.

He gave up then and moved in search of clarification from his accomplice, but Edu avoided him, crossing paths with him and going toward María, who, against the wall, looked overwhelmed, burning, with her flushed cheeks, with her disheveled hair and with her shirt not as impeccably in place as minutes before. And I knew there was an undercurrent of excitement, not because of that kid, but because of the sum of that entire night, and above all because of feeling that everyone around her wanted her surrendered, wanted her kissing that kid, wanted her fucked in the bathrooms… moaning, capitulating, accepting her reality… defeated… And just before Edu visually interposed himself… I could see how her nipples pointed forward, how they marked the silk of her shirt in two clear mounds… Her nipples overcame bra and shirt, producing anxiety and desire in all those who yearned for her fall.

Edu’s attack was pretentious, almost megalomaniacal, as if wanting to demonstrate that everything was simple if you possessed the right cards. He cornered her, whispered something in her ear, placed a hand on her waist, pushed her a little with his crotch and sought her mouth without further prelude. And his haste was such that I thought he intended to ignite her so she would accept everything, that he thought with a few precise kisses she would accept that kid, as she had accepted Víctor once he had known how to detonate her. And I knew María would accept that kiss, that she would cling to him and let herself melt… but she turned her face away, punishing him in the same way she had done with the kid, bringing him down to earth, and telling me and herself that the secondary plan was also failing.

Edu, surprised, whispered or shouted something in her ear again, and she listened, with her eyes half-closed and shook her head.

And he was feeling her refusals, and pulled his face back a bit to focus on her, and he looked at her, and she held his gaze… and then he extended his hand and that hand went to one of her breasts, and he didn’t caress, but almost squeezed, with contempt, her breast, over her shirt, and she protested and swatted to remove that aggressive hand, and I stepped forward to intervene, but instantly Edu leaned toward her, said something to her and I could clearly read on her lips, as she emphasized the words, a precise and weary: “well, go fuck yourself.”

Edu didn’t go any further. He swallowed the insult without much fuss and left her there, against the wall, almost overwhelmed, with her ass, panties, and pants still soaked with his semen, but with a composure that was striking.

And then he crossed paths with me and glanced at me fleetingly, his beautiful blue eyes as challenging as they were unpleasant. And he was leaving, abandoning the place just as Rubén had done earlier, and I looked away and turned toward María, surprised that Edu wasn’t fighting harder, both relieved by his retreat and defeat as much as I cursed his failure.

And if I had been surprised by his lack of persistence, I was equally surprised to see María mouthing “come here” to me. A complicit, almost sweet “come here” that contrasted with the striking image of her disheveled hair, her reddened neck, those breasts making a bold silhouette, and those nipples that seemed to accuse us all.

Surely her intention was to seek support and reassurance, and those were my intentions as I approached; but once I reached her, placed her glass on the floor, and positioned myself in front of María, just as Edu had done before and the guy in yellow before him, I felt an impulse that made me understand them, made me comprehend their haste; perhaps it was her gaze... or her scent... or her body language pretending to be the weak link in all this when in reality she was quite the opposite. So I ended up asking for forgiveness with my eyes... and my entire being apologized and blamed itself for being unable to be anything but instinct before her... and I pressed against her... and I knew María understood, or at least accepted it... and she let my mouth kiss where the blond boy had kissed... and she let my lips almost bite that neck... and she let one of my hands feel her waist, move up her belly and caress her breast over the silk for a moment... and she allowed, powerful, understanding... my thumb to touch that nipple that protruded through bra and blouse... and she let me pant into her neck, buried there... while my other hand went to feel, hurried, clumsy, that wet buttock... and upon feeling that somewhat damp pants she wanted to reward me, splendid, sensual, whispering in my ear: 

“I’m soaked through...”

“Are you...?” I panted into her neck. Buried in her.

“Yes... I cleaned up a bit in the bathroom... but my panties are still drenched... His semen has been running down my ass and thigh...”

“God...” I interrupted her as my hand decided to feel her inside her clothes. 

And then I pulled my mouth slightly away from her neck. And I looked at her while I pushed past her formal dark pants and finally managed to touch her buttock... touched skin and panties... and felt that stickiness on my hand... And she held my gaze, challenging but also superior. And I knew that I wasn’t exciting her, that this was a gift, and I loved her despite her implicit physical rejection... And I ended up withdrawing my hand, and I was tempted to smell it, to smell Edu’s semen on my fingertips, but I restrained myself, and said in her ear:

“He left angry... What happened?”

“He’s an asshole,” she replied.

“We already knew that,” I told her, and suddenly everything changed. Suddenly we were looking at each other, she was adjusting her blouse, and, despite the music, despite feeling my neck being watched by the guy in yellow and his friends, despite everything that had happened... we were once again just her and me. 

“Yeah... It’s just impossible,” she clarified. 

“I know.”

“Afterward he would have ended up asking for something else. And then more... and more... And I can’t... 

“I know,” I interrupted, repeating myself, and there was silence between us, though the thunderous music didn’t stop, and the silence wasn’t uncomfortable but rather something I felt we needed. 

“But he left very angry,” I finally said in what was a question, but which she understood as a statement.

“I don’t care. Screw him.”

“No... I mean... Was it a... goodbye forever?” I asked. 

“No. Definitely not,” she answered, and I could see she was watching something behind me. 

“He’s leaving,” she said then. 

“Who?”

“The blond guy... Another asshole. His breath stank. He disgusted me... 

Tempted to turn around to confirm that boy’s departure, I ended up whispering another question in María’s ear:

“And now what? Did you tell Edu about not taking the pill...”

“No,” she interrupted me. “Not that. 

“And then... what now? 

And she looked at me intently... as if debating whether to tell me something or not.

“What?” I asked her, rushing.

She took a breath then. She fixed her hair a bit, vain, and said in my ear:

“Do you want to see Begoña tonight?”

“What?” I exclaimed, completely surprised.

“I asked if you want to see her. I know where she is. She’s nearby.”

“How do you know?”

“That’s my business.”

I pulled back slightly, puzzled and even somewhat distrustful. I looked at her while remembering that during our honeymoon we had flirted with fantasizing about her, something that had been left hanging in the air, as if neither of us had known how to approach it. And I began to think that her intention stemmed from that path... but I couldn’t believe she would bring it up at that moment, after everything we had been through... and especially everything she had experienced that night.

“Do you want to see her?” she insisted, pulling me from my thoughts.

Still not knowing exactly what to say, she moved away from the wall, intending to leave that place, and then I took her hand, and immediately we began making our way through the crowd. And I kept turning her extremely strange proposal over in my mind, and I couldn’t contain myself, I wasn’t able to wait until we found the calm of the street, and I asked her in a very loud voice, still inside the club:

“And when we see her, what then? Do you want to see me with her?”

“Among other things,” she responded with a sweet, high-pitched shout in my ear.


CHAPTER 27

We were trying to leave that club, holding hands, and in that contact there was both symbolism and truth. Neither of us was gripping tighter or letting go more than the other, and I, overcoming my past doubts and insecurities, felt that it had probably always been this way.

One never knows how one will react to extreme situations, and that’s why I surprised myself, surprised by my own composure, a composure that made me feel different: once again I realized I wasn’t the same person I was a year and a half ago.

And I felt a contained yet powerful excitement, which I noticed in my pounding chest and in underwear that constantly shifted between dry and wet. An excitement derived from everything we’d experienced that night, from that succession of acts, of obedience and reluctance, and, above all, from all those changes in our plans: first the attempt to investigate or emotionally hook Edu, and then the attempt to comply and obey so that he would become physically attached to María... Both strategies had failed, and I wondered, as we stepped out into the clean air of the starry night, if the proposed meeting with Begoña was offering a third path.

In the end, everything was about an attempt at salvation; and the fact that María might find excitement in seeing me with Begoña could awaken something that would help us survive. But I still couldn’t see it clearly and continued to crave complete victory, which could only come from punishing Edu by finding a replacement.

Now on the street, and somewhat removed from the crowd, I looked at María, and was again struck by a sudden, electric feeling of love. She was fixing her hair and adjusting her blouse, unaware of my conjectures, and I felt proud, of her and of myself, for being able to have lived through all of that, that entire night, for having survived Edu’s overwhelming presence and now finding ourselves seeking other possibilities; and all in the same night, without needing to retreat to our home, without needing a timeout, a break to organize our thoughts. I felt strong and had no doubts about María’s capacity.

We had barely walked a few meters when she stopped in front of another venue. And I didn’t have as many doubts as questions, the main one concerning the replacement of Edu. When? Who? And why was it possible now when it had never been before.

Another question was about how she knew Begoña would be there, another about how I should behave with her and how far I should go to develop this third path... And another about Edu and our pregnancy trap, which was the craziest thing, yet we were all treating it as if it were a hidden issue.

And I was prepared to ask her for clarity on all of this before entering, before facing Begoña, but at that moment María greeted a guy who seemed to be ending a phone call, they exchanged kisses on the cheeks, and he said to her:

“Begoña’s inside. And you’re here? You never struck me as a night owl.”

“No? Why not?” María asked as the guy extended his hand to shake mine and said:

“Pablo, right?”

The guy introduced himself as Rodrigo and I couldn’t quite hear what he was saying to María, and soon he walked past us, ready to enter, constituting yet another question in himself.

As soon as the door opened, I was glad that the atmosphere was radically different from the previous venue. The music played at a manageable volume, without preventing natural conversation, and the place was occupied, but far from crowded. Everything was more spacious, more refined without being pretentious, with higher ceilings and divided into two parts, as a few steps at the back led to another large section. There were people our age and younger, and everything was enveloped in a lower level of activity and energy.

We had barely entered when María opted to calm my curiosity and told me that she had occasionally run into this Rodrigo last summer, in the entrance hall of the office, when he would come to pick up Begoña. And, just as I was asking if they were dating, I remembered that Begoña herself had told me some time ago, during that distant breakfast at the beginning of summer, that she was starting to see a guy or was considering it... or something similar. And I didn’t know how that fit with her having sex with Víctor... with that intense encounter at that house on the eve of our wedding.

“I don’t know what they are. And I also ran into him somewhere else one day, after dinner with Amparo and Paula. But nothing, just five minutes,” clarified María, thus justifying an interaction that seemed limited, yet strangely comfortable and easy.

It wasn’t that I had imagined the guy once Begoña had told me about him, but for some reason he didn’t fit my expectations. He was tall, thin, with light brown hair, shorter on the sides and longer in front, with a couple of almost adjacent and noticeable moles on one cheek, and he wore dark jeans and a somewhat wrinkled white shirt, rolled up at the sleeves and casually unbuttoned, similar to the guy in yellow, as if the generation that hadn’t yet turned thirty had developed a particular style already different from mine. And what didn’t fit was a kind of scattered confidence and loose body language, but especially an earring in one ear that threw me off, distancing him from the stuffy rich kid type that would match with Begoña, placing him instead in a category of privileged youth rebelling against himself for having had it too easy.

We were crossing paths with a group of girls who were leaving when I felt a kind of pinch above my waist, on one side, and heard a childish “Hey!” and I immediately looked down, and saw her, Begoña, suddenly, and I didn’t know how to react, so much so that I didn’t even respond, and instinctively we moved aside a bit, letting people exit, and I looked up and María and this Rodrigo were disappearing toward a semicircular and uncluttered bar on the right, and I knew that Begoña was also aware of that movement.

“How are you?” I heard then, and I looked at her, wearing a beige blazer and a short dress of identical tone, with her large eyes and very white teeth, and with her hair somewhat different, a bit more styled, less free and voluminous than usual.

“Good...” I answered, while noticing something strange about her. Perhaps it was tension or perhaps heaviness, but she didn’t seem like the jovial, splendid and hyperactive Begoña from our previous encounters.

There was a silence. Something that wasn’t common with her. And I asked:

“Were those your friends?”

“Yes. Something like that. They were leaving anyway. It doesn’t matter,” she responded while checking her phone and then returning it to her purse.

“And how are you?” I asked.

“Fine. Just hanging out. Nothing special. Do they know each other that well?” she asked, suddenly, clearly referring to María and Rodrigo.

“Not that I know of.”

“This guy will do anything to get away from me... Anyway,” she said, showing there were certain disagreements.

“Well, maybe it’s María who wants to mess with you and make you jealous,” I said, not really knowing why, wanting to speak half-jokingly, half-seriously.

There was another silence. Begoña drank from her glass. And I was thinking about how I was going to attempt that third approach of flirting with Begoña to awaken María’s morbid curiosity with that guy being there.

“Is he your boyfriend? Is he the guy you told me about?”

“I told you about him?”

“At that breakfast.”

“Breakfast? Oh, at the brunch,” she said, and smiled, and something rose through my body, as if I were seeing her reborn.

“Yes... At the brunch...” I smiled.

“Well, I don’t remember what I told you about him. Not boyfriend. More like fuck buddy.”

“Wow.”

“What?”

“Nothing, nothing.”

“After seeing me with Víctor, you’re surprised that I have a fuck buddy?”

I remained silent. I could feel an underlying uneasiness.

“I’m glad it surprises you, really. That means you don’t think I’m a slut. Which is what you should think.”

“I don’t think that.”

“Well, with what you saw...”

“I didn’t understand anything about that night, to tell you the truth. I don’t know what you were doing there. Or us. Or what kind of sick game that was.”

“I’ll tell you if you tell me?” she said, looking up to check on María and Rodrigo’s situation.

“Are we back to our information exchanges?” I asked smiling, surprised by how she had gotten straight to the point, as if she were in a hurry.

She made a gesture as if to say she didn’t think it was a bad idea.

“And what am I supposed to tell you?” I asked.

“Well, for starters, why she’s talking to him, since you two are always up to some nasty tricks. And about Eduardo...”

“What about him?”

“Don’t play dumb.”

“I’m not.”

“Right... Look, let’s go over there and you can tell me, okay?” she said, pointing to some empty sofas on the side opposite to the bar where María and the guy were.

“We’ll tell each other,” I specified.

“We’ll tell each other,” she smiled, while I thought that from that spot María wouldn’t be able to see us, which wasn’t suitable for that third approach.

“I’ll get a drink and we’ll go,” I told her.

“It’ll do you good.”

“Why?” I asked.

“You’re a bit stiff,” she said, with her peculiar vocabulary.

“Stiff? Look who’s talking,” I replied in a friendly tone.

“Me? Not at all. Come on, we’re going to play psychologist,” she said as we began a journey of barely four steps toward the bar.

“Psychiatrist,” I corrected again.

“Porn psychiatrist, because I have a feeling that, as usual, the confessions aren’t going to be PG-rated,” she smiled with her large mouth while placing her almost empty glass on the bar as I looked toward María, who was now watching us.

From a distance I could see my wife, impeccable, splendid, that night especially more woman than Begoña, discreet in intention and striking without trying; as if Edu hadn’t fucked her hours ago, as if I hadn’t done it too, in the middle of the street, against a car, as if Edu hadn’t cum on her ass, as if her panties and pants weren’t impregnated with the semen of that bastard who had left furiously... As if nothing had happened, she was keeping Rodrigo occupied so I could be alone with Begoña. And it didn’t seem to be costing her any effort, as everything indicated there had been some sort of quarrel or momentary spat between them. Besides, for any man, being in María’s company was no ordeal at all.

The conversation with Begoña became trivial and we both appreciated that respite. And little by little, that spirited and at times hilarious girl was blossoming, although she still maintained that slightly sad undertone.

While we ordered drinks, she would occasionally observe them, distrusting María fundamentally, and I wondered what I needed to do for my wife to find it arousing to see us together. Everything, as almost always, was extremely complicated.

We carried our drinks to the sofa area that Begoña had suggested, and shortly after, I observed how María had the clarity of mind to climb the steps to the other room, taking Rodrigo with her, so she could watch us. About twenty meters away, at a different height, and with people going up and down, but her observation post was optimal, and Begoña didn’t miss a detail, sometimes turning completely around to look at them.

And, as if I needed a general picture of the situation before beginning my confession, which I didn’t know whether to focus on truth or flirtation, I looked around, beyond a María who was being friendly with Rodrigo, and I saw attractive people and unattractive people, people drinking, watchful, and some girls dancing in a restrained and expectant manner…

… and then I looked toward the door, and, while Begoña exclaimed, “Are you starting or am I?”, the blond guy in the yellow shirt was coming in… with a couple of friends.


CHAPTER 28

Instinctively my gaze flew toward María and she seemed oblivious to that intrusion; up there, with her damp and dry bottom slightly leaning against a railing that guarded the stairs, she was chatting casually with Rodrigo. And as my eyes returned to the guy in yellow who, while not appearing to have noticed me, was looking in my wife's direction, making it hard to believe he hadn't recognized that silky, mauve back.

And he whispered something to a friend, and the friend turned shamelessly toward those stairs and toward María, while Begoña, sitting on the same sofa as me, no more than half a meter away, placed her glass on a small table within reach of us both and articulated clearly: “well, I'll start.”

I, ready and eager to hear her, couldn't help but monitor, from the corner of my eye, and tensely, how those three guys approached the nearby bar; and I truly intended to focus on Begoña, as I was very curious about what she might tell me, but at the same time I was worried about that blond guy, and simultaneously had no idea how to arouse María's interest through conversing with that big-eyed girl who was beginning to speak.

“Well, August was crazy. I don't even know where to start. Are you here? Are you with me?” she asked.

“What? Of course.”

“No. I don't know. I see you a bit... almost in Narnia. What can I say.”

“No, no. I'm fine.”

As I responded, Begoña turned and looked toward María and Rodrigo, and they seemed focused on their own thing, which made me distrust, even superfluously, María's true intentions.

“Look. I didn't want to get into this topic,” she restarted, turning back to me. “But you're messing with me, aren't you?”

“Messing with you? Why?”

“Why? Come on... you appear out of nowhere and she's dressed in the clothes that Eduardo... used to fuck me in. And on top of that she starts flirting with Rodri, who, as you let slip earlier... I mean... she wants to screw me over. So you're keeping me busy here... the naive one... while she...”

“No. That's not it,” I interrupted her, and took a moment to confirm that the guy in yellow was still at the bar.

“Oh, really. So you show up here by coincidence. In those clothes by coincidence... And what's with that group of guys you keep looking at?”

“You want me to tell you?” I grew bolder.

“Yes.”

“Well, tonight started with Edu... at my house... in our living room... doing it to María. We even had almost a kind of threesome. Then we went out and he wanted María to hook up with a guy named Rubén, and then we went to a pub and he told that blond guy, the one in the yellow shirt, see? That... that he should fuck her in the bathrooms, but in the end María refused and Edu left angry.”

“You're messing with me.”

“No. And about the clothes, well, I don't know. María dressed like that. I guess to provoke Edu. Or to confuse him. Or whatever.”

“Doing it to María?” she almost smiled.

“What?”

“Nothing. I found it funny.”

“Well, there you go. I've told you my part.”

“And what's with that blond guy? Did he get left hanging and now he's coming for the sequel?”

“What?”

“Do you think he's going to go after María now all crazy?”

“Well, I don't know. I wouldn't rule it out.”

“You guys are out of your minds. But hey, who am I to talk, you know?”

“So talk.”

“You're being a bit rude, aren't you?”

I remained silent for a moment. She was right. Perhaps my tension came from the fact that María wasn't looking at us. I seriously doubted that she truly intended to find excitement through seeing me with Begoña.

“Look, let's do something,” she continued. “Since I can almost see the blond guy head-on, if he moves I'll tell you. And if you see María or Rodri moving, you tell me too, okay?”

“Okay. That's fine.”

“Well look. The blond guy is staying put for now. They seem to be conspiring, honestly. But of course, if the three of you troublemakers went out to get young guys all worked up, it's normal that he's climbing the walls.”

“Does it make you jealous that María is talking to your fuck buddy?” I said, without anesthesia, and without really knowing why.

“No. Not jealous. It pisses me off because I know she's doing it to get under my skin. But not jealous.”

“She's not doing it for that reason.”

—Oh, no? Then why? 

—Not for that reason.

Another silence fell. I knew I was being defensive, but I really wanted to know what she had to tell me about that August. I enjoyed listening to her and also knew there would be valuable information about Edu.

I glanced again at María, who looked at me fleetingly, in a discreet way, and I thought perhaps she didn’t want to be obvious in front of Rodrigo while keeping watch. Then I told Begoña I was all ears.

She took a breath. Looked at the guys again. Took a sip through her straw and raised her eyes to look at me. And then she said: 

—Don’t get turned on, okay. 

I smiled and my anticipation grew considerably.

—So— she said, placing her glass on the table and crossing her legs—. Well, that. August. Nothing. I don’t know why I’m telling you this, but I don’t care. I know I’ve been wanting to tell you since you caught me with Víctor, which is another story... Anyway. I don’t know —she said, speaking very quickly—. So, yeah. August. Eduardo started texting me and all that and come to Madrid and whatever. I had already hooked up with Rodri, but nothing serious, just casual, on his part and mine, you know? In fact, I tell him everything, or almost everything. The guy is shocked, of course.

—So he knows who Edu is —I interrupted.

—Yes, yes.

—And us?

—María and you?

—Yes.

—Well, obviously he knows you exist, but he has no idea about your little games.

—Better that way.

—Yes. Better. Anyway —she said returning to her drink and fixing her hair, somewhat tense, as if eager to get it all out, so much that I began to wonder if I was the only person she told these kinds of things to—. So, yeah. I went to Madrid to see Edu. To fuck. Basically. All the sweet talk and whatever, but I went there on a Friday, for that, to fuck. And well, fine. Just imagine. Talk about falling back into old habits, and physical slash sexual addiction like you wouldn’t believe. And the following weekend the plan was to have dinner at his place and then get down to business. And then he starts talking about Víctor this, and Víctor that. And then, this Víctor guy shows up. And I thought: these guys think I’m an idiot and they’re setting me up for a threesome. Because I’m not stupid and it was clear as day that the whole thing was more calculated than you can imagine. 

Begoña went back to her drink. Restless. In a hurry. And I was thinking that Edu’s strategy sounded familiar. And she continued:

—And look, I don’t really know what happened. We started drinking and even though I suspected what was going on, I wasn’t going to leave all dignified... for what? To sleep in a hotel? I don’t know. The thing is we started drinking in his living room and Eduardo... well... came on to me... And he was saying... something like... “pretend he’s not here...” And I was freaking out, of course... But I don’t know. I was thinking, well, at that moment I wasn’t thinking anything, but I kind of saw it as “María has told him to fuck off and he wants me as María 2.0,” you know?

—Yes... That seems to be it... —I said, intrigued by her story. And I looked toward María, and if she was watching us she was hiding it well, and if she was trying to bother Begoña, she was certainly keeping her distance from Rodrigo.

—So anyway. There on the sofa... I don’t know how... well... that... He starts... you know... fucking me with Víctor right there.

—Damn...

—Yeah... I don’t know. Relax, the blond guy isn’t moving.

—What?

—The blond guy, the one you left with a hard-on. He’s still not moving.

—Oh, right. María and Rodrigo aren’t either —I clarified, in a kind of strange camaraderie.

—And well. I’m not going to describe the little scene to you... And I don’t want to go on much longer.

—If you want to... —I smiled.

—Yeah... does that turn you on already? 

—Almost... But... how did it go from that to what I saw in September? —I asked. 

—I don’t even know. Well, yes I do. I’m an idiot, basically. That night Víctor watching. Okay. How kinky, how cool. And the next weekend, boom. 

—Boom? —I asked.

—Yes. Boom. Same context. Sweet talk and all that. Let him watch again. And before I knew it, Eduardo was fucking me... well... on all fours... like... facing Víctor. And before I knew it, Víctor... put a finger in my mouth... Anyway. 

“What?” I asked, incredibly intrigued and aroused.

“That…” she sighed, blowing her bangs with a puff of air, blushing, “That… before I knew it… I was sucking off that old geezer… And then I realized the one fucking me wasn’t Eduardo but him… And then I realized that the damn old man wouldn’t stop… giving it to me… and I was coming… you know? Like, Eduardo already asleep and me with Víctor. I mean. Insane. I was with him and I was telling myself, like, ‘Bego, what the fucking hell are you doing,’ you know? But no, we kept going until we were completely spent.”

“Damn…” I exhaled then.

“Mind-blowing,” she said, with her cheeks flushed, catching her breath.

I drank from my glass while feeling a drop forming at the tip of my member, which was throbbing with excitement from her story, settling on my underwear. I imagined her with Víctor and it turned me on tremendously. And then I remembered how I had seen her… on all fours, in that house, in that strange way, dressed in black stockings, an ostentatious pearl necklace, and an open blazer… In that disturbing manner…

“And that’s” she continued, “Uff… Well. I mean. Look. I’m a grown woman, okay. But they had a great time with me all month. And about… Well… When you saw me with Víctor. I didn’t know you were coming. That day. Well, that night was crazy. I think Eduardo wanted some kind of orgy or something. And I heard voices, but I didn’t know it was you guys. Until you saw me.”

“I seem to remember you didn’t look particularly surprised.”

“I swear at that moment I didn’t know it was you guys. I don’t know. Maybe unconsciously I suspected something. I just don’t know anymore… Well. And from what I see. Well, I had already figured, because I told Eduardo to fuck off and Víctor even more so… That’s it, from what I see he’s back in the game, but with you guys, right?”

I listened to her and then understood Eduardo’s disappearance that August. Apparently, he had tried to recreate our game, but with Begoña.

“But did the three of you go out together at night?” I asked.

“Yes. Sometimes. Well, several times,” she answered.

“And did he tell you to… hook up with this guy or that one?”

“No, no… But… like… being in a bar… and…”

“What?”

“Like… ‘go to the bathroom with Víctor and give him a blowjob,’ you know?”

“Damn…”

“Yeah… I don’t know what happened to me… Either I was way too horny… Or I don’t know… Because I’d go back home, to my place, thinking ‘Never again… I’m an idiot…’ and I wouldn’t answer his calls Monday and Tuesday… but by Thursday I was already in the office with my panties getting wet texting with him…”

“With Edu?”

“Yes, of course. No, Víctor only showed up to stir things up.”

“What? Oh… right…” I responded, certainly overwhelmed.

“But I didn’t want anything more to do with Eduardo. And I wanted to explain to you… but you didn’t pay any damn attention to me on the phone. You might say, ‘why are you telling me this,’ but I don’t know. I don’t tell Rodrigo anything. I mean, he knows about Eduardo and all that… and he knows I went to see him in Madrid, but this crazy stuff, he has no idea. And I don’t tell my friends” she confessed, making it clear she was only telling me. “Hey, the blond guy is moving,” she whispered, amusingly, as if playing the role of a spy, and I watched as the guy in yellow headed toward the stairs.

“I’m… stunned,” I said without thinking.

“Well, maybe he won’t talk to her when he sees she’s with someone.”

“No. Well. Stunned by your story,” I whispered as the guy in yellow entered my field of vision without me needing to turn around, and I immediately saw how he went, directly, decisively, to meet María.

“You know one of the craziest things?” said Begoña while I was about to witness the encounter between María and that kid, “That… I knew… in fact I even thought about it during sex… I mean… while Edu was fucking me, I often thought… that deep down, María is the one who turns him on, and maybe that’s also why I kept going back to him. Anyway. You must think I’m not just crazy, but beyond crazy.”

“A little…” I smiled, aroused by her confession and tense from watching the guy in yellow climb the stairs.

“But I’m a good person, right?” she asked, playfully, almost sweetly, and that opened the door to flirting in that third approach… but at that moment practically my entire being was focused on that blond guy who was now at my wife’s level and touching her arm, getting her attention, and Rodrigo made room for him, assuming they knew each other, and María was surprised by his appearance.


CHAPTER 29

I could feel the tension in María despite the distance. I couldn’t see her flushed face or her agitated body, but I could experience it almost as if I were with her. The guy was holding her by the arm and saying something in her ear. Rodrigo noticed that this assault was abrupt and unwanted by her, but he let it happen, as did I. And who finally cut it off was María herself, who freed herself from that hand with a sudden movement of her elbow, thus managing to make that insolent kid stop holding her.

“What’s happening?” Begoña whispered to me, seeing what was happening through my anxious gaze, as everything was happening far away, higher up and behind her back.

I was making efforts to see and determine if the situation was really getting too tense, and I observed how the guy in yellow went back to pouring phrases into María’s ear. She didn’t back down, but ended up placing a hand on his chest to push him away, with subtlety, with finesse, thus preventing him from getting so close to speak to her.

That kid was perhaps demanding what had been promised, or perhaps protesting about the deception. Whatever it was, his indignation was understandable, as was his arousal, having had the candy so close. And even when María was arguing with him, he stared at her, at her face and lower, as if envisioning what he could do with that body, what he could have experienced in those restrooms... And he probably still wasn’t completely resigned to not being able to fuck her.

“Do you want to go?” Begoña asked. “I think I’m leaving now.”

María was rolling up her sleeves, uncomfortable, and readjusting her purse on her shoulder, somewhat nervous. Rodrigo didn’t understand anything, but didn’t feel he had the right to intervene. The friends of the guy in yellow were watching everything from a few meters away... And I had to abandon that anguish for a moment to look at Begoña, who seemed quite determined to leave.

“I’d be delighted to keep telling you... and for you to tell me, since you’ve barely said a few sentences. I’m always comfortable with you. But the truth is that it’s best if I leave now,” she told me then.

I listened to her and was a bit surprised by that confession, which sounded natural, as always with her, and it certainly flattered me too. And I looked toward María and things seemed calmer, so much so that the guy even appeared to be giving up.

“Always comfortable with me? The alcohol is showing... and the exaltation of friendship,” I smiled.

“No, dude. You know I’m always comfortable with you even though we have the most surreal relationship of all time. But really, it’s better if I go now. Tell María nice try but she didn’t make me jealous. Nah... just kidding, don’t tell her anything. Say goodbye to Rodri for me and that’s it.”

“Are you on bad terms with him?” I asked while I saw how the guy in yellow was definitely going back to his friends, although he remained watchful, vigilant, a few meters away from María. And Begoña understood me and didn’t object to me observing all that, or speaking to her without giving her my full attention.

“Today he was being a bit silly... saying he was bored with my friends. I don’t know. But it’s nothing. Just nonsense.”

“But are you hooking up? Regularly, I mean,” I inquired, genuinely curious, and now more focused on her once I saw that, for the moment, there was no more movement in the distance.

“Yes... I don’t know... When it happens.”

“But... kisses? Or sex?” I asked.

“What do you think?” she laughed, incredulous at my naivety.

“Okay, okay...” I smiled and there was a small silence.

“I’m not going to tell you what he’s like in bed,” she said then, as if reading my mind, because the truth was that I was almost beginning to imagine them together.

“He looks like he’d be good in bed,” I thought out loud.

“Oh, really? And how can you tell?”

“I don’t know. He has... bearing?”

“Bearing?” she laughed. “That’s hilarious... I don’t know. He has his thing. His big thing. Not of Eduardo-like proportions but good... And he moves well.”

“So?” I said, surprised to be pumping her for information, and deducing that the drinks she must have had were becoming my allies.

“So what? Nah, I don’t know,” she responded thoughtfully, with her legs crossed, with her expressive gaze, and with that open blazer that allowed me to see her torso, her medium and firm chest contained by her beige dress. And it seemed incredible and remote that I had done it with her. It seemed like another life.

“It’s just that I laugh with him, you know?” she continued. “I mean. I don’t know. I mean, I don’t see him as a boyfriend for various reasons, honestly. And as a lover, well yes, good, but I think because we get along well it’s not as... fiery... as Eduardo. That guy in action is intense. Veeeery intense, in fact... in a cocky way, you know? But I don’t know. I think because Eduardo is a full-time asshole, he turns me on more. I know, I’m an idiot and I’m over Eduardo, but that’s how things are.”

There was another silence. I couldn't deny that I enjoyed her company. She was a strange kind of support. She confessed that she only told all this to me, but the truth was that I was in a similar situation, although I didn't see myself telling her about our attempts to beat Edu and to find excitement between us, with her being the unwitting protagonist, precisely, of one of our attempts. 

And I looked at her as she sipped from her straw, finishing her drink and her night. And I glanced at María, who was looking at us, sideways and fleetingly, and I thought then with sudden urgency about how to awaken desire in María, how to get closer to Begoña in that context... And I knew that making a move would be inappropriate, and that a casual approach would be strange and insufficient... And then Begoña stood up.

“Well, that's it. Talk to you later,” she said more dryly.

I also stood up and she came closer to give me two kisses. I received them and gave them back, almost automatically, but I had the skill to place my hands on her waist, making the formality disappear, changing everything. And not only did she not pull away, but she placed her hands on my chest. And we looked at each other. And I looked at her, knowing that I couldn't look at María at that moment, although I wasn't obsessed with whether she was witnessing that moment or not.

“Be careful, okay?” she said then, with her high-pitched voice, like a well-bred girl, which sometimes sounded almost comical.

“That sounded so dramatic... Again...” I smiled, remembering that breakfast of ours. 

And she moved closer, her face in front of mine, very close, and she surprised me, and I whispered jokingly:

“Are you trying to get back at María or what? I'm a married man.”

She smiled, tilted her head slightly, playfully, and, without removing her hands from my chest, said:

“Are they watching?”

I looked up and at that precise moment I received a quick and precise peck on the lips, which sounded decisive, and meaningful, and I, I don't know why, appreciated it, and it comforted me in a strange way, while I observed that María was turned sideways, attentive, but at that exact moment she wasn't looking. And neither was Rodrigo.

And Begoña left, with a “come on, goodbye, go home, will you. Don't complicate your lives any further.” And she smiled, and I found it amusing how she always wanted to leave her substantial advice for goodbyes. And I didn't say anything else to her.

As soon as my eyes abandoned that provided lightness and flirtatious beige, I turned around and looked toward María, and saw how she was now looking at me, and then she turned away and went back to her drink and to Rodrigo.

And I was aware of my failure, but I didn't feel guilty or even responsible, because I knew there was no way that the connection I had with Begoña could lead to excitement for María. And I walked toward them, also keeping an eye on the yellow-shirt guy's group, thinking that perhaps a confession of how my distant sexual encounter with Begoña had been could be the beginning of something, and that perhaps that would be the most logical and controlled way to end that night.

And I climbed the steps that led to them thinking about that. About the sensible way to end that night. But I would soon discover that everything, or almost everything, was beyond my control.

I reached the top and at that precise moment they weren't talking. And I felt the need to touch María, so my hand eagerly sought the touch of her waist and I felt the silk of her blouse on my fingertips, and I didn't kiss her on the cheek so as not to be rude in front of that unknown young man. And María received me with restraint, but at the same time with a sweet look, and then I heard: 

“She left, right? She's crazy...” 

And I looked at the young man who had said that, and saw him as quite handsome, with that very strange style, half rebellious, half preppy, with his shirt studiedly half-open, and I said to him:

“Yes. She told me that... well... to say goodbye to you for her.”

And he shook his head, as if he thought she was impossible, but there was undoubtedly a background of affection and intimacy in that gesture. And he ended up looking away, and suddenly scattered, he surveyed the whole place, without apparently looking for anything specific, which I did do, as I located the blond guy and his friends about three or four meters away.

And, turning my eyes back to María, and feeling her powerful, strong, desirable and desired, I whispered to her: 

“How was the guy in yellow? Very annoying?”

And she turned a little then, and my hand left that waist. And, after pushing her hair to one side of her neck and then shaking her blouse a bit in front, as if the temperature was overwhelming her, fanning her neckline with short movements, innocent in intention but not in execution, she whispered:

“Extremely annoying... And direct. He told me in no uncertain terms that he wants to fuck me. Do you want something to happen with him?” 

She said it with cockiness. Probably just testing me... or challenging me... But that didn't prevent me from being shocked. Blocked. My chest suddenly pounded with an uncontrollable force. Unbearable. From nothing to everything. And what disconcerted me most, what killed me most, wasn't the question itself, but that... deliberately, in an undoubtedly deliberate way, her intonation had sought to ensure that Rodrigo could have heard it too.

And I looked at him, at Rodrigo, and indeed that phrase of María's had caught his attention.

“I’ve been telling him. Everything. Or almost everything. You told Begoña too, didn’t you?” she said to me then, serious.

And in her statement there was no reproach, but rather a kind of pragmatism. As if, cleverly, she was seeking support.

And Rodrigo, then, making a gesture as if to show normalcy, said calmly:

“Well, it’s not that strange. And obviously I won’t say anything to anyone.”

And I looked more closely at him. I scrutinized him more carefully. And, without knowing why, I felt emerging from the deepest part of me a singular feeling, almost unusual, and at the same time powerful. A feeling of trust.


CHAPTER 30

I didn’t know why, as there was no reason beyond intuition. And that sudden intangible feeling seemed strange amid so much scheming. While I was reflecting on this feeling, María surprised me by leaving us, walking determinedly toward the back of that slightly elevated area, to the restrooms announced at the end of the venue’s depths. The guy in yellow followed her with his gaze, as did his friends, and me. I involuntarily savored a morbid tingling at how she aroused those boys, while at the same time finding myself alone with Rodrigo, though I didn’t feel uncomfortable despite our lack of previous interaction.

Once my wife had completely disappeared and those kids were whispering or confessing their base instincts, I decided to try to discover the reason behind María’s confession:

“May I ask what she told you?” I asked in a formal and friendly tone to a somewhat absent Rodrigo, who was checking the time on his watch.

“Well... Not much...” he responded calmly, and I sensed he was wondering whether to leave.

Closer to him, both of us more or less the same height, I saw he was younger, Begoña’s age or even less, and I insisted, in a relaxed manner, until he continued:

“Well, about that game... as she calls it. I mean, you know, the typical thing where everyone knows someone who knows someone who does it. Well, there are even clubs and things, well, things, meetups online, which I suppose you’ve also done,” he spoke almost solemnly, measured.

“And what else did she tell you?” I asked again, and he turned slightly backward, checking if María was returning yet.

“Not much else.”

“She doesn’t mind you telling me...” I clarified, suspecting the reason for his indecision. “Why do you think she left us alone?”

He then made a face, as if accepting that I was probably right, and I also believed I was.

“Well, honestly not much more. About this Eduardo guy, or Edu, as she calls him. Edu... That jerk who’s also messing around with Begoña,” he said, more engaged in the conversation.

“You know him?”

“Yes, I’ve met him a few times. A jerk. His smug face really gets on my nerves, honestly...”

“But what did she tell you about him?”

“Well... about the... impossible... orders... And that, well, he’s like the most frequent player of the game, let’s say.”

While listening to him, and despite being aware that the conversation was very restrained, I still felt that kind of good feeling with him, and deduced that this was also what had motivated María, although I suspected there was something more, some additional cause.

“What I did...” he continued.

“What?”

“Well, I got the impression that the game was more for you than for her. She told me it was something you both wanted... but I don’t know. I don’t want to stick my nose where it doesn’t belong, but I think... I mean, you have to really love someone, and I think it shows... to...”

He hadn’t finished his explanation when he suddenly fell silent, and I saw in his eyes that someone was approaching us, behind me. I barely turned my face when Begoña appeared beside me, addressing him, opening her purse.

She didn’t greet me again, she seemed in a hurry, gave him some keys and then hesitated. Rodrigo received her with his usual calmness and she finally said:

“Look, besides yours, what a space cadet you are... Why do I even need this copy... We’re not anything. Here.”

After giving him some keys and saying that, she became engrossed in trying to remove another set of keys from a ring, and Rodrigo shook his head again, as if he were used to the comings and goings of that posh girl who was sweet even when angry.

Rodrigo waited patiently for her to remove those keys precisely at the moment when I looked up and saw how María was accosted and intercepted by the guy in yellow, who prevented her from returning to us. My nerves spiked and my wife resigned herself, again, visibly annoyed accepting the detention; and then to my surprise his friends abandoned him, heading toward the stairs to leave, perhaps giving up on their friend, or perhaps trusting him to the point of considering it appropriate to leave him alone.

Suddenly we were three and two, and I seemed to be the only one who had noticed that assault. And Begoña finally managed to give him the keys, and Rodrigo followed my gaze toward María and the blond guy at the instant when the kid spoke close to her and even slightly grabbed her arm, and she broke free abruptly, and Rodrigo had the quickness that I lacked, or perhaps he didn’t know María as well as I did, but whatever the reason, he turned promptly, calm but determined, to defuse the situation between my wife and that harasser.

Everything was happening at great speed, and Begoña was a witness, like me, to how her young lover reached them and how María, as soon as he arrived, left there, a substitution taking place, and Rodrigo displayed conciliatory body language and spoke with the guy in yellow, while María adjusted her shirt and purse and walked toward us, visibly bothered and irritated with the insolent blond guy, who seemed quite drunk, with striking cheeks and awkward gestures. And I could sense in Begoña the sudden discomfort of having her rival so close, and as soon as María arrived, she closed her purse and left without saying anything.

And I had barely assimilated so much movement, barely digested Begoña's sudden flight, when another feeling began to assault me, and it wasn't the first time it had happened to me that night: a barely controllable impulse, an almost aggressive pure desire for my own wife. I didn't know what was happening to me—perhaps what she awakened in others, perhaps knowing about her panties and her impregnated buttock, perhaps the silhouette of her breasts under that silky shirt, perhaps the latent memory of my sex with her against that car, perhaps that kid's kisses on her neck... perhaps the memory of feeling her, pressed against me, while Edu fucked her on our sofa. Or perhaps the sum of everything. But the truth was that I could barely contain myself, I wanted to touch her, kiss her, while she turned and watched how Rodrigo calmed or tried to reason with that kid, who was about to explode from the false promise of being able to have her.

After looking at Rodrigo, she turned her gaze forward, and I moved closer to her, and the mixture of the smell of her hair and her own scent intoxicated me... And I placed my hands on her waist and was tempted to move them lower, and then I whispered to her:

“Look how he defends you... What did the guy in yellow say to you this time? What's his name, by the way?”

“I don't know... Alberto, I think.”

“What did he want?” I asked, face to face. And she looked at me, serious, almost distant.

“To go outside. To talk...”

“Right...” I sighed, knowing the real intentions.

And I was about to ask her about Rodrigo, about why she had confessed all that to him when they barely knew each other, when she, after turning for a moment and checking that Rodrigo was still talking to this Alberto, whispered to me:

“He defends me because you don't defend me.”

“It's just that he doesn't know you can defend yourself quite well. And he doesn't know that sometimes you choose not to defend yourself,” I replied.

“With that one I do... He's a pig and a drooler. And he's got a hard-on.”

“A hard-on? How do you know?”

“Because I felt it. And you can see it,” she provoked me, and I knew I wasn't enough for her in that context, but I couldn't resist, again risking being rejected for being insufficient, but I kissed her. And I felt her moist, almost cold lips... and my hands squeezed her waist a little more, feeling shirt and pants at the same time, waist and ass at the same time, and she decided to open her mouth, thus gifting me with her tongue, which moved slowly but firmly, and we tilted our heads... and I felt a sustained electric discharge, and how my member hardened. And I ventured to move one of my hands up until I could feel one of her breasts over the silk of her shirt, and she allowed me to, and I pushed, and squeezed that breast a little while feeling her tongue playing with mine, and I felt a special excitement and pleasure from kissing her just four meters away from two guys who were arguing over her.

And then another kiss. Longer. More intense. That later stopped and our foreheads ended up resting against each other, in a strange way, and my hands on her face, docilely, and hers on my waist. We were suddenly kissing almost like teenagers, with that youthful sensation that it's always the last night, that when the sun rises everything will be different and worse, that the next day feelings will be less intense copies of what was lived.

And another kiss, even longer, slower... that made me lose track of time. And when it ended, I moved away a little, and my hand left her breast, and I felt grateful. And I felt love. A strange love. A love that perhaps only we understood, as it entailed a healthy and at the same time unhealthy dependence, and contained a chain of power that seemed unequal but wasn't. And I looked toward where the guy in the white shirt and the guy in the yellow shirt should have been, the defender and the attacker, the one from Edu's side and the one from our side, but they weren't there.

“Have they become friends or what?” María whispered then, and I looked at her, and saw that she was looking toward the other side of the venue, and I turned, and, as she said “this is surreal,” I saw that they were leaning together, below, at the entrance bar.

“Alcohol... makes strange friends,” I replied, but as surprised as she was.

A silence fell then, and she looked at them, more curious than perplexed, and I hesitated about asking her about Begoña and our attempt to find excitement thanks to her, but it seemed obvious that it had been unsuccessful and impossible.

“Anyway... What if we leave?” she finally asked, composing herself a bit, although our kisses had been intense in mouth, but quite proper and without great displays in body.

I nodded and soon we were going down the stairs. Convinced that our night was ending. And I didn't know if María intended to say goodbye to Rodrigo considering that Alberto was by his side, and I was left not knowing her intentions because, as we passed them to reach the exit door, Rodrigo extended his arm and stopped her.

I stood still. And I waited for her while he said something in her ear. And I looked at the blond guy, who was drinking from a freshly started glass and who was undressing her with his eyes, almost leaning against the bar. And I didn't understand that sudden friendship and understood even less when Rodrigo gave something to María.

She took it with her hand, but at the same time her body language showed that she didn't accept it, and Rodrigo turned around, considering their interaction finished, and soon María and I were leaving there and I observed out of the corner of my eye how some keys were hanging from her hand.

As soon as we reached the night and the music was just a distant echo, I asked her about those keys and María said:

“It’s just two streets away. He told me we should go ahead... and that I should finish telling him everything about the game... But I don’t know. What do you think?”

“Well. You already have the keys... Though I don’t know. Maybe I’d rather go back to our place.”

“Yes. Look, I’ll go in and give them back to him.”

“Okay, but...”

“What?” she asked me.

“Why...? Why did you tell him about... all this... About the game.”

“Because he’s the possible replacement for Edu.”


CHAPTER 31

That statement changed everything. What. How. Why. Since when? My mind was working at full speed, reviewing past elements that could clarify the origin of that statement. And my chest was pounding hard, and María was turning to go back inside, to return the keys, and I grabbed her by the wrist.

“You don’t think you can tell me that and go back inside as if nothing happened!” I said quickly.

“What do you want then?”

“For you to explain,” I replied, and made us move a bit away from the door area.

“Don’t think there’s much to explain. It’s just an idea. Don’t think that…”

I interrupted her again. She wanted to tell me it was simply a distant idea, but she wasn’t even sure about it.

“I’m fine with going to his place. Like he asked,” I told her. “But does he know? And which street? Which apartment? Did he tell you everything? And then what? Do you want to? I’m fine with going, right?” I asked her, extremely agitated, and convinced her with my gesture, moving further away from the entrance, to follow Rodrigo’s proposal, and I started walking with her, not knowing the way, but seeming to guess the initial direction, and we had barely begun to move away when I immediately demanded more and more information. And then it was she who spoke:

“Look, do you really want to go? But if we go, it’s just to talk, and not necessarily to tell him anything.”

“Okay. Fine. I don’t know. Yes. Let’s go,” I said, trying to make sure she wouldn’t hesitate and that we would keep walking.

There was silence then. I wanted to let her explain. We made our way through quite drunk people. Gradually we moved away from the commotion. I was dying to know what was happening, and then she, as we walked, said:

“So. I met him one day at the office door. Downstairs. He asked me about Begoña. I told him yes, it was there, I don’t know. We talked a little. Not much. I liked him. That’s all. This was about a couple of months ago. I don’t know.”

“And you didn’t tell me anything?” I interrupted her, and the noise was becoming more distant and gradually the sound that was gaining strength over the commotion was that of her heels hitting the cobblestones of a fairly empty street, and the sound of my shoes to a lesser extent.

“But what was I going to tell you? There wasn’t more to the story,” she said, and she stopped, and put her hand in her purse, and took out her phone, and looked at something on the screen, and I, by her eyes, by her cheeks, knew that what she was reading affected her, excited her or outraged her, but I didn’t ask what was happening, I wanted to go in order.

“Anyway. Nothing,” she said with her phone in her hand. “Do you really want to go to his place? Nothing is going to happen.”

“Yes. Yes. Let’s go. Even if it’s just to talk. To get to know him. I don’t know. He wanted to know more about the game.”

“But I’m not going to tell him that I’ve somehow thought about him,” she said.

“No. No. Okay,” I accepted and suggested we resume walking.

“And what else… Nothing. I didn’t hear anything more about him until what I told you, that I ran into him one night, when I had dinner with these… I don’t remember exactly who was there. And I ran into him…” she narrated, recalling, as we walked unhurriedly. “And well, that night he was with a girl, who wasn’t Begoña. And it surprised me. And I stopped to talk to him and he said something… I don’t know. Something very… let’s say, bold… Like… asking if we were hunting or something like that. I don’t think he used that word, but something along those lines, but I didn’t take it badly. And I told him that it was more like he was the one doing that, hunting or whatever. The girl he was with didn’t hear me, obviously, she was far enough away, but she was looking at us, well… looking at him… and I was amazed…”

“Why?”

“I don’t know… because it was such a… physical look. I don’t know. Sexual? That I even said ‘wow.’ I don’t know. I mean, I don’t know. It’s hard to explain. Like she was valuing him and it automatically changed my concept of him. I thought, ‘well yes, maybe he has something.’ And she wanted to make me disappear, of course.”

We then stopped in front of a building entrance, much sooner than expected. She looked at the number. The building was wedged in, looking narrow within an already tight street. And she asked me again if it wouldn’t be better to call a taxi and go home.

“Come on, open it,” I interrupted her, tense, barely letting her finish her proposal. “And keep telling me.”

María put the key in the lock and, as we entered, continued:

“Well, that’s it, I said something like ‘you’re the one who’s hunting,’ and then I told him that I wasn’t doing any of that. And I told him about you. And I asked him about Begoña. And he told me she was in Madrid with someone I knew. He told me like that, as if it wasn’t important, not trying to be interesting, but obviously it piqued my curiosity, and well, barely half a sentence of description and obviously it was Edu. And I don’t know. Suddenly all the elements were there… like everything, except the thread connecting it all. It’s apartment 6A.”

“What? Oh,” I said, absorbed in her confession, and I called the elevator, and an almost sepulchral sound of an old structure began to creak, although the entrance hall of the building seemed decently renovated.

“And...” she continued, “That night I got home and it wasn’t like it suddenly occurred to me. I don’t know the exact moment, maybe it was during the trip. And I hadn’t planned anything. It was just something there... pending to apply... let’s say. That’s why I didn’t tell you anything. But...”

“And how did you know where they were?” I asked.

“Who?”

“Him and Begoña.”

“When? Tonight?”

“Yes,” I said as we entered the elevator.

“Well, because in the first pub, when I was in the bathroom... knowing that outside Alberto and Edu’s surprise was waiting for me... I checked my phone... and a girl from work, Alba, had written in a group chat something about going home and that she had seen Begoña somewhere, I mean, there, with a hot guy, and whatever...”

“So he’s hot then?”

“Rodrigo?”

“Yes.”

“I don’t know. Nothing special. I don’t know. It’s weird. Maybe it’s more about wanting to mess with Edu. Because... I don’t know. Also... at the same time I think about it and I don’t want anything with him. I mean, right now I’d tell you no way, but at the same time...”

“What?”

“That... I don’t know. It’s just that no matter how much we’ve been through... I still can’t believe the things we do.”

The doors opened then and I realized María wasn’t asking me what I wanted, not because my opinion didn’t matter to her, but because she knew the answer.

We walked toward the apartment door. The silence was sepulchral. She inserted the keys into the lock. I observed her from behind. Impeccable. Her ass wrapped in her pants, her shirt tucked in. There was no trace of one buttock being more moistened than the other. Her elegant heels. Her hair falling down her back...

“Damn... This one doesn’t go in,” she said, and I moved closer to her. And there, pressed against that old door, I again had that impulse to kiss her, to feel her, to possess her as if she weren’t my wife, but simply a beauty born to excite and awaken the purest and crudest instincts. And suddenly I felt my member growing, just from having her close, as if her very scent affected me like the first time.

And she managed to open the door, finally. And we entered. And our steps echoed on the wooden floor... and we found ourselves in a space that was little more than a studio, quite small and without too many things, with a kind of sparse kitchen facing an open sofa bed, and next to it an old and somewhat worn sofa. And high windows and some plants placed in unusual spots, in a kind of voluntary disorder, scattered, peculiar, but at the same time harmonious, like the tenant himself.

“Well, if he doesn’t come... in I don’t know, five or ten minutes, we’ll leave,” she said, and I approached, not knowing this time if I could contain myself, and then she took her phone, unlocked it, checked it, and said to me:

“Look... The idiot...”

She offered it to me and I immediately read on the screen:

“If I’m going to get you pregnant we’ll have to get along much better. Maybe I’ve already gotten you pregnant.”

That barbaric message from Edu hardly surprised me anymore. And I said to her:

“How are we going to stop this? This deception... I’m not quite sure how we got ourselves into this.”

But despite the doubt I was expressing to her, I knew that strategy had been about keeping him close, with us, to buy time while we discovered if he was hooked on María. But everything had gone wrong.

María didn’t respond. And I looked at her. She was tired, but at the same time splendid. And I thought out loud:

“It’s true that if everything worked out with Rodrigo we could really stick it to him.”

“What do you mean by... ‘worked out’?” she asked.

“Well... Should I tell you?”

“Yes.”

“That he fucks you well.”

“Oh, really?” she said neutrally, skeptical. Standing in front of me. And then she dropped her purse on the sofa.

“Yes. If he fucks you well... Edu loses.”

“Maybe Edu doesn’t care. You know that... hooking him... physically hasn’t worked out... It hasn’t worked because he’s mentally unstable. Or maybe Rodrigo doesn’t want to.”

“I think he is physically hooked.”

“Why?”

“Because you’re very hot. Because he tried with Begoña, but came back right away.”

María didn’t seem entirely convinced. And I had her phone in my hand.

“Should I respond?” I asked.

“To Edu? To that crude message?”

“Yes.”

“Fine. Write whatever you want,” she authorized me.

And then I prepared to face that screen. He was online. I was thinking about what to say to him, but it was actually he who got ahead of me, and I read on the phone:

“Where are you? Did that guy end up fucking you?”

“No,” I wrote.

And I was waiting for him to ask something else, but he didn’t.

“And you? Where are you?” I asked.

“I’m jerking off.”

After reading that, I was about to show it to María, who was waiting patiently, but he kept writing, and writing more... And a mixture of anguish, uncertainty, and a sense of good omen washed over me. And finally, a substantial paragraph appeared before me. And I read:

“Come to my house. Everyone’s sleeping. Just me fucking you. I’m done with the games. Bring little Pablo if you want. I’m dying to fuck you, come on. I’ve been jerking off daily thinking about you since your damn trip.”

And I was tempted to show it to María, but instead I wrote myself:

“Daily jerking off? Why’s that?”

And he was writing again. And I waited. And María let me handle it. She trusted me. And the wait was agonizing, and he kept writing. Until it appeared on the screen:

“Because I imagine fucking you while you’re super pregnant. With a disgustingly huge belly. And with your sow-like tits even more enormous. And fuck. It’s my fucking dream. I cum just thinking about it, fuck!”

And I was stunned. Shocked by that brutality. But I instantly knew that this madness played in our favor. And I handed it to María to read...

...And immediately she read and experienced that excess with shock, but at the same time she saw what I did: that total submission and obedience hadn’t been necessary for his dependency... that the replacement could be extremely painful for that incredible lover, yes, but also a lunatic... A disturbed man... who had humiliated us so much.


CHAPTER 32

While María bit her lower lip, shook her head, and reread that barbaric message, I realized that Edu’s proposal not only had a rational component—creating a long-term bond—but also a sexual one: that unusual and delirious fetishism, which I found utterly foreign, bizarre, grotesque...

I didn’t need to have discovered that madness to assume that Edu needed María, but it added up, and probably convinced my wife more.

“He’s completely... fucking insane,” she exhaled, indignant yet cocky, and then she moved away from me, taking a few steps with a calm, solemn, perhaps emboldened walk, until she reached a refrigerator that was part of a kitchen integrated into that reduced open space.

While she examined the inside of that refrigerator, I focused on the other side of the living room, on a half-open door made of dark wood that might lead to a bathroom or a hallway. Then I heard the refrigerator door close and watched how María, with casual grace and stylish body language, opened some cabinets, grabbed a glass, and placed her mobile phone on the counter. Everything about her expressed and embodied a latent contrast between herself and that room—precariousness clashed with splendor, rigor with disorder, elegance with desolation. María didn’t fit there: her clothes, her canonical beauty; everything too regal for that disorder.

And curiously, that contrast aroused me, not in an exclusively sexual way, but in a superior manner. So as soon as she turned on the faucet, I began approaching her.

She was rinsing the glass, thirsty but distrusting its cleanliness, while I positioned myself behind her; affected by her, by that night, by everything that could change, and still with my pulse racing from those paragraphs from Edu, which made me drift away for fractions of a second, fractions during which I imagined that madman fucking a María who was extremely pregnant: from the side, on our sofa, my wife indeed sporting an enormous belly and even larger breasts... Him fucking her... like that, and her surrendered and overwhelmed, both of them looking toward me.

“If he doesn’t come soon, we’re leaving,” said María, glancing quickly at her watch, and then filling the glass, now yes, to finally drink.

I then placed my hands on her waist, and, behind her and almost completely pressed against her, I whispered:

“Somehow we have him where we wanted.”

María finished drinking and, without turning around, barely moving, said:

“Who? Rodrigo?”

“No. Edu.”

“Well... I don’t know if having him fantasizing about doing it with me while I’m pregnant is exactly where we wanted him.”

“Well, you know what I mean,” I said, knowing that she understood what I was referring to.

There was silence until she turned on the faucet again, and soon she was drinking once more. And I felt a strange tense calm, and despite everything we’d experienced that night, I felt almost euphoric, full of energy and the need to feel more and more, to experience everything intensely.

“He’s making it so easy for us,” I continued, instigating, “Everything is falling into place to make the substitution and screw him over,” I specified while almost unconsciously caressing her buttocks lightly over her pants.

“I don’t know, Pablo. Everything’s moving too fast. It’s just an idea. I already told you. I think the best thing would be to go home.”

“It’s not about fast or slow,” I protested. “Or is it that you don’t want to replace him?” I asked, surprising myself by the predicament I was putting her in, aware that María had said many times that it was Edu or no one; that the sexual madness with Edu was unmatched, even dangerously indispensable.

“It’s not that easy, Pablo.”

“What isn’t? Giving up Edu? Rodrigo wanting to? You wanting to?”

I had barely finished my battery of questions when a sound startled us—it was her phone vibrating on the counter, spreading out, provocatively. I looked almost over her shoulder and saw that Edu was calling her.

I chose to leave it up to her whether to answer him or not. Meanwhile, my hands were groping those buttocks more forcefully, now searching, increasingly determined, to see if there was a contrast between dry buttock and wet buttock, trying to discover once and for all if Edu’s cum had soaked through everything.

The annoying sound of her phone rhythmically vibrating continued. María perhaps hesitated, or perhaps was certain about letting it be, about punishing him... But I did feel more determined, so I pushed a little, with my pelvis, forward, seeking to fit a member that was hardening between those firm buttocks. Despite all the clothes in between, I harassed her with my member, and she allowed it. And I even pushed her a little, against that counter, by pure instinct, and she didn’t protest, she understood, she allowed it. And I knew she was aroused, but not because of me, so everything she consented to was essentially a favor.

And, while my hands left her waist and my arms went to embrace her from behind, surprising even myself, my pelvis, shameless, continued pushing, almost ridiculously, by pure instinct, and she let herself be rocked by that movement, and her phone kept vibrating. And I thought then that nothing had prevented my wife from going with Edu, that nothing prevented her now, that nothing prevented her from replacing me with him... Nothing prevented her from going to Madrid for a week and fucking non-stop... Because I would accept it. In fact, nothing prevented her from trying with Rodrigo and not replacing Edu with him, but replacing me. Nothing prevented her except herself.

That unpleasant sound finally stopped, and I forced my hands down to the button of her pants. I smelled her neck. Her hair. I became intoxicated by her, by her perfume, by her hair... and that button came undone, and then I began to lower the zipper... Always aware that I wasn't enough for her, yet grateful and at the same time feeling entitled. And she didn't protest... and I pulled her pants down further, a little, and then a little more... and I heard a purr from her, which was neither complaint nor gratitude, and I thought perhaps it was embarrassment at the moment when one of my hands touched flesh, bare flesh, the suspected buttock, and I felt stickiness, warmth... and I felt that goosebumped skin under my fingertips and sensed some discomfort in her. But I couldn't help myself. Her embarrassment didn't awaken enough empathy in me to stop the morbid curiosity I felt... So... before I knew it, I was kneeling behind her, ready to inspect the damage... and she, more understanding than I, less selfish, placed her hands on the edge of the counter, tossed her hair with a precise movement of her neck, and allowed her husband to examine the consequences of the latest outrage deposited by the primary lover.

I brought my face closer and the smell of sex hit me. And I couldn't tell how much of that odor had come from her own body and how much had been deposited. And my trembling hands pulled her silky black panties inward, toward the crack that divided her buttocks, and not only was more smell and more goosebumped skin revealed, but I could feel the wetness in that silk... with darker and lighter parts, with areas more defiled and others more respected... and my nose approached that black silk, until it sank, shamelessly, selfishly, until I felt stickiness on it, and until I inhaled the smell of semen there... And, with my eyes closed and smelling that pastiness... I felt a caress in my hair: María had brought her hand back and was stroking me, understanding me... and allowing me to smell, to kiss, and to feel on my lips that almost ruined silk and those defiled buttocks... And I thought about how he had humiliated her, coming there and then dressing her... and it excited me, and my member hardened...

...And she accepted me, and caressed me, and understood me... And I envisioned how she had had to endure that puddle for those hours... and how she had had to feel that semen overflowing her panties and running down the inside of her thighs, and my cock throbbed, and protested, and wanted to be freed. And, spurred on by her understanding, I went so far as to stick out my tongue, and went so far as to lick her buttocks... and I ventured to pull her panties down a bit... And there, kneeling behind her with her hand in my hair, I could verify and smell more odor, more smell of semen, and I could see a now whitish puddle, congealed, rancid, in the part of the panties that had been in contact with her sex... And her sex... her pussy... destroyed... disordered... with its mistreated lips... announcing confusion and demanding justice... And I wanted to lick there, calming myself more than I would calm her... And then she moved a little, withdrew her hand from me and turned around, and I pulled back, and she brought her hands to her pants and whispered: "Come."

I moved away. I looked up. She was composing herself. And looking at her watch. I stood up. And she repeated:

“Come, let's go to the sofa.”

Barely six or seven steps and we were where she suggested. I looked to one side and confirmed that, if Rodrigo were to come, the first thing he would see would be that sofa that was calling us to continue that madness in some form. And that didn't bother me, but it did seem to disturb María, who was also glancing sideways at the entrance, and then whispered:

“How are you?”

“Fine...” I said, sitting down, and I sensed in her some breathlessness and disturbance. And María remained standing, and I was expectant about her intentions.

“How was it with Begoña? What did she tell you?” she said, adjusting her clothes better, making it seem as if thirty seconds ago her exposure hadn't been almost total.

“Well... She told me how Edu and Víctor fucked her all summer,” I responded decisively.

“She told you that? To turn you on or what?”

“I don't know.”

“And did it turn you on?” she asked, and finally sat down beside me. “Tell me how you fucked her,” she said, using that strong, crude word, not entirely common for her. And she pronounced it somewhat hesitantly, overacting, with that habitual undertone of not being very clear how to fit Begoña into her attempt to excite me.

“You want me to tell you? Are you sure?”

“Yes,” she answered, looking toward the door.

“Take off your pants,” I said without thinking, proposing something perhaps out of place, but my mind had fleetingly imagined her mounting me while I told her about her rival.

“He might come in... And he'd see us completely.”

“Then let's go to his bedroom. If there is one,” I suggested, taking advantage of her benevolence.

“I don't know... Ask me... Order me to do something else.”

And I was surprised by that "order me," when she had to know that I wasn't credible in that role, so I thought that perhaps it was yet another attempt to find that morbid excitement in me. So, aided by the alcohol and the course of the night, I whispered to her:

“Suck my cock here while I tell you how I fucked Begoña.”

And María looked toward the door again, somewhat inhibited, somewhat reluctant, and I brought my hands to my pants, and opened them, and began to pull them down, unashamed of showing a very small member, but one that looked, indeed, rock hard. And I pulled the skin of my member back, and the entire glans was covered with a transparent liquid. And she decided then, obedient, and I spread my legs, giving her space, and before I knew it she was kneeling before me. And then she brushed her hair away from her face a bit, and in a serious tone, very serious, whispered:

“I love you.”

And I looked at her. She was beautiful. Erotic. She took your breath away. And she insisted:

“We’re crazy, but I love you.”

And I knew that a similar reply wasn’t appropriate. I loved her, but she already knew that. And I was certain that at that moment my wife was demanding something else. I knew her and she was internally asking for something else. And I whispered to her:

“Come on, suck me off. And I’ll tell you how Begoña came.”


CHAPTER 33

Mere accumulation of excitement, adrenaline from the risk of being discovered, altruism in giving me pleasure, seeking eroticism in me through a more authoritative version of myself, seeking salvation without needing third parties through my sexual encounter with Begoña... Whatever the reason, my wife was leaning forward, sweeping her hair to one side of her neck, placing her hands on my pants to pull them down a bit more, glancing sideways at the entrance door, resting her palms on the sofa on both sides of my body, and I was preparing to begin my confession.

I was thinking about how to start while sensing that María’s concern was that door, which could open at any moment, exposing her, and that my problem was that my sex with Begoña had been more tender than rough, more heartfelt than powerful and lustful.

I then felt lips on my thighs, a kiss there, on the inner side of my legs. And then a tongue that licked, teasing, enticing, very close to sweaty balls loaded from that night of madness. And I looked down and saw more hair than face, as if she were somewhat self-conscious... and suddenly her tongue attacked more decisively, from bottom to top, lifting the sack containing that load and dropping it instantly. It was a fraction of a second, as if she unstuck them, lifted them and released them again, but the pleasure was intense... so much that I trembled... and I tilted my head back, and closed my eyes... She had destroyed me with just a meager lick of my balls, which made me realize the extraordinary pleasure she had already offered to so many men.

One of my hands flew, vibrant, restless, and came to rest on her head. And I knew I shouldn’t let her power make me hesitate, that my narration should be brave, concise and authoritative.

I could then feel how María turned her face slightly toward the entrance door, and then back to me; and then she gently took my member, as if she could break it, and I noticed how she dripped saliva on the tip. She was making me shudder, but I couldn’t show weakness. And then, with my hand still in her hair, I whispered:

“I remember... waking up... drunk... or already hungover... and being in her bed, lying facing her, both of us on our sides. Facing each other. There wasn’t much light, but enough to see she was wearing only a nightgown, similar to the ones you have, red, or pinkish. More like pinkish. And I think I was only wearing underwear...”

My wife continued letting thick and even somewhat warm saliva fall on the tip of my cock which, rock hard, allowed itself to be soaked, and enjoyed all that moisture, and pointed upward thanks to her holding it at the base with a couple of fingers.

“And...” I continued, “suddenly she put her hands... where you are... spitting... She touched my cock... And she seemed satisfied with the hardness. She didn’t complain about the size... She wanted cock... You could tell... And I wanted to touch her thighs, and immediately she spread her legs... She was offering me her pussy without the slightest hesitation... And I slipped my hand inside her panties... and before I knew it she was jerking me off... and I was putting a finger inside her... I don’t remember what her pussy was like, whether it was shaved or not... but I do remember how my finger entered... without any difficulty... Facing each other, we were panting in each other’s faces...”

After saying that I paused for a moment, wondering if María would want to interact, but she said nothing. And then I felt how my wife’s saliva ran down the shaft of my member to lower, to my balls, to my ass, almost to my anus, in a warm, consistent and foamy cascade. And I wanted her to put it in her mouth, and I wondered whether to order her to do so, but I continued narrating:

“Then Begoña... moved away a bit, took off her panties... and started going down... and I knew what her intentions were: she wanted to eat... my cock; and, indeed, she grabbed my balls with one hand, licked different parts of my member, looked at me, I returned her gaze... and she put it in her mouth... at first with her eyes open... and then she closed them... She was sucking me with her eyes closed...” I said, lying, because Begoña hadn’t done that, but I needed a rougher sex, a sex that would turn María on and that would remove my guilt.

And, after finishing that sentence, I felt a sudden heat that made me tilt my head further back. María had taken my cock in her mouth, completely, all the way in, and the mixture of all that saliva and her tongue constituted a torrent of sensations that made me shudder. Every millimeter of my member emitted pleasure in itself, and each point of pleasure fought to be the predominant one... And I heard the liquid sound of the blowjob... and I let myself go for a few seconds during which that watery sound could be heard... and my hand went up and down with her head, in short, slow movements, and after those moments of pure physical pleasure, I continued:

“And... Uff... Begoña then told me... she asked me... to cum in her mouth.”

At the precise moment I uttered that lie, María squeezed my member harder, as if she too were human, as if she too had felt the blow harshly, who knows if also with arousal. And I felt somewhat bad, but the situation demanded some lying and exaggeration.

“But...” I continued, while María kept sucking, hitting my glans with her tongue, and pouring more and more saliva, “but... I told her no... I told her I wanted to fuck her... She seemed so horny... I could almost sense her touching herself... And she came back up... and we kissed... in tremendously dirty kisses... and I smelled my cock on her mouth... and then in mine... and how she rubbed herself... against my body... as if she were trying to get my cock inside her almost unintentionally, but intentionally... I had her on top of me... rubbing herself... whimpering... desperate...”

María then removed her mouth, surprisingly and somewhat abruptly. And I felt abandoned. I opened my eyes and saw her standing up, her cheeks burning, brushing her hair away from her face, flushed, then lifting it from behind, overwhelmed, as if to make a ponytail without actually doing so, ventilating her neck, and her breasts and even nipples showing through that mauve shirt. Imposing, standing there, she sighed, looked around, found those borrowed keys lying on the sofa bed, picked them up, and began walking toward the door.

I looked at my member, which fell soaking wet to one side. Completely drenched. And I felt liquid, saliva, throughout my pelvic area, running down to the sofa. And I looked back at her as she inserted the keys in the lock, from the inside. I watched her perfectly encased backside in those elegant pants. And I noticed her tension. And after leaving the keys there, she looked at her watch and sighed again. And I didn’t know how much of her excitement was due to my narration and how much was from everything we’d experienced that night, but I felt good. And I felt even better when she approached me and began to take off her shoes: first one, then the other. And then her hands went to the button of her dark pants, and then to the zipper. And I watched her undressing, restless, almost fuming, and her breasts dancing beneath her shirt as a consequence of the graceful bustle of getting rid of her pants…

…And then, struggling with, or enjoying her own tension, and liking herself, surrendering to the eroticism of what we had created, she put those heels back on, but now without pants. And her legs became longer, more toned and imposing. And I observed her, amazed, while thinking about what else to narrate… and she ended up sitting astride me, with her shoes, her panties, her bra, and her shirt that she was rolling up… And the tip of my soaking cock made contact, by wonderful chance, with her delicate black panties that guarded her pussy; a pussy that wanted to escape from that silky prison; and she felt it immediately, and lowered one of her hands and lifted the lower part of her shirt slightly, to avoid getting stained by that drenched member, and lowered her other hand and made my cock press against the entrance of her confined sex… And her hip swayed slightly forward… and she rubbed herself… pressing my cock against her, creating pressure; her hand, my cock, her panties and her pussy, the four elements constituted an imprisonment that gave pleasure to both of us. And with her other hand she continued holding up the lower part of her shirt, and she kept rubbing herself, imposing, aroused, and tilted her head, and looked at me… and it seemed she saw desire in me, and I felt almost for the first time that glassy look… And she whispered:

“Did you… fuck her…?”

“Yes…” I sighed.

And there was silence, and my hands went frantically to her shirt, which she released, no longer caring if it got stained, and I opened a couple of buttons, and the neckline became a scandalous opening, and part of her black bra came into view… And I wanted to touch, to feel, but above all to confirm that desire in her, which seemed to have, at last, me as its main and perhaps sufficient source.

“Wait…” she whispered, and stopped that strange rubbing, and her hands went behind her, to her back, and she unhooked the back of her bra, revealing to me that, despite the sturdiness her garment required, it had no straps, so she immediately pulled her bra down from the front, and enormous cups emerged from beneath her shirt, and I watched that operation, which sought her comfort and my satisfaction, as suddenly her breasts danced completely free under the mauve silk, and her nipples brutally, strikingly marked that subtle fabric, so much that it was impossible to contain myself, so much that my hands went quickly, each hand to one breast, to feel those tits, over the shirt, feeling everything: the softness of the silk, the sharp hardness of her nipples and the consistency of her breasts.

“Yes… I fucked her,” I continued and removed my hands, to see her, to adore her, to focus more on her gaze, on her imposing torso, covered but naked, elegant but crude… and on how she grabbed my cock with one hand and moved her panties aside with the other.

“I fucked her. She got on top of me. Like you are now,” I said, challenging her.

“Like this?” she asked, in a whisper, and her body rose a little more, and her thumb pressed the tip of my member, making me tremble… And she only had to sit on me, on my cock, to kill me with pleasure.

“Like that… Yes… She sat on me and took it all the way in,” I almost panted, bringing my hands to her buttocks.

“Fuck… What a slut… right?” she asked, and began drawing circles with that thumb on my glans, as if spreading more fluid, but at the same time pressing hard, almost hurting me.

“Yes… You bet… And the face she made… She was dying to be fucked once and for all. She whimpered so much it was almost pitiful to see her…” I exaggerated, and María involuntarily swallowed, and her nipples betrayed her and her cheeks burned, and her hair stuck to her face… And she began to descend… and there was no need to separate the lips of her pussy, as they, eager, didn’t want to be an impediment… And I looked down… and she was burying herself, the tip of my cock disappeared and a torrent of heat made me close my eyes, but I wanted to hold on, wanted to see how she reduced me to nothing, how her tremendous pussy welcomed my member as if it were nothing… And she sighed until she sat completely, making my shaft disappear, my entire cock, in barely two seconds… And, once she felt completely impaled, her hip drew a precise, perfect circle, and she exhaled a bit more air, in a moan that encouraged me, that made me happy, and she shook her hair a little more… And she looked at me, and I wanted her, I loved her, and I whispered:

—You should have seen her face… She was writhing with pleasure… She put her hands on my chest and kept taking me in without stopping… She was the one going up and down… I wanted to fuck her… but she was fucking me… 

María listened to me, and began a rocking motion, sensual, back and forth, and her breasts moved with her blouse, her nipples pressing more visibly against the silk when her body moved forward… and her nipples were barely visible when she moved backward… And she put her hands on her hips, cocky yet attentive to my narration, and my cock swam in an abundance of wetness and heat… And she was panting, dying of heat, but I didn’t undress her further…

—And… soon she began to scream like a… whore… It was almost embarrassing—I continued, somewhat uncomfortable using such crude adjectives. 

And I told her this while my hands gripped her ass, hands that, hidden under her mauve blouse, felt skin on the palm and silk on the back; and I felt skin, felt her warm buttocks, thanks to the fact that she had pulled her panties into the crack, so I could feel her… without further impediments. 

And then I continued narrating:

—And… Begoña pulled down her nightgown, showing tits that weren’t bad at all…

—Oh, really? And… did you… suck her tits? —she asked, breathlessly.

—Yes… I took one of her tits in my mouth while she screamed… and… she begged me to suck them more… And I bit them… but she didn’t protest… —I answered and my wife exhaled again, with her hands on her hips, fucking me, killing me with pleasure, with her high heels still on, with her blouse almost sticking to her body from sweat… with her enormous bra and her pants beside us…

… And then we heard a noise, close, very close, and a sound that was a mixture of wood and metal. And our bodies froze, paralyzed. And she stopped her rocking completely. And my heart was leaping out of my chest. And I turned my face toward the entrance door; and perhaps María knew before I did, because she didn’t look, didn’t want to look, and clung more tightly to me, almost embracing me, hiding the unhideable. And I did look, and a young man was entering, in a white shirt, Rodrigo, and with him the blond guy in the yellow shirt.


CHAPTER 34

There was no escape or possible way to pretend. The impact and surprise were so great that I didn’t even feel embarrassment. In fact, I didn’t even look away. And they were coming in. It was impossible for them not to notice that our bodies were merged into one, no matter how much the lower part of María’s shirt covered her ass, and probably even my balls resting on the sofa. And it was impossible for them not to see my pants half pulled down, part of my thighs exposed, and María’s long legs on display. One would have to be terribly naive to think that there was only rubbing going on there and not penetration.

In my inability to look away, I noticed two reactions, different, almost inverse: Alberto was entering our space, stunned, pale. And Rodrigo was doing so somewhat absorbed, even looking at the lock, and checking that someone had put keys in from the other side, but that hadn’t prevented him from opening the door.

And my cock was throbbing, not understanding anything, inside an extremely tense María, who was clinging to me, less composed than I was. And Rodrigo closed the door behind him, and barely looked at us, when the scandal was enormous, as if all the impact was being received by Alberto. And so much so that Begoña’s lover walked, about three meters from us, and headed toward the refrigerator, and I still had my hands, which were lost under María’s shirt, gripping my wife’s ass; and Alberto remained petrified, affected, visibly drunk, not knowing what to do, not even knowing where to place his hands.

Rodrigo then said something to Alberto, and afterward apologized hurriedly for having entered without knocking.

Everything was an embarrassing, tense chaos. And then María, to my enormous surprise, opted for a forward escape: my wife decided to continue, almost as if no one had entered.

She moved her torso slightly away from me, without leaning back, keeping herself especially upright. And I looked at her. Her eyes and expression reflected nervousness, embarrassment, but her body was trying to act as if nothing had happened. And I saw again that heart-stopping neckline, those breasts floating freely under her shirt, those nipples marking the silk… and her arms were placed on her hips again… and suddenly a movement of her waist, long, marked, but at the same time broken, as if in small and pronounced stages. And I looked at her, and tried to understand why that attitude… And again her waist forward and back. And I saw Rodrigo drinking from a water bottle, and sensed Alberto scrutinizing us, affected.

And I thought I understood her, I thought I understood that this was a role that called for squaring what had been confessed to Rodrigo. My wife had described and explained to him a life of excesses, but under control. She had given him to understand that there was experience, a background. And for that to fit, she had to show him a María and a Pablo who had been through it all, even comfortable with those situations. She wanted to convey, in a falsely involuntary way, that the novices, the overwhelmed ones, would have to be them.

And I admired her, always with that ability to overcome, to face everything and everyone. And I felt my cock grow a little more, reaching maximum levels… although my excitement did not imply relaxation, and my heart was beating with much more force than when we were alone… And I knew that her heart was also pounding out of her chest, and that there was a flush, and that there was more sweat than before, but I recognized that she was hiding it well, and that she was projecting an image of a shameless, veteran, seasoned goddess, who was so imposing it left one breathless.

Alberto stammered something, directed at Rodrigo, that wasn’t even understandable, or at least I couldn’t even tell if he was referring to us or what. And there was silence. And María placed her hands on my shoulders, and let her hair fall down her back, and continued on top of me, with her waist forward and back, in a cadenced, slow manner, pretending that we weren’t four.

And then, Rodrigo, always with that air of pretending or expressing that nothing seemed crazy to him, that life was full of small lives and big confessable secrets, asked:

“And this… Can I watch? It’s just that I don’t know how this works.”

The guy, with formality, without a trace of mockery, seemed to be asking for more precise instructions. And I wondered what exactly María had told him.

“You can watch. He should leave,” María then said. Continuing with her movement. As if nothing. And I knew her, so I knew about her tension and embarrassment, and I was amazed at how she projected relaxation and control.

And Alberto didn’t say a word. Not even despite the last affront. And Rodrigo was closing the refrigerator, and saying:

“Okay. Damn. It’s my fault. I thought I understood that… at some point… I had to play that Eduardo guy tonight. And there wasn’t much else… I also didn’t know if with Alberto it was a love-hate thing, part of the game… Or if you really didn’t want…”

María was trying to understand him. So was I. We both knew that something had been lost in her message. And everything seemed to indicate that María’s confession about our game had been interpreted by Rodrigo in a defective way; he seemed to have understood that she had indirectly offered him to be Edu’s substitute, yes, but as an instigator, not as a lover. My wife, in her attempt to confess a way of life, to test him at most, had given the impression that we were looking for another director.

And I didn’t blame Rodrigo for having misinterpreted her, because that confession couldn’t have seemed normal to him; not also having such scant interaction, so little contact that it was logical to assume that this was more of a proposal than a confession. Although the role he believed was for him was wrong.

And I felt that my wife and I were reaching the same conclusions, together, in silence, me still and her with her waist forward and back. And the silence was thick, the atmosphere suffocating, and the light from a worn-out bulb that crowned the room seemed to even lose strength.

And then Rodrigo interpreted again, this time due to María's lack of response, due to the lack of insistence in her complaint, as Alberto continued watching us fuck and my wife didn't insist that he leave. And he said: 

“So... does he leave? Doesn't he leave...? Or does he stay, you finish, and I tell you what you have to do with him?”

I was surprised by his composure, as he confidently nominated himself as the one giving orders. Right now. For that precise moment.

“Tell me. Let's see. Tell me now. What would it be like when we finished? What would you come up with...?” María shot back, examining him, and killing me, and she returned her hands to her waist, and she fucked me, proud, changing everything, transforming embarrassment into authority. And testing him. 

“I don't know...” Rodrigo hesitated almost for the first time, while Alberto waited, heart pounding, for the verdict. 

María suddenly stopped her movement. And I felt my member then reaching a limit in the depths of her pussy where it hadn't reached before, as if instinctively my pelvis had pushed upward. And my wife brought her hands to her shirt, and began to unbutton a few more buttons, and moved her neck a little, and shook her mane, exuberant, serious, and, while she finished opening the rest of the buttons unhurriedly, she said:

“You don't know. And besides, this is your... debut? Bringing us the same guy the other one already brought us?”

María seemed to leave him without a reply, but Rodrigo recovered almost instantly: 

“What do you want... There wasn't much else. Besides, he's not from here... he's only come for the weekend. I think discretion is a value in this. 

“A value?” asked María, cocky, with a neckline that was no longer a neckline, as the shirt was completely unbuttoned, although it remained almost closed. 

“Yes. A value. And that's what we have. Now I want you to stop... what you're doing... and kiss him. Kiss Alberto. 

“Weren't you going to wait until we finished?” said María, serene, playing, and rolling up her shirt even more, even above her elbows, up to her forearms. 

“No. Make your husband a cuckold now. Get up and kiss Alberto,” Rodrigo tried to impose, into his role, but always in a concise, formal way, without a trace of hurtful tone. As if what was morbid and humiliating was always the act, not the word. 

María then sighed, angry. And she looked at me fixedly, probably to check how I had taken the word “cuckold” again, like those distant and first times when Edu had called me that. But my expression showed that it was different, that everything was different, and she must have been feeling it too.

And if her gaze had sought information, her sigh had been revealing of herself, because with it she made it clear that she wasn't entirely convinced, as if to obey she needed to be won over more, as if she demanded from Rodrigo more cunning, more level... But she put her hands on my chest and there was no goodbye in the form of a kiss, nor in the form of a last movement of her waist, in the form of one last circle that would give me pleasure... No, she simply began to pull out, slowly... and I looked down and the shaft of my member was coming to light, whitish, hard, small, and she at least rewarded me by allowing me to see for an instant her pussy lips parted... and soon she lowered one of her hands to put her panties back in place, thus covering all that extensive sexuality, all that brutal pussy that left one breathless. It was an involuntary reward, though personal.

And when she began to leave me to the point of exposing me, I quickly pulled up my underwear, preventing anyone from seeing my meager member. Because although I no longer felt the shame of yesteryear, I didn't want the true reason for that experience to be lost, I didn't want that size to distract and serve as suspicion, that Rodrigo might believe that that life plan was caused by my physical inadequacy, whether it was more or less true in essence or origin.

Once I was covered, María finished withdrawing completely and stood up, facing me, with her shirt open but barely showing anything, with her panties on and also her heels. And the order she had received was precise: to kiss a kid who looked at her with stupor and eagerness, with insecurity and astonishment, multiplying by ten the stress and tension we had seen in him hours before in that pub, and also multiplying the nervousness that Rubén had always shown.

And Rodrigo wasn't rushing. He didn't repeat the order as Edu would have done. And that relaxed us, relaxed the whole atmosphere, making our madness something less impulsive and exalted, and above all making everything less unhealthy.

María finally walked toward him, toward Alberto, who combined victimhood and at the same time fortune. Victimhood from inferiority, and fortune precisely for the same reason. And María's heels resonated on the wooden floor evoking more forcefulness and power than obedience. And she reached that blond kid who then tried to project composure. And I knew that María didn't like him, that she had even admitted that he displeased her, though he didn't possess particularly unfavorable complexion or features. 

“Should I turn off the light? Is it this one?” Alberto then asked, speaking almost for the first time, and referring to a switch to his left. 

And nobody answered, and my wife then looked at Rodrigo, as if reproaching him again for not having found someone better. But Rodrigo remained firm and I looked more closely at him: with a certain charisma, with undoubted gestural flair, arms crossed in a strange way, with a worn and refilled water bottle in one of his hands. 

María then turned back to Alberto, an Alberto who appeared to be without the strength even to pretend he was handling what was happening. And, standing close to him, with her long legs, with her bottom covered by the shirt, with her heels fixed to the floor, she finally brought her hands to his waist... and moved her face closer, and her mouth... and Alberto closed his eyes... and their lips met... quickly, catching me by surprise, and all the lucidity that this boy had lacked before suddenly appeared, as he opened his mouth almost instantly... and pushed his tongue into my wife’s mouth... and their heads tilted and that yellow-shirted boy’s hands were eager though trembling, coming to rest on María’s buttocks, over the shirt and over her panties, but squeezing with diligence, as diligent as the kiss was... or so Rodrigo and I believed, because after barely four or five seconds, María slowly pulled away... and whispered clearly:

“Why are you trembling...?”

“No... I’m not trembling,” he defended himself, though without conviction.

And she looked at him, and she didn’t seem satisfied with his reply nor with where he placed his hands, with him touching her ass, even if it was over her clothes, but she didn’t push further... and again it was she who began, who restarted the kiss, once more, and their lips joined, and again he didn’t take long to seek tongue with tongue... and soon their heads were tilting again. And María’s voluminous hair fell to one side... and my heart pumped blood with an uncontrollable force, uncomfortable yet wonderful at the same time, making me feel something inexplicable: a mixture of physical pleasure, humiliation, pain and arousal... A mixture that only she with other men could provide me, a feeling that, once discovered, is absolutely impossible to renounce.

And I felt envious of that boy, as I could remember, suppose, imagine, what it was like to kiss her for the first time. Although his context was strange, confrontational and yet passive... but the pleasure of feeling her, smelling her, feeling her lips, feeling her tongue, groping her buttocks... made the fact of participating as a mere necessary element, the fact of not feeling desired, but used, a lesser evil.

And it was María who broke the kiss again. And this time she took pity on him and didn’t insist on his nervousness. And almost before my wife could look at Rodrigo, in case there were more orders, he said:

“Show it to him... I mean... Open his pants and show... his cock... to your husband.”


CHAPTER 35

There was authority again, but no mockery. Not even Alberto seemed to feel humiliated, just overwhelmed. Perhaps he would soon rebel, as he appeared tense, very drunk and at his limit, but if he did, it would be more because of the situation itself than Rodrigo's tone and manner.

And María, standing sideways, almost with her back to me, didn't allow me to clearly see her face, so I couldn't tell if she accepted that order, if it disappointed or displeased her. But whatever the case, what she began to do wasn't simply to comply, but rather she placed her hands on Alberto's chest and began unbuttoning his yellow shirt; and she, indeed more abruptly, still influenced by our experiences with Edu, whispered to him:

“You’re sweating like a pig... You’re going to die here...”

And he uttered a faint “yeah...” and let himself be undressed by a powerful, almost fraternal, compassionate María, conveying that more protectiveness meant more superiority; while I, expectant yet strangely calm, pulled up my pants and observed, sitting there, fully dressed, how my wife opened his shirt and then continued without clearly obeying, or so it seemed, as she didn't open the boy's belt but instead circled around and positioned herself behind him, pressed her chest against his back, and then, peering over Alberto's shoulder and looking at me, she did begin to comply, bringing her fine and delicate fingers to the front of those pants. Alberto, petrified, with his shirt open, allowed himself to be handled, either from being frozen or knowing that it was best not to rebel.

Rodrigo drank from his bottle while María opened the belt. I was composing myself on the sofa as my wife unbuttoned a button. Alberto felt María's breasts against his back, though there were two shirts between them, and she lowered the zipper. And everything was calm, though suffocating, leaden, and all without reproaches among the four of us, as the tension came from the actions, not the words.

And two examinations were taking place simultaneously: one of Rodrigo as instigator and another of Alberto as a mere physical element; since for now, nothing more was demanded of him than passivity and exposure. And María lowered those pants, and looked at me, looked at me because she wanted to and because obedience was about that. And those pants fell almost to his knees, bunched together with blue underwear... And then a member appeared, a cock, quite long, somewhat thin, perhaps paler than usual, quite erect, pointing almost straight ahead, with young, tight balls... and groomed pubic hair, almost hairless, like his chest.

Alberto blushed, not knowing where to look, and sighed, embarrassed by the situation, but not by that cock that was more than adequate. And María, behind him, pressed against him and looking at me over that boy's shoulder, brought her hand forward, moved Alberto's shirt aside a bit, touched the lower part of his belly, and then almost subtly scratched his pubis, as if scratching over the trimmed hair... and the boy sighed and his cock twitched; and his glans was half-exposed, but she wasn't touching it; and she scratched there again, without touching his cock, and the torment was such that a drop of pre-cum must have pushed something already there, as a thin thread about four inches long suddenly appeared hanging from the tip of that throbbing member. And I was suffocating on the sofa, and Rodrigo remained serene, impassive, focused on passing his test; and then María took pity, and that hand went to that cock that had grown, thickened in a few seconds, and she grabbed it firmly, and pulled that skin back and Alberto half-closed his eyes... and she revealed that entire rosy head... and again... the skin forward and back... and the thread of pre-cum swayed... and it seemed incredible that it didn't fall to the floor...

“No. Don’t... jerk him off. Just show it to your cuckold husband,” said Rodrigo.

María stopped then, and withdrew her hand, and Alberto opened his eyes, and looked at me: with his shirt open, sweating profusely, with his pants lowered to his knees and that cock that pulsated on its own, in random spasms.

My wife allowed herself to be swayed by those subtle orders, which were simultaneously almost harmless and heart-stopping. She was adapting to another tone, more restrained, and the excitement was different, more consensual.

But, when I thought the pace would be slow and gradual, Rodrigo chose to skip multiple steps, and his phrase fell heavy, bold and exaggerated over that living room, and I felt in all three of us the impact of his request:

“Now kneel behind him... And eat his ass.”

And his phrase came out clean, like his gaze. And the act that was emerging was crude and humiliating, both for María and for Alberto, but there was something... indescribable, formal... that made everything somewhat superfluous, ethereal... His tone removed gravity from the actions in a way that was difficult to decipher.

“How... creative, isn’t it?” said María, rhetorically and judiciously. And she surprised me, as she barely hesitated. And I swallowed hard, as I saw how, positioned behind that boy, and with composure, almost with parsimony, she knelt behind him; and sometimes I felt I completely understood the reason for her obedience, but at the same time I was surprised by that kind of agreed surrender.

And indeed she knelt down. She knelt behind that boy who sighed and closed his eyes... And I was excited in an unusual, almost virgin way, seeing how my wife examined Rodrigo, examining herself, and lifted the lower part of Alberto's shirt... and... with her face in front of those bare buttocks... finally almost immediately placed her lips... on that boy's ass. And it was a kiss that echoed throughout that room, and the boy's cock throbbed... but she knew, we all knew, that the order wasn't that, so she brought her hands to those buttocks that I intuited were also free of hair, like his torso, and separated them a little...

… And I, suddenly, as if something external was acting through me or directing me, clumsily stood up from that sofa to better see how my wife was hiding behind that boy, to better see how she buried her face in his ass, in the anus of that kid whom hours before she had rejected with arrogance… And I could feel how she closed her eyes, yet remained in control, how she stuck out her tongue, yet remained in control… And I could feel the precise moment when my wife ate that boy’s ass, the precise moment when my wife’s tongue touched anus, the precise moment when that orifice was violated and moistened by that tongue… because Alberto gasped and his cock bounced, in an extremely long trajectory, up and down, it bounced so much that that thread gained length, and weight, until it fell, fell taking with it the shame of that boy who furrowed his brow and even bared his teeth… in a crude, animal way, and he snorted, air coming out of his nose, and he let himself be eaten, slightly leaning forward, pushing his ass out a bit…

And María pulled her face away, readjusted her shirt sleeves, separated those buttocks again, and returned to using her tongue, moving it, causing a tickling sensation with the tip, up and down… on that orifice… She used her tongue to give him a strange pleasure… and she did it with ease, even with a strange elegance… with her hands on his buttocks… and I couldn’t believe that my wife, eating his ass, could be in command, but it was so; there we were, three men at her mercy, and she kneeling and putting her tongue in that stranger’s anus, but it was she who displayed power and superiority.

“Now yes. Jerk him off,” said Rodrigo, again with a mixture of solemnity and detachment. And one of María’s hands went around Alberto’s waist from one side, until reaching his member and grabbing it, by feel, by intuition… and she moved that skin forward and back, and you could see she was squeezing hard right away because that glans swelled… and soon she was eating his ass and jerking him off at the same time…

And an “Ufff, God…” was gasped at full speed by that boy who didn’t even know where to put his hands; attacked from front and behind, trembling, shivering, in what was a punishment, but a wonderful punishment, and I observed that abuse, and I couldn’t breathe, and that jerking became rough, crude, and Alberto whimpered, with a tongue in his anus and with that relentless hand, forward and back, forward and back, and that cock that was exploding…

…And very soon, in barely half a minute, a “Stop, stop! God…!” was moaned by that boy whose legs were failing him, and a “God,” and another “Stop…!” And she ignored his pleas. And I could almost feel the ravages of that tongue… when an “Ohhh… Fuck… I can’t…!” was moaned, shamelessly, announcing the disaster… the precipitous disaster… And a very thick drop, crowning an accumulation of fluid, like a whitish, thick mass, that had been rushing from the deepest part of that boy, began to emerge from the tip of his member, and then to slide from that glans… and the boy was coming amid spasms, overwhelmed, as was overflowing from his member all that thick and extremely white liquid, and she didn’t stop despite soon having to start noticing that hot liquid sliding down her fingers; but she showed no mercy… she continued forward and back and squeezing even harder, and plunging her tongue and licking inside that ass… and more fluid and more “Ohhh!” “Ohhh!” from that boy who was writhing… And she jerked him more and more, relentless, killing him, shaking that mechanical hand and licking that anus with an impossible elegance… there, kneeling but commanding, eating his ass but commanding… Until there was no more pleasure to extract, but still something more to squeeze out, as her hand slowed down, little by little, in some final pronounced and slow jerks that made the last, more lingering white drops emerge from that squeezed member.

She then released that wet shaft, and removed her soaked hand, and stood up, behind him. And the boy opened his eyes and looked at his reddened cock, which kept throbbing, and dripping, semen falling onto the floor and onto those pants and underwear halfway down. And María, while he tried to compose himself, cleaned her hand on the lower and back part of that boy’s shirt, somewhat contemptuously, as if she felt indignant because he had stained her so much.

“Do you want water? Do you want a break?” said Rodrigo, to María. And his way of handling all that continued to seem extremely strange and peculiar to me. But he was showing us that another way of experiencing this was possible.

“No. It’s fine. But this is done. Finished,” said María, cocky, always somewhat more belligerent, and stepping a few paces away from an Alberto who wasn’t recovering.

And I could see the bravado she wanted to display, because with it she was trying to feign sobriety… but I knew she couldn’t fool me… that there was an underlying excitement that was killing her… That she didn’t feel a specific desire, not for Rodrigo, not for me, not for Alberto, but the sum of all that madness, plus what we had experienced that night, was destroying her… It was causing in her a suffocation, somewhat guilty, but difficult to control.

“Well. We don’t know if it’s finished. In fact, you can revive him,” said Rodrigo.

María didn’t react much to that, suddenly she was somewhat abstracted. And she then observed those drops of semen that lay in front of Alberto, and I knew she felt excitement, for everything, for having extracted that from that boy… for feeling powerful despite her acts entailing a humiliation of herself.

“Take his hand…” continued Rodrigo, focused on that role he had believed was proposed for him, “and take him to the bed over there, to the sofa bed. And sit in front of him. And I want you to touch yourself looking at him. You’re going to make him hard without touching him, or him touching you.”

Rodrigo pronounced those words and his confidence impressed me, as deep down it must have felt foreign and bizarre to him. I doubted the obedience would continue, yet at the same time I sensed in my wife an almost unbearable need to calm herself.

I expected her to protest, and indeed she sighed, lifting her hair from behind to air her neck, her sweaty breasts sticking to her shirt. She hesitated. She looked at me, and began walking toward that sofa bed, without fulfilling the instruction to take Alberto’s hand. But Alberto pulled up his pants slightly and walked those few steps. Once there, my wife did sit down, and the boy, removing his shirt and letting it fall to the floor, positioned himself in front of her, somewhat more composed.

María was setting the pace, but she seemed tense and apparently somewhat annoyed that Alberto had come so close. Him standing. Her sitting. Him looking down. Her looking up.

“Come on… touch yourself…” Alberto said then, impatiently, somewhat aggressively, breaking the diligent atmosphere.

“Step back a bit,” María said.

“All right. All right,” he responded, taking half a step back.

“This and that’s it,” María said, looking at Rodrigo. “As soon as he gets hard, he leaves,” my wife concluded.


CHAPTER 36

Everything was simple yet complex at the same time. In the end, we were just trying to save ourselves, and for that, among other things, we needed to keep discovering ourselves. And I knew that “I” wanted to be. An “I” focused on the pleasure of watching and feeling through what others felt for her. And I could see in that moment, in that strange living room, with those strangers, that María was more uncertain about who to be; hesitating between the opulence and belligerence she had grown accustomed to and the flow of a peaceful agreement.

But if there was one context in which my wife didn’t hesitate, it was that of exposure. There she was herself. There she felt at home. There she dominated even more. It wasn’t egocentrism or haughtiness, it was desire from outside to inside, a kind of desire for herself through the eyes of others; sitting in front of Alberto, with me nearby on one side, with Rodrigo close on the other side, she was the center, but not a narcissistic center but an altruistic one. As if she were giving away her power, and at the same time as if she needed to confirm, always one more time, the desire she awakened in her audience, to feel even more sexual.

Her ass on a bedspread, more yellowish than white, and she separated her legs slightly, and took one of her arms behind her, to lean on the palm of her hand. And she tilted her head. Calm. And her voluminous hair fell down her back, and her completely unbuttoned shirt clung to her torso and miraculously covered her breasts, but her nipples never tired of trying to draw attention, marking almost crude protrusions that crowned solid and extensive mountains, which if finally uncovered would change that sufficiently peaceful atmosphere; but that sweaty mauve silk allied with her and insisted on covering her... And I knew those tits, and those areolas and those nipples... and I knew that the moment the mauve silk moved aside, María’s delicacy, my wife’s elegance, would inevitably drift into a raw vulgarity, yet feminine at the same time, constituting a suffocating oxymoron between beauty and coarseness.

Once again, what in anyone else would be submission was in her a known superiority. And Alberto, standing, trying to intimidate, witnessed how my wife lowered her hand down her belly, and immediately made her panties yield. Another flip of her hair and her fingers lost beneath the black silk. And she brought her legs a little closer together, and parted her lips slightly, with a mouth that was pure sex, as was her gaze. And we all wanted to know the exact maneuver of that hand under her panties, we wanted to know if she was just rubbing or doing something more, if she was doing it with two fingers or three. And she repositioned herself and leaned back again, and those stretched panties... and then yes, she rewarded us, throwing her head back and emitting a moan, sweet, pure, and she closed her eyes and her mouth opened and closed, as if in a spasm... and we sensed that she was rubbing her clitoris, that she was also rewarding herself... and her breasts seemed to swell... and she emitted another moan and Alberto then whispered, in a low tone, but insulting her:

“Fuck... What a total slut...”

I knew María had heard it, but I didn’t know if Rodrigo had too, and my wife, after hearing that, came more to her senses, and looked at him, challenging him with her gaze, and Alberto seemed to be holding up well enough, and perhaps this was turning into an immediate challenge, because María, looking at him, separated her legs a little... and made it obvious that there was no rubbing or caressing, she did it in an exaggerated way even though her panties partially covered her movement, she did it and embellished it: she inserted a finger, or two, there was only doubt about the number and depth, but she invaded herself, looking at him, in an excess of lust, arrogance and provocation.

And he fell into the trap. We knew it, at least María and I, because that blond boy, who was trying to project more confidence than he actually felt, approached and wanted one of his clumsy hands to open my wife’s shirt, but she prevented it, quickly, bringing the hand that was supporting her on the bed to block him.

“No fucking way... what huge tits, fuck...” he sighed, crude, almost childish and suddenly desperate, and we all heard him, and his gaze was murky, and he took half a step closer, and I feared he wouldn’t contain himself and would try to land on her... So I approached, and then Rodrigo, improvising with everyone’s development and with his role that was just beginning, said:

“That’s it. Let your cuckold husband participate more. Let him sit behind you.”

I felt strange with those indirect orders, as he wasn’t addressing me, and even stranger was that underlying respect; because, although he referred to me as he did, he even verbalized it as a compliment, and with a foundation of respect and desire to participate in what my wife had explained to him.

The artificial light was beginning to mix with an imminent dawn that still timidly manifested through those high windows, and I was undressing, hurriedly but also wanting to maintain María’s unhurried rhythm, and again I feared that my small member would divert attention, so I kept my underwear on, only them, and I climbed onto that mattress, and then positioned myself behind my wife, who was touching herself leisurely looking at Alberto, tense, but who did shamelessly display a member that was growing thanks to my wife’s excess, and that was now pointing almost straight ahead.

Once positioned behind María, I opened my legs to accommodate her, to fit together better, and my pelvis pressed against her ass, and as soon as she felt me close she let herself go slightly, resting her back on my chest, and that changed everything, because I could smell her, feel her, with her head almost even resting on my shoulder... and I looked down and could see more clearly how her hand rubbed her pussy... and I raised my gaze and saw Alberto’s reddened cock growing... and I looked to one side, diagonally, and saw Rodrigo, permanently with his arms crossed and his water bottle, controlling, but at the same time expectant of everyone, especially himself.

“Have the cuckold touch you, let him participate more...” Rodrigo said then, and I could feel my member pulsating, hitting some point on María’s ass or lower back, and she precisely gave me a clue about where to touch, how to comply, as she sat up slightly and fastened a button on her shirt, the one that was at the level of her breasts, as if telling me where to touch and telling Alberto that my groping wouldn’t give him a better view.

She leaned back against my chest, and her hand continued caressing herself under her panties when I began to slip my hands under her shirt, feeling silk on the back of my hands and skin on my fingertips... and I was ready to caress her, to fondle her tits under her shirt... to excite Alberto even more that way, when he, becoming increasingly indignant, and staring fixedly at María who continued to challenge him, whispered in a low voice, “I’m going to fuck you... damn...” which froze my blood, but my wife didn’t flinch... and my hands continued... and reached her breasts, each hand on one tit, and I tried to encompass them, and I could feel her nipples in the palms of my hands, and I kneaded her tits, and felt them hard, excited... And María whimpered, more from her own caresses than from mine, and Alberto’s cock, just inches away from us, gave a twitch, and then, while my pelvis was almost instinctively thrusting, while my body was almost moving forward and my hands were busy groping and enjoying the feel of those exquisite tits... while I thought María would say something since that member was already hard, already almost pointing straight ahead, Rodrigo said:

“Have the cuckold push your head forward... Let him guide you...”

María stopped touching herself for a moment, though she kept her fingers under her panties, and Rodrigo clarified:

“Have him push you a little... until you take Alberto’s cock in your mouth.”

“He’s already hard. He has to leave,” María protested, sitting up a bit, but in doing so, her face was just inches away from that long cock that pointed directly at her.

“It’s not hard yet,” the blond boy protested, and I, or a part of me, or perhaps the feeling that constituted the genesis of everything... made one of my hands go to María’s back; and then, I don’t know why, I moved her hair to one side of her neck... and perhaps what I was doing was giving her time to understand me, as I had understood her other times... And a “take her” was said by Rodrigo, and suddenly my hand went to her head... and I was pushing her... subtly, convinced, but fearful... Pushing her from behind... guiding her face... guiding my wife’s face, guiding María’s mouth, to that boy’s cock who made the mistake of rushing and moving a few inches closer... And María placed her hands on her own thighs, completely seated at the edge of that bed, on that dirty bedspread... and she let herself be guided, let herself be pushed... and an “Ohhh...” was moaned by that boy and I knew then that my wife was taking his cock in her mouth, and I knew what that was, what that heat was, what that wetness was... and I felt through that boy what it is to have María suck your cock; the mixture of pleasure and arousal, of excitement mixed with triumph, jubilation and at the same time disbelief, like something almost dreamlike...

...And my wife went... with my hand... forward... and then backward... And another “Ohhh... fu-ck” was gasped by that boy as he felt that head come and go, that mouth come and go... And I loved her again, more than ever, while she sucked that boy’s cock; and I was proud seeing how she undid him with her mouth, I marveled at how she humiliated me, by doing it that way, hollowing her cheeks, taking it roughly into her mouth, crude, diligent and elegant at the same time, and I was amazed to see how she impressed a Rodrigo who watched that back-and-forth in silence.

And her head continued and her torso moved minimally back and forth, and if it was arousing to push her toward him, it was even more arousing when I looked at him and saw how Alberto tilted his head back, closed his eyes and moaned... and it was even more arousing when his hand moved... and rested on mine... That boy’s hand, on my hand, also keeping pace with my wife in that sublime blowjob from a María who didn’t pull away for a moment... she just devoured it... in movements that were increasingly longer, deeper...

...And I felt my member exploding, imprisoned there... and I knew I was just a few movements away from pulling aside my underwear, and her panties... and being able to penetrate her... and I imagined fucking her while she sucked that blond boy who couldn’t believe the night had brought him there... when my wife then pulled away slightly... freed herself from that cock and leaned back... and I could see an enormous amount of fluid hanging both from that reddened glans and from her lips... and when I thought she would end it all now, since the cock looked rock-hard, or when I thought another order would come from Rodrigo to prevent my wife from stopping everything... María simply went forward again, back to that cock... and this time she moaned, she did, as soon as she took it in her mouth... in a surrendered moan... a capitulating “Hummm!”... as if sucking that young, hard cock, as if eating that was killing her... as if she could no longer deny the evidence that she couldn’t take it anymore... and an “Ufff!” was sighed by Alberto... and I let her free, I reclined... and looked at Alberto... and he looked at me... and he seemed to be telling me with his gaze a humiliating “That’s it... I’m going to fuck her...” And I suffered both the arousal and the pain of feeling that he might be right.


CHAPTER 37

I knew she didn't want to show eagerness, that she didn't want to offer triumph to that kid who once again placed his hand on her head, but my wife's surrender in that moment was undeniable. And she devoted herself to a heartfelt blowjob, with long strokes, perhaps telling herself that she deserved that virility, that youth and those proportions. Once again María felt that her fall was unfair, but at the same time that the lust and immorality that cock offered her was deserved.

And the more she surrendered, the more humiliation I felt, because she was implicitly telling me, and the two of them, that this wasn't possible with me. She was revealing our cards in a way, despite my member remaining hidden. And her breasts remained hidden too, but not for long, because while she continued with the back and forth, while her head kept going forward and back, while she moaned some devoted “Hmmm” “Hmmm” with each suck… one of her hands went to her shirt to unbutton that button that enclosed her tits… and soon she was resting one of her hands on Alberto's leg while touching her breast, enjoying herself, feeling herself… feeling that hard cock in her mouth, on her tongue, on her lips, and feeling her soft, large, swollen breast in her hand… gauging her excitement with one hand and experiencing that wet robustness in her mouth.

And the humiliation was both pain and arousal. I, reclining, witnessed, with my pelvis always in contact with my wife's ass, how that mauve stain, how that elegant torso, went forward and backward, and her thick mane down her back, and her swaying, and Alberto panting, with childish moans, but enjoying María's mouth… and proud of a victory that was partial but seemed likely to become total. And Rodrigo hieratic, in that unusually calm manner, as if he saw every day a beauty like María sucking a boy's cock, in his living room, and in the presence of her own husband.

—“Fuck… God…” Alberto whimpered, with that white and flat, puerile, almost childish torso, but he held my wife's head with adult determination. And I wanted to feel her, to get closer to her, but in a more neutral way than Rodrigo proposed, surprisingly: 

—“Now kiss your cuckold husband…” 

And a liquid sound was heard coming from the precise place where María's mouth and that boy's cock met, as if more saliva and precum had flowed than ever before. And I sat up, almost pressing my chest against her back, and María stopped the blowjob, and looked up, at Alberto, and then shook her mane, carefully… and then she grabbed his cock… and she set the pace… she wasn't fully obeying… and she put it in her mouth… and looked up… and another “fu-uck” was gasped by that kid, and she swallowed, and then abandoned him, and turned to me, almost reclining on my chest, and offered me her mouth, with her eyes half-closed… offered me her wet lips… and I didn't hesitate… I kissed her… and I felt the smell instantly… and then we both opened our mouths and the smell became touch… and I felt heat, her hot and soaked mouth… and a texture and a liquid and that smell… of Alberto's cock… she was offering me everything she had extracted… and I kissed her devotedly, to her, to us… and I felt both her tongue, her mouth, and that heavy thickness… and one of my hands served to support myself and the other I used first to fix her neck in our kiss and then to completely remove her shirt… to clear her torso, and I groped her breasts in the presence of that kid while the kiss continued; and I delighted in kneading those hard and swollen tits, while I smelled the cock scent coming from my wife's mouth and getting lost in mine.

And I don't know who broke the kiss. Perhaps me to catch my breath, or perhaps her to lose it. Because a few seconds later María was back on that cock, his hand back on her head… my cock throbbing again at her back… and she swallowed again in long sways, and again those heartbreaking “Hummm…” from my wife, and again Alberto's moans of pleasure; and then she returned to me, brought that smell and that texture back to my mouth… She rewarded and blamed me at the same time, rewarded and blamed herself at the same time… and she delivered the excitement she extracted from him and put it in my mouth… and it was filthy, dirty, obscene… and in the same way I now groped her tits… squeezing them… without tenderness… kneading them… panting… kissing. And again. And again… that vulgar eccentricity was repeated four or five times… until it was Rodrigo who cut it off… He cut it off with the clear intention that Alberto should fuck her. And he ordered it with authority and formality… saying that she should get on the bed and offer her ass to that kid. He told her to take off her panties, get on the bed and turn her back to Alberto.

This time she didn't take long to comply. She left that center around which everything gravitated, between that boy and me, and got on the bed, beside me; she removed her panties without further concern, shook her neck, positioned herself on her knees, turning her back to him, stayed like that for a couple of seconds, and leaned forward, getting on all fours… and immediately afterward she pulled up the lower part of her shirt. Offering him everything… 

… Now dressed only in the heels that hours ago looked elegant and now more crude, and with the silk shirt that until recently seemed distinguished and now unworthy, she showed him her ass, and her pussy, to that kid who, blushing, sweating to the point that transparent drops fell down his abdomen, looked at her with a mixture of desire and anguish, as if he didn't feel capable of fulfilling what was being offered to him.

Rodrigo then approached a little and said:

—“Tell Alberto to jerk off and when he's hard to put it in your ass.”

His statement fell with impact, almost unbearable. His brutality always in the deed. I swallowed hard. It was difficult to breathe. Everything was different. Different from how it had been with Edu and the others. But my heart was leaping out of my chest in the same way. My member throbbed and stained my underwear similarly and incessantly… And María, on all fours, with her breasts hanging enormously from her torso, although they remained fairly covered by the open shirt that also hung down, looked at him, at Rodrigo, and I saw no doubt, no objection, but rather a certain recognition, as if she considered that yes, he was fulfilling his part, that yes, he was up to the task… but I still noticed a certain restrained undertone and a certain animosity from María toward Alberto, and I couldn’t quite envision everything being fulfilled.

“Ma… masturbate,” my wife then said, turning around, toward Alberto. Serious. With part of her hair stuck to her face from sweat. “Come on. Masturbate. Half-soft it won’t go in.”

Alberto then pulled down his pants to his ankles, in two clumsy and abrupt tugs. And then he hesitated whether to take them off, but finally didn’t. And he took one of his hands to his member… and suddenly my wife was looking straight ahead, and I moved aside a bit, and saw how that boy was jerking himself off, tense, blushing… and sighing… And my wife’s ass was still there, offered, and the lips of her pussy hanging and parted, and wet… and that tangled dark pubic hair that delimited the entire area that Alberto craved… that could almost be smelled… that was almost tangible, graspable… the smell of female, of pussy emanating from María… who remained still… and Rodrigo insisted again that he wanted “her cuckold husband” to participate more, and he said it as if surprised by my passivity… and surely he attributed it to the fact that I was already accustomed, but the truth was that due to impression, blockage or habit, I had always watched more than participated.

“Have your cuckold husband put a finger in your ass. Otherwise, indeed, it won’t go in.”

Each order was cruder, but at the same time it seemed even logical considering what he thought we were, what he thought we had been doing for years and years, with multiple lovers. He was playing a role, mistaken, to earn a vacancy, and we were playing another, pretending a history that wasn’t real. But that pretense made me, at times, almost feel like another person… so I got off the bed, leaving María orphaned, and positioned myself next to Alberto. Both of us behind those heels hanging from the bed, both behind those flexed legs, both behind those exposed buttocks and that pussy that hung swollen and soaked… with those thick lips so parted that they seemed to want to incite someone to act, making it clear that they would not be an impediment…

… And I could even hear that boy’s masturbation, could even feel his elbow moving back and forth with lust… but I didn’t look at him, didn’t look at what he intended to insert into my wife’s anus… instead I extended my hand, and caressed her, caressed her ass… first… and her skin bristled and her hair waved… and then she lowered her torso until resting on her elbows, offering more pussy, more ass, more anus… and I ventured to let my index finger brush one of those protruding lips… and I felt an ethereal touch, superficial, softer than ever, as if it were melting… and there was so much moisture in it that I barely had to rub my finger there to feel it wet enough to use it on my wife’s anus… And then I separated her buttocks, offering them to that boy who was trembling energetically and exalted… and, pushing aside one buttock with one hand, I placed the wet fingertip of my other hand on that orifice… and pushed… And a “fuck…” was almost protested by Alberto… increasingly aware of the inescapable challenge that was coming… and I pushed, and María didn’t complain… and I pushed and felt pressure, and a strange burning, as if by inserting that finger my body was being set on fire… as hers must have been burning. And I pushed, more, skewering her, with my finger, inserting more than half of it… and it looked insignificant between the immensity of her buttocks, and I then heard an impressive silence from María and then a chilling “Move aside, fuck, move aside” from an overwhelmed Alberto, hurried, clumsy and inspiring no confidence whatsoever.

I withdrew my finger then, too quickly, and an “Oww…” short, sharp, feminine, was whimpered by my wife, who immediately closed her ass, and then I moved to one side and saw the ardor and vitality of that boy who placed his cock on one of María’s buttocks, and the sound could be heard, almost the snap, of that fleshy, hard and reddened cock hitting the skin, the flesh, María’s ass. And she turned, and twisted, inciting him, or intimidating him, with her lustful gaze, with her half-open mouth… and the boy sketched, at full speed, in a rushed manner and to himself, a kind of self-reaffirmation, a breathless “I’m going to fuck your ass, fuck I’m going to fuck your ass,” which didn’t shock María, but rather made her look straight ahead, as if nothing…

… and Alberto held his member, directed it, separated one buttock and pushed. And I, there, witness, half a meter away, amazed, frightened, extremely excited… with my member marking my underwear forward, heard from Rodrigo a “have your cuckold husband help you” and I trembled, and I could no longer pretend that this was common, that that boy putting it in my wife’s ass was usual… and Alberto kept pushing, but was barely getting anything in, and I approached, and my legs were trembling… and one of my hands flew shakily toward one of María’s buttocks, and I tried to separate it… to get that anus to allow itself to be invaded… And, trembling, sighing, sweating, I witnessed, holding onto that buttock and separating it so that her anus would open… how that boy pushed…

… And María began to protest slightly, with some “Mmm,” “Ow…” “careful…” that were so pure they stopped my heart… And I saw that cock, that glans pushing… and then I saw how the tip disappeared into my wife’s ass… but he couldn’t quite manage it… and that shaft began to lose some of its firmness. And I could barely breathe and wasn’t looking at Rodrigo, or at María, I was only watching that tip pushing, that cock and that anus… Until a “fuck, shit…” was protested by Alberto, who withdrew, pulled out that cock, and slapped it against María’s buttock that I was still holding apart.

And I exhaled. As always, I didn’t know what I wanted. And more slaps on her buttock. And I removed my hand. And with his member still losing consistency he tried again, now more out of eagerness and pride than desire… but that shaft, increasingly nervous, didn’t have sufficient structure, didn’t have enough hardness and size to penetrate María’s ass. And she turned her face, defiant again, and looked at him, then at me, and then at Rodrigo, reviewing one by one the participants in this failure. And then it was Rodrigo who anticipated her complaint:

“Well. It was predictable. Turn around now. And throw him out. Since he doesn’t measure up…”

And I was surprised by his quick surrender, since the blond boy’s success would essentially be his own, as he thought we were looking for a good “selector.” And Alberto looked at him accusingly then, as if feeling betrayed. And, while that doubt and conflict was taking place, María abandoned that provocative and humiliating position to sit down. And then, now reclining on the bed, she said:

“Come on, get out. Go away with your soft cock.”

“No, no. I’ll fuck you normally… From… from the front,” Alberto protested, looking again at María whose shirt remained open on both sides of her breasts, displaying them in all their impact, and her pussy rested shamelessly on that bed.

“Normally? Let’s see. Do you have a condom?” María asked.

“No, you know I don’t,” Alberto responded immediately, and I knew that María knew she had Rubén’s in her purse.

And then she looked at me. Suddenly and without warning. She was examining me. Because she knew that I knew, that I could make it happen, allow that kid to fuck her. And she was bypassing the protocol, bypassing the game with Rodrigo, but Rodrigo himself said nothing, allowing that deception.

“You? Do you have any?” Alberto asked anxiously to Rodrigo, and he shook his head while Alberto resisted and jerked himself off… masturbating a cock that was increasingly nervous and soft.

And I had the possibility in my hands, and I hesitated…

“I’ll put it in just a little, I won’t come. Fuck, I swear I won’t come,” Alberto insisted.

“No. There are no condoms. Bad luck,” María attacked him.

And he protested again and she covered her pussy a little with her shirt and ended up telling him:

“Don’t be annoying. Come on, pig, leave now.”

And after saying it again she looked at me. And she had to know that I wanted it. But at the same time I knew that if Rodrigo was truly meant for a different role than the one he had played, I couldn’t waste that opportunity with Alberto, because there was only one.

And Alberto stirred then, and I, without time to think, or to really know his true intentions, whether more or less aggressive, put my hand on his chest. And Rodrigo moved closer. And then, perhaps seeing himself outnumbered, he came to his senses, and I feared that María would finish him off with another phrase, as the boy pulled up his pants, because there was in my wife that habit derived from all our previous madness, a tendency toward belligerence, as if tension removed responsibility for her actions… But fortunately she said nothing more, and Alberto picked up his yellow shirt from the floor… and swallowed, in silence, without muttering… He contained himself, despite having been on the verge of fucking María in the ass.

And after dressing, he left. Without an exaggerated slam of the door. Without saying anything.

And who also said nothing was a Rodrigo who suddenly approached María and offered her his water bottle. And she got down from the bed and stood up, and everything happened very quickly; moments ago everything was tension and anxiety. Moments ago my wife was receiving that kid’s thrust into her body; and now we found ourselves just the three of us, standing, there in the middle, between the sofa where María’s pants lay and the bed where her panties lay, and we felt more control, as the most external element was missing, and our expressions showed calm, although our bodies were still agitated by what had just happened.

My wife took the bottle and again I witnessed her wonderful humanity, as her pulse wasn’t steady. Almost completely naked, with her open shirt and her heels, flushed, in front of a Rodrigo who was essentially a stranger… how to pretend that this was usual, how to convey that looking for lovers in the presence of her husband was common. And I, while she drank and a rebellious drop descended from the corner of her lips, wondered what she really wanted from that boy who showed, or pretended, tranquility.

“What… madness,” said Rodrigo, witnessing, barely half a meter away, that descending drop.

“What...?” asked María, handing him back the bottle. There, half-naked, between the two of them, as if nothing unusual was happening. And without making any effort to close her shirt a bit, without making it difficult for Rodrigo to see those breasts that emerged as brazenly as they were feminine and enormous from her torso.

“What madness. And what a shame,” replied Rodrigo.

“A shame why?” she said, bringing her hands behind her, to her hair, untangling it, calmly. Imposing. In front of him.

“Several shames.”

“Which ones?” she asked.

“Well, first that there wasn’t a condom,” he blurted out, and something rose through my body, expectant for María to tell him the truth.

“And what else? What other shames are there?”

“Well... that you only proposed... for me to choose... people.”

“I didn’t propose anything to you,” said María, now closing her shirt a little, in two quick movements.

“You hinted at it...” he said, calm, with his white shirt and his clear gaze.

“You don’t understand anything...” she protested.

“Oh, no?”

“No... You seemed smarter,” María challenged him, changing the tone of the conversation in just two phrases, and he seemed to hesitate, almost for the first time, and then Rodrigo took that necessary step to position himself truly in front of and pressed against her.

And I was witness to that attack that wasn’t an attack. And if I had appreciated the humanity of my wife reflected in her irregular pulse, I also appreciated that this young man hesitated... because his expression, once he truly approached her, was no longer the one he had been displaying for hours. Perhaps the scent, perhaps the fact of being able to attempt touch, perhaps the memory of the barbarity he had just experienced, or perhaps fatigue... but the truth was that in his eyes there was no longer so much patience, so much distance.

“Smart to do what?” he rebelled, face to face, and suddenly he looked at me, perhaps seeking authorization.

“Well, smart enough to... when picking up a hint... to have picked it up correctly,” María responded to him.

“And what would picking it up correctly look like?” asked Rodrigo, now looking at her, fixing his gaze on her... and, without warning, he extended his hand and went to take hers. And my wife, imperturbable, allowed herself to be guided, allowed her hand to be taken where that young man proposed and wanted. And that “picking it up correctly” still echoed through the living room when that delicate hand of María’s was piloted and landed on the crotch of that young man’s dark pants.

And that hand allowed itself to be placed there, didn’t protest... My wife subtly rubbed over that crotch where I couldn’t guess if it was growing or remaining the same. And she shook her neck, tilted her head, and looked at me, also fleetingly, and then, without removing her hand, whispered:

“I’m tired... I don’t feel like another kid.”

“Another kid? Are you putting me in the same category as the one you just kicked out?”

And María seemed to hesitate about what to say. She seemed to doubt if there was really any possibility that this young man could replace the madness, the sex... and everything that Edu gave us... If a balance between lust and control was possible.

And I approached her, positioning myself behind her.

“Why wouldn’t I put you in the same category?” she asked delicately. The three of us almost pressed together, with her in the middle. And I placed my hands on her waist. And I looked at Rodrigo, over María’s shoulder.

And, from my position, I could no longer see what was happening between their bodies, what was happening with that guided hand of María’s. And I pressed my bare chest against her back and felt the silk of her shirt on my chest and the firmness of her ass against my pelvis, which always pushed against her, with guilty instinct. And I smelled her neck, and I desired her, and I loved her, while I could feel that something was happening between them, down there... By her own decision or with Rodrigo’s active participation, something was happening that came to justify that Rodrigo was on another level compared to Alberto; and I heard the sound of a zipper that revealed to me that my wife would soon be handling something that Begoña had announced as substantial. And then my hands almost went to embrace her, to surround her, and then to her breasts... And she, busy discovering if Rodrigo was truly superior, allowed my hands to slip under her mauve shirt and subtly caress breasts that couldn’t understand why they had been neglected for so many hours. And that touch, that sweetness, that flesh, those nipples, made me shudder, excited me and made my member throb and push against her... And then I looked at Rodrigo, and he looked at me, and closed his eyes, suddenly, and I knew that my wife was touching, grabbing, and I felt proud of her, for she was undoing him, disarming him with just a touch, although I was aware that this wasn’t necessarily positive, since the greatness, and the reason for needing Edu, consisted precisely in not succumbing, in not deifying her, in treating her like just another woman.

I could feel her arm moving... I could guess that she was jerking him off... and I continued smelling her, feeling her... and delighting in her breasts, which I caressed in disordered circles, and sometimes pressing them against her own torso, marveling at their feel and size... And soon I heard the liquid sound of that handjob... and I didn’t strive to discover more... And I looked at him again, and now he was looking at María, and I knew that something more was missing, that this wasn’t enough for everything to explode, and I provoked him:

“No... Aren’t there any more orders?”

And Rodrigo raised his eyes. He looked at me while stoically enduring that handjob. And now, directly, without addressing me through her, he said:

“The order I would give is for you to watch me fuck your wife.”

I was stunned by his attempt at sobriety, but I could sense something was missing for María; perhaps the usual belligerence, or perhaps she felt she intimidated him too much. And indeed my premonitions came true, and I could feel how that masturbation lost intensity... And then she moved away, and I found myself face to face with that young man, whom I saw as quite handsome, with his pants half-lowered... and with a dark, rugged cock that almost didn’t match him, pointing forward, with its exposed and shiny glans, vigorous, but abandoned. And my small member marked my underwear with painful discretion...

And while he, disappointed, began to cover himself, María went to the sofa, searching for something, and then looked on a coffee table. She seemed flustered, and grabbed her panties, but what she was looking for was something else, and she searched without caring that her breasts and pussy might be exhibited and seen during that wandering... And then she walked elegantly, with her panties in hand, with her ass covered by her shirt, with her breasts exposed or covered, totally or partially, depending on her step, and with her pussy open and wet... until she reached the counter, and there she found her phone.

And I feared she was looking for news from Edu. News from the only lover who had treated her differently. The only one, in turn, who could make our relationship fall apart, because his madness, his dominance, his pressure, his appearances and disappearances, his humiliations and so many lies, could only have one possible ending.


CHAPTER 38

Natural light was gaining ground over artificial light. The morning was complete, but it hadn’t fully left behind a night that had been an entire lifetime. And it wasn’t ending because Rodrigo proved he still had things to say.

He wasn’t intimidated by María’s cockiness and sudden retreat. He didn’t resign himself, and even grew bolder, perhaps thanks to not having her so close, as if when possibility approached certainty, a tension arose that he wasn’t accustomed to.

That young man turned around and, when it seemed he was heading toward María who was placing her panties on a clear countertop and focusing on her phone, he stopped in front of the refrigerator. He opened it, left the almost empty water bottle inside, and closed it with some force, and then he did go toward my wife.

“Put the phone down,” he said, sharply, standing in front of her as she leaned her ass against the kitchen cabinet. 

María looked up from the phone. She kept her arms quite close together with her breasts mostly covered. Although her pussy always remained free, ventilated, making everything continue to be a lustful exaggeration.

“Why?” she asked in a tone that had more challenge than complaint.

“Because I don’t know what you need it for right now,” he said, with his pants in place, but not completely fastened. 

María didn’t answer him, and looked at him with a certain authority. But he rebelled, aggressively:

“I don’t think you’re looking for more guys to fuck you right now, are you?”

My wife stared at him, always examining him, but she didn’t seem surprised by his statement, at least not as much as I was.

“How many have you fucked with this story?” he asked, with bitterness.

And María didn’t respond, but she placed her phone back on the countertop, as if acknowledging that, even if it was through saying outrageous things, he was managing to capture her attention.

“How many have you watched fuck her?” he asked, turning his face toward me and looking at me. “Thirty? Forty?”

“What the fuck do you care?” María argued, and he turned his eyes toward her.

“That Eduardo guy fucks you well, doesn’t he? Begoña too. He has all of you dripping,” he said, verbally aggressive, but at the same time maintaining his composure in his gestures, and without raising his voice.

“Stop talking bullshit,” she protested, looking at him as if disappointed by his sudden change in attitude.

“He has a good cock, from what I’ve been told. I don’t doubt it’s better than mine.”

“Yes, it is. But that’s not it.”

“What is it then?” he asked, curious, involved, but without trying to position himself as inferior.

“And why do you car... 

“Come on, enough. Look at him,” he said then, interrupting her and moving closer to her, almost cornering her against that marble countertop. 

“What...”

“Look at your cuckold husband,” he ordered her, serious, almost solemn. 

And María tilted her head. She brushed the hair from her face. And looked at me. And rested her hands behind her, and he then surrounded her, placing his hands near hers. In what was already harassment, but a strange harassment, totally surprising and illegitimate, yet at the same time it had something appropriate about it.

And my wife looked at me and I didn’t know whether to approach or not, as it gave the impression that she would cut him off soon and my movement wouldn’t even be worth it. When Rodrigo then moved his hands, and brought them to her shirt, and said:

“Don’t turn your face away. Keep looking at him.”

And she remained still, looking at me, and when I thought he would open that shirt and feast on the visual impact of her breasts, he pressed himself more against her, and again did something strange, which showed that he had more elements of Edu than we could imagine, and that is that it seemed he was going to kiss her cheek, but his mouth opened slightly and he stuck out his tongue, and licked minimally on the cheek, in a crude gesture, but above all out of context, and María kept looking at me, and felt that tongue, but didn’t protest, perhaps even out of surprise. And his hands moved, and slipped between her shirt, and I moved a little closer, and indeed he was fondling her breasts delicately while licking that face, and then he did kiss her cheek more normally.

And my wife even made a face of disgust, but she didn’t move, and I knew that beneath the impact of what was happening was an undercurrent of not being able to take anymore... Edu, Rubén, Alberto... and now Rodrigo... all four in the same night, harassing her, seeking her, desiring her...  and now Begoña’s lover caressing her breasts with minimal touches... arousing her... And she looking at me, maintaining that gesture of disapproval, even of repugnance, for that tongue that reappeared on her cheek. Her expression was simultaneously disgust, complaint, but above all incomprehension... And Rodrigo lowered his mouth a bit, and kissed her neck with subtlety, always without ceasing to caress her tits with light touches, and whispered:

“Are you looking at him? Are you looking at your cuckolded husband?”

“Yes...” she whispered. And he kissed, or bit, suddenly, at some ideal spot, because abruptly one of María's hands went to his neck.

And he lost himself in that neck, and she gradually welcomed him, and he fondled her breasts, and she half-closed her eyes and allowed it, and I moved closer, to feel them and to see if that tower could really fall. And I heard him panting into her neck:

“And what does he want? What does your cuckolded husband want?”

And she looked at me, more intently, letting herself be swayed by that young man, and she delayed her response, and he chose to move lower, and opened her shirt then with more eagerness, and one of María's breasts came into view, impacting me like the first time, and that breast was being caressed and that nipple stood out and her areola looked colossal, and she shook her hair, as if craving it, and indeed Rodrigo's mouth kissed her cleavage and his hand cupped her breast from below, delighting in the size, the texture, and the weight, as if wanting to delay the moment of taking it into his mouth... and my wife faltered, weakening, and whispered:

“He wants... you to suck my breasts...”

“Really?” he asked, ironically, while continuing to enjoy that breast in his hand and, somewhat hunched since he was considerably taller than her despite her heels, kissed her exposed cleavage.

“Yes...” she almost panted.

“Do you want it or does he?” he asked, seriously, and she didn't respond, and when I anticipated it and she craved it, Rodrigo surprised us again, because his mouth didn't descend to that breast, but rather he pulled back slightly, opened that mauve shirt more, until positioning it and pushing it to both sides of her breasts, and looked at her; he had her exposed, for him, with her hands gripping behind her, with her chest and her sex within his reach, with no clothes in between and with her hair swept back, which also allowed him to delight in the beauty of her face. And she looked at me, and I could sense her eagerness, her tension, and her surprise at the change, and she probably didn't yet know if she accepted or appreciated that change... when he extended his hand, placed a finger on her lips... and she, without stopping looking at me, didn't take long to open her mouth, and soon she was sucking that finger, in two, three long sucks... moving her head forward and back, not limiting herself to moistening it without lust... and he finally removed that finger, and his hand moved downward... and said:

“I don't know at what point in your game we are... I don't know if your war with Eduardo is temporary or if you're really fed up with him...”

And his hand moved lower, and I could feel the exact moment when he touched sex, touched pussy, brushed my wife's pussy, because she gave a start, backward, although she had nowhere to go, and he continued:

“Anyway... I don't know what you're up to... but you're going to come right here... That much you'll get.”

And María then did look at him, and I moved closer, until I was really next to them. And I saw two fingers minimally rubbing my wife's clitoris, and I saw her pubic hair standing on end, and her enormous breasts, plethoric, pushing the shirt aside with confidence, and her rock-hard nipples, and sweat on her neck, and heat in her cheeks and tension in her gaze, and above all tension in her hands, which gripped that countertop tightly... and I didn't understand how, I didn't understand how it was possible, I didn't understand what he had done, with what gentleness or with what force... but suddenly an “Ah-hh!” quick, fleeting, but deeply felt, was gasped by my wife, and she closed her eyes and her head fell slightly backward... and I looked down, and saw those fingertips of Rodrigo drawing circles, firm yet subtle, and then he said, seriously:

“Spread your legs a little. And talk to him. Make him part of it...”

And she obeyed, slightly separating her legs, and tried to look at me, although she seemed alert and tense, at his mercy, at the mercy of him making her tremble again at any moment.

“Make your cuckolded husband part of it...” he insisted, with that strange phrase, but clearly demonstrating that he knew he was positioning himself, no longer as an instigator, but as a real lover.


CHAPTER 39

He thought we were used to this, but it was becoming increasingly difficult for us to pretend that wasn’t the case. And that request to make me a participant was more complicated and novel than he might have imagined.

María, without releasing her hands from their grip on the countertop, looked at me, aroused, while Rodrigo, pressed tightly against her, continued to caress, very subtly, the peak of a pussy that had long since reached its limit.

“Tell him... Tell him what I’m doing to you...” he then whispered to her, taking the initiative for my participation as well.

And she looked at me... and hesitated about how crudely to confess that evidence which I could so clearly see.

“He’s... He’s touching my pussy,” she finally gasped, looking at me, barely half a meter away from me.

“And... how is he doing it?” I then asked, tempted to caress her face, her cheeks, her hair clinging to her... her bare breasts...

“Uff...” she moaned, closing her eyes for an instant, acknowledging to him that he knew what he was doing.

“Tell him properly. Don’t just let him watch,” Rodrigo insisted.

“Does he touch you better than I do?” I asked.

“Mmm...” she gasped, and flexed her legs slightly, while he held her by the waist with one hand and masturbated her with the other.

“What... Tell me,” I persisted with my question.

“Mmm... God, yes...” she exhaled... melting from those fingers that made her squirm.

“And... is he hot? Do you like him?” I pushed, and my hand, trembling, went to her face, and I brushed aside her hair a little, and looked down to see three of Rodrigo’s fingers drawing increasingly pressured circles on her clitoris.

“Mmm...”

“Yes or no?”

“Mmm... He’s hot, yes...” she moaned, and let her head fall back a little.

“What do you like about him?”

“Mmm... Ah-amm...! God...” she gasped, and swallowed... and I looked down again... and Rodrigo was inserting his middle finger into her pussy... A finger that entered with humiliating ease.

“Tell me...”

“Hmm... He’s handsome...”

“And his cock? Did you like it? I didn’t see it well.”

“Oh... God... Ahmm...-hh!” my wife gasped and I could already sense that he was inserting another finger.

“Oh God... what?”

“That... he has a good cock, God... Ahmmm-Ah...!!” she gasped and suddenly trembled as if lightning had split her in half, and one of her hands released its grip and grabbed his arm, with strength and speed, and she pressed herself more against him, now completely, and she sought him out, kissed him, she kissed him, thanking him for that perfect and rough fingering... and their lips pressed together and their heads tilted and their mouths opened... And I, astonished, witnessed how he continued to masturbate her, how my wife was almost slipping, flexing her legs more, so much that he almost had to hold her up; and they kissed, in an tremendously lustful way, and the most painful and morbid thing was that you could hear how she moaned into his mouth during that kiss, some “Hmmm!”, “Hmmm-mm!”, which indicated that his fingers were penetrating her with diligence; and his hand moved back and forth... with a little more force, with the middle and ring fingers... drilling her, as if it were a cock... and more “Hmmm! Hmmmm-hhhm!”, were almost ridiculously gasped while the make-out session continued, which wasn’t a kiss but pure sex... And I took off my underwear, and was now completely naked, no longer caring about showing my inferiority... and I witnessed how she seemed about to come at any moment... And I brought a hand to my member, and felt an extreme hardness and disordered wetness at the tip and even along the shaft, and I began to masturbate as he cut short the lust of their tongues, but their faces remained pressed together, and he whispered to her: “Turn around. Turn around so I can fuck you.”

And something happened, like a small push, also from him to her. In a strange way, he stopped masturbating her and pushed her away a little. And she, surprised, with her orgasm half-finished, seemed to hate him for having stopped. There, in the middle, she felt a bit humiliated by so many orders, but he insisted, repeated the command... and she killed me, because she turned completely, giving him her back, complying with his order, without looking at him, without looking at me; she turned around and again placed her hands on the kitchen counter.

“That’s it. Ask me to fuck you,” said that guy, always so serious, almost formal, as he opened his low-cut white shirt, button by button.

She, with her ass covered by the lower part of her blouse, offered him everything but at the same time offered him nothing, as she didn’t look at him. Nor did she answer him.

“Better. Ask your cuckold husband for permission,” he said, bringing his hands to his pants and underwear, to pull them down, automatically, crudely.

And she turned her face, looked at me, used one of her hands to tuck her hair behind her ear for a moment, and whispered:

“Do you... Do you want him to fuck me?”

And I, almost shivering with excitement, feeling cold and hot at the same time, extremely nervous, with an uncontrollable pain, and knowing that it continued to cause me terrible suffering to see her body surrendered to another man... I whispered:

“Yes...”

And I said it while slowly masturbating, as Rodrigo pulled his pants down to his ankles. And I felt bad and good. And I hated her because I knew she wanted to come with him, and I loved her precisely for that.

“I have condoms in my room,” that guy said then, showing composure and also a sculpted torso, toned, hairless, and a cock that pointed upward, vigorous, dark, thick, young, splendid.

“You can fuck her like that. You wouldn’t be the first,” I said, perhaps somewhat meanly and treacherously, but it wasn’t a reproach, neither to her nor to our past, simply my excitement dominated me and I knew that this hadn’t been an impediment other times either.

“What a... bastard...” María then moaned, with her eyes half-closed... but she herself took one of her hands behind her, and lifted the lower part of her blouse, completely showing her ass and her pussy.

And Rodrigo didn’t hesitate. He brought one of his hands to her waist, then caressed her ass a little, and then placed his member on one buttock, and I, masturbating with three fingers, saw that grandeur, that piece of long and thick flesh that rested along the entire buttock, reaching to the lower part of her back.

“Tell him how you are,” Rodrigo said to her, savoring the moment, but without malice.

“Fuck... put it in now...” my wife moaned, lowering her head and moving her waist, horny, almost seeking to calm her pussy with the friction of the air... since he wasn’t relieving her with his cock.

“Tell him...”

“...I’m very... hot...” she whimpered, with her head down, acknowledging and being ashamed of her own desire.

Rodrigo then maneuvered with a steady hand, overcoming his fleeting previous insecurities, and moved his member away from that buttock, and bent his knees, to put it in from bottom to top, and aimed, and I watched, and penetration was imminent. And María raised her head, to proudly receive her longed-for prize, and then Rodrigo, with one hand on her waist and the other directing his cock, whispered:

“Touch her, Pablo. Touch her while I put it in. I want you to feel it in her body.”

And María moaned a tremendous “Mmm...!!” despite the fact that he hadn’t touched her yet, and I extended my free hand, and lifted part of her silky lavender blouse that fell like a curtain covering her breasts, and I saw them hanging, enormous, beautiful; and that free hand went to fill one of her tits, which I felt and found wet, sweaty, almost sticky, and I cupped it, and squeezed, a little, upward, and then I watched how Rodrigo finished aiming, and pulled the dark and rough skin of his cock completely back, showing a bright and extensive glans, and then moved the tip left and right, as if patiently parting her protruding lips... and then he pushed... the moment had arrived... that guy was penetrating her, invading her... fucking her... and a “Ahhmmm-mm!” was heard from my wife, almost tearful... devastating... which wasn’t pleasure, but relief... María’s moan was so heartfelt, she shuddered so much, trembled so much, that I had to stop my masturbation to avoid coming. I, grabbing her tit, felt her body melting... and that cock entering, and an “Ahhhmm... God...!” was moaned, so pure, so sexual... that it killed me and overwhelmed me... and I watched how that shaft was sliding, wet, hard, through her body, piercing her pussy, and another “Ahhh-Ahmmm!” was then more screamed than moaned, as if at that precise moment she began to feel not just calm and relief, but implacable pleasure.

And Rodrigo brought both hands to her waist, with his knees bent and his pants at his ankles; he held her firmly, and penetrated her with confidence, with self-esteem, with impetus and with skill... And I looked at him and saw a young beauty, his studied haircut, and that clean gaze, and that peculiar body language, and that rebellious earring that didn’t quite fit his essence... And then I watched how he destroyed my wife, how he killed her with pleasure, and I felt in my hand her tit sweating... and her nipple hardening... and she gripped, clutching that marble, raised her face even higher, and quickly brushed the hair from her face, and looked toward the wall, with her pussy invaded... and another “Hmmmm!” was moaned by her at the exact moment when Rodrigo, silent, drove it into her to the hilt.

That guy, once he had completely invaded her, reveled in his penetration. He had her impaled to his balls, but he didn’t pull back to start a journey... but rather, calmly, deliberately, he removed his shirt, and let it fall to the floor; and I could see more clearly a young and smooth torso, somewhat muscular, on the border between a young man and a fully grown man; and then he, pulling out his cock in a very long stroke, pulling it out almost completely, and while she appreciated that friction with a heartbreaking “Hmm-umm!”, said:

“Look at him. Look at him the whole time.”

And María turned her face and looked at me, and I saw her face contorted with pleasure, and I watched her and released her hanging breast to move back a bit so we could see each other better. And I could feel, as our gazes connected... the moment when he thrust into her again, and I could feel and see it, as her body moved slightly forward... and her eyes closed... and her mouth formed a “Mmm!”, short, quick, clear... And I kept stroking myself, and she opened her eyes again, and looked back at me, and I imagined Rodrigo’s cock pulling back... and again, again her body pushed, her eyes dropping and her “Mmm!” announcing that he was driving into her again... And I was dying with desire, because each of her moans, each closing of her eyes, was torture and at the same time something wonderful. And six or seven times that “Mmm!” and that dry thrust... and those eyes closing... and her body moving forward...

And after those strange thrusts Rodrigo changed the rhythm... and began a more cadenced and constant fucking, and I looked at him and saw how he held her by the waist and how he put it in her, again and again, and his cock went in and out in long strokes, and her pussy embraced that imposing piece of flesh that was killing her with pleasure, and she, clinging to that marble, tried to look at me, but it was difficult for her, difficult because her own pleasure made her close her eyes and writhe...

...And some “Ahhmmm!”, “Ahhhm!”, “Ahhh-mmmm!”, became constant, and rhythmic... and each thrust from Rodrigo was a discharge of joy and satisfaction... and my wife melted before him and acknowledged, with her trembling body, that he knew how to fuck her, and her breasts moved back and forth, and more “Ahhh!”, “Ahhhmmm!”, and a “Ahhhmm, fu-ck... go-d...!!” was moaned by her, in a surrendering gratitude... and she kept trying to look at me, until he whispered: “Go on... thank your cuckold husband for this...”. And he said it in a pure way, and it was humiliating but at the same time strangely complicit, and my wife opened her eyes wider, and that cock penetrated her relentlessly... and she almost whimpered then a surrendered: “AHHH-MMM!!”, “AHHMMM!”, “Uff... th-thank you... Mmmmmm... Thank you... for this... Pablo... Goood...”, and I had to stop touching myself again to avoid coming; and, with my hands on my hips, I saw my small member pulsating freely and my wife writhing with pleasure, sweating, with her hair on her face, with a sweat stain on her back soaking through the silk of her shirt... and with Rodrigo striving to kill her with pleasure.

And when I thought she wouldn’t take long to come, as each moan announced more pleasure and climax, Rodrigo, again firm, diligent, whispered:

“Now I’m going to really give it to her, since your wife clearly likes it hard... but my neighbor doesn’t, and the walls are very thin... So put her panties in her mouth.”

And he said it while increasing the rhythm of the fucking... and María, at that acceleration, gasped, screamed, a thunderous “AHHH!!! MMM! GO-D!”, which proved Rodrigo right... and I didn’t hesitate, whether it was degrading, arousing or both, I didn’t hesitate and I approached the counter, took those silky black panties and brought them to my wife’s mouth, and she accepted her own panties in her mouth... but she kept moaning, breathing there... and he kept fucking her, and my wife, with her tearful eyes, buried some muffled “Hmmm!” “HHHHH-MMMmm!” in her panties, and she kept looking at me, impacting me... and Rodrigo accelerated and extended one of his hands to caress one of those huge hanging breasts and the “slap!” “slap!” of his pelvis hitting against her ass became rhythmic, hypnotic.... And María’s “Hhhhmmmm!”, “Hhmmmm!” became devastatingly sonorous...

...And then a: “Look at him... Look at your cuckold husband while you come”, was pronounced by that young man who was thrusting into her almost with insolent fury... and I was impressed to see how a tear, a tear of pure pleasure, sprouted from one of her eyes... and I trembled seeing it... seeing that brutal enjoyment... and again a “Hmmmm!!”, “Hmm-mmmm!!” was screamed into her own panties... and she writhed, she melted... and her legs were failing her... and he grabbed her then, without stopping fucking her... and a “I’m... cuhhhmming!!!” was shouted by my wife, into her panties... and she looked at me... connecting with me more than ever... Stifling her roar, her orgasm... and pronouncing my name for the first time in that context... with a ridiculous but incredibly arousing “Pahmblo I’m cuhhhmming!!!” and I couldn’t believe how she was melting, with her heels and her expensive shirt... screaming and moaning her orgasm into her panties... in a way that was both arousing and ridiculous... fucked by that kid... who was humiliating her with crude thrusts... with that young cock that was killing her, in a brutal, raw, animal act, that was just sex... hard and dirty sex... And another scream... a “Ahhmmm!!” “AHMMMM!!” “I’m cuhhhmmmiiing!!!” was yelled into the silk of her panties while she grabbed one of her breasts and lowered her head... and he then spanked her ass, with a learned belligerence, and she screamed from the blow, and the fucking became rough as her orgasm prolonged... and another “AhhhM-MM...!!!” “AHHHH-MMMM!!!” was howled by my wife who was faltering with pleasure... and then Rodrigo pulled out, pulled out of my wife’s pussy, but he kept holding her so she would remain standing, and with his other hand he jerked himself off, at full speed, and then, now truly fired up, now truly out of control, he said:

“Where do you want it, huh? Tell your husband where you want it...!!”

And María summoned strength despite her recent and brutal orgasm, and turned around with sufficient poise, turned completely, with her shirt open, her breasts swollen and sweaty, and she knelt down... with her panties still in her mouth... she knelt down... and clearly offered him her face, offered her face to be defiled, and she turned her face precisely toward me, and, with her panties in her mouth and her hair stuck to her face, she told me with her eyes: “look what this bastard is going to do to me... look how he’s going to humiliate me...”, and then she narrowed her eyes even more, feeling that young man masturbating just inches from her cheek... and she herself grabbed her breasts, from underneath, as if holding them up, and I saw her enormous breasts... splendid, strangely white at that moment with particularly pronounced veins and extremely large, especially dark areolas...” and she held them, embraced her breasts with singular tenderness... despite the shameful posture... as if wanting to feel herself, to feel more womanly before feeling the masculine and vigorous explosion of that young man, as if wanting all her femininity and all of that young man’s masculinity to converge at the same instant... and precisely then he flexed his legs more, to aim at that face turned toward me, at that face, at that cheek, at that María who remained with her panties in her mouth...

...and I couldn’t believe the gift she was giving me, and I felt an immense love at the precise moment when a white drop emerged from that pinkish glans... a drop that was just the prelude and announced a tension and an explosion... and my wife knew it was imminent... and she prepared herself... and released her breasts for a moment to push her sweaty hair away from her face and toss it back, down her back, and moved her shirt to the sides of her breasts, so it wouldn’t get stained... and then she went back to holding her breasts and looking at me... and then an “Ohhh!” was gasped by Rodrigo... and she almost completely closed her eyes... anticipating the impact... and then an impressive shot, extremely white, hit her cheek, and rebounded, falling onto her breasts... and immediately afterward another lash, in the same spot, and a longer and rougher “Ooohhh!” was gasped...

...and she then completely closed her eyes and turned toward him... and thus received the third and fourth jets that spurted from that young cock in an almost inhuman manner... crossing her face from top to bottom, those heavy white lines falling on her face... marking her, defiling her, and she accepted that bath, clinging to her breasts, which were splattered, like her neck, her shirt, and even her thighs... and the staining was morbid and painful... but she remained almost incredibly elegant despite that degradation... That young man was coming on her face and yet she was in control... Kneeling, with her expensive shirt and her stained breasts, and with her panties in her mouth, and she was in control... and the “Ufff!”, “Hummm!” from that young man accompanied the last drops that landed on those black panties that overflowed her mouth and were tinted with white splatters... And I touched myself, for an instant... and exploded... and I came irremediably... emptying myself... staining the floor... exploding with contained pleasure and seeing how that young man released his member... and how my wife let her panties fall from her mouth... and, with that soaked and dripping cock in front of her... she didn’t want to resist, didn’t want to not reward him once more... and she put it in her mouth... she put his cock in her mouth while I continued to come... and she sucked... devoted... on that cock that wanted to decrease, and Rodrigo moaned... and couldn’t believe how María, with her face bathed by two thick rivers, was determined to extract even more from him... And my orgasm was more pleasurable than ever... more consequential, felt and consented than ever... and I even began to feel happiness... I was coming... emptying myself onto the floor, watching my wife suck his cock with her stained face... and I felt happiness... I felt that yes, it could be, that we could find perfect harmony thanks to him.

Finally Rodrigo, or María, or both, put an end to it. She removed her mouth from that cock that was revealed to be extremely swollen and plethoric... and she quickly turned around, and stood up, and went to the kitchen faucet that fortunately was only a few steps away. She washed her hands with her eyes closed and then carefully removed her shirt before washing her face.

And while she, now wearing only her heels, removed all that white thickness from her face, I looked at Rodrigo, who displayed an abdomen bulging from the effort and an impressive, still pulsating cock.

He sighed then, and I wasn’t in a hurry to cover myself, because on one hand I already knew that he had seen that revealing element, and on the other I was aware that this could only work out if we put absolutely all the cards on the table.

After his sigh, that young man pulled up his pants, covered himself and went to get kitchen paper to give it to María. She accepted it and dried her face, and then I did pull up my underwear. And then I got some paper and cleaned the floor a bit. And the silence was disturbing, and there was some discomfort, but perhaps more from surprise, from the liberation of lust, than from guilt.

“I’d better go to the bathroom, I’m soaked,” María said then, realizing that it wasn’t just her face or neckline, but that on her breasts, and even legs, there were also drops and more than drops of Rodrigo’s semen. And she gathered her shirt and panties, and stopped at the sofa to get her pants and bra, intending to leave the bathroom later as if nothing had happened.

María disappeared through that door that would indeed lead to a hallway with a bedroom and a bathroom, and I was then left alone with Rodrigo, and we were both also gathering our clothes, in silence. And I knew that at some point he had understood that he had really positioned himself as a lover, not as a mere instigator, and also that at some point he had understood that María needed belligerence to remove responsibility from herself.

That young man then offered me a coffee or something for breakfast, once again in a neutral, formal manner, and I looked at the time and saw it was past eight in the morning.

“No thanks. We’ll go home to sleep,” I told him, and I was surprised by my own naturalness, by the possibility of having a “normal” relationship with my wife’s lover. That simple phrase signified, embodied, all the possible change.

María returned from that door, indeed with her pants perfectly in place and her blouse sufficiently adjusted, almost as if nothing had happened, except for her face that still looked flushed, and her gaze that still revealed an undisguisable intensity.

Rodrigo then offered something to her as well, and María responded with something similar to what I had answered. And I suspected that at any moment a “what now” might come from that young man, since after all his proposal had been clear... but no. We said goodbye in an aseptic manner, without exchanging contacts or any phrase suggesting a near future, and I began to doubt María, as her seriousness was even somewhat overwhelming.

And we left that strange apartment, and in the elevator, I couldn’t contain myself, as I needed to know what would be more of a verdict than an opinion. And then María, somewhat shy, perhaps still overwhelmed, and looking at me with an underlying sweetness... told me:

“First tell me what you think...”

“I think it went pretty well... don’t you? It’s a bit surreal to talk about him... like this...”

“Yeah...”

“But good. I don’t know. And you?”

“I... I think he’s... I don’t know, perfect, honestly...” she responded.

And she said that, but I didn’t see happiness on her face, but something more like relief. Hope. Not selfishness for her own pleasure, but expectation for saving what we had.

I saw that she felt, as I did, that he could be the solution, the salvation, that with him we could have everything...

...But for that we had to get rid of Edu, which was simple for me, but I didn’t know if it would actually be so simple for María.


CHAPTER 40

That Saturday we arrived home and slept, and ate, and slept again, in a sequence that had hints of a hangover, reminiscent of distant times of university excesses, although in this case the excesses were more flagrant and the hangover was from experiences. And, throughout the day, as on some other occasions, María and I decided to live it, digest it, in a shared way, but without interaction.

And I had a positive feeling, but at the same time one of uneasiness, because, above all, I hardly knew anything about Rodrigo. Questions assailed me about his true intention, about his true commitment. I understood that his application went beyond an isolated night, but I didn’t know how far he would want to go.

Night was falling and a need began to emerge related to checking or knowing how she was, María, although I sensed that she didn’t have much desire to talk. And I respected it and couldn’t help but admire both her ability to endure everything and her impressive prowess in sex; every time I remembered what happened with Edu, or Alberto, or Rodrigo, I couldn’t help but feel a kind of paralyzing impact; and it sounded derogatory when I thought about it, but it was true, it was as if there was a special component, something far beyond the ordinary, because in the maximum moments of climax and tension, my wife reached levels of power and sexuality that suggested she had been born to present and even abuse that gift, that capacity, that aptitude.

Finally I limited myself to asking her about Edu, simply about whether he had written to her, but she said no and I didn’t want to raise more questions.

When I was brushing my teeth, already preparing to go to sleep, I began to think about Begoña and that superfluous attempt to excite María through my sex or flirtation with her; although the intention was more about making my wife feel desire for me through the desire that Begoña might feel. And I thought that it was one more element to discover, like so many others, as everything constituted a kind of joint learning.

And I had barely finished in the bathroom when suddenly everything changed, and it changed because the usual person made it change:

María entered the bathroom, with her phone in hand, offered it to me tersely and I saw that Edu had sent her a voice note and had written a paragraph.

“Put it on. Listen,” she said.

I saw they were less than twenty seconds. I expected some phrase, some threat about the previous night’s argument or a reproach for not having responded to his outrageous proposal about having sex with María while she was pregnant. But no, I soon heard that it was none of that, but moans, woman’s moans, not climax, but devoted pleasure… and at one point a complaint, a sweet howl, from a woman, a woman unrecognizable to me, and an “Oww… Edu… That’s it… fuck me like that…”

“Who…? Who is it?” I asked María once the voice note ended.

“No idea. Maybe it’s the redhead. Or who knows,” my wife responded as I read the paragraph that Edu had written after the audio:

“In a couple of weeks I’m going to impregnate you again. We need to start getting along better. We’re going to dinner, just the two of us. Maybe afterward we’ll go to your place and little Pablo can watch for a while. But we should be building intimacy, you and I.”

“He’s an idiot…” María was saying while I read that.

“And… but…”

“What?” she asked.

And I didn’t know how to express my doubts to her. I remembered that on our honeymoon she had told me that she wanted Edu to be in love with her to like him… and thus be able to humiliate him and get rid of him. And I knew that the first part of the plan had gone wrong, but I didn’t know if the second was still in effect.

“And now, what? I mean…”

“Now?” she interrupted me. “We’ll have to tell him that the getting pregnant thing is a lie and that he’s crazy and see what he does… Maybe he’ll disappear again like in the summer or whatever…”

“But what do we want from him? Is Rodrigo coming in?” I asked in a strange and rushed way.

“Pablo.”

“What.”

“He has humiliated us. He has humiliated us outside the moments…”

“He has humiliated us outside the sexual contexts, not like Rodrigo,” I interrupted her then.

“Yes. Well. That. It’s just that the ‘little Pablos’ I don’t know how it doesn’t… eat at you. He has malice. It’s just… as soon as… As soon as he finishes… fucking me… I could kill him. It turns my stomach. What happened with Víctor was… I just can’t go on like this. And I know we need the game… and I know that… he fucks… that… but I swear my desire to…”

“To screw him over.”

“Yes.”

“Well… If Rodrigo wants to, that’s it, right?” I asked, proposing a simple substitution.

“It’s not that easy.”

“Why?”

“I don’t know, Pablo, because this isn’t black and white,” she got a little annoyed.

“Edu turns you on more,” I said without thinking.

María remained silent for a moment. I was putting away my toothbrush. I hadn’t expected that conversation to arise in the bathroom. She probably hadn’t either. My wife looked incredibly desirable in a yellow tank top and short pajama pants; desirable in the purest way, which was when she had no intention of being so.

“Tell me. It’s okay. In the end, it’s a physical thing,” I insisted.

“Maybe it’s not even that. I don’t know.”

“What is it then?”

“I don’t know, Pablo. Let it go,” she closed up, as she did other times when she didn’t want to continue talking.

And I understood that my wife couldn’t move past that not-so-distant statement: “It has to be him. It has to be Edu,” which showed that ecstasy was with him or it wasn’t, to Rodrigo; who was a guy who had everything tangible, but perhaps not the intangible.

Once in bed, with the lights off, I moved closer to her and embraced her. She let herself be embraced, then turned around, and we ended up kissing, a sweet, warm kiss, and then she whispered:

“We’re completely crazy…”

“Why?” I whispered back… and opened my eyes to realize I could faintly see her face thanks to a glow coming through the window.

“Oh, for nothing…” she smiled ironically. “Do you love me?” she then asked, surprising me.

“Of course.”

“Do you love me always? Do you love me when…?”

“Yes. In those moments more than ever,” I interrupted, knowing she was referring to whether I loved her in those moments when she was having sex with another man. “Why? Do you seriously doubt it?”

“I don’t doubt it… It’s just… It’s true that it’s strange. It’s just… when you were with Begoña… and you weren’t really doing anything… I… I don’t know. It wasn’t jealousy. I just felt that I loved you.”

“You know she gave me a kiss? A goodbye kiss?”

“Yesterday?”

“Yes.”

“She likes you,” she almost laughed. “What a… little minx she is,” she said playfully.

“We could do a sentimental exchange… Me as her boyfriend and you with Rodrigo,” I said jokingly.

“No way.”

“Why not?”

“Because I love you. Obviously. And because her fingernails were a bit dirty,” she smiled.

“Really?” I laughed.

“Yes… a little,” she smiled.

“Dirty fingernails and very white semen,” I said.

“Right?” she said laughing, surprised that we had noticed the same thing.

And neither she nor I understood how we could talk about that with such naturalness, but it only created an even stronger bond. And we caressed each other’s hair and faces, and we kissed, and we embraced, and we fell asleep.


CHAPTER 41

The next day, María went to lunch with some old university friends. And I found myself enjoying, savoring even, the return to normal life, not out of relief, but for the contrast. I imagined them at the restaurant, catching up, and was struck by that sense of “if only they knew...” If they knew the life we led... the life their friend led... If they knew about our game... If they knew that two days ago a guy had fucked her at his place while her husband watched... If they knew that afterward another guy had fucked her too... and that two more had almost done so... If they knew that the pretty one of the group, the most unapproachable, the most impossible... had knelt down and asked a stranger to unload on her face just two days earlier.

And we needed that contrast, just as we needed the shelter of our routines, although it was obvious that I had it easier than María, since the next day my wife would see Begoña at the office, the office from which Edu had departed... and where Víctor also dropped by... And it was undeniable that this added stress was managed solely by her, while I had an isolated, parallel life, completely removed from that madness.

I had even met Rodrigo himself at the door of that building; and that Monday I began thinking about him, wondering if he had told Begoña anything. And the more I thought about Rodrigo, the more I felt I wanted to talk to him. But not in the way I had done almost a year and a half ago with Edu, but in a... cleaner, purer, more honest, more mature way. To tell him things, to have him tell me things. I visualized the conversation and felt it would be peaceful, consensual, even logical. And I realized that the only way to contact him was through Begoña. And I remembered what Edu had told María, about having dinner with her, just the two of them, on the weekend that was approximately ten days away, and I told myself it could even be appropriate for everything to happen: for me to meet alone with Rodrigo and her alone with Edu.

That week passed normally. And little by little, the delirium of that eternal Friday was becoming more distant. Until Friday night arrived and I had dinner and drinks with people from work, for a colleague’s farewell, and something happened that made me stop and reflect, and value more everything that was happening. And it wasn’t anything extraordinary, we were just casually annexed to a group of girls who were in the same venue, and one of them particularly stood out; her beauty was undeniable, her poise, even her conversation, as I could tell during a brief chat, but above all she had something, something erotic, something sexual, something that reminded me of María. The look or the way she used her hands, or simply stood, or sat, or held her glass. Or the way she wore her clothes. Or spoke. Or all of it together. It was sexuality. It was sex, buried and involuntary. Like María.

And finally a guy from my company hooked up with her: they chatted a bit, and just a couple of kisses, and they left. And more than empathy and happiness among my colleagues, I saw envy. As if the triumph of work and gender colleagues produced satisfaction, but only if it wasn’t linked to conquering and having sex with women like that.

And that night, upon returning home, and perhaps encouraged by what I had just experienced, since I didn’t usually wake María when I came back from partying, I proposed, without proposing, tacitly, indirectly, physically, without speaking, sex with María. And it was all natural, candid. We made love tenderly. Sweetly. And it was perfect. And it was perfect because in our sex there was no longer responsibility. Because we no longer linked our salvation to sex between us, but to the game.

It was our intimacy. Our moment of peace. Of connection. Of agitated breathing. Of sighs. There was no obsession with her orgasm. And she enjoyed the friction, and the caresses, and the penetration, in a clean, loving way, as a whole, without expecting from my cadenced thrusts anything more powerful than the total ensemble. It was a whole. Different. But necessary. The most necessary.

And ceasing to seek ecstasy between us was as sensible as it was liberating. And above all as true as the fact that we precisely needed an ecstasy, outside, to save that. It was the fleeting, the disturbed, and the forbidden that was destined to save the established.

And the feeling was that there were no longer periods of lesser or greater excitement in María. And I felt that perhaps that had been more in our minds than in reality. They weren’t periods, they were moments. And that became evident on Saturday, after dinner:

We were watching a movie at home, in the living room, and I observed out of the corner of my eye how María was texting with someone. Just a couple of sidelong glances and I knew who she was doing it with; contained tension, doubt about what to respond, and above all heated waiting, burning expectation for the umpteenth sordid occurrence.

And I felt in her body the impact of each line as I felt the imminence of her confession. And I didn’t know what to think, what to feel. And on one hand I feared a kind of relapse, but on the other I trusted María. And I felt it was a battle that only she could fight.

“Go to bed if you want,” I told her, before she acknowledged that she was texting with him.

And she barely raised her eyes from the screen... and left. Without saying anything. From which I could deduce a special lucidity in Edu’s texts and a special need in her. And it was painful to hear her bare feet moving away down the hallway. It was painful to know that in a few seconds she would enjoy herself, thinking of him, or imagining... or remembering... his body... his cock... or nervously and hornily typing... It was painful, and that was acceptable, but above all it was dangerous... Dangerous for our salvation.

It was dangerous, but at the same time I understood that my wife writing to Edu was perhaps more of a farewell than a relapse. Her hatred for him was obvious. Her desire for revenge even greater than mine. And it was clear that everything was about to explode since the confession that we had deceived him was imminent.

And I thought that salvation, and the famous revenge María had spoken of, depended on the substitute. On Rodrigo. And I thought about him. And I thought about the only way to contact him. So... while my wife was perhaps already pleasuring herself... perhaps already destroying her pussy... writing to that bastard Edu... I took my phone... and prepared to write to Begoña.

The truth was that I was driven by pure self-interest. I only wanted the contact information of her fuck buddy, as she called him. And it was undeniable that it would be extraordinarily brazen to ask for his phone number. But I couldn’t think of any other way to achieve my goal. And I felt bad, always with a feeling of forcing my relationship with her for selfish purposes, and I thought about disguising it, asking her about random aspects of her situation, and then yes, asking for the contact, but I dismissed the idea. I knew about that posh girl’s perceptiveness. I knew there was no way to mask my interest... so finally I requested the contact without further ado. 

And I was killing time until María finished. And I felt my pain almost tangible for that anomaly in which we were still immersed... when, then, Begoña responded: she gave me Rodrigo’s phone number, and didn’t initially ask for any further explanation. And there I was facing my screen, online, almost begging for some of her witty remarks, her jokes, her strange comebacks, and she, online, perhaps hesitating or perhaps already giving up on me, perhaps disappointed, once again, by my selfishness... Until she went offline... and I felt extraordinarily bad.

And as if wanting to get rid of that bad feeling inside through another experience, I began to walk down the hallway, both wanting and not wanting my wife to have finished. On one hand I wanted to see her in bed, relaxed and half asleep, and on the other I wanted to see that climax that he was capable of giving her with those phrases... with those paragraphs...

And I soon knew that the interaction had ended, but I didn’t see the relaxation I expected to see after the storm:

Discreetly hidden, I saw from the hallway, thanks to the half-open door of our bedroom, how my wife walked to the closet, but she wasn’t wearing the nightgown she had on before, but rather a familiar outfit, though one that, curiously, I hadn’t seen on her. And I was surprised how, time and again, Edu maintained that game between her and Begoña, like a kind of controlling sadism, and I almost began to wonder if what he was doing was weighing between the two, although I was pretty clear that he had made his choice long ago.

And I, hidden there, could sense, as I no longer saw her, only having caught a fleeting glimpse of her passing by, that she was undressing in front of our closet, I could sense that my wife was removing black stockings, which were attached to a garter belt, a garter belt used in its day at Álvaro’s house... And above, her bare breasts... removing a black blazer and a pearl necklace. All that ensemble was familiar to me: it was exactly the clothes that Begoña had worn while, on all fours, in that strange house... she was being fucked by Víctor.

I took a breath, without making noise, in a contained sigh, and then, while I heard a drawer closing, I headed to the bathroom.

And I walked certainly hurt, hurt by the obedience, because I trusted in María’s intelligence and distrust, so I knew she wouldn’t have sent any video to Edu. And I couldn’t imagine her interacting directly with the phone camera. So she had simply obeyed what was written, she had dressed as he had indicated... And that obedience, when she could have deceived him by telling him that yes, she was wearing what he asked for, contained a pure obedience, dangerously pure.

And, after freshening up in the bathroom, I entered the bedroom, and perhaps precisely because of that fear, I immediately released my plan, without more, without trying to read María’s feelings:

“I think it wouldn’t be bad to do... what he said... about you two meeting next weekend. At least at the beginning of the night,” I said, while she, again with the nightgown she had been wearing when we were in the living room, was putting her mobile phone to charge.

“Why?” she asked dryly without looking at me. 

“Because... I don’t know. That way I can meet with Rodrigo alone. It could be a good moment.”

“Rodrigo? Has he contacted you?” she asked, turning around, showing curiosity and surprise.

“No. Well. I’ll ask Begoña for his number.”

María didn’t respond and went to the bathroom. There was a certain tension. I got into bed knowing the delicate moment in which everything stood. And I wanted to measure my words. And at the same time I feared that María wouldn’t want to continue the conversation.

I heard the sound of faucets and then she returned to the bedroom. She got into bed with me and I wanted to continue:

“You could take advantage, I don’t know, next Friday, I suppose it will be, when you’re alone, to tell him that the pregnancy thing is all a lie. That you take the pill and that for weeks we’ve been...” 

“That we’ve been messing with him for weeks. Basically,” she interrupted me. 

And silence fell. Illuminated only by the bedside lamp. And I had heard myself, as if viewed from outside, and it had sounded... as if I was pushing it onto her... as if I was refusing to be present for that confession... And it sounded like cowardice... But it wasn’t like that. It wasn’t fear, perhaps I wanted to know if she was absolutely determined to execute the plan; a plan that was essentially confession followed by revenge. 

“Yes. I could tell him once and for all,” she said then. “And may I ask what exactly you’re going to talk about with Rodrigo?” she asked in a somewhat abrupt tone.

“Well... his... commitment. I don’t know.”

And I knew this wasn’t sitting well with her. That she wasn’t convinced by this two-by-two date arrangement. And I even knew that my last sentence seemed absurd to her. And I knew she considered me a coward for not wanting to be present when Edu learned about the deception...

...But I knew, I felt, in turn, that it was for the best. That it was best for her, for me, for both of us... Even if I didn’t have the ability to explain why.


CHAPTER 42

If I had the feeling that the tension was palpable, she must have been feeling the same. If I had the feeling that the following days would be decisive, María must have been feeling it the same way.

Because my wife didn't refuse to have that meeting alone with Edu. Nor did she refuse mine with Rodrigo. As if she knew we had reached a point where decisions couldn't be delayed any longer.

And during the week, with Friday on the horizon, I thought about how she must be anxiously living through the prelude to the confession, and I wasn't sure if she was looking forward to the moment or if it intimidated her. Or both.

But what was undeniable, or at least what she had told me during our trip, was that she wanted revenge for his abuses, for his humiliations; she wanted revenge through substitution, through rejection. It seemed undeniable that she yearned to confess to him that we had deceived him, that he didn't control us, that the idea of having a child with him was ridiculous; and to tell him moreover that he wasn't THE ONE, that there were other options, one of them good enough.

And everything that had been unbearably complicated with Edu was flowing smoothly with Rodrigo. I didn't even get nervous when I wrote to him asking for a meeting on Friday night. And I knew he was sharp, mature, and that he would guess my intentions; and he accepted without even asking about the reason for the meeting or why María wouldn't be there.

Getting to know each other. Talking. What we like. What we don't. What we say we don't like, but actually do. Who he is. Who we are. María. Begoña. His life plan. It was perhaps somewhat cold, but at the same time relieving, focused, exculpatory.

One night that week María told me that Edu had written to her while she was at work, about nothing in particular. And I appreciated her telling me, and, taking advantage of that moment of intimacy, I couldn't help asking her:

“How do you think he'll react when you tell him we've been deceiving him?”

“I don't care,” she replied.

“You do care.”

She didn't answer my retort, so I continued with another doubt:

“And hasn't he brought up again... that... his kind of fetish about doing it with you pregnant?”

“No. I think he said it because he was drunk.”

“Well, that's when truths come out,” I responded, and the conversation ended there, and the tense calm was suffocating, not so much between us, or because of us, though we did feel somewhat more irritable, but mostly because we sensed that elements beyond our control were approaching.

And Friday arrived. And October was dying, but it was doing so by gifting us a kind of calm post-summer, where the hours of daylight disappeared, but not so much the temperature. And we felt ourselves on the threshold of change. In every sense.

I had arranged to meet Rodrigo at a beer place and María was meeting Edu at a terrace located in a rather enclosed square. Due to Edu's trip from Madrid, and Rodrigo's work, both dates had been pushed back to after ten at night, so they would be for drinks rather than dinner. So I was having dinner with María, at our house, and there was a question that had been hammering at me throughout that endless afternoon. And if she was nervous, she was hiding it well, and perhaps it was that composure that allowed me to ask without feeling it was an imposition:

“What do you want to happen?” I asked.

“Nothing's going to happen. Nothing physical. We're going to talk,” she replied, carrying a plate to the kitchen.

I waited for her to return. And she did. And she was drinking from a glass of water, facing me, and I said:

“Even so. What do you want to happen?”

“Well... I want to tell him that we've been fooling him. And I want him to get angry. And to show what an asshole he is. And... then maybe tell him about Rodrigo. And let him stew in it.”

“And won't you miss it?”

“What? Him?”

“No... more than him, well... his requests and orders... His craziness...”

“No. Not at all,” she replied seriously.

“You know what would be good?” I asked.

“What?”

“Well... someday, in a few weeks... when it comes up... If... we... If we arrange it with Rodrigo... sending Edu an audio note... You know.”

“I don't know,” she responded immediately, without showing too much reaction. “I'm not sure about Rodrigo either...”

“What, he was good the other night,” I interrupted.

“I don't know. Let's see what you two talk about today. Don't take everything for granted. I don't know. I'd rather not even think about that topic... Anyway. I'm going to get dressed.”

María was ending the conversation, and as so many other times it bothered me somewhat that she did it like that, although it was true that she carried a greater burden in all of this. And she was heading to the bedroom at the precise moment when her phone vibrated, on the table, next to me. And she stopped and I instinctively looked at that screen lighting up, and saw that Edu had written to her. But I didn't inquire further, and, as she turned around having heard the vibration, I handed her her phone.

And she read it, standing, still, close to me, and I asked:

“What's he saying?”

And she continued reading. And I could see in her cheeks that what was written there wasn't logistics for their date, but something more creative and forceful.

“What's he saying?” I insisted.

“He's telling me to... wear a skirt... to dress up... and...”

“What?”

“Well...” she sighed, somewhat overwhelmed, her cheeks reddening. “Well, I'll read it to you: 'And... have little Pablo fuck you right before you leave, but make him wear a condom, then I'll fuck you raw and well-fucked. I'm going to pump two liters of cum inside you.'”

“Damn...” I exhaled.

“Anyway,” María said, feigning sobriety but clearly affected, exaggerating antipathy but visibly disturbed. And she headed back down the hallway toward the bedroom.

One of the most suffocating elements of everything we had created, one of the most exciting contexts, were the moments of preparation. María had said nothing physical would happen, and I believed her, but the mere act of getting dressed, of dressing to meet another man, contained levels of eroticism that were difficult to explain. The shower, the hair dryer, the sound of closets, of drawers... and when from a distance you could already begin to hear the steps of her heels; each step, each percussion of the sandal or high-heeled shoe on the bedroom floor, produced an increase in pulse that was as uncomfortable as it was addictive.

And I wanted those moments to be eternal, and at the same time for her to show herself as soon as possible. And to that wait was added that text, that barbarity... that thing about me fucking her before she left. And it was absurd, and I knew that our victory and salvation depended on revenge and humiliation of Edu, but the suggestiveness of the request was undeniable, and once I heard María return to the bathroom and close the door, I went to our bedroom.

I walked nervously, down the hallway of our own home, and looked at my watch, and knew I had some time since I had arranged to meet Rodrigo later than they would meet... And I arrived at our bedroom... and went looking for one of María's purses... and it was absurd, and it was nonsensical, and it was sick, and I didn't know how she would react, but I searched until I located the purse she had carried two weeks ago; and, not entirely confident, since she could have thrown it away or moved it, most likely the former, I saw, confirmed, how Rubén's condom was still there.

And I took it.

And I went to the living room. And I waited. And I checked my phone for any news from Rodrigo and strained my ears in case María was coming.

And I waited.

And then I heard her leaving the bathroom, and then her footsteps down the hallway; the sound of heels that already made me almost tremble. And I received her. Standing. And she entered distracted, but tense. And the obedience, intentional or not, was confirmed, and I noticed that the requested skirt was black leather, and that to this request she had added, by her own decision, black high-heeled sandals, a white silk blouse and a white blazer. And all of her constituted a boundary between elegance and suggestion, between denial and insinuation; the long legs and leather skirt called to imagination, to vulgar fantasy, and the pristine, white blouse and blazer conveyed correctness and modesty.

“What are you doing standing there?” she said then, aware of the uncomfortable silence, and closing a dark purse that hung from her shoulder.

“Well... I was thinking about what Edu wrote to you.”

“Right,” she said immediately, as if she had the absolute certainty that this had not left my mind during all that time.

And I was a bit blocked. And she was walking past me. And her perfume hit me. And I said to her:

“The truth is that his idea, order, or whatever it is... It's... not bad.”

And she didn't respond. And I thought that, even if she wouldn't accept the proposal, I would at least want a goodbye kiss... but not out of affection or tenderness. No. I craved a farewell that would allow me to feel her. But she didn't give me time, she was moving past me, and she was leaving without contact, angry, and reached the door.

And I turned around, and saw her, already about to open it and leave.

But suddenly, with haste, and at the same time slowness, she brought her hands to that skirt, and pulled it up, and it was tight but she kept pulling, and she didn't speak, but showed disdain in her maneuver, as if she didn't want to, as if she was complying out of exasperation, and soon revealed a light blue thong, a very light blue... a familiar thong... and said, seriously:

“Well come on, you bastard. If it's what you're dying for.”

And my heart was pounding, overflowing with pulsations, and she, with her skirt at her waist, but with her ass partially covered by the white jacket, checked the time on her wrist, turned toward the door, giving me her back, and said:

“If you want to do it properly I think I still have that idiot Rubén's condom in the purse that's in the closet.”

And I hesitated to tell her no, that it didn't matter, that I didn't want to follow any more of Edu's orders, no matter how excited I was... And, while I was thinking about it, she also pulled up the lower part of her blazer, and showed her buttocks, with that light blue lingerie outlining them... and I saw her ass... the skin of her ass with goosebumps... and I felt her tense, nervous... and I suspected that she was the one who wanted to obey, that perhaps she was the one excited about complying...

… And I approached her, and she had one hand on the door while the other held up her clothes, and I whispered:

“I had already gone for the condom… I’ll put it in quickly… Like one of… the last acts of obedience.”

“Not one of the last. The last one. Fuck me for just a minute. I’m already running late,” she said, shockingly serious. Resolute. Distant.
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I was opening my pants without even being aware or conscious of my state. And she sketched a very sparse “come on,” and looked at her watch again, and lowered her thong a bit... and placed her hands on the door, palms pressed against it. Everything measured, but hurried, urging me on. 

And I revealed a semi-erect member, without firmness. And everything was cold, yet burning hot at the same time. And I smelled her perfume, and felt it wasn’t one she used often. And she insisted, with a curt: “Put it on now and stick it in me. What are you waiting for?”

I then took one of my hands to my member, and began to masturbate erratically, while with the other I caressed her bare ass, stroking those goosebump-covered buttocks, and after just a few caresses my member perked up... and then I abandoned the fondling and my jerking to grab the condom I had in my pocket, and her jacket fell back down, covering her ass... and I was trembling... and I didn’t know why... perhaps because this might be something of a farewell, for better or worse.

I put on the condom, and my member softened a bit, but I finally managed to adjust it sufficiently. And I saw that sheathed trunk, minimal, almost pitiful... and in front of me the grandeur of those buttocks, of that expensive lowered thong, of those sandals, of her perfume, of her clothes... and rarely had I felt such a difference in magnificence... And a “but what are you waiting for...” came from her mouth, irritating me a little... and my mind sketched a reproach, an overwhelming: “It’s not a big deal if you arrive a little late... if you dislike that bastard so much why does it bother you so much to make him wait?” 

“What are you saying, put it in me now...” she said then, revealing that part of my thoughts had been mumbled aloud. 

And then I aimed, lifted her clothes a bit, the jacket that insisted on covering her ass, and pulled her skirt higher, and bent my knees... and pushed... pushed decisively, in a single movement... until I was on my tiptoes... And for an instant it was all physical, all feeling, all smelling... And her silence struck me, and my sensations... And I made my way... penetrated her... with barely any resistance... as if the lubrication of the condom facilitated everything... but even so I entered with striking and special ease... My cock was lost in her pussy... in a dilated, extensive, surprisingly open pussy... And I felt, but didn’t feel. And her humiliating muteness... and my hand on her shoulder that wasn’t holding the strap of her purse... and my other hand on her waist... And I pulled it out... and put it back in... And I sketched an “Ohh...”, but she didn’t respond... and she humiliated me again, looking at her watch once more... And another thrust... and it came out on its own... and went in on its own... And after a few seconds... perhaps ten or fifteen seconds... I began to notice that I could barely feel anything...

“Damn... I can’t feel anything...” I sighed.

And she didn’t respond, and it wasn’t a reproach, just a mere thought... And I fucked her. I put it in and took it out, fucking her against that door... and all that could be heard were my panting breaths... almost on her neck, and I squeezed her shoulder hard, and her waist... and I put it in all the way to my balls... my insignificance against her magnificence... my small member against her powerful ass... my gasps against her silence...

And again I pronounced:

“I can barely feel anything...”

“Well, tough shit...” she protested. “It must be the condom. You’ll feel less.”

“Or that you’re very open...” I countered, while I continued fucking her.

“Yes, I’m open because I’m going to see him. Wide open,” she said ironically, without hesitating, and without being disturbed in the slightest despite being invaded. 

“That must be it...” I moaned into her neck... continuing our war, while I kept up my faint thrusts, in a back and forth that was more of an up and down. 

And I felt, but didn’t feel... and more than the friction what turned me on was the thrill of holding up, of lifting that skirt, and fucking her... Just as Edu had told her, the act, and the skirt...

“You didn’t hesitate to put on the skirt... Like he told you to...” I panted on her neck, with broken breathing. 

“I was going to wear it anyway,” she responded, unfazed, despite also rising to her tiptoes every time I pushed her, every time my body coupled with hers, and lifted her... with my cock inside... always against the door. 

“Yeah... I’m sure you were going to wear it anyway...” I breathed behind her ear, in a morbid and inevitable reproach. 

“Come on. Pull out. That’s enough,” she said, annoyed by my last phrases, and she leaned forward, and reached a hand back to push me away.  

And before I could realize it, my member, sheathed in that latex, came out into the light, and pointed forward, not even completely hard... And I took a couple of steps back, and she pulled up her thong, lowered her skirt, readjusted her purse, jacket and shirt, opened the door, and left, without even looking back, slamming the door.

I retreated until I sat on the sofa, and I still had my swollen and covered member. And I felt bad. I felt that this was a reflection of what the last year and a half had been. And we were guilty, both of us, but I also felt that everything was always instigated by Edu. It was that sordidness he made us be part of... and through which our reproaches and shames emerged.

And I felt the urge to call her, to apologize, although I didn't consider the blame to be exclusively mine. I removed the condom, grabbed my phone, and saw that Rodrigo had texted me.

I had a strange, negative feeling, and finally read some sentences in which he indeed told me that we couldn't meet that night. He said he needed to discuss certain things with Begoña and couldn't delay it any longer.

I sighed. Somewhat dejected. And I checked the time. And I saw myself there, on my couch, like so many other times. Tense. Aroused. Falling back into past mistakes. Falling back into "Pablos" of the past... And I felt I didn't have the strength to wait for hours until my wife returned, alone or accompanied.

I threw the condom in the trash and returned to the couch. And I didn't masturbate because I didn't want to sink even lower. And I decided to go take a shower. And once there, I touched myself, I got excited, and thought about María, thought about how my cock had swum in the immensity of her pussy minutes earlier... and I restrained myself from masturbating... because I didn't want to sink even lower. And I felt guilt, increasingly more mine than hers. And I felt like a coward... because she was the one who had to tell him that we had deceived him. And I felt disappointed with Rodrigo, beginning to think that perhaps he wasn't what we were looking for...

I tried to calm down. Distract myself. I dried my hair. I put on some underwear and went back to the living room to get my phone, but I didn't see any messages from anyone. And I didn't know what to do. And I recapitulated, not just what I had just experienced with María, but what had happened in recent weeks, and I realized there was something different, like an effective residue of final acts of obedience; María knew that as soon as she confessed our deception, almost certainly everything would explode, and after the explosion could come our revenge. And that's why those last acts of obedience: the skirt, having sex with her while I wore the condom... even her last phone interaction, obeying to dress up that way, something she probably wouldn't have done if it were just one time among many others. I understood it: my wife had been saying goodbye to Edu for two weeks. Saying goodbye, moreover, in some final tributes, tributes for herself, for her own excitement, for her own body.

And after figuring that out, I needed to know about her, to know how she was... but I knew I should wait a bit, wait for the night to flow a little on its own. So I let some time pass until I couldn't take it anymore, and I texted her; I asked her how she was, how things were going with Edu. And she responded almost immediately:

“He’s asking for his usual nonsense. But I’m not up for even one more of his stories.”

Curiously, her phrase, without containing any apology, made me see that she was distributing blame for our disastrous farewell. It wasn't a tacit apology, it was less, but enough to make me feel somewhat better.

And I was uncertain about what to tell her. What to do. And I assumed she hadn't yet told him about our deception. And finally, I didn't write anything else to her.

And I knew I wouldn't be able to bear the silence and solitude of our house. So I got dressed in jeans and a dark shirt. And I called a taxi with the intention of going to meet my wife and Edu.
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I could tell myself that my eagerness to meet them was linked to wanting to see Edu’s reaction with my own eyes at the precise moment he learned the truth. Or I could tell myself it was so my wife wouldn’t be alone during that stressful task. And surely there was some truth in both, but there was also much of my flat refusal to stay in our house waiting for her return. 

And the taxi moved through the city, and I was already approaching the terrace where my wife and Edu would be, when I received a message from María asking if I was already with Rodrigo.

“He canceled. Well, postponed,” I typed.

“Really?”

“Yes. Have you told him about the deception yet?”

“No,” I read on my screen while being surprised that she was writing so much while with him, and the taxi was already stopping at a corner of the square.

I was nervous, but it was a different kind of nervousness than usual, which felt distant; as if I were experiencing some strange expectation. And I hesitated to write to María telling her that I was about to show up there, but I didn’t, because I had a feeling, perhaps absurd, that improvisation was linked to decision-making, and that the ability to create surprise was linked to notoriety.

There weren’t too many tables in that square setting, dotted with wooden benches and trees, and surrounded by three or four-story buildings. There weren’t many people. And for a moment, one of my first dates with María came to mind, also on a terrace, in a similar square. And I thought that on that day, that remote date, I couldn’t have believed I would end up marrying her, but even less could I have imagined that I would experience this madness with María. A madness that was voluntary, but which I also felt was somehow mandatory. And on one hand, remembering that date, it hurt to see us like this, and I missed the innocence and simplicity of love, when there was only love and not that undeniably sick fascination, but on the other hand I felt that staying in that initial love would have been impossible and insufficient. And I felt that perhaps we weren’t entirely responsible: neither me, with my physical flaw and instigating that morbid desire to see her with others, nor her, for being called to something more, much more than periodic marital sex. 

And then I saw her. Seated. Patient. And alone. The chair that should have been occupied by Edu was empty. And I approached, and there was a tepid, monotonous bustle, and I located the bar, about three or four meters from María’s table. And I moved closer. And she saw me. And I thought she would shake her head, show some emotion, but she didn’t. And I saw that there were two gin glasses on the table, which led me to deduce Edu’s momentary absence. And I took advantage of an empty table to grab a chair, and, while I was taking it, María remained in my line of sight; legs crossed, firm, yet tense, elegant, yet somewhat wild, with that leather skirt, those high-heeled sandals and those legs. And I sensed her aggression, in her gaze, in her bearing, perhaps from weariness, perhaps from my appearance, perhaps from an especially belligerent or disturbing Edu that night. 

I sat next to her, closer to her than to the empty chair. And she drank. She said nothing. She didn’t ask what I was doing there. And then I asked her about Edu.

“He went to say hello to someone,” she said apathetically, and I was hoping to completely restore peace after our ruinous goodbye, to tell her that I couldn’t stand being at home and that I wanted to participate in the confession, but soon I saw out of the corner of my eye how someone striking was approaching.

In navy blue pants and a pink shirt, with a bearing that was still certainly masculine and confident. It had only been two weeks since we’d seen each other but I felt he looked somewhat different: with a slightly denser beard, more manly, as if he had lived more, he approached, and looked at me, and I saw in his eyes more depth, more nuances. And I knew he was trying to intimidate me. He always did. Always looking for that first impact, but I didn’t cower, I held his gaze, and he sat down, in silence, and María uncrossed and crossed her legs. And Edu drank. And María drank. And I, without a glass, missed having an accessory to hold onto. And then he said:

“You can’t leave her alone for a moment, huh.” 

I didn’t even bother to shrug when he spoke again, addressing María:

“Doesn’t he trust you?”

“Ask him,” María responded, and Edu looked at me, in a second attempt to defeat me, and then said: 

“We were very relaxed, weren’t we? I was telling her about a college girl I’m fucking and she was telling me about the guy who was fucking her before you.” 

María then hissed in a breath of disapproval, of weariness, annoyed, perhaps because he was lying, perhaps precisely because he had told the truth.

“Very good,” I interjected, “I deduce that the college girl must be the one from the voice note the other day.”

“Which one? Oh, yes. Yes, that one...” said Edu, solemnly, and returned to his drink. And I felt it was my extensive experience fighting against him, but it was above all our secret, about to be revealed, that made me not give in.

And the silence was suffocating, and I could guess that Edu would seek his victory by referencing María's previous boyfriend, inventing sexual encounters or revealing them. Looking to hurt me. But no, I was wrong in my conjecture, because, as he had said once, I bored him, it had always been that way, which is why only on rare occasions had he played along and sought interaction beyond specific moments to humiliate me. He ignored me, and I felt he didn't even want to bother attacking me. And, after setting his glass on the table, he said to María:

—“I’m in a bit of a hurry tonight. And I’m somewhat tired... Take off your panties and put them on the table.”

María remained silent. And I felt the impact and arrogance of that statement. And I didn’t look at her. This was madness. A provocation. It seemed he was seeking confrontation more than obedience. And she finally said:

—“Stop talking nonsense.”

—“One step forward, one step back. You’re so tiresome,” Edu replied.

—“One step forward is enough for you. I already told you,” she fired back.

—“I really don’t understand, at this point, this ‘yes and no’ game,” Edu spoke with a measured voice.

And another silence. And I looked at María. And I saw tension in her eyes. And anger. And that anger made me sense she was about to say it. About to say that we had deceived him, that there was no deal, and that there was a replacement. I felt that despite my presence she wanted to say it herself, and it was probably fair.

—“Anyway. Where am I fucking you today? I have a lot to give you,” Edu then pronounced, emphasizing his words, as if reveling in the fact that he didn’t care if María won the small battles, as that was nothing but self-deception while he won the war.

And María drank, and stared at him. And it was the moment. She was going to tell him. And I sat up a bit. And then I heard some noise, and I turned around, and two guys approached us, addressing Edu, to greet him, to say goodbye. And I looked at María, who was setting down her glass, fixing her hair, and closing her jacket a little.

She was going to tell him. We were going to tell him.

One last look before those guys left. And the look was one of rage. She was losing because perhaps Rodrigo wasn’t Edu, but she was winning in everything else. Above all because victory over Edu was our salvation, but it even seemed, at that moment, that she craved revenge more than victory.

We just had to wait for those two guys to leave. Edu finally opted to stand up and responded briefly to his friends’ banter, banal phrases that he seemed to want to cut short so as not to prolong the encounter any further. And then my pants vibrated, and I took my phone out of my pocket, and I leaned a bit over the table, surprised to see that Rodrigo had written to me:

—“She’s not answering her phone now. She’s crazy. If you want, I can still meet up.”

I reread the message and wondered what to do: whether to tell him it was too late... or to tell him to wait because surely once we told Edu about the deception, he would leave. When I heard:

—“Tell him to come.”

And I was puzzled by that phrase from María, who had seen my screen without needing to move.

I remained silent for a moment, trying to understand why she would want that.

—“Are you sure?” I finally asked María, who was now looking at Edu and the guys.

And my question was almost rhetorical, as she seemed convinced, for whatever reason, that this was a good idea. And I responded to Rodrigo, and sent him our location, but without telling him that the date wouldn’t be for two, not even for three, but for four.

This was starting to be more than I could digest. And just when it seemed that Edu’s friends were leaving, someone would say something else that extended it another minute, always one more minute. So I ended up standing and walking the scant three or four meters to the bar, where there was a kind of window with a counter, through which you could also order drinks without needing to go inside.

And I was waiting for a beer while glancing sideways at how the farewell was incredibly prolonged, and how María, seated, took refuge in her phone, in her drink, or looked wearily toward them from time to time.

I received that beer and turned around at the precise moment when they were alone again. Edu took a seat and didn’t look for me. And I saw them together, again, and again that sensation of harmony, that they matched: handsome with beautiful, striking with attractive, authoritarian with haughty; in a sort of balance of forces, consonance, justice, which was the only way someone wouldn’t feel envious seeing a man with her; only if it was with a man like him could one do nothing but accept it and move on.

From my position, I could hear the odd phrase that indicated they were talking about one of the guys who had said goodbye to Edu. Apparently, he was telling her that she knew him, and she was responding that she didn’t remember or that it simply wasn’t true. And I was waiting for the silence between them to return, and to finally experience the confession.

And if Edu didn’t look at me, María sometimes did, perhaps asking me to come back so everything would explode, but I wasn’t in a hurry, I was again enjoying seeing them together, also enjoying what was more than likely the last time. And I focused on her, who didn’t hide her displeasure toward him despite the conversation having softened. And I looked at him and saw that he had evolved, in less than two years, into a kind of mature hipster, leaving behind that picturesque office surfer. I noticed he had aged, perhaps from the stress of another city, another job. He wasn’t uglier, or less handsome, just different. And behind his expressions, crow’s feet were visible, from the years, from the sun, which made him more rugged, rougher, even more distant, even more skeptical.

Deep down I knew it wasn't fair to delay it any longer, so I finally returned to my seat. And from there I could hear them talking intermittently, I finished my beer and enjoyed that farewell, up close, and I wondered why she wanted Rodrigo to come. I wondered if it was to test him, or perhaps to compare. And she, like me, had to be aware that if that guy came before Edu left, he would encounter the incumbent, a man he disliked and who had encounters with his friend, or fuck buddy, Begoña. And I wondered not only if it was appropriate, but if it might even be macabre.

And someone called Edu on the phone, and he answered the call warning that it would only be a minute, and my wife glanced at me sideways. And everything was piling up. And for Edu I still didn't exist; he wouldn't look at me even by mere chance. I didn't exist for him. He only wanted her. To fuck her. To get her pregnant. If he wanted to steal her from me in the long run, I had never been able to know for sure.

While Edu was telling his caller that he couldn't talk to him at that moment, my pants vibrated, so I took the phone out of my pocket and read a “arriving” from Rodrigo, and immediately afterward Edu ended his call.

And he placed the phone on the table, and then looked at his watch. And there was silence, and I felt that if María wanted the confession to happen now, it had to be now.

And then Edu said:

“Are you still doing it?”

“Doing what?” asked María, who was finishing her drink.

“What do you think.”

“Well, yes. Of course,” she answered before I could.

“And how's the condom, little Pablo?” he said looking at me. “You're not going back on it... Be careful not to mess things up.”

And again he was coming after me, hurtful and with disdain, like a pastime before finishing the last sips of his gin. But this time, because of his tone, or because of the accumulation, it particularly bothered me.

And I looked at María. And I was asking for authorization. I was asking to be able to tell him myself. To tell him there was no condom. To tell him what there was was deception. To tell him his story was over.

“It feels less, right? I don't remember the last time I wore one. I don't even know if they make them in your size,” said Edu, serious, without clearing his throat, but so provocative that it bordered on the caricaturesque... And I'd had enough. I couldn't take it anymore. And I felt that María was accepting that I should be the one to say it.

And out of the corner of my eye I then saw a guy, in black pants and a very dark blue denim shirt, who was getting a chair the same way I had done half an hour earlier...

...and I watched as Rodrigo seemed to intend to join us... without initially showing too much surprise despite finding himself not only with me, but with my wife, and with that man who was his rival in every possible way.


CHAPTER 45

Once he positioned his chair, he greeted a skeptical María who was forced to stand up to receive and exchange two kisses. And he greeted me and introduced himself to Edu with complete formality. And at no point did he show any feeling of being ambushed. He displayed no discomfort. Not so with Edu, who didn’t look at me for explanations, but rather looked at my wife, with eyes seeking confrontation more than reasons, and was probably assessing her ability to surprise him. And the greeting between Rodrigo and Edu had been so clinical that one couldn’t have deduced whether they had already met sometime in the past. Or perhaps both knew they had, but pretended they hadn’t.

The young man started with a trivial topic and I noticed his dark denim shirt, with that half-open neckline, youthful. I also noticed that strange dangling earring, his discreet but beautiful eyes, just like his lips; and his peculiar hairstyle, both long and short, both preppy and rebellious, both studied and careless at once... And Edu didn’t even look at him, he continued with his expression of disapproval, with a constant “what game are you playing” intensity directed at my wife.

And Rodrigo, seemingly relaxed, was trying to catch the attention of a waiter, when Edu spoke for the first time since the young man had arrived, to suggest going to another place.

“Don’t order anything, we’re going to a place nearby that’s really good,” he declared, leaving no room for objection. And Rodrigo didn’t protest.

And I couldn’t know what each of them suspected, or even what María intended; I was only clear about the difference, the total contrast, the antithesis between the air and suffocation that each represented.

His proposal almost directly became an order, and within moments the four of us were walking through the streets looking for a venue that I already knew, and I sought out María to try to understand something, but Edu captured her attention by talking about Amparo and Paula, pretending that his former coworkers could be of some interest to him. And my option for not walking in silence was a Rodrigo who seemed in no hurry for me to clarify anything either, as he was typing on his phone quite absorbed, and I was surprised that he didn’t realize the key situation he was experiencing.

We arrived at the proposed place and descended some stairs to a basement, as that venue was a kind of cave, in which, except for the bar area, the rest were almost exclusively isolated chambers, in semicircular form, small, each barely enough for four or five people; a well-known place where everyone, more or less, had been at some point with a girlfriend. And, indeed, as we advanced in single file, I could see that almost everything was taken up by couples.

“I don’t have reception. I’m going out for a moment,” I heard behind me, and saw how Rodrigo turned around and left. And I brought my gaze back to the front and saw that Edu had chosen to stop, and was suggesting a specific chamber to María, and my wife accepted, without responding, taking a seat, and he did the same, beside her, in one of those narrow recesses, on the verge of claustrophobia, and then I sat down across from them.

As soon as I settled in, I felt an oppressive heat and a mixture of aromas, as if their perfumes were attacking me, Edu’s and my wife’s. And she must have felt the heat too, because at first she chose to roll up the sleeves of her blazer, and then she fanned herself with a cocktail menu... and her cheeks were burning and her bangs were fluttering... and then she whispered:

“Where did he go?”

“He went out for a moment. I don’t know. He didn’t have reception,” I answered, and she didn’t seem bothered by his momentary disappearance, and as she listened to me she took off her jacket, allowing me to see that she hadn’t complied with the challenge about removing her panties... but on another matter, at least, she had obeyed...

...She had obeyed that game of ours that Edu insisted on stealing from us... My wife folded the jacket and placed it beside her and I witnessed the frontal impact of two nipples, hard, marking the silk of her white blouse, creating a brutal impression, of two clear, sexual prominences, marking the fabric, revealing that underneath there was no trace of her bra, with which she had left the house, and which was now probably inside her purse. There was no cleavage, the blouse was in its place, perfect, radiant, pristinely white, but those nipples, although covered, transformed that cubicle into a chamber without oxygen.

And I didn’t blame her. I understood it was the tit for tat. And I understood it was the farewell. And she was rearranging her hair and rolling back the cuffs of her blouse, treating me to an irreverent dance of her free breasts floating, agitated, under the fabric.

And Edu was looking at the menu, sitting almost leg to leg next to her, oblivious to that uninhibitedness. And then he dropped that laminated sheet with weariness, leaned back, relaxed but with poise, and said to her:

“Well. What was it that you had to tell me?”

María looked at me then. And I saw complicity. And that gave me life. Because that look was always and only for me.

We had both heard it... and she didn’t respond, she was controlling the timing, and she looked at me, putting her hair in a ponytail, creating again that dance of her breasts under the blouse thanks to her contortion. And her gaze contained a request for permission: she wouldn’t wait for Rodrigo’s return or for a waiter to appear, she leaned back a little... and let it out:

“That we’re... going to replace you.”

María said that with solemnity, with cockiness. And I found myself surprised because I thought her confession would be about still taking the pill, but she seemed to want to alter the order.

Edu barely blinked, and like someone who believes himself untouchable, responded:

“Oh... really...?”

“Yes, really.”

“Let me guess. For this guy,” said Edu, and María remained silent.

She looked at him, searching for, wanting an impact, but he remained imperturbable. Then he extended his hand and brushed the back of it against one of my wife’s breasts, over her shirt, and a “stop...” was sketched by her, but she didn’t push him away.

Both slightly turned, they connected their gazes, seated, very close, on that semicircular bench, and I witnessed, from the front, that touch that lingered a bit longer. And María came to rest her elbow on the table, turned even more toward him, and let out a “stop it...” when he decided not to caress that breast wrapped in that white shirt with the back of his hand, but to use his palm instead.

“You don’t even know where to begin with that guy...” he said, withdrawing his own hand, stopping that subtle caress himself, strange for him. “Pablo, go to the bar at the entrance, order whatever you want, it doesn’t look like they’re serving at the tables,” he said to me, barely looking at me for an instant.

I knew he wanted to wage his war, alone with my wife, but I wasn’t going to leave her alone.

“You know he’s fucking Begoña, right?” he said again looking at her and unaffected by my disobedience.

“Yes,” María responded and barely finished her answer when Edu’s hand ventured again and, when I thought he would caress her again, what he did was unbutton a button on her shirt, in a fraction of a second.

“Would you stop?” María asked, feigning weariness and almost anger, but she didn’t correct the attack, and allowed that neckline to become impossible, so much so that the beginning of her breasts could already be seen clearly, more clearly for an Edu who was just inches away from that opening.

“You’re too much of a slut for him, María. He’s just a kid who has nothing to offer...” he provoked her and one of his hands went down, and I couldn’t see it, couldn’t see if he was reaching for her skirt or thigh. And then María looked at me, also fleetingly, and I saw her heat, her flushed cheeks, and I knew she wanted me there, and I wondered if she was ready to make everything blow up, confessing our deception to him.

“And he’s already fucked you. I deduce,” he said, serious, and then she did seem to push away that hand that was out of my field of vision, as the table between us blocked my view.

“What do you think?” she asked, and I could deduce that their hands were in contact down there.

“And does he just fuck you or do you engage in more games? Seriously, Pablo, this betrayal at this point?” he said, now looking at me, but with his hand down there. And then he returned his eyes to her.

“Stop...” my wife whispered.

“Stop what?” he said, and María closed her neckline a bit with the hand that was down there, so I knew that Edu’s hand, whether it was touching thigh, skirt, or whatever, was now free.

“And how does he fuck you?”

“Well. Very well.”

“Does he fuck you like I do?” he asked, at the precise moment when she returned to her initial position, sitting beside him and facing me, and bringing her back to the wall. And then she looked at me, face to face. And I knew that Edu was caressing between her legs, and she was giving him her sweaty thighs, and that obscene neckline and those nipples marking the silk to me. Again she was the center of everything: epicenter of heat, of desire, of lasciviousness; in a risky environment and context that he was expert at creating.

“Come on, tell me...” he insisted.

“Stop.”

“I’ll stop if you tell me. I have the right to know,” he insisted and I could now see a movement of his arm... and could sense that his hand was sliding... caressing... or perhaps doing something more.

And my wife was about to say something. That I didn’t know if it would be a lie or a provocation. When then she lowered one of her hands... toward his... and closed her eyes... and rested her head back, against the wall... And I then deduced that her skirt was gathered up... and supposed that her panties would be pushed aside... and knew that Edu was touching her... and she wasn’t guiding him, because he didn’t need help... but she seemed to want to feel his hand with hers.

“Does he have my cock?” he blurted out.

“Mmm... No...” my wife exhaled, and half-opened her eyes... and looked at me. And there was no longer much doubt that Edu was masturbating her, in front of me, and she was burning, deeply flushed, and her nipples revealed a scandal and her areolas could be glimpsed, transparently visible in a crude, obscene way... and then he touched, rubbed or caressed in an especially clear and accurate way... and an “Ah-mm!” was moaned in a minimal whimper, discreet, contained, and my wife’s free hand went swiftly to one of her breasts, in a strange touch, as if containing it, as if feeling herself, she squeezed one breast over her shirt and let herself be masturbated... And I knew that this was hurting us, but at the same time I didn’t want Rodrigo, or a waiter, or anyone, to interrupt this, I didn’t want anyone to stop that explosion, that detonation that that bastard was so diligently managing.

“That’s it... Touch yourself, but underneath,” he whispered to her, and she opened her mouth slightly and closed her eyes. And he was fingering her. And I could see that arm trembling, moving and rubbing against my wife’s pussy... And she let out another “Ah-mm!” short but pure, and she obeyed, managing to slip that hand inside her neckline, and she felt herself, and fondled her breast inside her shirt, creating an image that was sex but also admiration, of herself, of her body... and it was beautiful and feminine... but at the same time terribly vulgar and eccentric.

“So he doesn’t have my cock then...”

“N-no...” she almost panted.

“Well that pussy needs proper filling. Maybe you should reconsider that replacement, don’t you think?” he whispered, bringing his face closer to hers... And their faces pressed together... And he kissed her on the cheek... and whispered to her again:

“I can make you come right here, like a slut, in a minute... and you’re telling me you’re replacing me with that kid...”

“Mmm...! Ah-hh...!” my wife moaned... in his face... mouth to mouth... until the inevitable happened... their lips stuck together... melted together... and my wife writhed... and abandoned her breast and held the back of that bastard’s neck as he continued fingering her... And I could imagine María’s trembling, her legs opening and closing... in surrendered spasms... in spasms announcing she was about to come... sitting right there... with that neckline, with her breasts free, almost naked... with that skirt hiked up... with her pussy melting and wetting Edu’s hand and who knows if wetting even further down... And the kiss continued... and my wife moaned the distress calls of her pussy into the mouth of an Edu who was killing her with pleasure with his fingers... And then that kiss stopped... and Edu whispered to her:

“You’re too much of a slut for that kid... Let’s go to a hotel... Let’s go to some sleazy hotel... I’m going to knock you up there.”

And I deduced that he thought everything that had just happened was nothing more than an attempt at rebellion. And that he thought María had done it with Rodrigo, but with a condom, and that everything could continue without any problem.

And Edu pulled away, and in a provocative display of authority, he grabbed a napkin holder and looked at me while cleaning his hand. And I looked at my wife, with her shirt sinfully open, down to the middle of her torso, with her head thrown back... with her interrupted orgasm and her face in half-ecstasy... Flushed... And then she looked at me. And I understood.

I understood, because despite the pleasure... I saw rage... And I understood the way she intended to confess our deception to him.
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María composed herself, looking down as she buttoned up. Her embarrassment was obvious, painfully evident. Her cheeks were burning. And while I thought I understood her fall and her ultimate plan, I couldn’t understand Rodrigo’s disappearance at all.

She made a move to grab her jacket, so that everything could return almost to normal, except for the revelation and suspicion evident in her flushed face, but Edu stopped her:

“Wait, wait. I understand you’re in a hurry, but we can’t leave yet.”

“Why not?” she asked.

“Well, because these pants are rather... thin... and you’ve gotten me somewhat hard,” he replied.

And my wife looked, fleetingly and perhaps instinctively, downward toward that crotch I couldn’t see, falling into his trap, before immediately averting her gaze. I was hoping for a truce, but there was none: while she stared into nothingness after that brief and almost guilty glance, he brought one of his hands to one of her breasts, to one of those covered tits that hung loose yet still pressed against the silk, and he squeezed, a little... and his movement was so quick that she didn’t protest, allowing herself to be touched over her clothes, while he whispered:

“What amazing tits you have...”

And she hesitated. She struggled to react. He knew what he was doing. Until finally she managed to say, seriously, but without pushing him away:

“I don’t think this is going to help you... relax...”

“No. Certainly not,” he continued, tapping her breast with two or three fingers through her shirt. “Remember at that wedding...? I gave you little pats like this... over your shirt... ” he said while doing exactly that, in gentle taps. “Just like now... we were still at the table, I think, in the hall... and you were already delighted to go up to the room... How long ago was that?”

“A year,” my wife answered, glancing at me for a moment, and he was indeed doing something similar to what he’d done that time, those subtle but precise taps that made her breast dance beneath her shirt.

“A year already? Well, on the other hand, a lot has happened since then,” he said, and their complicity hurt me a little because, in its own way, it existed.

And then he finally removed his hand and said:

“What about this guy? Has he disappeared? He’s fighting with Begoña every day, you know. I think it’s fine that you’ve fucked him, but... did you look, by the way?”

“Yes,” I responded categorically.

“I see... Well... Like I said, I think it’s fine that you’ve fucked him, but I don’t think he’ll be available many more times.”

“I don’t think so,” I said.

“You don’t think what?” he questioned me, and I was glad he was addressing me directly. It made me feel that somehow we were still two against him.

“I don’t think Begoña would be an impediment.”

“Ah... so you’re the one who... proposed the substitution...” he challenged me, serious.

“Maybe I am.”

Edu looked at me. And I felt that he had always found me superfluous, and increasingly so. I also felt that my wife had had enough of this verbal sparring, so I suggested we leave.

“I’m still a bit hard,” he responded bluntly to my proposal.

“Well...” I provoked.

“Yeah... Well... Why doesn’t your wife suck me off a little?”

I swallowed hard; this was certainly making me tense. I looked at María, but I continued:

“Here?”

“Yes... Seems like everyone has abandoned us, so...”

“Don’t start with this bullshit,” she finally said.

“What, Pablo, do you want your wife to suck me off here or not...?”

I knew he was testing me, and I visualized María opening his pants and it gave me heart palpitations, and I imagined the adrenaline of seeing her head bobbing up and down... sucking him off... taking his cock in her mouth... risking being seen by anyone passing by... and it excited me... but I knew it couldn’t happen, that it was a trap.

“No,” I answered.

“Well, first time you’ve had a ‘No,’ Pablo.”

“Imagine that...” I responded, and María sighed, as if she were tired of both of us, and reached for her jacket again, and this time Edu didn’t stop her, and she stood up, and I also exited that claustrophobic cubicle, not knowing exactly what María would accept from him and to what end. Though I still sensed the way she had chosen to reveal our scheme.

I then checked my mobile phone, anxious for news from Rodrigo, but saw nothing on my screen. And then I left first, from that place where we hadn't even ordered anything, in search of that young man whom I imagined talking on the phone outside.

But no. He had disappeared.

I turned around and Edu and María were already coming out; she with her jacket on, as if nothing had happened, but there was an undeniable residue that what had just occurred had left her affected: Edu's hand between her legs, her half-reached climax, that kiss... and finally those turbid taps on her breast... Everything added up in a woman who also knew perfectly well what he was capable of... what her body had felt and could feel thanks to him.

And then my phone vibrated and I saw missed calls from Rodrigo, calls that were arriving late because I had also been without coverage.

And I didn't know exactly what I wanted. Nor what María wanted. But what was clear was what Edu wanted as he suddenly blurted out “Right there,” and my wife and I peered, from across the street, about twenty meters away, at a worn-out sign, advertising a guesthouse, and also a hostel, and also a single star placed in the middle... And María took the first step, and accepted, and I knew she was holding something back, that she was obeying but that punishment was imminent, that the confession and her plan for revenge remained more alive than ever.

And I took advantage of them walking a couple of meters ahead and called Rodrigo, still not knowing what María wanted, but I reached his voicemail.

That disappointed me again, but I hardly had time to lament, because before I knew it, I was entering with them into a tiny reception area, with a counter barely two meters from the entrance door, and I found myself assaulted by an annoying white light, like a hospital's... And then I heard Edu say:

“What a fucking shithole of a place...”

And simultaneously as the receptionist looked up, I felt that Edu was delighted with that context, that he wanted to fuck my wife in the dirtiest place possible, as if that were an incentive... as if he intended for her to feel dirty too... or perhaps he was simply doing it to provoke her, as if his acceptance carried an implicit insult.

Edu, unconcerned that the receptionist had heard his comment, asked for a room, and I observed that man, who was over sixty, hunched and worn out, with a short-sleeved blue shirt that could have been a uniform, but wasn't; with foreign features, very dark-skinned. And then that gentleman raised a finger and said:

“One?”

“Yes,” Edu answered.

“One bed?” he asked, with an unmistakable accent.

“Yes. Yes. One bed. One bed for the three of us,” Edu responded, and I couldn't see his face well, and perhaps he was trying to establish camaraderie with the man, but the receptionist looked at María, and his gaze contained not lasciviousness, but pure contempt. And I felt the insult in his eyes, but she endured it, and the man finally rummaged in a drawer for a key; he took it, offered it to Edu, and said almost without looking at him:

“Two hundred and two. Go up here to the right,” and he indicated an elevator attached to his booth, which couldn't be missed, as there was hardly anything else in that room except that and some stairs.

In a last attempt, and without any faith, I wrote to Rodrigo indicating where we were, and I finished typing just as the three of us barely managed to fit into that cubicle that would take us to the second floor. And I wanted to read María, but Edu didn't allow much, because as soon as the doors closed and we began to ascend, he whispered:

“You're eager...”

And María didn't respond to him. But I didn't see her intimidated, quite the opposite. And he insisted:

“The receptionist liked you... He was looking at you a lot...” and she still didn't deign to answer him.

The doors opened and we accessed a narrow hallway. There were barely three or four rooms per floor. Carpet. Mold. The whole atmosphere was heavy. It smelled of staleness and humidity. It was unbreathable. And María didn't protest. And Edu seemed to especially enjoy that filthiness.

And Edu opened the door to the room, and María entered with parsimony, and I knew she was still holding onto the bullet of confession. And we found ourselves in a narrow entrance, a couple of meters long, with a door on the right, probably a tiny bathroom, and after the small entryway a cramped space, which smelled of stale air and tobacco, where there was barely a bed, an armchair, and a wardrobe. And María skirted the bed, which had a green bedspread that looked ancient, and made a gesture to open the window.

And the light bothered me, as white and unpleasant as the one in reception, so I turned on a bedside lamp and turned off the overhead bulb, and this was interpreted by Edu:

“Pablito is the one in the biggest hurry...”

And it was macabre, it was dark, it was gloomy. It was even painful, but I trusted her. And she gave up trying to open the window when Edu said:

“Fuck, there's not even a mini bar.”

“What did you expect,” said María.

“Well, look... Let's have the good man downstairs bring us a bottle of water,” Edu replied, and I wasn't sure if he was completely serious.

“He didn't look like a butler. What can I say,” María said, approaching the armchair and taking off her jacket, completely suffocated by the heat, and trying to hang her jacket there while Edu moved toward the telephone on the nightstand.

I was about to ask him if he really expected that kind of service from that man, but María, turning around, now without her jacket, beat me to it and asked:

“What are you doing?”

“I'm going to tell him to bring us some bottles of water. Take off your shirt. That way you can receive him with honors.”

“Stop talking bullshit,” she rebelled. Standing there, in the middle of that dirty room, with those nipples that incessantly and indecently showed through her silk shirt.

“This piece of shit doesn't even have a dial tone,” Edu grumbled, standing near me with the phone to his ear.

“If you're thirsty, drink a fucking glass of water from the tap,” protested a María who had suspected from the beginning that calling the receptionist was nothing more than an excuse or the root of something more sinister.

And just when I thought Edu would give up, someone on the other end of the line answered him, and then he gave a cocky “I don't care if there's a vending machine on the first floor,” followed by what seemed like the beginning of an argument, with María and me in silence, and then he insisted that he wanted two bottles of water, and finally hung up having gotten his way.

After his call, he walked past me, entered the bathroom and closed the door. And María and I were left alone, at last, and she immediately whispered:

“He's an idiot...”

“So?” I asked, and I looked at her, scrutinized her: gorgeous, flushed, with her hair pulled back in a ponytail. Sweet, because of her own features, but at the same time tremendously aggressive, with those high-heeled sandals, that leather skirt... and that shirt that was elegant in itself... but pure lasciviousness as it clearly revealed there was no bra underneath.

“So... I don't know. What about Rodrigo?” she asked.

“I don't know,” I said, and we looked at each other, listening to the faucet running in the bathroom.

“What do you want to happen?” she finally asked, hurriedly, in a phrase that was more mine than hers.

“Well, I think we both want the same thing. The same way of confessing it,” I replied, and immediately Edu came out of the bathroom, fully dressed, except that he was barefoot and had one more button unbuttoned. There were also drops of water running down his face.

María looked at him then, and saw what I did: that aggressive gesture, and that somewhat wet face and even hair, recently refreshed. And she then turned around, going back toward the window, in search of a second attempt to open it. The suffocation and heat were inhuman for all three of us.

And Edu quickly went to help her, with a clear decision to finally air out that unbearable density, just as I heard someone knocking at the door.

María stepped aside and allowed Edu to try to overcome that old window. And a second knock on the door, more forceful, didn't make them turn around, but it did make me assume that I should be the one to open it.

I approached and opened that entrance door, and immediately saw that man, with two somewhat small bottles of water. And I looked more closely at him; he seemed displeased, in general or specifically with us, and I noticed a mustache that I hadn't seen or at least hadn't paid attention to the first time.

The heat and sweat also affected him, creating sweat stains under his arms. And he offered me the small bottles, but barely looked at me, searching beyond, behind me, perhaps worried that María and Edu might be forcing his window too much. And I allowed him to try to see behind me, and I wondered how Edu would intend for his excursion to lead to something more, so I was waiting for a phrase from Edu, behind me, but it didn't come. But what did happen was that his gaze insisted, insisted on seeing, on seeing more, so much that I moved aside a little, slightly, so that he wouldn't have to strain his neck anymore. And I was about to tell him not to worry so much about his window, when he said to me:

“I don't want a lot of noise.”

And I was surprised, because I didn't hear any banging behind me, didn't hear that window being forced. And then I heard the unmistakable sound... of kisses... behind me... of lip against lip... even of bodies touching... But I didn't turn around. I simply imagined it, imagined Edu kissing her, taking advantage of their proximity. I imagined them kissing, perhaps still subtly, in front of that window... and I understood the real motive of that man, I understood the reason for his eagerness to see what was happening behind me.

And his last and only phrase was still there, but now it was different, now I understood it. And, nervous, tense, excited by what I knew was happening behind me, I replied:

“Noise... The normal kind.”

And I allowed him to keep looking. Petrified. Affected. And now he wasn't just looking at her with hostility but also with perversion. And the kisses continued to captivate us; that divine sound that made me throb. And I felt through that man, who couldn't imagine that the woman being kissed was my wife. And then he said, with his strange accent:

“How much?”

“How much? How much what?” I asked.

“How much did it cost?” he insisted, without taking his eyes off the scene, referring to María... Believing she was a prostitute.

His question hit me hard, and his suspicion, which he presented as certainty, excited me. I enjoyed it, while simultaneously feeling guilty. All this while those sounds continued, sounds that were guiltily heavenly to me. They were so captivating that I still hadn’t turned around... and I realized, as my mind wandered, that the man was demanding an answer, and I wondered why he wanted to know.

I had no idea what to say. So I said the first thing that came to mind:

“Two hundred. Two hundred fifty.”

“One hour?” he asked, still staring, his eyes fixed on those kisses, so fixed that I wondered if something more was happening.

“Yes,” I answered, and for the first time he made a gesture toward me, a look of impression at the amount, and then I couldn’t help turning around, and I saw them: there, standing, kissing, calmly, she with her hands on his waist, he with his hands opening her blouse, and fondling, randomly, messily, her breasts, partly over her clothes, partly slipping through a neckline that was almost nonexistent now, as only a couple of buttons remained fastened; and that man seemed to want to see my wife’s breasts, which appeared tremendously full, though they were always covered either by her blouse or by Edu’s hands.

I turned my gaze back to the receptionist and whispered:

“Well, looking would be free.”

And he didn’t react, and I felt bad, knowing that I was jumping onto Edu’s ship and abandoning my wife’s. Always ready to betray María at the last moment, always for the thrill, for desire, for that sick game... Always stumbling over the same stone.

And I kept looking at him, feeling through him... feeling what he believed: that we were going to fuck a prostitute there, an expensive prostitute, a luxury prostitute... And I thought he must be wondering why we’d spend so much money to end up fucking her there... in his dirty hostel.

And as if my statement had taken time to be processed by that man, he finally looked at me, enigmatically, and I wondered what he might propose... and at the same time I stopped hearing the sound of kisses... and I feared for Edu, feared he might say something, inviting him, in whatever way, and I could almost already feel the embarrassment and María’s angry reply, and then I heard from that gentleman:

“Looking... No.”

And Edu said something then, in a whisper I couldn’t quite understand, and my heart skipped a beat, and then María murmured a “don’t be an idiot...” directed at him, at Edu, and the receptionist suddenly felt himself the center of attention... and perhaps because of this he felt intimidated... and he left.

And then I closed the door. With an already familiar mixture of disappointment and relief.


CHAPTER 47

A clear, familiar sound. I was surprised by my ability to discern that noise, although the silence in that hostel was so raw that it felt almost dreamlike. I turned around as I recognized the sound of a garment falling, and my eyes showed me that María’s leather skirt suddenly lay on the floor, tangled around her ankles and sandals.

“Give me one of those bottles,” Edu said then, with a rasp in his voice, pulling me out of an ephemeral peace.

And I approached, with a small bottle in each hand, and observed that there was about half a meter of distance between them, which seemed like a world after having seen them kissing. And again my doubts about what María wanted.

I offered the bottle to Edu and he took it. And he drank while I offered the other one to María, in a humiliating role, as a water bearer, replenishing strength for those bodies that I always felt deserved each other.

“No. You drink it,” she told me, with a sweetness that actually hurt, as if for an instant we were the María and Pablo of our intimate moments; but it couldn’t be like that, given the context, because her legs were bare, because her blue thong was almost visible, because her rolled-up shirt was almost completely open, because her breasts could be glimpsed by a man who was drinking and looking at her while suppressing suffocating desire.

And Edu finished drinking while I observed a tremendous bulge in his crotch, harshly marking his navy blue pants... and I became aware then of my hardness, of my erection, but mine couldn’t be noticed.

“Did he get scared, or what?” Edu said then, referring to the man who had just left us. “Later we’ll ask him for more. And you’ll open the door, naked, and freshly fucked.”

Edu was provoking as he dropped the water bottle on the bed, and María didn’t respond to that macabre plan. Always between the absurd proposal and the possible threat.

María chose to untangle her sandals from that skirt. And I drank, glancing sideways at her operation, and also at how Edu began to unbutton his pink shirt, with parsimony, with the calmness that came from knowing that she had so far accepted practically everything; with disdain, with arrogance, but after all there we were, where he had chosen. And he thought our long-term commitment to him was proceeding on course, with no greater obstacle than the occasional pressure of being able to replace him with Rodrigo.

Edu’s shirt fell to the floor and he became more savage-looking, as moisture emanated from his abs, and his beard looked deeper, and he pushed his hair back with both hands. And the bulge in his crotch, with no shirt that dared try to cover anything... became even more exaggerated. And if María was seeing that, I couldn’t tell.

“I’m so eager to fuck you...” Edu whispered, watching how she, now completely free of her skirt, was wrestling with her hair, removing her ponytail and putting it back up, face to face with him.

And she didn’t respond to him. She looked at him. And she didn’t seem intimidated. And a gust of air came in from the window and the curtain waved, and I knew they had managed to open it at the same time I knew that no matter how much María wanted to fight against him, her breasts and nipples betrayed her once again, outlining her shirt in such a sexual way that my member throbbed, compressed under my underwear.

“And when you’re pregnant...” Edu continued. “Fucking you when you’re very pregnant... with a nice belly and with your nipples even bigger...”

“Does that turn you on?” she asked.

“Fuck yes, it turns me on,” he responded, approaching again, reaching for the last two buttons of her shirt, down there, near her sex.

“Why don’t I do it with Pablo first?” María whispered, letting herself be unbuttoned, and surprising me with her statement.

“Now...?”

“Yes.”

“And why? Do you have a condom?”

“No, but... it doesn’t matter.”

“It does matter.”

“Let him do me for a while... Without finishing, of course. It’s no big deal.”

And I listened to them. And I listened to Edu and it was still amazing the ego that must exist in that man to believe that I used a condom with my own wife, because of him. It reminded me once again of that sick megalomania; only a madman could see that as normal, as possible.

And she spoke, spoke about me, without looking at me, but confirmed that the plan was clear, crystalline; she intended what I had intuited, to tell him with actions that all the pregnancy stuff was a farce. She wanted to do it with me, in his presence and all the way. And for my orgasm inside her to reveal that he was no longer anyone to us.

“I don’t know. I don’t know...” Edu hesitated and took half a step back. “What for?”

“What for? Doesn’t it turn you on to humiliate us like that? You’ve done it before,” she said, laying the bait.

“And laugh at how badly you fuck?”

“Yes...”

“And laugh because you don’t even notice when he puts his pathetic dick in you?”

“Yes...” María allowed herself to be attacked.

And we could see the doubt in his eyes. But also his eagerness. And María looked at me... and I felt a sudden desire... to kiss her... to possess her... to fuck her... and to come inside her... and for Edu to face reality that way.

“Could be... It’s always fun to see your pathetic face while your own husband is fucking you,” he continued, provoking.

“Exactly,” she said, looking at him again.

“For now take off your panties... and lie on the bed, I want to see your pussy.”

And then I felt her hesitate. And I felt desire, but also weariness. And then she came closer to me. And I trembled. And I thought she would kiss me, that she would skip the order and the command, but she took my water bottle, and drank, in front of me and to the desperation of Edu who wanted her immediate obedience. And I felt her so close, so pure, and I could smell her perfume... and then she returned the bottle to me and let her hair down again, and her voluminous mane took shape and made her more sexual... And then yes, in front of me, as if dedicated to me, as if she were gifting me with the final obedience, she brought her hands to what weren’t panties, but that familiar blue thong... and she pulled it down... and her pubic hair appeared... trimmed, matted... and her pussy emerged, protruding, imposing... and an “fuck...” was uttered by Edu... and I couldn’t believe I had given that to him so many times.

And afterward she complied, lying down on that dirty and rough bedspread, on that bed that vibrated upon feeling her presence, to the point that the bars crowning the headboard rattled two or three times against the wall. And she leaned back on her elbows, and her shirt miraculously covered her breasts, creating a cleavage of skin that separated the white of the shirt on both sides, but her breasts were uncontainable, and they looked almost sweaty, hidden but present, as present and uncontainable as her pussy manifested itself, which appeared completely unprotected... swollen, exposed. And Edu looked at that, and probably thought it was his, ignorant that we had prepared a different ending for him.

“So you want him to fuck you first...” said Edu, with his sculpted torso and the bulge in his pants.

“I already told you...” María responded, still trying to appear cocky, despite her exposure.

“I don’t know... besides this guy is capable of coming without meaning to...” he whispered, as his body descended... and he also lay down on the bed, and moved toward her legs. Legs that he carefully separated, guiding her, making them flex so that her heels dug into the bed... and as a consequence of that flexion her pussy was displayed even more clearly. And she, leaning back on her elbows, extended one of her hands backward, searching for a pillow... and then she looked at me, and perhaps she was asking me for action, perhaps she was asking me to demand my turn, but then a kiss was placed on the inside of her thighs. And the kiss made a sound, and Edu whispered “show it to me...” and María hesitated for a moment, but then brought one of her hands to her sex, which was barely twenty centimeters from his face... and with two fingers... she separated her lips... with a delicacy, a mastery and a femininity that left one breathless.

“Fuck... you can even smell it...” Edu whispered, and María looked at me, and I understood her look: she was asking for mercy, asking me to stop him, to stop her, and to follow her plan, but I could barely move. And it was imminent that Edu’s face would meet her, her sex. A pussy-eating was imminent that would make María doubt and make me crave... When suddenly an uncomfortable sound assaulted us, a broken, harsh sound of knocks against the wooden door...

...And I was startled, and María blushed and removed that hand from her pussy, but Edu didn’t flinch, and went to kiss that thigh, but now much closer to that eager pussy, and my wife didn’t know where to put her hands... and ended up bringing one of them to Edu’s head... and sighed an “Ufff...” as he licked decidedly and irreverently millimeters from her sex... punishing her with the prelude, with the premise, with the eagerness... And again the knocks were heard at that door.

María looked at me then, with part of her mane covering her face, with her eyes half-open, and she was telling me with her gaze not to open that door, that she didn’t want more games, that she couldn’t bear the shame of someone seeing her like that, but at the same time she didn’t have the strength to push Edu away from there.

And then Edu must have licked at a point already impossible for her, because she closed her eyes, unable to keep looking at me, and that lowering of her eyes was painful and at the same time suffocatingly erotic, and one of her legs trembled in a spasm... and her hand caressed Edu’s hair... And again someone knocked at the door, and that bastard’s face was between my wife’s legs, and I began to walk toward the exit, in search of the reason for those knocks.

And I arrived there. I stood in front of that door. And I opened it.

I couldn’t say I was surprised to see him, nor the opposite, because everything about him was scattered, random, uncertain. And it was hard for me to know, to understand, his motives, for comings and goings, and his true intentions.

And he, from the entrance, couldn’t know what was happening in the depths of that room. Rodrigo couldn’t know that Edu was eating my wife’s pussy.

And he looked at me as if nothing was wrong, with no apparent intention of apologizing for his absence. And he let out a “are you all here?” as if it wasn’t a brutal reality to see us immersed in that context.

“Let him in, come on,” I heard Edu’s voice behind me, and I had indeed become somewhat frozen, not letting him pass. And I turned around and couldn’t see the bed, couldn’t see María, but I could see Edu, dressed only in his pants.

From his tone, he even seemed pleased by his rival’s appearance, and Rodrigo and I advanced the few meters necessary to see María sitting on the edge of the bed, dressed only in her shirt and sandals, looking wounded in her pride, embarrassed, and despite how much she wanted to execute her revenge and her confession... she seemed on the verge of breaking with everything and leaving.

The situation was terribly uncomfortable, and I no longer knew how to salvage it, how to achieve victory from that situation. And I looked at my wife, cornered, with her skirt on the floor, and her blue thong on the floor. And Rodrigo saw the same thing. And whether he was going to react somehow, or if I was going to do it, or if María was going to do it... everything seemed hindered, interrupted, by an Edu who felt no disturbance at all and took advantage of our tension to continue, always one step ahead, and he brought his hands to his pants and opened them, calmly, and pulled them down, along with his underwear... and revealed a tense, horizontal, thick, brutal cock... with an enormous amount of veins... and he pulled back the skin showing a wide, powerful, disturbing glans. And if the situation was tense before, that... that exposed cock... his absolute nakedness... made it simply impossible to breathe.

Deep down it was a display. A humiliation. It made us feel small. And it made me doubt. It made me doubt that María would give that up, no matter how much she insisted on pairing her with petty lovers... no matter how much he provoked her, no matter how much he degraded her, no matter how much she hated him... No matter how delirious his obsession with getting her pregnant was.

“This one’s the smartest. He arrives at the best part,” Edu said then, referring to Rodrigo, and he brought his hand to his cock, about a meter away from María, who, sitting down, wasn’t looking at him, crossing her legs, leaning back slightly and shaking her hair, wanting to appear in control, with her shirt miraculously covering her breasts, and showing no signs of being overwhelmed.

“Where are you coming from...? From fucking Begoña?” Edu asked him, in his constant provocation.

And Rodrigo, leaning slightly against the wall, observant, but as if this wasn’t madness, sighed, distant, in a gesture of disapproval.

“Come on, kid. Tell me,” Edu insisted.

“No... No, not at all,” he finally said, and Edu turned his attention back to María:

“And you? Will you have enough for everyone? If you don’t, I’ll call Víctor... or the old man downstairs...” he asked her, turning toward her, with that cock near her face.

“No, no. That won’t be necessary,” she responded immediately, and the leg that was crossed over the other swayed minimally, expectant, all of her. Without being intimidated.

“No what? For me you always have enough. Isn’t that right?”



And she looked at me. And I looked at her. And out of the corner of my eye, I sensed Rodrigo bringing a hand to his shirt, to begin opening it. And peripherally I saw Edu leaning toward the bed. And I felt that it would be increasingly difficult to stop this. And I looked at her, and she looked at me. And I asked her with my eyes, “what do you want, María,” and in her gaze I saw no answers, but I did see connection, and that reassured me.

“Lie back like before,” whispered Edu, who brought his hand to his cock... and María reclined, a little, until she was resting on her elbows... and I sensed Rodrigo undressing... and I didn’t know what could come of all this...

And Edu climbed onto the bed, and she bent her legs, indeed like before, and it seemed imminent that Edu’s face would again meet her sex, and then I heard a whisper beside me:

“You could have told me... that this was happening today.”

And that strange whisper from Rodrigo had only been heard by me; it had been for me. And I had no response because everything was rushing forward and because María’s confession was slipping away. And I realized that Rodrigo was completely undressing, believing himself entitled to do so... And Edu was kissing my wife’s thigh... and she was looking at me, reclining... and allowing her shirt to open a bit... and one breast emerged free and enormous, on her torso... with a pink areola and a hard nipple that made an impact. And she also had to see how Rodrigo, the other candidate, was maneuvering, at ease, unconcerned, unaware of everything at stake for us there, of the risks that everything could explode... And she saw, as I did, that he was venturing to lie down... beside her...

And if that boy did strange things... especially strange was when, already lying next to her, he minimally caressed María’s face, precisely at the moment when she closed her eyes and let out an “Ufff...!” and then my eyes went searching for the reason for that surrendered moan... and I looked at her sex... and saw how Edu took one of the lips of her pussy... and, with his mouth... pulled it aside... sucked on it... and then stuck out his tongue and soaked everything... and another “Ufff...-hh!” was heard from María, with her eyes closed, reclining, with her legs open...

…And another caress on her face, from an eccentrically tender Rodrigo… and then she managed to open her eyes… and looked at me while Edu ate her pussy and Rodrigo kissed her on the cheek. Half-turned, leaning toward her, hiding an erection that could be sensed, from a competent, young and efficient cock… And another kiss on her cheek, and she looked at me… and let herself be kissed and have her pussy eaten… And she offered it to me, and told me she could handle both of them if she wanted to, if I wanted to, if we both wanted to…

But I felt that she wasn’t giving up, that she wasn’t going to surrender just like that. That she wanted to win. And the victory could be double if Rodrigo cooperated in establishing himself as superior and if the confession to Edu was expressed in an act, concise, that could be executed, not only by me, but by Rodrigo himself.

And then that guy, whose composure could play in his favor or against him, surprisingly said to Edu:

“Don’t spread it open so much… And lie down on the other side.”

And Edu pulled his face away from my wife’s wet, swollen and sublime sex. And, more stunned than indignant, he responded:

“What the fuck are you saying?”


CHAPTER 48

Rodrigo didn’t flinch. He wasn’t the least bit disturbed. And he placed another kiss on María’s cheek. And it wasn’t that I doubted or feared that this wouldn’t end well, but I was almost certain it wouldn’t even get started.

Edu, positioned between my wife’s legs, observed that kiss, that strange tenderness, and probably couldn’t even understand it. And then he said in a low voice:

“What a little sissy you’ve found yourselves… Unbelievable.”

And Rodrigo ignored him, and I was digesting his protest while María whispered a “come,” to Edu, so he would comply with the unshakeable young man’s proposal. And Edu looked at her pussy, just inches from his face, and gave it a touch, rough, dismissive, with three or four fingers, and my wife shuddered, but didn’t protest, and then he agreed to move up, to crawl until he was lying beside María, who found herself with two naked bodies, one on each side: a calm young man and a man about to explode, a young and sketched body and another more pronounced and rougher one, a distinguished and handsome cock, and a brutal, powerful dick, unlike any I’d ever seen.

I walked a few steps until I positioned myself in front of them, standing, facing that old overused cot. And the more cornered María was, the more grandeur she displayed. And I shivered, trembled, and wanted everything and nothing. And I saw those naked men, turned toward her, in the prime of life, sublime… with their hard cocks… for her… and I understood that my wife was the ultimate, a man’s greatest physical desire and will. And she punished Edu, and gave her mouth to Rodrigo, in a chaste, slow kiss… and then their mouths opened… as her shirt opened from the twist… and her enormous breasts were now visible, free, bursting with excitement… and I undressed while watching Edu’s repulsion at that kiss and that snub… And I knew him, I was aware of his ego, so I took for granted that he suspected that kiss, that Rodrigo’s participation, had to be due to a trap or a provocation from us.

Standing. Naked. I couldn’t even contain myself for a moment. Within seconds I was checking my excitement, my hard member, and masturbating in front of them. And the kisses between Rodrigo and María could be heard. And then Edu got tired of being a sidekick and took one of my wife’s hands, guiding it to his cock, assuming that once she touched it, the charade would end.

Without stopping kissing Rodrigo, María grabbed that hard, large cock, which pointed to the ceiling, and she couldn’t encompass it, couldn’t close her hand around it. And she succumbed. She fell into his trap, cutting off the kiss, turning toward him and uttering a “fuck…” which was always painful and this time even more so. And it excited her so much that her other hand went down to her pussy, to touch herself while holding it, but that hand was then moved aside by Rodrigo, who guided it to his member, and she also took his cock… which she could encompass, but straight, young, dark, extensive, it more than fulfilled and abundantly offered what I couldn’t give.

Holding onto those two cocks, with her shirt open, with her legs bent and heels dug into the bed, showing me her pussy, from the front, open, wet… she was so sexual that I again felt that anything that wasn’t María in those contexts was a waste, it was dull, unreal life, pretense, because the truth, her condition, her nature, was that. And I sighed, as Rodrigo said:

“Jerk us both off. And look at your husband.”

And perhaps what happened was what I had always desired and never known with such exactitude. My wife, lying on her back, somewhat reclining on Rodrigo’s chest, looked at me; with her hair disheveled and stuck to her face with sweat, with her legs open and bent, with the lips of her pussy parted, with her shirt open and clinging to her body from the heat… she looked at me, and masturbated them, moved her two hands, up and down, efficiently with the right, somewhat more erratically with the left; exhibiting and hiding those pinkish glans… making those skins go up and down… and she swallowed, didn’t sigh… which I did, touching my member with three fingers, but not moving them, as I could come at any moment.

And that wonder, that tension, but also that peace, was broken by an Edu who demanded more and pulled her by the nape of her neck, to draw her toward him, like a child accustomed to total attention. And I knew it was unsustainable, that everything would explode at any moment, that Edu wouldn’t accept sharing her… at least not in a compliant role. But I enjoyed every second, knowing it could be the last. And she accepted his whim and let herself be led, and then once their faces were face to face, he stuck out his tongue, and María then fulfilled her part, and they closed their eyes, and their tongues played in the air; while she continued jerking them off, that giant dick and Rodrigo’s perfect but more human member.

I could feel María’s tongue, as if I were kissing her. I could feel her jerking, her hand on my cock. I felt through them… And I felt that I had never experienced so much, so much lust, with such clarity, as at that moment. My member was weeping, dripping, impacted, just a few strokes away from exploding.

María then broke the kiss and looked at me again. Making it clear to me that yes, those men excited her, but that the origin was still me, that it all made sense because I was touching my tiny member in front of her. And in that look there was all the possible lust, but essentially there was love. And that reassured me, but at the same time made me think we were risking too much.

And Edu wouldn’t accept not being in charge, and, while she looked at me and jerked them off, he took one of his hands to one of her tits, and squeezed it, with some force, grabbing that tit roughly, kneading it, trying to encompass it, seeking her complaint, and she uttered a “Hm-mm,” almost choked, but didn’t protest, and her tit was mistreated, squeezed, her nipple and areola showing through his hand… and Edu intended to bring his mouth there… when another phrase startled us:

“Suck his cock. Eat it. Though I don't think it will fit in your mouth.”

That's what Rodrigo said to my wife, surprising all of us. Changing, changing himself. And Edu smiled. And María looked at me. And she knew how much I wanted it. And Edu rejected the idea of that young man directing everything, but he certainly wasn't going to object to that particular suggestion.

I looked up at the ceiling then. And I sighed. I felt my member pulsating on its own. Horizontal. Hard. Straight. Pointing toward that bed. And a warm breeze made me feel strangely good, and I looked to one side and saw the curtain billowing, and then I looked forward and saw how my wife abandoned Rodrigo, and, lying on her side, turned her back to him… and focused on Edu who, lying on his back, watched as she kissed his abdomen without letting go of his cock.

“Look at your husband. Look at him while you put it in your mouth,” orchestrated Rodrigo, who turned and positioned himself behind her, like a spoon, pressing his member against her buttocks, with no intention of penetrating her, but certainly wanting to feel her.

And María looked at me, between kisses that she planted on those abs, pronounced and tanned from a summer that hadn't yet left the body of that magnificent lover; she delayed the moment, while Edu, eager for her to suck him and tired of Rodrigo's orders and her pacing, whispered to himself: “Just suck it already, damn it…”

Her glassy eyes. The caresses on her buttocks, from behind, by Rodrigo. Edu reclined with his elbows back. That cock near her face that seemed even more enormous… her face moving closer… and a kiss placed on the shaft… her gaze… her pushing her hair away from her face and closing her eyes… a loud kiss on the tip… María's other hand grabbing his balls… an instinctive thrust from Edu, with his waist, from bottom to top… my wife's tongue flying to meet that glans… her gaze toward me again… And finally her tongue drawing a circle, precise, pressing, on that flesh… and her hand pulling more skin back… and a white drop emerged… stark white in contrast to the pinkish glans… and María's thumb spreading that drop… and Edu trembling… and I loved her… I loved her like never before; she dominated him, she kissed his cock… by another man's orders, in front of her husband… and she was in control… And she looked at me… and I knew it… and without taking her eyes off me, she put it in her mouth… in a slow and clear downward movement of her head… always with her eyes on me… with that huge cock in her mouth…

“Fuck…” Edu sighed, and put one hand behind his head and the other on María, on her hair, on that head that was beginning to move up and down.

And I sighed. I couldn't look and at the same time I couldn't stop looking. Her mouth going up and down. Her head going up and down. Saliva running down that shaft. She pushed her hair aside, and tried to look at me, but it was getting harder for her, and she kept her eyes closed for longer periods.

And a “touch yourself…” was whispered behind her by Rodrigo, and she took one of her hands to her pussy, and immediately two of her fingers were tracing circles on her clitoris. And I could see everything: the wet blowjob, her open legs, her fingers in those precise circular movements, Rodrigo fitted behind her, almost with his chest against her back, and caressing her buttocks… And Edu coordinating that sucking with his hand. Up and down, with his huge cock inside my wife's mouth.

And everything was perfect. The elegant, flawless blowjob. Her sweet and precise masturbation. Her breasts shaking slightly from the swaying of her head and arm. And again I wanted to touch myself, but I knew I would explode… And the sound of that sucking was so erotic that it captivated all of us, in a liquid yet clean sound; she sucked and you could hear the saliva… And when she paused her head for a moment and looked at me… with that cock whose tip barely fit in her mouth… it killed me… and I cursed myself for giving her up like this, but I knew it was necessary… inevitable. And I sighed, and when she saw that impact on me, she closed her eyes again and swallowed, ate, sucked, licked… and she struggled with all that dark and rough skin… and she engulfed, demanding with her mouth, killing me, and she couldn't encompass it with that delicate hand that couldn't close around that bestial cylinder.

And I thought Edu would break everything at any moment, but it was then that Rodrigo made a mistake, a mistake that Edu had probably been waiting for. He said to him, to Edu himself:

“Insult her. It turns her on when she's insulted.”

And that phrase was received by an Edu who sat up a bit and, while she continued touching herself and sucking him, snapped:

“I already know what turns her on or doesn't turn her on. Asshole.”

And María then removed her mouth, stopped her hand, cut with her other hand the hanging threads of saliva between her lips and that glans that shone from so much fluid, turned around, and said:

“Well, if you know, do it. And you fuck me,” she said to Rodrigo. “And you…” she said turning toward me, with traces of pre-cum on her lips, “…You watch and try not to cum.”

Both felt the impact of María's rebellion. A María who had always been there, and who had allowed herself to be guided, until reaching the key moment, the moment when everything could change. A fact that Edu didn't even suspect, and so he ended up saying:

“If you're going to let yourself be fucked by this kid, he should put on a condom.”

He mentioned him without addressing him directly, seeking to be dismissive, superior or provocative, but it was María who cut him off:

—He's going to put it in me like this. Without anything. But he won't come. Right? Only you will.

My wife was addressing both of them. Satisfying both, but always keeping in mind our intention to win. And I knew it. Only she and I knew everything, but my fears remained, about Edu, and also about her.

—No, I won't come inside —said Rodrigo, and I couldn't believe I was witnessing this, these phrases, these proposals. And I knew that a year ago, had I been there, I would have succumbed, I would have left, perhaps even almost fainted.

—Well come on, you dirty slut... —replied Edu—. Keep cleaning it for me and I'll insult you all you want... And if this idiot comes without...

—Don't you trust him? —interrupted Rodrigo, interacting with him, almost for the first time.

And Edu didn't respond to him, and grabbed that cock that María had abandoned, and gave it a couple of strokes, to harden it and to capture her attention. And then he said clearly, so we could all hear:

—Come on, you big slut. Suck it, it's going soft.

—Lift your leg —Rodrigo said then, positioning himself even closer to her.

And their requests overlapped. Everything was accelerating. Everyone was demanding something from her. And then my wife looked at me. She was lifting her leg a little so Rodrigo could penetrate her, both lying on their sides... and she was bringing her face close to Edu's cock. And she was looking at me. Looking at me while Edu was going too far, as always, taking advantage of her face being within reach... and slapping her face with his cock, while Rodrigo grabbed his member, pulled back the skin... and looked for a way to fuck her...

...And it was I who spoke, and I didn't know if I was saying it aloud, nor did I know if they could hear me... and I whispered a devoted and surrendered: “God, María...”

And at times I couldn't accept, couldn't digest, that she was the same María from my home, from our home, from our intimacy, from our caresses, from our affection and silly moments...

...She couldn't be the same one accepting those degrading slaps of that huge cock on her face... The same one lifting her leg... and reaching back with her hand to help Rodrigo put it in...

Farewell. Candidacy. Confession. Flight. Victory. Defeat. I couldn't believe that all of it hung by a thread, but it did. And I felt that María knew it.

—Come on, damn it... —Edu was anxious, despotic, more than ever, permanently annoyed at sharing her with someone not chosen by him, and to top it off announced as a possible replacement. And María allowed herself to be slapped on the cheek by the tip of that huge cock that managed to deposit a transparent drop on her face.

And she looked at me while her hand grabbed Rodrigo's cock and aimed it. And I had seen her like this other times, about to be penetrated, but perhaps never with such clarity; because of the position, lying on her side with one leg raised and her lover behind her, her pussy was offered to me in a crudely clear and frontal way... the hair of her pussy wet and matted... those thick lips separated... the pinkness of her interior projecting...

And Rodrigo seemed to read my mind, whispering to me to come closer... And I did... And I saw more closely that powerful member gripped at the base by her, and her raising her leg more, and I looked at her, at the precise moment when Rodrigo pushed... and my wife purred, in a prelude to pleasure.

She was looking at me. It was done. He was going to put it in. He was going to fill my wife's pussy... in that dirty cot... and I was inches away from that atrocity and at the same time from that wonder... and in a fraction of a second I remembered the confusion of that foreign gentleman, who thought she was a prostitute... and deep down... I felt at that moment that she almost looked like one: there, with her pussy open, about to be fucked, and with another man's cock near her face, surrendered, exposed, between those sweaty bodies... And with those high-heeled sandals, and with that silk shirt that she was pushing aside because it was sticking to her body, yes, she looked like an expensive whore, the caprice of two excited, obscene and depraved young men, eager to fulfill with that chosen body what they couldn't achieve or dare with any other woman.

And I could see her breasts free, large, plethoric, flushed, moist, sticky... and a drop of sweat was descending down her neck, and her muscles were tensing... and she was looking at me, in the eyes, with candor and at the same time with lust. It was done. And she shuddered and another drop of sweat ran down her cleavage, traveling across her skin at a devilish speed... and suddenly... suddenly a “Uuufff!!” from María, from my wife, that was killing me... her contorted expression was killing me and the tip of that cock pushing, entering... He was putting it in her, and she was moaning, and there was pleasure, but above all relief... a relief that I couldn't give her... And it was killing me... and she was closing her eyes... and a “Look at him...” was whispered by Rodrigo, as Edu tried to put his cock in her mouth.

And Rodrigo pushed more. And he was directing. And he whispered:

—Look, cuckold... Look how it goes in...

And I was witnessing that insertion, and I was trembling, and I felt my member bouncing, throbbing in the air, and perhaps even dripping. I kept watching, almost crouched in front of them, how that cock pushed and reached the end... and the insertion was adorned with another “Ohh-hh...!” from my wife... and then a muffled, strange “Hmmm” that surprised me, and then my gaze moved away from that cock that had been inserted to the balls, and I saw how María's mouth was occupied... by Edu's huge cock... which was pushing her down with his hand... and she, with her mouth demanded, was swallowing and placing a hand on Edu's thigh, trying to resist his pressure.

Impaled through her mouth and her pussy. With her eyes closed. With her leg raised. With Edu's hand on her head, setting the rhythm. With Rodrigo's cadence, back and forth. He fucked her, calmly, in long strokes. And Edu fulfilled what was asked, uttering “Eat it, bitch...”, “Clean it well, damn it...” And Rodrigo fulfilled his part, fucking her, with composure, and making me participate, as he was meant to do... and whispered: “Look how I’m fucking your wife”, and he said to her, in her ear, with his chest pressed against her back: “What a cuckold husband you have... how he loves seeing you with two cocks.” And María whimpered rhythmic, erotic and at the same time heartbreaking “Hh-mm!”, “Hh-mm!” each time she swallowed, and louder “HHMM!!” when Rodrigo thrust deeper inside her.

And then, once again, Rodrigo surprised me when he said:

—Worship her... Touch her. Kiss her... Don’t just watch.

And I grew anxious, my entire body a mass of involuntary spasms, of hot and cold. And I didn’t feel worthy of this. Once again he pressed a key I didn’t even know existed. And I leaned in closer. To the point of now sharing the bed with them. And I felt her more. I felt my wife more, sitting next to her. With that cock penetrating her pussy. With that cock filling her mouth... With her “HH-mmm!”, “HH-hh!”, moaned around Edu’s impressive member as he continued whispering: “You suck it like a whore...”, “Move your tongue inside... you love that...”, and he kept guiding her with his hand.

And I obeyed that order which was itself a dream come true. And I moved aside her white blouse, which partially covered one of her breasts, and caressed it there, caressed her warm breast, and felt her skin, so soft it seemed unreal, as if her breast became almost ethereal with pleasure, as if it swelled with lust... and her nipple was so hard that I sighed and shivered... And a shouted “Hhh-mmm!!” around Edu’s cock emboldened me to commit further, and squeeze that breast, and stick out my tongue... and lick the nipple, and the areola... and I coated it with saliva... and I felt her movement from the thrusts, and I steadied her... and I bit. I bit her breast and the sensation was so wonderful that my cock vibrated in a spasm. And I bit carefully, gently, even lovingly... And she had enough for all three of us... And I caressed her belly, her neck, her other breast, while I drooled... And again the impact of her greatness, which I felt with even greater intensity when I noticed her hand on my neck, guiding me to continue kissing and drooling on that breast, and I heard just inches from me her “HHH-mmm!!” muffled by one lover’s cock, caused by the other lover’s cock... And she gave them raw, ordinary sex, while giving me delicacy and sweetness, as she caressed my hair, my neck, and guided me in that feast I was having on her breast.

—Now help her, cuckold. And kiss her on the mouth —Rodrigo said then, still directing and imposing himself on Edu, who reclined backward looked like a sluggish beast, as I sensed he was liable to change everything at any moment.

And I didn’t understand the first part of his proposal, but I did understand the second. So I abandoned that breast and moved in search of María’s face. And she, having heard Rodrigo, stopped that blowjob, and looked at me, the two of us face to face on that bed, with Edu’s cock in the middle... and I approached my wife’s lips... and she didn’t open her mouth, but with half-closed eyes allowed me to kiss those lips... and I tasted that flavor of semen... and I almost licked those wet, hot lips, and afterward savored everything she had been extracting from that cock... And then she kissed me, with tongue, and I felt her even more, and I felt even more that smell and taste of semen... and Rodrigo pushed her against me, toward me... And I thought I would die from the eroticism... and our kiss broke off, our lips separated and a thread of transparent liquid hung between our lips, which we didn’t know if it was mine, hers, or Edu’s... and we looked at each other... with that enormous cock in the middle... And she, with her half-closed eyes and in constant motion from Rodrigo’s thrusts, whispered:

—Take it. Help me.

She had interpreted that part of Rodrigo’s order, and released Edu’s cock as I, surprising myself, grabbed it. And I felt my heart leaping from my chest as I felt that rock-hard, burning member in my hand. But I wasn’t thinking anymore, only feeling. And she brushed the hair from her face and lowered her mouth. And swallowed a cock that I was holding for her. And by some strange impulse I moved my hand slightly up and down. And there was no hint or doubt of sexuality, simply love for her, and a lust that reached peaks I had never felt before... And she sucked his cock and looked at me, with wide open eyes... and she sucked it until her lips touched my hand... And Edu said something, insulting me, and I didn’t even register his provocation... And I whispered to my wife, as if only she and I existed in the world: “Do you like it? Do you like sucking it?”, and she, with open eyes and her hand in her hair, and with that cock in her mouth, and looking at me... nodded... and uttered inside his cock an affirmative “Hum-Humh”... and I felt that moment was the pinnacle, the maximum expression of what I had always sought as a cuckold.

María removed her mouth. To catch her breath. And again that smell of cock. Of sex. Of man. And I saw myself holding that member, and I saw that my hand could close around it, though barely, given that monstrosity… and I remained affected, impressed, and then I felt contact on my head… and an “Do you want to suck it too?” was said by Edu, very quickly, as he hit my head with his hand… and I pulled away, and released that cock which flew heavy and free… and I moved back until I was standing… and everything was accelerating, because Edu let out a “What a fucking faggot…” while abandoning María, getting off the bed, passing in front of me, and heading to the bathroom. 

And I watched him walk away, with his erect cock, and then heard the sound of the toilet lid hitting, from which I deduced the reason for his momentary escape. And I looked back at the bed, and saw that Rodrigo still had his cock inside my wife, that he was still fucking her… that he himself was holding her raised leg to penetrate her better… that her “Ufff…!”, “Hhmm!”, continued… and they stayed like that for a few moments that I found wonderful, especially peaceful, and pure. And then María turned her face slightly and whispered to him:

—Cu-cum… when he comes back.

—What…? —asked Rodrigo, in a low voice, while he continued fucking her and while we heard Edu urinating forcefully.

—Cum inside… Right when he comes back… Let him find out once and for all…

…And fuck him…

And she said that last phrase, with that cock sliding in and out, parting the lips of her pussy, but looking at me; revealing her cunning, telling me that she had been clear about it from the moment Rodrigo had walked through the door.


CHAPTER 49

“I don't understand any of this...” Rodrigo whispered, and stopped, still inside her. 

“Don't stop...” she protested, tense, in a hurry. 

“What? I just don't understand any of this!” he exclaimed, but in whispers, suspecting she was conspiring against Edu, who was still urinating. 

“Just keep going... give it to me... cum inside me... let him see it...” she responded, rapidly and in a low voice. And she herself wanted to restart the movement, but the position made it difficult for her. 

And we heard the sound of the toilet flushing. And I said:

“I'll fuck you, María...”

And she understood, and told him: “Get out. Pull out,” to a Rodrigo who barely understood anything, while María and I understood everything, and she knew that my proposal was based on the fact that I, inside her, would explode immediately.

We could hear the sound of a faucet. And Rodrigo obeyed and withdrew. And María let out a short and erotic “Uff!” at the precise moment when that cock, smeared with a thick white liquid, abandoned her. And time was pressing, and she was composing herself, intending to get on all fours... so that I could fuck her and Edu would witness my orgasm inside her... so that Edu would discover that everything was a farce, that he was nobody, that we were winning, that we had deceived him, and that we were probably replacing him...

And I grabbed my member and didn't even need to stroke it, as my hardness was complete, and I was preparing to climb onto the bed, to fuck her, and to cum inside her.

And Rodrigo, standing, still didn't understand anything. And María was positioning herself, on all fours, pulling up the lower part of her shirt to offer me her ass, and her breasts hung enormously, and she looked at me eagerly; not with pleasure, as she wouldn't feel anything, but with the desire to win.

And then Edu appeared. Just before I could climb onto the bed. And he said:

“What are you doing there with your pathetic cock?”

And he sat down in the green armchair that was in front of the bed, with his pulsating, swollen cock, but pointing downward. And I didn't know what to do. I hesitated. And he spoke again:

“And you, kid, stop right there. You don't belong here. María, get up here so I can fuck you. I'm going to knock you up good.”

My wife, on all fours, didn't know what to do, but she saw that I wasn't following her, that I wasn't getting on the bed. And then she finally abandoned her position, and sat on that flimsy cot, while Rodrigo muttered something, and then Edu, raising his voice a little, continued:

“Get lost already, kid!”

“Can you calm down a bit?” said María, getting off the bed.

“Well come on, you calm down. Get me hard,” Edu challenged her, holding himself with one hand and throwing her white blazer, which was on the backrest and bothering him, to the floor.

María approached him. With her high-heeled sandals. With her open shirt. And she rolled up her sleeves more, to her elbows.

“Tell him to get lost...” Edu whispered.

“Okay, relax,” she calmed him, and reached him. And Rodrigo moved. And I feared he would leave, but he was heading to the bathroom.

“Come on, get me hard. I want to fuck you already and go to sleep,” Edu snapped at her, and María sat on him, on his legs, with her back to me.

And then she, as soon as she settled on top of him, took one hand to her hair, and shook it, and let it fall down her back... and I knew her other hand was going to HIM, and then she turned her face, and looked at me, and I knew it was a mistake.

Perhaps she was asking for permission. Or perhaps for me to enjoy for the last time. Or perhaps she just wanted to excite him so that our victory and revenge would be more forceful. But to me it seemed like a mistake. Probably because I knew her better than she knew herself, perhaps because I recognized the signals of her body better than she did herself.

María was leaning her torso toward him again. And from behind I could see her elbow shaking. And Edu's hands went to her ass, each hand on one cheek, and he enjoyed the handjob, in silence. And I feared him. And in my head echoed a “Don't get on... Don't get on THERE.”

Rodrigo returned, and I glanced at him, again suspecting his departure, at the precise moment when a “come here, damn it” was heard from Edu to María, and his hand on the back of her neck, and my wife's body leaning over his, and I moved, to see better, to feel, and at the same time to torture myself... and I saw the kiss, the making out, their faces tilted, their tongues, their striking bodies... and what was even worse... a strange movement, from her, from my wife, with her waist, back and forth, as if by mere instinct, pure, animal, she rubbed against him, against his cock that was growing in her hand. 

The kiss was avid, sexual, and I not only saw the danger, but the prelude to our defeat. My wife was returning the kiss, giving him her tongue, and striving to continue jerking him off... and it seemed to me that there wasn't much plan there anymore, not much strategy... And the kiss ended, and he whispered a “I'm going to fuck you, huh...” in her ear... And then another whisper, a “you want it, don't you...”, “you want me to fuck you...” and my wife was killing me, because she didn't respond with words, but her handjob continued... and her waist moved again in an involuntary impulse... and she nodded her head... sweetly... perhaps already defeated...

“Give me your tits... damn it,” Edu whispered, and she pulled her torso back slightly, and he pushed her shirt aside on both sides of her breasts, almost in two swipes, and grabbed one breast with his hand, and squeezed the tip, making her nipple and areola protrude again, almost with contempt, and she shook her hair, allowing herself to be defiled, and he licked there, in a wet, animal-like lick, and she moaned. And then the other breast. Another lick. And then a bite. And he slobbered over them. From one side to the other. He pushed them together. He released them and she welcomed him. And sometimes she even helped him, placing a hand on the back of his neck... She was telling him with her gestures to keep devouring them...

...And she threw her head back, her face, with closed eyes, toward the ceiling, and she moaned, panted, and continued jerking him off. And I could see her firm, hammering strokes on that cock that was growing in her hand. And that trail of saliva on her reddened breasts... and Edu’s phrases... his “what slutty tits you have...” and his “how you walk around with these sow’s tits, damn...” And she moaned, even more when he insulted her more... And then he grabbed them, each breast with one hand, from underneath, as if checking their weight, and whispered to her:

“Say it. Say you have a sow’s tits...”

“Fuck...” my wife responded, and turned her face, and looked at me. And at that moment I had the feeling she was asking for understanding. But what I saw was that this was our end.

And she turned toward him. And brought both hands to jerk him off. And she couldn’t cover it even using both.

“Say it,” he insisted.

“Mmm... Fuck... I have... sow’s tits...” my wife moaned to him, with her shirt open, with her heels on, straddling him... in a defeat... as progressive as it was evident.

And Edu put a finger in her mouth. And she sucked it. And he asked her to drool on it. And she obeyed. And with that wet finger he smeared one of her breasts. And she wasn’t jerking him off anymore. She just held it with both hands. And a “spit, spit on them” was whispered by Edu, and she looked at him, and uttered another “fuck,” but she did it, lowered her face... and let saliva fall... and a thick thread emerged from her mouth, from her lips... and fell accurately onto one of her breasts... And Edu then cut all that saliva hanging from her lips, and rubbed, spread, and made that breast shine even more; and at the moment he was spreading it over the nipple, at the moment when the areola shone the most, my wife almost whimpered a faint “God...” that was terrible, devastating, and her body trembled, and her waist shook, forward and backward, two, three, four times, fucking, fucking the air... rubbing against him but without fulfilling herself without calming herself... And then she whispered:

“Fuck me...”

“Yes?” he asked, gently caressing that soaked breast.

“Yes... For God’s sake...” she surrendered, sobbing.

“Well then... Get on. Sow... I’m going to put in there what no one has ever put in you.”

And my wife raised her body, seeking to be penetrated by him. At last. And Edu said:

“No. Turn around. Not for little Pablo. But so the other idiot can see how you should be fucked.”

And I became aware of Rodrigo’s presence, who, leaning against the wall again, as shortly after having entered, observed, calmly, and certainly excited, with his cock pointing forward. Perhaps disappointing me a little, having become just another voyeur.

María then got off that armchair. Affected. Flushed. And I could see more clearly her reddened breasts, and especially her sweat, on her face, on her back, on that silky shirt that clung to her body. And I could better see that cock pointing to the ceiling. That width that seemed unbearable for any woman... And then I looked for her pussy, and I saw it, undone, large, darker, wetter... And she looked at me, again, and I could no longer ask her not to do it, as certain as I was that it would be our end.

María, with her back to him, bent her knees and reached her hand behind. In a matter of seconds she would mount that monstrosity... and her half-open mouth, her burning gaze and her trembling hand made me shudder.

And with one hand she spread the lips of her pussy and with the other she grabbed that base, and a “put it in now, damn it” was ordered from back there, by an Edu eager to feel her, to fuck her... And she looked at me, and with an affected, tearful look, shook her head, telling me that she couldn’t, that she couldn’t avoid it...

“OHHHH... GOOOD...” she almost shouted, just from feeling that brutality at the entrance of her pussy.

Undone... she descended, trembling... And Edu put one hand on her shoulder and the other on her waist, helping her impale herself.

“AHHH.... MMM” she moaned, with her eyes closed, with her shirt open, with her enormous breasts smeared with saliva, with her hair stuck to her face... And lowering her body... through all that flesh, through all that extension... impaling herself, sitting... on him, on that cock that finally filled her...

“Ahhhh...!! Bu-ufff...!!” she ended up gasping, almost relieved... once she finished descending, and remained still, with that cock buried to the balls.

It was wonderful. And at the same time, it was terrible.

“Move up, come on,” Edu told her, indicating that she should start moving up and down.

“You’re going to kill me…” she praised him, destroying me.

“Come on, damn it…” he insisted, just as she began to rise, revealing all that trunk again, now whiter from what she was releasing, and I couldn’t believe she could accommodate that width… and the lips of her pussy slid along that trunk… revealing it, wetting it.

And down again, and another heartfelt “OHHH…!” with her eyes closed, and her hands on her own thighs.

María was riding him, her back to him, facing me and facing Rodrigo, who was probably about to leave. And I knew it was our end, the end of our plan against him, and who knows if the end of much more. And another “Ahhh… fu… fu-ck…!” was moaned by her, in what constituted a permanent praise to him and a permanent protest to Rodrigo and me.

And what came next was an outpouring of surrender, of lust, and of power. From both of them. But especially from her. She began to move up and down, slowly at first, then faster and faster. And sometimes she looked at me. And sometimes she looked at Rodrigo. And sometimes she closed her eyes. And her “Humm!”, “Humm!”, thundered throughout the bedroom, with Edu’s hand permanently on her shoulder, guiding her in that ride.

And the faster she accelerated the rhythm, the more dramatically her breasts bounced… perhaps embarrassing her, especially because of the sound of her breasts hitting her torso; her enormous tits bouncing and making a rhythmic, constant “slap, slap” sound that overlapped with the sound of her pussy landing on Edu’s pelvis, and with her “Ahhh!”, “Ahhh!”, “Goood…!” And I looked at her, and she looked at me, and her tits up and down… covering and uncovering that monstrosity with her wide-open pussy… And then she closed her eyes, and moaned a terrible “God… you fuck me so well…” while I watched her contorted face… and how she bit her lip before continuing to pant… And Edu insulting her… calling her whore… slut… and challenging us… and winning… and she even grabbed her breasts, to stop them from exposing her, and then Edu prevented her, grabbing her arms and taking them behind her back…

“AHHH! AHHHHH!” my wife screamed… surrendered… with her arms held back, with her open shirt and her bouncing tits… And the “slap, slap, slap, slap” resonated, and her body went up and down, sat and rose, and that cock was shown and hidden by that enormous pussy that welcomed it.

“MMM-HH…! You’re killing me…! God…!” she moaned and Edu brought one of his hands to her mouth, and covered it, and she began to moan there some deeply stifled and humiliating “MMMM!”, “MMMMM!”

And then she took advantage of him freeing her arms and grabbed her tits. And she went up and down, with her mouth covered, and holding onto her breasts to avoid those grotesque and eccentric bounces. And she looked at me. And a tear fell from one of her eyes… a tear of lasciviousness, of obscenity, of taste, of pleasure…

And then a:

“HMMMM-MMM!!!” tremendous, announced to me that she was close to coming. And Edu knew it too:

“Come, bitch, damn it…”

“HMMMM-MMMMM!!!”

“Come on, you pig, come already!!” Edu almost shouted, removing his hands from her mouth.

And my wife looked at me, tried to look at me, while her body writhed, and then she released her tits, which fell enormous, free, reddened, and she pulled her shirt aside, and put her hands on her hips, with Edu’s cock inserted halfway, and she remained still, and a spasm, and another, and she moved a millimeter, downward, and Edu then raised his hip upward, driving it into her… to the bottom, and that killed her… and she exploded, in a pure, clear phrase, moaned, at full speed:

“I’m coming, god, I’m coming! God…! Ah! AHHHMMMM…!!!”

She screamed. And I knew it was our end.

“OOOOHH-HHH…!” she moaned and her body trembled, impaled, in a strange way, with her hands on her hips, in a posture that was magical and at the same time shameful and extravagant.

“AHHH! AHH-MM! I’M CO-MMING!!!” she screamed, and she writhed, exploded, sitting, completely, on that cock.

And she stayed like that for a few moments, with her eyes closed and her face toward the ceiling, trembling as if she would faint impaled on that mast. And they were laughable, shocking, and humiliating, those shameless spasms, and her moans, which were pure gratitude, and I thought that nothing remained of the elegant María who had left home, of the grown and haughty woman who had provoked me before leaving. No. There. She writhed. Like a whore. Like a slut. With her thong on the floor. With her skirt on the floor. With her expensive shirt, open, showing enormous tits; obscene, sexual tits, opposed to the elegance and decorum that she always wanted to project. And with her high-heeled sandals still on, making her feel even dirtier. And with her mouth opening and closing. Contrite. Like just another pig that Edu fucked. And I felt that we were losing. Among those wonderful, but devastating “AHHHHH-hhh!” “AHHHHH-hhhhhh!”

And I felt that she was trying to look at me, and I didn’t know what she wanted from me anymore. And another triumphant smirk from Edu. But the worst was yet to come. My wife brought her hands to her face, and panted, breathlessly, recovering her breathing, recovering from her orgasm. And then she stood up, or tried to. And she abandoned that cock. She stood up, as best she could. Dizzy. Affected. And she tried to take off her shirt. But it was stuck to her body from the sweat. And she was trembling. And we all watched her. And with great difficulty she managed to take it off and let it fall to the floor. And, without looking at me, and much less at Rodrigo, she turned back to Edu, approached him, grabbed his cock, and mounted him, now facing him, with roughness, with eagerness, taking him in now without problems, as if it were the place she had always belonged. And she said to him:

“Now you’re going to come... Give me everything... Give me everything inside...”

Mounted on him. Sitting there. She connected with him. She said that to him and he welcomed her. And Edu whispered a warm “come here” to her. And he pulled her close to himself. With her breasts in contact with his sculpted torso. With his hand on her nape. He punished me. He humiliated me. And he moved his hips, minimally, up and down. Putting it all the way inside her. With her legs spread and his heavy balls on the armchair. With one hand on her ass and the other in her hair. He fucked her, slowly, a María who was still trembling from her orgasm.

And time passed. And at the same time time stood still. And their bodies in rhythm. The fucking continued. He was winning. He was taming her. Between his arms. He was taking her away from me.

There was no more strategy, no more plan, to save us.

We had played with fire, and we had been burned...

...and I, aroused, able to come just by touching myself, felt like crying.


CHAPTER 50

I knew it was the end. And I felt guilty for being aroused. Never had the feeling of guilt been greater. Never had I felt so naive.

Their gazes while fucking. That cock sliding in and out. Her moans. How could one give up all that.

There was no possible plan. María had gone. She would leave with him. Her half-open mouth told me so. The way her eyes drooped explained it all. And she wasn't looking for me with her gaze. What for.

And I didn't blame her. I knew the fault was mine. Absolutely all of it. And Rodrigo's part was her umpteenth attempt to save us. Her attempt. Because I had never done anything to get out of that problem, quite the opposite.

And I even wondered why I was still there, witnessing that torture. And sometimes Edu would put a finger in her mouth... and whisper some obscenity to her... And she, with his finger between her lips, would nod. Surrendered. Affectionate.

It was terrible.

Never, on the other occasions, had I felt with such certainty that it was the end. I knew it. It was the end of our relationship. Of our marriage. Of everything.

I could even foresee that I wouldn't see her too many more times.

And the fucking continued. Calm. And she never turned around. She moved up and down, with him, waiting for him to speed up whenever he wanted, and cum inside her. And the most terrible thing was that embrace, that protection, that calmness.

I began to think about leaving. About picking up my clothes and quietly walking out. It seemed that Rodrigo would leave even before me. It was obvious that they needed to be left alone. Everything else was superfluous. All of María's anger toward him was more than compensated by their connection once their bodies coupled.

Seeing how that cock revealed itself and buried itself in my wife was painful. But even more painful was knowing that from that moment on, that would be its place. And knowing that our relationship, our marriage, was over.

I had pushed her toward something irrenunciable.

I didn't blame her. Not even when she placed her hand on his chest and looked into his eyes with complete surrender. Not even when she even stroked his hair for a moment. Not even when her agitated breathing was minimally interrupted by a slight smile... of pleasure, of gratitude, or of disbelief at feeling him so deeply...

That body. That woman. My wife. She was his.

Dejected. Trying to accept the loss with as much composure as possible, I glanced sideways at Rodrigo, surprised that he hadn't left yet, but then I heard the voice of that lover who had won:

“What...” said Edu, after she purred in his ear.

“Put... put a finger in my ass...” my wife moaned to him, destroying me.

“Is that what you want? Yes?”

“Yes...” she responded and one of Edu's hands went down to her ass, always without stopping that precise back and forth, that in and out, that hypnotic image of his cock sliding through her pussy.

And soon he was rubbing two fingers over her anus. And my wife was purring. And it hurt me. And I didn't know what she was trying to do.

“But I'm cumming in your pussy,” Edu whispered to her.

“Yes...” she responded, drowsy, while Edu was already inserting the tip of one of his fingers into my wife's anus.

And I looked at Rodrigo, and he surprised me, because I expected to see him overwhelmed, but he was watching that slow fucking and seeing that finger entering that ass, with cockiness, with nonchalance, and he was even grabbing his cock. Focused, concentrated. A cock that looked rock hard, big, powerful, eager.

And I turned my eyes back to the armchair and Edu was already inserting two fingers, and María was moaning some whimpers, some heartfelt “Hmmm” sounds, a mixture of pain and pleasure. And then Edu efficiently spread her buttocks and we could see her anus, open... dark... And María then turned around, for the first time in a long time, and said in an impressively determined moan:

“Rodrigo... Put it in my ass. Both of you fuck me at the same time.”

That phrase fell like a thunderclap. And my chest imploded. And I sighed. And my hands trembled. And I felt that something was changing. And I grabbed my member, rock hard, reddened... And I suffered. And I brought my hands to my face. And I exhaled heavily. And I looked at them again.

And it was Edu, as surprised as I was, who spoke:

“You can't be such a slut...”

And it was perhaps a protest, or not. As he was torn between something he didn't want: sharing her. And something he never shied away from: degrading her.

And Rodrigo looked at me, serious, and took his hand to his cock, and began to jerk off vigorously and advanced the few steps until he reached them. Until he reached those sweaty bodies, already somewhat tired, and that open anus.

He didn't hesitate. And I still didn't know if there would be a refusal from Edu or not.

What I had no doubt about was that something had changed. That I didn't see everything as lost. And I wanted to die from desire. And I wanted to acknowledge my admiration for her. But I had no time for anything else now. Nothing more than to move to see them better, and to tremble, and Edu seemed to accept. And I felt my legs shaking as Rodrigo bent his knees, put a hand on my wife's waist and aimed his cock at that ass.

“Stop. You stop moving. Otherwise how will he get it in,” María whispered to Edu. Directing him.

“Here I go,” Rodrigo said then, and María grabbed Edu by the shoulders, holding onto him with some force, and Rodrigo aimed and then she, who had killed me, made me revive, and turned her face toward me, and finally looked at me, looked at me at the precise moment when her body gave a jolt forward… and I watched the reason for her trembling, and saw how that young man pushed, determined… and entered… putting his cock in her ass… while her pussy accommodated Edu’s cock.

“Ah. Take it out… take it out a little…” she gasped, and Rodrigo obeyed, and withdrew minimally, and then forward again, and then:

“AHHHMMM…!!” she screamed, and Edu laughed, and Rodrigo grabbed her with both hands, now with the tip of his cock in her ass, and pushed again, and she opened her eyes, wanting to scream her pleasure and her pain, to me, and another:

“AHHHH-MMM!!!”

And he impaled her, put it in her. Both were penetrating her. Those two young bodies invaded her. And Rodrigo pushed her hair aside a bit and leaned more over her, and whispered something in her ear that I couldn’t quite hear. María could barely move, but managed to turn her neck, and I understood that there could be salvation, that we could still win, because, impaled in the ass by Rodrigo, she thanked him for that invasion… by kissing him…

It was a magical contortion. Coupled between those two bodies. Impaled by those two cocks. Turned backward, still, tense, she was kissing that boy who was putting it in her ass with contained vehemence, pushing just enough, in slow, precise movements. And that make-out session continued, and then Edu moved, to fuck her both at the same time, or to stop that kiss, that betrayal. And she was forced to separate her lips from Rodrigo’s, and whispered:

“Stop, stop, damn it… you’ll break me like that… For now let just him move” she protested, in a complaint that was essentially for Edu.

And she looked at me again. And I understood:

She was giving me a chance.

And I looked back. And I saw Rodrigo’s ass, contracting; those hard, whitish, young buttocks, tensing, breathing, and sinking, sinking into my wife’s anus. Forward and back. Drilling that anus, that ass, with the precise balance of contempt and lust, but at the same time with a hint of admiration… for what he was fucking.

“Ahhhh, God…!” she whispered, between those two bodies, and Edu caressed her breasts with one hand and brought the other to her neck, to kiss her, again wanting her to be his, and she gave him her lips, her mouth, her tongue… she kissed him, but barely let him move, and the one who did move was his rival, who was putting it in her ass.

And again he positioned himself, effective, knowing his different skills, and, putting his hands on his hips, and with his cock inserted halfway into María’s anus, he stopped, and said to me:

“Look Pablo, look at her ass.”

And I approached… and saw that marvel. Those two cocks resting inside my wife.

“Do you like how it goes into her ass?” he asked and pushed a little, and María protested with a moan, and I swallowed, and touched my member, but didn’t masturbate.

“Look…” he said, announcing… and his cock slid forward… all the way in.

“AHHHH!!!” my wife screamed, in Edu’s face.

And again. Another thrust.

“AHHHH!!! GOOOD!!! YOU’RE BREAKING ME!!” she screamed, again in Edu’s face. Punishing him.

And again. With his cock drilling her ass.

“AHHHHH-AHHHHHH!!!” she screamed. And Edu, angry, began to move.

And again:

“AHHHH, YES…!!! YESSS…!!! BREAK MY ASS…!!! AHHH-AHHH!!!” she screamed, and Edu protested and moved, and the three bodies shook, and she in the middle writhed, and screamed invaded by those two cocks that fucked her out of rhythm… and more screams and more shrieks from my wife, and a phrase from Rodrigo let us know that he also knew how to treat her, and he panted, after one of her howls, “I’m breaking that little whore ass of yours…!” and that inflamed her, made her even hornier… and she gasped: “Yesss… AHHHH… Bastard… Break meee!!!” and I watched how he penetrated her, forcefully, creating that sound of their bodies colliding, and she trembled, ecstatic, invaded, handling it all, humiliated by those two cocks, but emboldened, cocky… And Rodrigo insisted, whispering to her: “what a cock-teasing rich girl ass you have…!” and she screamed and brought her hand back, to his neck, aroused, feeling more like a slut, and accepting his insult… “What a tight little slut ass you have…” he whispered in her ear… And she gasped a desperate “Ufff…!” from his words, from his cock drilling her…

… and she screamed, with two cocks inside her, but especially with the one that was killing her from behind, fucking her ass, balls deep… and Edu whispered a timid “I’m coming, fuck…!, I can’t hold it…” but María was focused on Rodrigo, who kept telling her: “I’m going to fill your slutty ass…”, “you’re such a whore, married, but the biggest whore of all…”, and María suddenly exploded upon hearing that, and an “AHHH!!! BASTARD, I’M COMIIING!!!” was screamed in Edu’s face, but it was because of Rodrigo, and Edu convulsed and gasped another fleeting “fuck, I’m coming…” and trembled, and his “oh, oh!” “Hmm, hmm!” “I’m coming inside you…!” were barely audible beneath Rodrigo’s phrases, who kept insisting: “COME, MARÍA…”, “YOU’RE A WHORE, MARRIED… WITH YOUR ASS SPREAD OPEN…”, and she screamed, and moved between their bodies, and you could hear their bodies slapping together and her “I’M COMING!!! GOD!! RODRIGO! BASTARD! I’M COMIIING!!”

And as she finished her orgasm and accepted Edu’s orgasm inside her, he covered his face with his hands and stopped moving, while Rodrigo continued fucking her ass, gripping her hips firmly, making her tits bounce back and forth with his thrusts… but soon a “stop, stop… please…” was gasped, begged by María, and Rodrigo stopped, and then they moved a little, but he didn’t pull out of her, though she did pull off Edu… And that pussy abandoned that monstrosity while her anus remained occupied. And then, as she pulled off, a brutal amount of white liquid fell onto Edu’s stomach and pubic hair.

“Turn around,” Rodrigo told her.

“I can’t…” María protested, and then he guided her, and, with his cock still buried in her ass, they managed to move a little, completely abandoning Edu, who lay covering his face with his elbow, his cock still dripping, on the armchair. And they managed to get her down from that seat. And he had her impaled, inside her, halfway in, both standing between that armchair and the bed. And María’s legs were failing her. And then I helped her. I gave her my hands and she held onto me. And I couldn’t believe it, having her there, holding onto me with that cock in her ass. And I looked down and saw semen dripping from her pussy… non-stop… in dense, heavy torrents; and I looked further down and saw a whitish puddle on the carpet… And then she looked at me, gripping my hands tightly, with that cock in her ass, and dripping.

And she whispered to me, with an immense look of pleasure on her face, her hair stuck to her face, in a way unintelligible to Rodrigo, but which I could read from her lips… a: “This… guy… is… killing… me.”


CHAPTER 51

María, holding onto me, gripping my hands with hers, looked at me. And in her gaze there was amazement, amazement at having Rodrigo’s cock there, behind her, buried halfway in her ass, but at the same time there was a certain gratitude in her eyes, because our game had undoubtedly started from my selfishness, but it gave my wife moments of pleasure she probably could never have imagined.

Standing, between the bed and that armchair, between Edu and that cot. With Rodrigo behind and me in front. Her legs trembled, sculpted, toned above those high-heeled sandals. Her breasts hung heavily from her torso. And she raised her face, and looked at me, and I loved her, and she let out soft “Ohh...!”, “Oh...!” when Rodrigo ventured to move a little, to push deeper into her ass. And the way her eyes fluttered was marvelous... as was looking further down and seeing a thread of semen hanging from her pussy, as was seeing a white drop running down the inside of one of her thighs, as was seeing that wet, darker patch on the carpet beneath her.

And I felt that Edu’s protest about that waste of fluid was imminent, and imminent too was that bastard’s complaint because María was, at that moment, entirely his rival’s. And I looked toward him, and saw him: reclining, with that elbow and arm over his face, exhausted from that fucking, from that discharge... and with no apparent interest in knowing what was happening less than two meters away from him.

“Look at him...” whispered Rodrigo. “Look at your husband while I fuck you in the ass,” that boy whispered to my wife, holding her by the hip. And she raised her eyes and moaned some incredibly erotic “God...” each time he pushed into her ass, almost to his balls.

And they were wonderful moments, in which María held onto my hands, and made an effort to look at me, impaled, with her legs apart and slightly bent. And my cock, straight, close to her face, didn’t capture her attention. She didn’t calm me there because she knew I wasn’t demanding calm, but suffocation. The eroticism came from the punishment, from her total surrender.

“Mmmm...” she moaned, and squeezed my hands harder.

“Ah-hh. Ayy-hh...” she panted, between groans of pleasure, discomfort and arousal, and her breasts moved back and forth, in short, somewhat rapid, but quite silent swings.

And I released one of her hands to caress her face, to push back her hair, and then she rested her hands on my hip, with her face centimeters from my member, which pointed at her, small and hard, horizontally, and on my cock she panted “Uuuuf...!” “Uuuuuf...!” as a consequence of a Rodrigo who knew how to handle that ass.

“God... I can’t, I can’t...” she protested then, in a whisper, and her legs were failing her, she couldn’t take any more. So much so that Rodrigo had to hold her by the waist, and pressed his chest against her back. And they both looked at me, creating an impactful, magical moment... they both looked at me, him embracing her from behind, both almost standing... with his cock in her ass.

And then he kissed her on her back, with that strange tenderness he alternated with. And he pulled out, and his exit was adorned by a pure moan from my wife, who felt empty, for the first time in a long time.

I looked then toward Edu and saw that nothing had changed, if anything his cock rested less swollen, but still looked impressive, and he still had that arm there, over his face, and all of him appeared dejected and tired.

“This one has passed out,” whispered Rodrigo.

And I didn’t rule out that it might be true. And then he said something to María about Edu’s member, and she smiled, and Rodrigo insisted, in another whisper:

“You don’t say... It looks like a horse’s...”

And there was a strange chemistry, not only between the two of them, but among the three of us.

María was recovering, catching her breath. More upright, her breasts impressed me, as did her flushed face, which she cleared by pushing back her hair.

And Rodrigo also rested for a moment, standing, facing her, with that cock that was still rock hard. And they found each other, their bodies, as they turned, and then their mouths met. And Rodrigo’s hands on her breasts. And María’s hands on his ass... And they kissed. In a slow, calm, silent kiss that lingered, in front of a lethargic, perhaps sleeping Edu. And that kiss that turned into making out and then back to a kiss lingered. And I approached, and María sensed me, and abandoned that boy’s mouth, and kissed me; and I felt an electric current, because it was her and it wasn’t her, because it was sweet, familiar, but at the same time lustful, thick, and sexual. And I caressed her, with my eyes closed, and sometimes fondled her breasts, and I found Rodrigo’s hands, who was also touching her... And it was another indescribable moment, touching another fiber that I didn’t know existed. And I felt it as a loan, not from me to him, but from lover to cuckold, for an instant, because I knew that boy had to finish establishing himself.

She ended up pulling away, and then kissed Rodrigo, and then withdrew, and I was going to ask her how she was, in a low voice, because the calm without Edu was invaluable and I didn’t want him to come back to life. When then I saw how Rodrigo left us, and I thought he would go to the bathroom, but he opened the bedroom door, and went out into the hallway, naked.

“What are you doing...” María whispered.

“Come,” he said seriously.

María didn’t understand that command, but I saw it clearly: that boy wanted to continue, wanted to convince her completely, but not in the presence of that Edu who would wake from his lethargy if Rodrigo’s attempt at persuasion took place inside the bedroom.

“Put something on if you don’t dare, in case someone comes,” insisted that harmonious body, completely naked, with his hard, erect cock, from the middle of the hallway.

María looked around, among so many fallen clothes, and touched her shirt, and felt it soaked with sweat, so she took what was next to it, Edu’s pink shirt, and put it on quickly, and began walking to the exit. And I went with her, and we looked left and right, and we were assaulted by that rancid smell of that short and stuffy hallway.

The silence was absolute. Even María’s heels were silent on the carpet. But the scandal if someone opened their door or appeared from the stairs or elevator would be enormous: two completely naked men... and excited... and a woman in high-heeled sandals and with that pink shirt, which yes, when closed covered everything, but open, as it was, covered nothing.

“You’re leaving a trail there...” Rodrigo then told her, referring to what was still falling from Edu, from that open sex. But there was no intention of humiliation in his phrase. “Stand there.”

“What?” María asked.

“There. Go down a couple of steps. And stand against the handrail. And look at your husband.”

Rodrigo was directing. Accurate. Precise. In whispers.

And it was wonderful to see my wife walk, through that austere and decrepit hallway, in the silence of the night, the necessary steps until reaching that railing, and then go down a couple of stairs, and then grab that handrail... and then look at her lover. Waiting for him.

Rodrigo, silent, walked over there. And so did I. And he positioned himself behind her. And she took a breath, and rolled up the sleeves of Edu’s shirt to her elbows, and her breasts flew freely because the shirt was completely open. And it was imminent that that boy would fuck her again... And, while holding himself to penetrate her, he whispered:

“How’s your ass...?”

“Fine... But leave it alone for a while...” she answered him, lifting the lower part of Edu’s pink shirt so he could penetrate her without impediment, and then taking one of her hands to the railing and the other to his face, in an unusually complicit manner.

And she looked at me. My wife looked at me. Again. And she flexed her knees a little... and Rodrigo aimed, with that mast that never rested, with that young, hard, big, fleshy cock, with that shiny glans; glans that pushed aside the lips of my wife’s pussy... searching for the entrance... And an “Ufffff!!” announced to me that Rodrigo was succeeding, hitting the mark, penetrating her, from behind, in her pussy. And another “Uffff... how good!” was moaned, in a low voice, surrendered, grateful...

And such was the pleasure that she had to lower her face, and there she was lost under her hair... and I saw Rodrigo’s cock going in and out... in long and silent journeys... and the breathing of both could be heard, faint, heartfelt... And I focused on him, calm, with that strange haircut, with that fixed gaze, with that earring that swayed with the rocking of his own body; and he held her by the hip and fucked her, on those stairs... And his muscles tensed... and that pink shirt that was too big for my wife waved... and María’s breasts went back and forth...

And then Rodrigo, holding her by her hair, with some force, made her turn her head, and told her:

“Look at him... Look at your cuckold husband...”

And she turned her face and half-opened her eyes... and panted: “Ufff!” “Ufff!” “Ahhmm!!” and I was dying of arousal, and I grabbed my cock.

“Tell him... Tell him how I’m fucking you.”

“Ufff... How... how good...” she writhed, between gasps.

“You’ve become such a slut, María...” he panted in her ear, changing from docile lover to relentless bull, and always with that back and forth, with that cock that went in and out, in very long journeys.

“Yes...”

“Tell him... Tell him.”

“Ahhh...! God...!”

“Tell him...!”

“Ahh...! Ah...! Pablo... I-I’m a slut... Look...! Look how he has me...”

And everything changed. He changed everything. From calm to stress. From quiet fucking to controlled humiliation.

And he ordered her to talk to me. And I approached. And I caressed her face, while she moaned:

“Ahhh...! God...! Pablo...! Bastard...”

“What...” I provoked her.

“Bastard... Ah...!” she gasped. “Learn to fuck... Look how he’s fucking me!”

And I sighed. And I was happy. And it was different. And I pushed aside that pink shirt and caressed a breast. And then I brought my lips to hers. And I felt the sticky touch of her mouth. And she was pushed by him, toward me. And then I moved away. And she then, caressing one of her breasts that swung enormously, whispered in my ear:

“Look at me...”

And I looked at her. There, with one leg on each step. Being fucked against that handrail. With Edu’s shirt open. With one breast cupped and the other vibrating back and forth... With her pussy taking in that thick member... I looked at her, and heard:

“Look at me, Pablo... Ahh...! Look how he has me... God... I’m a whore... And you’re a cuckold... who doesn’t know how to fuck...”

And I sighed again. My heart was beating at two hundred beats per minute. I couldn’t take anymore. I was exploding. From pure arousal, from pure lust, from pure ecstasy...

And Rodrigo pulled out of her. And my wife’s legs trembled. And she clung to the handrail, recovering from that penetration.

“Come. Sit down. Put it in like this,” ordered Rodrigo, who sat on the last step, with his cock pointing at the ceiling.

And then she went around him and went down a couple of steps. And I went down with her, but further down, to see head-on how she sat on him, with her back to him, and looking toward me.

She bent her legs, took one of her hands behind her, grabbed his cock. And she looked at me. She was going to sit on his member, looking at me...

“Mmmm...!” she moaned, in a stifled groan.

And I could see how that cock again parted the lips of her sex and entered, efficiently, plethoric, fleshy... like a hard, impeccable piece. And it slid in, completely, filling her. And she was gasping... And her demanding pussy welcomed that with pride... with dignity. And I looked at her, sitting on that cock, impaled to the balls, with that pink shirt open, with her enormous breasts, voluminous, glistening with sweat, on her torso...

And they weren’t moving... and she was looking at me. She pulled the shirt down a little and moaned a “God... he’s killing me...” that was for herself, but at the same time was for us.

“What a cock you have... bastard...” she thanked him, turning slightly, and he began to move his hips, up and down, in slow movements, and he held her by the waist, lifting her a little, to penetrate her better, and I could see that entire journey, that cock sliding for eternal seconds... drilling that reddened, soaked pussy... and that dark, tangled pubic hair.

“Talk to him... Tell him what you feel,” he panted from behind.

And she went up and down. And I touched myself. I would explode, but I masturbated. There, on those stairs, standing, in front of them, three or four steps below.

“I feel... I feel like a pig... Ah-hh!” she moaned, looked at me, and then closed her eyes. And she caressed her breasts.

“That’s it, touch them. Feel... feel like a pig,” he whispered to her, knowing her, discovering her.

“Mmm...!” she moaned, aroused... enjoying herself, vain, caressing her enormous breasts, tilting her head, and looking at me... while that cock continued to invade her... to the bottom... making her tremble...

“Talk to him...”

“Mmm... Pablo... Look at me... Look how he has me...! He’s killing me... He makes me feel like a whore...”

And I was dying... and she surprised me, I had never seen her like this, as she whimpered with pleasure, as if she felt every millimeter of the cock that invaded her. And it was a mixture of self-esteem, adoration, but at the same time she felt dirtier than ever... and she did it... without Rodrigo ordering her to... she let saliva fall from her mouth onto her breasts... and she soaked herself, extremely excited, and then spread that liquid, and pushed aside the pink shirt, and made those immense tits shine... that were starting to bounce with the up and down motion.

“Ah...! Aahh-hh...!! Look... Look how he fucks me, cuckold... He’s killing me with pleasure...” she whispered, in an almost unintelligible tone.

“Fuck...” I gasped.

“Come closer... Come... Look at me! Closer.”

And I released my member, and went up a couple of steps. And I leaned almost over them.

And she just wanted me to get closer, but then Rodrigo specified:

“Cuckold... Suck her pussy... Lick it while I fuck your wife...”

And she trembled just from hearing him. And I leaned in more. Crouched. Close to them. And I kissed her cleavage. And I caressed those sticky breasts. And I managed to kiss one while I held it with my hand. And I licked a nipple and felt an impulse, my member jumping, almost coming from feeling that hard nipple on my lips. And the touch of her breasts, sweaty, wet from her saliva... made me shiver with pleasure... And I crawled further down. Until I could see, just inches from my face, how that cock was sliding... showing a thick trunk, dark-skinned but whitish from what she was releasing. And I kissed María’s belly... and descended more... And I saw the place where everything met; and everything was animal, physical, that dark cock inside her pussy, all dark, beautiful, but at the same time rough, and I kissed pubic hair... and I got to lick her protruding clitoris... millimeters from that cock that was going in and out.

“Ah...! Ah-hh! Touch him... Touch him, you bastard... look at those balls he has...” María gasped, in a strange way, as if showing him off, ecstatic, unrecognizable, almost ridiculous, between moans, between whimpers of pleasure... And I obeyed, and touched those large, heavy balls that hung from that shaft... And I couldn't take it anymore... I let go... and stood up... and she took pity on me:

“Do you want to come, you pig?”

“Yes...” I panted, masturbating in front of her.

“Come... Go on... come all over your whore wife...! While she's getting fucked...”

And I looked down, and she looked up. And I jerked myself off, and she pulled the shirt open on both sides of her breasts and threw her hair back. And I gasped seeing her like that, and she gasped from how Rodrigo kept fucking her.

And an “Oh, fuck...!” was exhaled by me, there in plain sight of anyone, on those stairs, in that dirty hotel, while my wife was being fucked.

“Cover me... cuckold... Bathe my tits while I'm getting fucked...”

And I let out a roar of excitement... I was coming... I couldn't take it anymore, I shook... frantically, over her, over those enormous breasts... over that upturned face... toward me... and a white lash jumped out, hitting her neck, and she moaned, grateful:

“Cover me... cuckold...” she asked me, gone, grateful for the cock that was fucking her and for feeling my semen on her body... and another lash landed on one of her breasts, and another, and another... and I was coming, more than ever, after so many hours aroused... I was coming all over her, bathing her... and I moaned “Ohh!” “Ohhh!” and she provoked me, almost eccentric, exaggerated, with that cock inside that wouldn't stop fucking her: “come, cuckold, while I'm getting fucked...”, “cover me, you bastard...!” and three, and four, and five more shots fell on her, on her belly, on her breasts... and one lash marked one of her breasts, diagonally, and from there white drops fell... and she received that liquid and rubbed it with one hand, over her breasts, ecstatic, enjoying herself, with her mouth half-open... and a huge stream descended from one of her breasts down her belly... And I panted, and I wanted to close my eyes but at the same time I didn't want to stop seeing her contorted face, her riding that cock, her breasts receiving that punishment, mine, for once, in an absolute, total connection.

And I panted, finishing my orgasm, and closed my eyes, and I heard Rodrigo say:

“Come. I'm going to fuck you here.”

And I kept my eyes closed. And I couldn't believe everything I had just released over my wife. And the image of her riding that cock, inciting me and receiving those lashes from my member wouldn't leave my mind. And I shook my hand, and wiped it on my own leg. And I brought my other hand to my face, recovering from my orgasm. And I felt them moving, until finally I opened my eyes, and I saw it. I saw them, a couple of meters from the stairs, in the middle of that hallway...

...I saw her, my wife, with those sandals and Edu's shirt, on all fours, with her face turned toward me, toward the stairs, on that carpet, and Rodrigo fucking her, with vigor, with impetus, in long, rhythmic thrusts, sending my wife's body back and forth. And he gathered the shirt at the sides, and I could see her breasts going back and forth with that movement, and I saw how a drop of semen, mine, fell from one of María's breasts, from one of her nipples, staining that carpet, and all this while Rodrigo fucked her, with his agitated breathing, and my wife couldn't help but whimper, pant, with her mouth wide open, trying not to make noise, but inevitably so much pleasure made her moan, that hallway also resonating with the cadenced sound of their bodies colliding.

And I knew that that María, extravagant, on the edge of ridiculous from lust, I had only seen with Edu, and I felt victory, very close, and not because Rodrigo had everything necessary, or that too, but because of the intangible, the intangible that was reflected in María's face, by her vibrating thighs... by those moments when she closed her eyes... because her body felt with him what it felt with Edu. Or more.

And I pushed aside that exultant feeling, I didn't want to think, because I wanted to keep feeling. And I managed to climb the steps, and I positioned myself close to them. And Rodrigo, as soon as he saw me beside him, drove it into her to the hilt, in one thrust, and she was propelled forward, and she moaned, tamed, surrendered, submissive, and punished by that cock, and then the punishment was greater, as that guy pulled out of my wife, and said to me:

“Look.”

And I saw what he was offering me: that hollow, that ruined pussy. Open, from bottom to top, like an enormous, spacious, colossal rhombus... and it even smelled... of sex, of a surrendered female...

“Touch her.”

And I obeyed, and caressed one of those lips that hung apart from that gap. And I felt how she pushed her body backward, desperate, and whimpered... longing to be filled. And I whispered:

“Go ahead. Fuck her... Calm her down a bit.”

And I moved away. And Rodrigo positioned himself, again, and put it in her. And my wife thanked him with a surrendered and submissive “Hmmmm...” when she felt filled once more. And Rodrigo moved the pink shirt away from her ass, and caressed her; caressed her buttocks with his fingertips. And both his caresses and his thrusts were minimal, subtle, but she wanted more, so, immediately, and desperate, she began to push her body backward, taking him in, impaling herself... hungry for sex...

...wanting more. Not wanting that boy to ever take it out. When, suddenly, we heard footsteps, on the stairs. And he appeared. Just like that. From below. The old man from reception.

María stopped. But Rodrigo, after a moment, continued, with a slow thrust. And the old man watched us. And me standing, naked. And Rodrigo, naked, inside my wife, continued fucking her, with that serene expression, with that dangling earring that oscillated, and María received that member, and shocked, embarrassed... couldn’t help but continue moaning.

And that man didn’t even look at us with surprise, which led me to deduce that perhaps he had known for some time what was happening. But he did look at María with the utmost contempt.

And he wasn’t kicking us out. He wasn’t telling us to go back to the room. And Rodrigo continued fucking her. And María even closed her eyes.

And perhaps that man was finally accepting my offer to watch. Or perhaps he even wanted something more.

Still. Watching. Holding onto that handrail that moments before had been gripped by María. And his gaze contained bitterness, but also lust. And he said nothing. And Rodrigo grabbed my wife by her hair, and she was forced to raise her face, and she turned her head, and complained, with “Ahh!”, “Ahhh!”, moaning toward that man... who saw how she was being fucked... How semen dripped from her breasts... How she half-opened her mouth... With those sandals on the carpet... How that boy was fucking what he believed was a high-class prostitute... And he didn’t react... And I wondered what would happen if he dared to try something... And then María moaned:

“Ah...! Ah-hh! Go away... Pig... Don’t look at me...”

And I trembled. And my wife panted. And her knees on the floor. And her tits going back and forth. And that man didn’t move... And then Rodrigo, with the hand that wasn’t holding María’s hair, made a gesture, authoritative, serious, for him to leave. And that man turned around. And went down the stairs.

María had chosen. She didn’t want more. The connection was total. She didn’t want games. She had found the missing piece in our life. And that piece continued fucking her. There. In that hallway. And I knew that at any moment a door could open... Or at any moment Edu could come out of the bedroom...

Which is exactly what happened.

After three or four minutes of moans, of whimpers, of almost silent sighs under the yellowish light of the bulbs in that filthy hallway. After three or four minutes of a measured, heartfelt fucking... in which Rodrigo told me to caress my wife while he fucked her... After three or four minutes in which I adored her, and caressed her hanging breasts, and soaked myself in my own semen that was still on her tits... He appeared.

Edu appeared. Naked. And María turned her face... to the opposite side of the stairs. And she saw him. And then she turned back. Always without getting off her lover. And she whispered. Backward. To Rodrigo:

“Give it to me. Fuck me. Cum... Cum inside.”

And Edu didn’t understand anything. And Rodrigo held her by the hip, letting her look at Edu herself and dedicate to him, not her orgasm, but our trap. And Rodrigo accelerated, and Edu didn’t understand anything. And suddenly the “slap, slap, slap, slap” of Rodrigo ramming my wife became thunderous. And a “cum... cum inside...” came out of my wife’s mouth... And Edu stammered, and looked at me, with hatred, now knowing that he was losing, but still not understanding the deception. And more thrusts, and his cock entering and exiting, drilling my wife’s pussy, like an animal, and she began to scream, not caring if someone else might come out and witness that madness...

...And I wasn’t expecting it, and perhaps she wasn’t either, but she began to shake, in spasms... my wife was cumming, again, with him, and she writhed, and grabbed one of her tits, and looked at Edu, and the revenge was there, and it was personal, and it was between the two of them, after so many humiliations, so many provocations, my wife was cumming, she was cumming and panting, and telling him with her eyes that he was losing, that it was all a deception, that she was winning. And a “what the fuck...” was whispered by Edu, as Rodrigo stopped, completely, and I saw him, his face, his torso, his abs, sweating, vibrating... and suddenly a deep, pleasurable “Ohhhhh”, and I could feel the precise moment of the discharge, inside her, inside my wife’s pussy... who appreciated that lash inside her and who panted “Ahhhh”, “fill me...”, “Ahhhh”, “Ahhhhhhh”, and convulsed... and her moans overlapped... and she moved her waist, in circles... taking it all in, to the bottom, grateful for the hot streams that flooded her... While Edu said: “You whore...”, “you sons of bitches...” and more moans from her and Rodrigo filling her... vibrating, inside her... emptying himself into my wife... who looked at Edu tearing up with pleasure. And in a deeply felt, and provocative way, she whispered:

“Ufff! God… How I feel you… Inside…”

And Edu looked at me. And I was naked. There. In the middle of the hallway. I knew we had won. And I didn’t know how he would react. And he approached. And repeated:

“You’re a bunch of sons of bitches.”

And then he looked down at María:

“I’m going to tell everyone I’ve fucked you a thousand times.”

And my wife. With Rodrigo’s cock still inside her, began to move. And whispered:

“Go fuck yourself…”

And I understood that her movements weren’t to get off Rodrigo, but that she was taking off the shirt, Edu’s pink shirt, always with that guy’s cock inside her. And on all fours, impaled, flushed… with that huge cock buried in her… she finished removing it, and tossed it to the side of the hallway, near Edu.

“I’m going to tell everyone at the office that you’re a whore. And that you keep calling me begging for cock… begging me to fuck you,” that bastard insisted.

“Go fuck yourself, Edu,” my wife responded, almost wearily. Absolutely fed up with him.

And she finally pulled off a Rodrigo who displayed a cock completely smeared… with her, with my wife, with María, who was winning, and making us win.

And Edu went to the bedroom. And they stood up and composed themselves. And I approached her. And we kissed. And I lowered my hand and caressed her wet, curly pubic hair, and then I probed further down, and felt how Rodrigo’s semen kept dripping from that finally satisfied pussy, and I caught that thick, warm cascade… And I kissed her with more love than ever, in short kisses, while feeling that warm density in my hand. And I loved her. In a way I could never have even imagined.

And happiness was absolutely complete the moment we saw Edu leave, fully dressed, from that dirty room, wearing that pink shirt, with some unmistakable compact stain… mine, which was my breath of revenge on that man to whom I owed much in a way, since he had been the one who had triggered everything…

But I couldn’t feel more calm, and more happiness, than when he went down the stairs…

…And I wished I would never see him again.


CHAPTER 52

His departure also signaled that we should abandon our exhibitionism and return to the shelter of that decrepit bedroom. Rodrigo immediately started looking for his clothes, seemingly determined to leave, and then I, standing next to María before she entered the bathroom, whispered to her:

“I’m going to tell him.”

“Yes… That would be best,” she replied, understanding exactly which specific element I was referring to.

María looked splendid, radiant, calm; as if she weren’t naked and only wearing her high-heeled sandals, as if there weren’t humid trails, created by me, drawing descending rivers on her breasts… And she entered the bathroom and closed the door, ready to wash herself with the same urgency with which Rodrigo intended to leave.

In silence, he put on his pants and I grabbed my underwear. I still felt tremendously impacted, and still felt jubilation over what we had just experienced. Having gone from absolute disgrace to total and complete salvation. I was about to explain to Rodrigo the key aspects of what had happened, especially regarding Edu, when he, putting on his shirt, and at the precise moment when the sound of María’s shower began, spoke first:

“Look… I don’t exactly know what you two are up to… I don’t know what that was about coming inside her, or what’s going on…”

“Yes, yes…” I interrupted him.

I interrupted him and told him everything about the pregnancy, and Edu’s crazy proposal, and his exaggerated humiliations, and I even opened up and told him that I had always suspected that Edu intended to separate María from me. And I confessed everything about the trap, and why we had wanted Edu to see firsthand that there was no acceptance of his madness, but quite the opposite.

And Rodrigo listened, patiently, while getting dressed, without interrupting or showing too much shock, and as a consequence of his silence, I felt obliged to continue, perhaps going too far, but I had seen María with him and it seemed quite clear, so I ended up telling him that he wasn’t just a candidate, but the chosen one.

“Okay. Good,” he said once I finished.

And I looked at him, with that strange dangling earring. With that curious bearing, as he seemed thinner dressed than naked, where he had displayed an important build and vigor. And with that youthful hairstyle, and that brilliant gaze, which were the two elements that most clearly showed he was still almost as close to twenty as to thirty.

And he continued:

“Okay. Good. If that’s how it is, it seems fine to me. I mean… I’m delighted… I’m the first one interested in you getting rid of that asshole… And you can trust me… I don’t want any trouble. As far as I’m concerned, the three of us can meet whenever you want. If there were any problem, it would be because of Begoña. I need to talk to her.”

“Begoña, why?” I asked without thinking or measuring my words.

“I don’t know, it’s a long story. I’m not sure what I’ll be able to tell her.”

And as I listened to him, I wondered if I shouldn’t also be the one to speak with Begoña. And I wondered if the problem was that he needed to completely close that chapter with her. And I understood that it was his business, and logical, if that was indeed the problem.

And I was unsure how to respond to that indirect question, when he said:

“Well, say goodbye to María for me. I prefer to leave. You two will want to be alone and talk… after…”

“Yeah… Yes…” I interrupted him, and with a gesture of my eyes and face, I let him know that this wasn’t exactly something that happened to us every night, or every week.

“Well, write or call me with whatever…” he insisted with his verbal tic, and the goodbye was dragging on a bit while we could no longer hear the sound of the shower water, so we knew my wife would already be drying herself, and I began to wonder if he wanted to wait a little longer… and say goodbye, and I even fantasized about the possibility of him staying… a while longer with my wife… and watching them calmly…

“Yes, we’ll be in touch. That’s clear,” I told him, and I picked up María’s leather skirt and her shirt damp with sweat, and placed her clothes on that ancient armchair that had just experienced its greatest and most impressive moment.

And to my regret, I heard the exit door before the bathroom door, and the guy left and a few seconds later María came out with a towel.

“Did he leave?” she asked.

“Yes,” I answered and summarized what I had discussed with him. And I told her that it was up to us to contact him again as soon as we wanted to. “What do you think?” I ended up asking.

“About him?”

“Yes.”

“Bad… Terrible… And he has no idea how to handle you watching…” she smiled ironically.

“Right, doesn’t he?” I said, eager for her to tell me more, but what she was doing was picking up her blue thong from the floor and placing it near the rest of her clothes. And then she opened her purse and took out her bra, which brought back the memory of one of Edu’s last orders.

And anxious to know, I insisted:

“I don’t know. He reminds me a bit of Álvaro.”

“Like Álvaro? Nothing alike. Absolutely nothing alike,” she was indignant, more in gesture than in words. “Are we sleeping here or going home?”

“I’d stay here now...” I answered, and I was about to say, jokingly, if Edu had paid for the room before leaving, but I didn’t, as I didn’t want to mention him, not even to make fun of him.

Because for me, he was now just the memory of a necessary evil.

And she agreed to sleep there. And I thought that night wouldn’t give any more of itself. But that wouldn’t be entirely true.


CHAPTER 53 

In the darkness of night, I felt something had awakened me, and I immediately knew what it was. I was surprised by how often María and I seemed to witness noisy neighbors in hotels. And I noticed that she was awake too.

I waited a bit to see if things would quiet down or escalate, until the sound of bedsprings let me know that things were intensifying, and that they were putting the bed to use, something we hadn’t done. I thought about the racket of springs, creaks, and headboard banging that would have been produced and heard if we hadn’t used the armchair, but instead that cot, which made noise with just the slightest movement.

I looked at my watch. It was almost five in the morning.

“Do you think they heard us earlier?” I whispered, knowing that María was completely awake.

“No, no. They just arrived. I was already awakened by the door slamming when they came in.”

And I considered the location of that dump, and that it was Friday night, which led me to deduce that this hostel must be a kind of improvised love nest for people coming back from partying. Undoubtedly a characteristic that had benefited us, as the hallway had been practically empty during the hours when we had carried out our madness.

The springs continued, rhythmic, creaking, but I couldn’t hear any moaning, and María wasn’t saying anything else. I wanted to take advantage of her wakefulness:

“María... At what moment... did you know... that yes, that Rodrigo...”

I dropped that bait. With clear intentions. And I felt movement. I felt María turning toward me. Knowing me perfectly. And she immediately caressed me, my abdomen, with the tips of her fingers... and then my thighs... while I heard a clear “Oohh” from a woman on the other side of the wall; a somewhat crude moan, almost simplistic, erotic because of the context, but bordering on unpleasant... Nothing like María’s moans, docile or rough, but always extremely feminine and captivating.

“Well... There wasn’t a specific moment. Well, yes, there was one... at the beginning... I don’t know, not so much at the beginning,” she whispered, moving her hand upward... and now stroking my member. “When... he got behind me, when I was already with Edu...”

“When in the armchair... he was putting it in you... in your ass...” I whispered, and sought her lips, but I didn’t locate her well in the darkness, and kissed her cheek... And the complicity was, instantly, wonderful.

And I heard her smile, probably because of the abruptness of my comment, without any euphemism.

“Yes... Well... There... When he was about to put it in... he said something like ‘Shhh, relax...’ and I thought... You know? His voice, or his touch... I don’t know... I said to myself... ‘deep down I think this guy turns me on more.’”

She was confessing this to me, while already masturbating me, and I was happy about that certainty. And then I pulled back the sheet. And her narration overlapped with those bedsprings. And I couldn’t love her more.

“What else?” I asked.

“That. And that it was gradual. The kiss with him. It’s just... I don’t know. It’s just... Don’t you sometimes find Edu hard to believe?”

“Really? I don’t know. I don’t understand.”

“Well... Sometimes, his phrases, he exaggerates, I don’t know. Whereas this guy... has his variations... his... versatility... I don’t know. But in a good way. It’s difficult to explain.”

“I don’t know... I don’t know if I’m following you completely...” I almost moaned, because that handjob, that hand, those fingers moving up and down were already taking their toll, although some moan from the neighbor almost detracted more than it added.

“Yes. Look. Edu is always rough, whereas Rodrigo is... calm... but... then he gets heated and becomes... rough... when it’s appropriate... And he really understands that this is... that it’s not just... fucking me... you know? That it’s everything. That it’s about provoking. That it’s about humiliating a little bit... That it’s about you watching... about you saying... And Edu never understood that.”

“Or never wanted to understand it,” I clarified.

“Could be. And that. And apart from that... Tonight Edu, well, always, it’s just... his phrases... his poses... I don’t know.”

“Very exaggerated.”

“Yes. It’s just sometimes... I don’t even believe it.”

“Yeah, sometimes he’s a bit of a caricature of a lover...” I said, trembling from her hand.

“She’s coming,” she suddenly whispered.

“What.”

“The woman next door,” she said, while she continued killing me with her handjob, and a grotesque moan came from the other side of the wall, and I could hear María’s smile, almost laughter, after hearing that.

“Damn...” I whimpered, with my sensations divided between the mastery of María’s handjob and the comical nature of those moans from that neighbor.

“Do you want to finish?” she asked me, with the intention of putting me out of commission and trying to go back to sleep.

“Yes... but tell me something... some particularly good moment from tonight,” I whispered.

“Better than getting rid of that idiot Edu?”

“...That was incredible. In the end... Everything turned out... perfect,” I said, my words broken by her precision, and I said it but it was essentially a thought spoken aloud.

“Did you doubt it?” she asked.

“Well... I mean... No...” I lied, because I knew what I had felt. I knew the exact moment when I had seen our end. “And I don’t know... How everything happened. When Rodrigo came inside you... And him stunned... amazed... How angry he was...” I said, and I was increasingly convinced that María had more or less planned everything for some time.

And suddenly an abrupt sound, an “Ohhhh” almost from beyond the grave, masculine, unpleasant, was launched through that thin partition. And that meant the end for that man, and therefore of that act. And María smiled again, and whispered:

“I hope they fall asleep... If they go at it again, we’re leaving...”

And she sped up the handjob and then decreased the intensity, playing with me, waiting for me to confirm that I wanted to finish.

“Well, that’s what I mean, María. I wasn’t referring to our victory... as a couple... moral... and indisputable... But physically... Moments of pleasure from tonight...”

“Okay... I’ll tell you a bit...”

And, after that phrase, I let my head fall back further, and I caressed her body, her face, her shoulders, while she, lying on her side, stroked my small member and explained to me. And she narrated, and detailed the madness of having two cocks inside her. The brutal impression of that, of feeling Rodrigo’s cock in her ass... How excited she had been when I had come on top of her. Rodrigo’s caresses, with the tips of his fingers, on her buttocks, both in bed and in the hallway...

And I asked her about Edu’s shirt, and she told me that she hadn’t thought about it at the moment, but afterward yes, that while Rodrigo was fucking her, being dressed in it had been like the last of the goodbyes. But she didn’t say more about him, about Edu; everything she explained, everything that had turned her on the most had been because of Rodrigo. And that made me happy and confirmed that the victory was total.

“I swear that when I felt him come inside me... There in the hallway... Yes, the point was to screw over Edu... But the moment I felt him coming I thought... ‘Forget Edu and everything else... what madness is this...’ I mean, even... screwing him over, getting revenge... even that became secondary...”

“What else?” I panted, already feeling that that relentless handjob would make me explode in seconds.

“Well... after you came... when he was doing me in the hallway... on all fours... he started whispering things to me... My God... He moved my hair away from my ear and said some outrageous thing... and I was looking at you... and even... I don’t know, like I wanted you to hear it...”

“Really? Ah...! What...?” I panted.

“I don’t know... An insult but... phew... I mean, humiliating, but in a good way, that made me think... And how he puts it in... all the way... How I feel it... And how... he alternates... I don’t know... he’s gently caressing you, but at the same time he was driving it into me hard...”

And I wanted to hold on... and know more... but suddenly a gasp escaped from me, an “Ufff...! Ohhh!” and I felt myself coming undone, how that uncontrolled burst flowed from my member, staining my torso, and her hand, and she maintained the same cadence, in silence, and I trembled, I contracted, from her delicate hand... grateful, controlled by her... finishing an orgasm that wasn’t too long, but extremely intense.

My wife then got up and went to clean herself. And then she came back with toilet paper and helped me clean up. And thanks to the light from the bathroom I could see her face. And we looked at each other. In the most absolute silence.

“I love you,” I told her.

“I love you too, silly.”

“Sick silly?” I asked.

“Little sick silly... What a year and a half we’ve had,” she smiled.

“Were you so sure we were going to win?” I couldn’t help asking.

“...Don’t ask any more questions, come on,” she replied, revealing the obvious to me, which was that we had been very close, and several times, to the most absolute drama and the most irremediable end.

We fell asleep, as, fortunately, the neighbors didn’t seek a second round. And when I woke up, natural light was already coming through the window.

And I moved a little. And I looked at the ceiling. And I didn’t think about anything. I just felt peace. With María, naked, by my side.

And after a short while I felt her waking up. She turned and reached for her phone on the nightstand. I sensed she was reading something. And indeed, she soon returned to her previous position, cleared her throat, and whispered:

“This guy hasn’t understood anything.”

“What? Who?”

“Who do you think?” she said, handing me her phone.

And I prepared to read what Edu had written to her. I saw a long paragraph, and at first glance I could clearly see desperation.

And I read:

“Take the morning-after pill. I don’t hold a grudge against you. I don’t know how long you have to wait before you can have sex again. Take it and I think I’ll take Monday off and come fuck you again. What do you think?”

I read it once more. And then María said:

“I’m going to block him. Do you know how to do it?”

“Block his number? I think so. By the way... are you worried about his threat about what he said he was going to say about you...?”

“Pff... Not in the slightest,” she responded confidently.

And together we blocked that contact, that Edu who had dominated us and endangered us like no one else had...

...And we removed him from that phone. And then we removed him from mine. Finally eliminating him from our lives.


CHAPTER 54

We slept a bit longer and the feeling of peace and non-fleeting, but enjoyable happiness didn’t decrease the following morning. Although the physical space did seem to have changed: that bedroom didn’t look, vaguely illuminated by sunlight, so decrepit; it even seemed harmless and I felt that we had abused that space, that the sordid and shady ones had been us, not those innocent four walls.

But if anyone wasn’t innocent, it was that old concierge, and from the moment I woke up I had him in mind. And as we showered and got dressed, I was eager for the moment of that reunion. And I assumed María wouldn’t avoid it, and we went down in the elevator and arrived at his booth, at the den of that man who perhaps had seen much more than he had thought... and I was the victim of a small disappointment, as that old receptionist had been relieved by a young man who was apparently oblivious to everything.

As soon as we stepped outside, the sunlight assaulted us, as if we were experiencing a major hangover, and María mentioned my disappointment, relaxed, almost jokingly, exposing me.

And we weren’t in a hurry to return home. We had breakfast on a terrace, squeezing every last minute of that post-summer and post-night, as if the jubilation risked diminishing once we touched solid ground. And I looked at María, with her tomato toast and her crossed legs, complaining about not being able to wash her hair because there was no hair dryer... And I enjoyed that dirtiness, internal and external, but above all ours, created by the two of us. And I looked at her: how her bra could be glimpsed thanks to a minimal neckline, how she drank her coffee, how, uncomfortable, she slightly readjusted the silk shirt that had experienced so much... and how she protested, again, but in a complicit way, about feeling dirty.

And an “it’s normal that you feel dirty...” came out of me, and she responded with a smile and a caress on my hand, on the table, that filled me more than any confession or display of love could fill.

“How’s your ass...” I asked, being aware that Rodrigo had asked her the same thing hours before.

“I feel it a little... but no complaints,” she responded, docile, but I knew I shouldn’t insist.

I looked at her. She looked at me. And whispered:

“And you?”

“I’m good,” I smiled.

“What a silly face you have...” she said playfully, aware of my state.

“Of course. You didn’t see yourself...” I responded.

And I wanted to compliment her, she undoubtedly deserved it, especially regarding when she had been with both of us at the same time. I felt a kind of pride and impression about how she had accommodated both of us, simultaneously. How she had given them pleasure, and how she had received it, from the front and from behind. I remembered how she hadn’t been intimidated, but quite the opposite, how, between those two men, she had appeared more whole, sexual and powerful than ever.

However, after reviewing that in my mind, my farewell with Rodrigo crossed my thoughts, and that small obstacle he seemed to see in Begoña, so I told her about it.

“I think deep down they’re half dating,” she responded to my explanation, thoughtful, with her elbows resting on the table and holding the cup with both hands.

And I told her that perhaps it wouldn’t be a bad idea for me to also talk to her, since after all it was a way to get information about what was happening between them, in a more direct way. But I didn’t see clear approval in her expression.

After her silence, I said to her:

“Does it bother you?”

“What?”

“That... Rodrigo has had or has something with her.”

“Pablo. It’s just fucking. Fucking and you watching. How could there be jealousy there?”

And I wasn’t exactly referring to jealousy, but I myself wasn’t clear about what I was referring to or what the problem was... so I let it go.

The temptation to contact Rodrigo was present, but it didn’t constitute an extreme necessity either. So I enjoyed us, María, as I hadn’t done in years. It was harmony. It was balance. It was happiness. And an enjoyable happiness, almost tangible, as only exists when it hasn’t been given but fought for.

And that Saturday we went out to dinner at a restaurant. And we spent Sunday at home, in an incessant exchange of caresses, glances and sweet nothings that placed us at the antipodes of what we had experienced on Friday night. And the contrast was wonderful, seeing how she could, and how we could as a couple, reach those two extremes. Being ourselves at both extremes.

The week was beginning and I knew that María would see Begoña at the office, and I was tempted to call that indecipherable but at the same time close and affable girl, but I didn’t know how to do it, what to say to her exactly... And I was unsure whether to wait for confirmation from Rodrigo on that subject.

That afternoon my wife returned from work and didn’t tell me anything about her, so I decided to wait a bit.

And I still had a certain eagerness to call Rodrigo, as I was anxious to organize everything, properly, and finally without Edu, seeking absolute confirmation that it was perfect. But a friend from María’s university, who lived in another city and whom she hadn’t seen for a long time, contacted me to give her a surprise on the weekend, so I was willing to postpone it until the following Saturday.

So I thought everything would be delayed, but something surprising happened: María suggested contacting Rodrigo to arrange a date for Saturday night.

After my surprise, as I thought she would let me be the one, as always, to reactivate those extreme experiences, I made a strange excuse to indicate that it was better to meet with Rodrigo on Friday. And finally she accepted, and so did Rodrigo.

Thursday night, the eve of our meeting with that guy, María and I made love. And it was wonderful. Without pressure. Without worry. We were ourselves. Again and like before everything. And I realized that our sexual encounters during that year and a half had always been subject to terrible tension, even those that I thought had been peaceful and intimate had had an underlying affliction and stress.

And we looked at each other, and we caressed each other. And we panted... and we came... And we didn’t talk about anyone. Nor did we relive encounters with other lovers. No. We simply saved that space. A space that would be insufficient if the game didn’t exist, but that precisely, thanks to the game, was not only sufficient, but perfect.

Friday night arrived and I enjoyed the preliminary moments; I enjoyed hearing her shower... and it drove me crazy to see her dress... and it killed me to see her putting on makeup, perfuming herself... for another man.

And everything was wonderfully morbid, and wonderfully simple. We went to dinner and talked with him, about everything, or almost everything, as we didn’t talk about Begoña. I felt that, in a way, if it were an impediment, it should be him who told us. And the dinner was relaxed; we were just a married couple with another man, ready to spend the night devoted to lust and the morbid thrill of an agreed surrender. And sometimes they looked at each other and there was an implicit sexual tension, and Rodrigo went to the bathroom for a moment and I caressed my wife, and she appreciated the contact and I made her confess that she was eager for him to fuck her.

And there were no tricks. No humiliations out of context. The humiliations were reserved for intimacy, for the hotel room. The room of a good, expensive hotel, where he immediately took command.

And I, sitting in an armchair, facing them, suffered and died from the morbid thrill of seeing her with him. And she looked at me, sometimes, while they kissed and undressed... and she masturbated that splendid member while I caressed my insignificance... And she knelt... and put his cock in her mouth... And she looked at me... while Rodrigo whispered: “how your wife sucks it... you know like I do that she doesn’t suck yours with such eagerness...” And I trembled... from the impact, from María’s eagerness in that blowjob... and from that controlled and complacent humiliation.

And he fucked her on the bed. On all fours. And him on top. And her on top. And he insulted her... called her a whore, for wanting cocks outside home. And she called me a cuckold, and while he mounted her she whispered to me: “look, cuckold... learn how to fuck...”, and I trembled... and sighed... and her moans drove me crazy... and that cock killing her with pleasure made me shiver... And I came... I came up to three times... The last one in the bathroom, there, standing, while Rodrigo fucked her in the shower.

And we fell asleep. The three of us. She hugging me. With her tired, sweaty lover on the other side.

The next day the surprise with her friend took place. And María thanked me repeatedly for having orchestrated it with her, keeping the secret. She looked happy. Extremely happy.

And I lived that contrast, and enjoyed seeing her with her friends, and with their boyfriends and husbands, and I saw how they looked at her... and it drove me crazy to know what only I knew, what had happened twenty-four hours before, something that none of them could even imagine.

And the following week it happened again, and we still didn’t talk about Begoña; we repeated the hotel and he fucked her on the bed, against the wall and, at a moment when María wanted to freshen up a bit in the shower, he stopped her and ended up fucking her on the floor... And I watched, and trembled, and fainted from the morbid thrill...

...But something happened afterward, in the morning, that made me remember, and relive, the worst of my fears.
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That Saturday I woke up in that hotel room where everything that had happened had been perfect: María’s surrender, her complicity with me, and Rodrigo’s proposals. Everything even too perfect. Especially that act, brutal, heart-wrenching, but controlled, in which he had taken her on the floor... and my wife, between moans, had asked me to watch how she came... and to ejaculate on her. Kneeling, in front of her torso, I had discharged on her breasts while that guy penetrated her, relentlessly, and she writhed in pleasure from his cock and his tireless thrusts; and she rubbed my semen on her breasts, completely surrendered to the eroticism created by the three of us. 

I woke up and felt silence, but also solitude. I stretched my arm and indeed María wasn’t there. And I looked toward the bed next to ours and didn’t see Rodrigo.

I looked at the clock. It was a little after nine. And I thought they must have gone down for breakfast, worried about missing the time, and had decided to let me sleep. I got dressed quickly then, went down in the elevator and arrived at the hotel café. And once there, standing in front of a kind of podium that wasn’t guarded by anyone, I extended my gaze, and I saw them.

And by some kind of sixth sense, or because of what I had also experienced with Edu of enjoying watching María with her lover, I stood still, not hidden, I simply wasn’t in a hurry to interrupt them.

And deep down it was nothing, but I saw something that went beyond, far beyond: seated at a table, they were having coffee and breakfast from the buffet. And they were laughing.

They weren’t loud laughs. They were worse. They were intimate. Intimate and even with a subtlety and undertone of flirtation.

And I knew it was absurd; what flirtation could there be when the night before he had fucked her for more than two hours. What flirtation could there be when he was a proposition, the result of an agreed and closed pact.

I knew it didn’t make sense, but that’s how I felt it.

Something startled me then at my back. I turned around and saw a couple, somewhat older, who passed ahead of me in my petrified state, and I wondered if they had had the bad luck of being lodged in a room close to ours. And I was already prepared to go meet my wife and Rodrigo, when I saw him get up from his chair and go to refill his plate.

María remained seated, took a sip of her coffee, and then she also got up, with leisurely movements and with a glass of juice almost finished. Just by raising her gaze she would have seen me, but she didn’t. What she did do was approach Rodrigo, and I thought she would simply pass by him to go to the juice dispenser, but she positioned herself behind him and gave him a touch, like a kind of pinch, on the waist, and he turned around, and she said something in his ear, and only after that, she continued on her way. It was a strange touch. Very strange. Subtle. But I had no doubt that anyone who had seen them would have thought they were two people in love.

I felt a pressure in my chest and automatically, as if it had been buried in the deepest part of my being, ready and prepared to attack me at the precise moment, I remembered that the two dates we had had, the two agreed meetings, had been instigated and arranged on María’s initiative.

It wasn’t indignation. It was anguish. I didn’t even feel deceived. I felt that it was even logical. Painfully logical. 

I took a breath and went to the coffee machine, and then I went to sit with them. And once there I didn’t see anything strange. Everything was like at dinner the night before, like when the three of us were together. But that was then worse, because I suspected that I was witnessing a simulation, that they were pretending less confidence and connection because I was present.

And the goodbye was neutral. Expected. And our return home too. And I kept turning over what I had witnessed, and sometimes it seemed serious and dangerous to me, and sometimes I tried to control myself and told myself that essentially nothing had happened, that it was reasonable that there would be a certain complicity, and that it didn’t have to be bad... but most of the time I assumed the worst.

And I thought that within my musings I was still being myself, that she didn’t notice my fear, but María revealed to me that it wasn’t so, because, the next day, with both of us in the living room of our house, she blurted out:

“What’s wrong with you?”

I remained silent for a moment. I didn’t want to run away. Not anymore. And then I responded with a thought that had been in my mind for almost twenty-four hours. And I just let it out:

“I want you two to spend a weekend together. Without me.”

María remained quiet. And she looked at me. Serious. And immediately she understood everything. And she shook her head, as if affected by an instantaneous but profound disappointment.

And she said, in a low voice:

“Look, Pablo... I can accept many things from you, in fact until now I’ve accepted all of them, but what I won’t tolerate is for you to become, or to be, chronically unhappy.”

“It’s not that,” I responded, completely denying the premise. 

“Yes it is, Pablo. It’s looking for a problem now where there isn’t one.”

She said it in a low tone, but she left with a palpable anger. And I understood her position, but I had seen what I had seen.

I left her for a few minutes, fiddling around in the bedroom, but afterward I went to find her, ready to explain to her what I had witnessed and the reason for my proposal.

But as soon as I entered our bedroom, she turned and said to me:

“Fine. Perfect. But if I spend a weekend with him, you spend a night with Begoña.”

I looked at her. I filled my lungs. I swallowed.

And I accepted.


CHAPTER 56

I not only accepted but understood María’s anger. But I felt she should understand me too. And not just that, she needed to realize that my proposal was for the good of both of us. I needed to know, and surely she did too, that there was nothing there. And we had to know as soon as possible, almost before we even started.

We had only had two planned encounters, but they were enough to know that everything was perfect with him; we talked in a relaxed way about how to organize it, how to do it, which hotel to stay in, and we realized the infinite possibilities and experiences, thrilling for all three of us, that we could live.

Precisely for that reason, we needed to clarify that what I had seen at that breakfast was absolutely nothing.

The week began with María’s coldness and with the obligation for me to fulfill my part of the deal. And both things ceased to be a real problem by the middle of the week: María began to soften her distance, and I finally wrote to Begoña, who responded somewhat curtly, but accepting that date with me for Friday night.

María had loosened her anger with me, but not to the point where I could casually ask her if it had been difficult to convince Rodrigo to go away together for the weekend, or to find out where they had decided to go. So I left it up to her to tell me whatever she wanted. But days passed, and the dreaded yet anxious Friday approached, and I had no idea what plans they had.

Another thing I didn’t know was what María intended, what she gained, what she wanted to find out, why her directive for me to meet with Begoña. But one thing was clear: nothing would happen with her, under any circumstances. My intention was solely to take advantage of my part of the pact to finally discover what she had with Rodrigo, and to know more about her herself, about her situation. In essence, her, Begoña, that loose end that this girl always seemed to be.

And I was nervous. But I felt it was the right decision. And it was a risk, but ultimately I knew that the only way to continue enjoying was by resolving that doubt, by confirming that there was no love there, and that the sex was good for being... as it was.

And Friday afternoon arrived and I thought we would manage to coordinate our schedules to say goodbye at home, but when I got back from work she had already left. And I felt an intense pain. An asphyxiating fragility. And even a strange, pessimistic, ominous sadness... that made me doubt absolutely everything.

I ate something, in that strange solitude; suddenly the house seemed different. And I berated myself for my decision, and almost simultaneously convinced myself that it was for the best, that we needed to discover that as soon as possible. And I thought about how we hadn’t even talked about what to do, about what they would do. I didn’t even know if it would hurt me that they had sex without me, or if it would excite me, or if both at once... What would kill me, what killed me when I thought about it, was imagining an act, a sweet, affectionate sex... with him... affectionate like that pinch at that damned buffet.

And I began to doubt myself, about the real reason why I had proposed this...

...And it would be Begoña who would explain it to me.

I arrived before her at the agreed place. The cocktail bar was practically empty, perhaps because it was too early. And I was looking at my phone almost compulsively, not knowing what to expect. I only knew that I wanted María to write to me, perhaps to tell me she was sorry she couldn’t say goodbye. Whatever. I simply needed interaction, contact, connection... The separation was agonizing and heartbreaking, perhaps even more so for having been provoked by me.

Fortunately, Begoña didn’t take long to arrive, and it gave me some peace to feel that she was the same as always, from the first moment: her large eyes, her tone of voice, her expressiveness, her white teeth, her pearl earrings, her dark miniskirt and her light garnet gauze shirt. A real sweetheart. Preppy to the point of almost being comical, but it made me feel good, and she had repeatedly shown me that behind that superficial appearance was a girl, a woman, full, complete, astute, perceptive, and at the same time tremendously ingenious.

We exchanged two kisses. I felt her soft hair and her perfume. And we went to a high table, with stools on the sides, but we didn’t use them, we leaned our elbows there, standing, face to face. And she did me the favor of not being defensive, of not asking about the reason for my proposed date. And it was her, from the first instant, with her initial banal topics, with her mordant criticisms of that place, with her uninhibited body language and with that mischievous touch that hypnotized.

And, while she spoke, I sometimes remembered her sex with Víctor... and her encounter... with me... And I thought that with Víctor she had indeed been or seemed like a different person, surely a person she hated and regretted having been.

She then gave a break to her verbosity, and drank from her glass, and I took the opportunity to check my phone, and, simultaneously as I saw nothing new on my screen, she said to me:

“You couldn’t be more stupid, could you?”

I was surprised by her statement, and I pulled back a bit, knowing that she had something to tell me. Probably something I wasn’t expecting and that she had been mulling over for some time.

And I looked at her. I observed how she tucked her hair behind her ears, and her chest outlined her graceful and delicate garnet shirt with exquisite subtlety. And she looked slender, almost weightless, young and above all tremendously vital.

And then, decisively, she continued:

“María and I have been talking... quite a bit for a couple of weeks. Well, quite a bit, she’s not one to say in three words what she can say in two... Well, anyway, that’s it. Since you weren’t doing it... And another thing... what’s the deal with Rodrigo and María this weekend? Absurd question because I know the answer, but I want you to tell me.”

I was expecting a surprise, given how she had presented it, but not to that extent. It was hard for me to imagine María confessing things to Begoña, but I had no doubt she wasn't lying.

I remained silent. There was no malice in her, no danger, but I wanted to measure my words carefully. Finally, I only mentioned the second of her revelations:

—The reason for their weekend together is because... I want to make sure she won’t... fall for him.

—Nah, forget it —she responded indignantly.

—What?

—Don’t give me that story. You’re incredibly insecure... and you constantly need proof of love.

—Proof of love? What’s that? Do you go to a psychologist who tells you these phrases? —I retorted, suddenly loosening up.

—I don’t go anywhere. But it’s true. What more proof of love do you want? You got her into this whole thing. She accepted everything. She married you. She talks about you all day. She gave up Edu for you. She put up with, excuse the expression, a thousand crappy situations with Edu... and with others... I haven’t played psychologist to her, now that you mention the term, but Marcos, Carlos, etcetera... And now, here we go, another proof of love... You just want her to call you running, tonight... and say: “Pablo, darling...”, well, I can’t imagine her saying “darling.” So: “Pablo, I love you so much, it’s just sex...” Right or wrong?

I listened to her and couldn’t process all that information fast enough. I didn’t even know what she knew about each thing... Whether they were bluffs based on vague knowledge or if she really knew a lot.

And she continued:

—I mean, if she didn’t fall for Edu, she’s not going to fall for Rodrigo, because the issue isn’t Rodrigo or Edu, it’s you. Value yourself, idiot. So you have a small one. So what? You have other things. A thousand other things.

I remained silent. And she was getting worked up in her words, but not in her gestures, remaining measured.

And she continued:

—Look, I know you’re smart enough to stop, well, you’re already stopped, but you know, to stop and think about what I just told you.

—Yes, yes, I’ll think about it now... —I said, somewhat annoyed by her paternalism—. And what about you? What’s your deal with Rodrigo? He told us he needed to talk to you before...

—Before putting him on the payroll —she interrupted.

—Yes. Basically. A one-person payroll.

—Don’t you want to close the other topic first? María isn’t having a fling with Rodrigo right now —she asserted.

—How do you know?

—I know —she responded, emboldened.

—Oh, really? What’s your relationship with him?

—With Rodri? I had a wonderful romance and you stole him from me... No, I’m kidding. I have my own things too. In fact, I think I have two things that you have. Well, two things, I mean... two... A feeling and a little flaw.

And that last phrase bounced around in my head: “A feeling and a little flaw.” And I didn’t understand anything.

—I don’t follow you —I finally said.

—You will follow me. When we finish this —she dropped, serious now, without trying to show off her power.

And we fell silent. And I didn’t accept being in her hands like that. And I protested, and she countered:

—Look, let’s go somewhere, and there you’ll understand everything. And that’s it.

—I don’t see it, Begoña. I want to know what else you know, and why all this runaround. And what about you and Edu?

—Well, I’ve shown Edu the door. An imbecile. You know that. He called me the other day. Second choice. Obviously. To hell with him.

—How easy, isn’t it? —I said ironically.

—Easy to get rid of him? Sure, since you guys have been swapping cards... right? No. Neither easy nor difficult. You don’t know the nasty things he did to me. I mean. A manipulator...

—Yeah...

—The thing with Víctor was... I’m a grown woman... but one has to know that if someone is hung up on you, you can’t... do that.

And I listened to her, and we drank, and I still didn’t like the idea of being taken somewhere without knowing why. And I saw her looking gorgeous, and she drank, sipped from her straw and looked at me, and I detected some flirtation, and I doubted her intentions: perhaps the proof of love was a trap María had set for me.

And I was so sure of my love that her possible attempt seemed almost funny, and romantic.

The last few sips were almost silent. Sometimes we looked around. Sometimes I checked my phone. Sometimes I saw flirtation in her gestures. Sometimes not.

And everything unfolded afterward with a tense calmness in which I became increasingly certain that I was walking into a trap. That’s why I let her call a taxi. That’s why I let her give the driver a hotel address. And sitting in the back seats of that vehicle, I could see her heels, her crossed legs, her slender thighs, her skirt, her delicate burgundy blouse... and her touching her hair, somewhere behind her ear, creating nervous curls, probably tense about whether I would succumb.

And she herself was irresistible. And I had been with her before and it had even been special. But I wouldn’t fall into the trap.


CHAPTER 57

We arrived at the hotel. Opulent. Somewhat secluded. Very spacious. With white tiles that, bathed in powerful spotlights, were almost blinding in contrast to the night. I was surprised that she didn’t say anything at reception. She seemed to have everything arranged. 

And I was also forming my plan: I imagined us already in the room, making use of the minibar to loosen up, her attempting her trick and me finally extracting all the information, because apart from the trap and her cryptic relationship with Rodrigo, I had the feeling that she and María had talked about something else.

The elevator. And she was tense. And she untucked her blouse from under her skirt. And I started to get a bit nervous. Perhaps by contagion. Perhaps from doubt. Perhaps from the appearance of old ghosts… 

… like suspecting that María might want me to make a mistake, so she could then fall freely and without guilt.

And we were going up, and I looked at my phone, and there was nothing new there. And then Begoña did the same, and she was typing with her fragile fingers. 

And I, already somewhat irritated, couldn’t hold back, and whispered:

“No, seriously. Why are you bringing me here?”

And she hesitated then, and I thought she would prolong my anguish, but as she put her phone back in her purse and the doors opened, she said:

“Well… because of my flaw, which you also have, and because of the feeling… which you also have… Although you’ve had more luck.”

And she pretended to be a bit calm. And I thought she wasn’t going to say anything else, but she whispered: 

“Haven’t you ever felt that… you know who you are… but not with one person? That… you are one thing… except with one person…”

And she was leaving the elevator, and I then grabbed her by the arm. I did it with barely any force, in a strange way, unusual for me, but I didn’t understand anything. But above all I felt some pity. She looked very nervous. Her cheeks were burning.

“What’s going on with you?” I asked her. 

“Nothing, forget it,” she replied, freeing herself from me with a tender subtlety. And we began walking down the hallway.

And after no more than four or five meters, she stopped in front of a door. And my heart was beating with uncomfortable vigor. And, to my utter surprise, she knocked twice there with her knuckles. 

And a “what’s going on?” came out of me. And someone, from inside, opened that door, a little. And, I don’t know why, I placed one of my hands on Begoña’s waist. It just happened, like with a strange protective instinct, as I could almost feel her trembling. And I was nervous, but she was more so. And she specifically pushed the door open, and entered, and I walked behind her, and there was just enough light, sparse, from a weak lamp, rather than from the ceiling, and a small entryway led to a spacious bedroom, and above her body I saw a man and a woman, standing, touching each other, caressing each other, and then kissing. He, completely naked. She, in high heels, stockings, garter belt and black panties and bra… He, Rodrigo. She, María. 

And the kiss was ending. And I was pulsating. I didn’t understand anything. And then, my wife, moving her hair aside so he could kiss her neck, looked at me.

And I looked at her. Still. Petrified.

And Rodrigo then abandoned that neck, and said, imposing, clear, masculine:

“Get on the bed. Get on all fours… Like a slut… And look at them.”

And my heart was leaping out of my chest. And Begoña moved to one side and positioned herself in front of the bed. Standing, and I adhered to her option, while my wife obeyed and I could see Rodrigo’s member, extraordinarily rigid, extraordinarily erect, so much so that it almost touched his abdomen despite him standing. And I felt a fleeting pride in how María excited him.

The image of my wife, removing her panties and getting on the bed, was so powerful that I could barely breathe. And I saw no shame or embarrassment in her, despite Begoña being present. And I specifically scrutinized that girl and felt her trembling. Novice. Inexperienced. And no one better than me could understand her sensations.

And I remembered her phrase, that thing about the proof of love, while my wife, on all fours and now without panties, brought her hands to the back clasp of her bra, and took it off, and her breasts fell free, enormous, hanging… And she moved her hair aside, and spread her legs… and her stockings and garter belt created an obscene image, but at the same time her countenance and her face were pure beauty…

… And Rodrigo, with that strange earring, with his long and slender legs, with his peculiar hairstyle, with his youthful and unconscious confidence; and grabbing his cock and masturbating slightly, got on the bed and positioned himself behind her.

And María then looked at Begoña. For an instant. And narrowed her eyes. And then she looked at me. And drew a slight smile. A smile that was even more with her eyes than with her mouth, and there was eagerness for Rodrigo to fill her, but above all there was something else: there was love. Love for me.

And I understood. I understood as I read on her lips how she formed a phrase, pure, heartfelt, that left me no possible escape, no room for distrust even if I tried. I read from her perfect lips an “I love you, silly...” that made my entire body tremble.

And I loved her infinitely, and I swore to myself, and kept my word, that never again would my insecurities make me subject her to more tests of love, more traps set to find my own unhappiness.

“Tell your husband to pull down his pants. To jerk off while I put it in you...” whispered Rodrigo, now on his knees, behind her, contemplating her naked, exposed buttocks. And then he moistened two or three fingers in his own mouth, and extended his hand, seeking to check her pussy with his now wet fingers.

And I was trembling. And I obeyed, without needing María to repeat it. And Begoña, beside me, overwhelmed, retreated a bit, resting her hands on a long table that held a television, some clothing, and her and María’s purses.

And I wanted to know, but I also wanted to feel. And I looked into María’s eyes while he finished positioning himself and aiming... And as if by something supernatural, feeling as if a ray of light suddenly illuminated everything, I whispered something just as she felt him... I whispered a faint “I love you infinitely...” just as she moaned... from feeling Rodrigo’s cock invading her.

And he thrust it in. He impaled her. There. On all fours, with those heels, stockings and garter belt. In the presence of me, masturbating, and in the presence of Begoña, who was unbuttoning her blouse, shivering with arousal.

And he pulled it out completely. Leaving her pussy orphaned. And she whimpered. Tamed. And he asked her, cockily:

“Do you like it... slut?”

And she turned her face, and nodded. And then turned her face forward again, and whispered:

“Get that.”

And her eyes weren’t directed at me, but at Begoña, who turned, tense, and went toward María’s purse.

And my heart was leaping out of my chest. And María had never looked so imposing. So feminine. So sexual. So powerful. And Rodrigo had never looked so muscular, so mature, so aroused, so confident.

And from the corner of my eye, I saw how Begoña took from my wife’s purse... our harness.

And suddenly I understood everything. From María’s serene command. From that girl’s sudden fragility...

I understood that the posh girl’s idealization of my wife went beyond that, and that the real danger of attachment didn’t come from María toward anyone... but from her... from Begoña... in a sweetly impossible love.

And she took it and approached them. And at the same time María looked at me, and whispered, tenderly, surrendered:

“Sit down... go on...”

And I looked at her. And she looked at me. And her gaze was unmistakable: she loved me, we loved each other. No more proof of love was necessary than that look. And I felt like an idiot again. And I sighed. And she kept looking at me, and her eyes filled my entire being. And she pushed her hair aside, letting it all fall to one side of her neck.

And I noticed the location she was indicating: an armchair that guarded the table, diagonally across from the bed. And before going there I looked at Rodrigo, and understood that what he had to discuss with Begoña wasn’t about ending their story, but about asking her permission... He knew about those feelings, about that idolatry that had evolved into something more, and he didn’t want to cause pain.

I then looked at Begoña, with already two or three buttons of her immaculate burgundy blouse unbuttoned, with her flushed cheeks, and with that huge rubber cock in her hand, with those straps hanging down.

And her bra was visible through the heated neckline she had created... And her whole being was vibrating... but she was gathering her courage, and bringing her free hand to the zipper of her skirt. And there was affection, and there was intimacy, and there was enthusiasm...

...in all four of us.

And Begoña’s skirt fell to the floor. And Rodrigo made way for her. And María, imposing, serene, in that posture that would be humiliating for anyone else, but was intimidating and most dignified in her, glanced briefly backward...

...and what that posh girl would do with our harness and my wife... is another story.

THE END.
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