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CHAPTER 1

To tell this story, I have to go back to a night when I was having dinner with my girlfriend on a terrace. I hadn’t seen her for four days as she had been out of town, attending one of those training courses she occasionally had to take for her job. Otherwise, it was just an ordinary night with nothing special about it, until at one point several guys in suits appeared and came over to talk to her. I immediately realized they were colleagues from my girlfriend’s law firm.

They were very pleasant and formal, as if there was a barrier marking them as colleagues rather than friends. That said, they were very eager to please, with that typical eagerness to impress a rather attractive girl, which María certainly was: pleasant features, good figure, wide smile... a not-too-large but quite impressive backside when she wore heels, and medium to large breasts that she always tried to downplay rather than show off. We had been together for four years and were living together.

It was nothing more than a conversation that lasted barely a minute, but there was one guy, the quietest one, who caught my attention. He was quite tanned for that time of year, had a bit of a beard and light-colored eyes; he looked like some kind of lawyer who surfed in his free time. Or maybe he’d been skiing. Something like that. He also seemed somewhat younger than us, perhaps around 28, compared to my 35 and my girlfriend’s 34. They soon said goodbye, and I asked María:

“What about that handsome guy?”

“Who?”

“The tanned one with the beard.”

“Edu? You think he’s handsome?”

“Well, yes, don’t you?”

“Honestly, none of them are handsome. I don’t know. Just another guy from the office.”

That was the end of it, and I didn’t think about it or about that guy at all until that night. And it wasn’t that I thought about him voluntarily, but rather that I dreamed about him and my girlfriend. I dreamed something surreal that I couldn’t quite remember completely, but it was something like him indeed coming over to greet us while we were having dinner, but in the end he sat down with us and, from that precise moment, I disappeared from the face of the earth as far as my girlfriend was concerned, as she only had eyes for him. The conversation was between the two of them, as were the glances at first, and then they were holding hands... I kept eating and watching them until they ended up kissing in front of me, as if I didn’t exist, and eventually they left together, just the two of them.

I woke up with a very strange sensation, like an especially intense dream. I remembered that in the dream I hadn’t felt jealousy, nor much excitement, but rather expectation and a bit of humiliation. I didn’t give it much importance.

The next morning, Friday, María went to work and I stayed home, as had been usual for the last few months, since my contract hadn’t been renewed, leaving me unemployed, though I thought it would be temporary, as with my work experience, degree, and Master’s, I expected to find something sooner rather than later. My days consisted of exercising, sending out resumes, and going to job interviews.

I was researching an interesting company online when I went on a social network and looked through my girlfriend’s friends to see if she had added her office colleagues, but I only saw one, with whom she had more contact. It was undeniable that that tanned guy aroused a certain curiosity in me, but she didn’t have him added. He had a strange magnetism, and I still had that dream very fresh in my mind, along with that feeling of humiliation from seeing how my girlfriend ignored me at first and then kissed him.

A while later, despite not being particularly passionate about internet porn, I found myself browsing those kinds of sites, a collateral effect of spending too much time online, where you always end up bored and where you shouldn’t be. I ended up lying on the couch and, bored with videos that did nothing for me, and with that guy and the dream still in my head, I began to masturbate thinking about the dream. Never, ever, had I thought about or fantasized about the idea of my girlfriend with another man, but before I knew it, I had a rock-hard erection imagining not only them kissing in my presence but also them going to our house, with me following them as if I were invisible.

I imagined them undressing, that guy sucking on my girlfriend’s breasts, devouring her nipples in my presence, and María, for the first time, seeming to ask my permission with her gaze to continue.

I met her gaze and without answering her, she ended up kneeling before him, with her back to me, and just imagining the back-and-forth movement of María’s head in front of that guy’s cock made me start to come like crazy all over my stomach. While I was coming, I imagined the guy putting his hand on María’s head, setting the rhythm of the blowjob, while that bastard looked at me and smiled... I think I shot at least six streams onto myself while imagining that.

Once my orgasm was over, I was left exhausted and feeling somewhat guilty. I had no idea about the can of worms I had just opened with that absurd mid-morning masturbation session.


CHAPTER 2

Of course, I didn't tell my girlfriend anything about what had happened; that would remain between my imagination and me.

The next day, after dinner, I went out for some beers with friends. Things got a bit out of hand, and I arrived home in the early morning hours slightly drunk. I got into bed feeling frisky, but my girlfriend was, logically, already sound asleep. She isn't the type who's always in the mood, so I didn't want to push it since I knew she wouldn't want to. I lay in bed for a while, unable to sleep, until I got up, went to the living room, and spent some time on the laptop.

I checked my email, and when I was about to log into social media, I noticed María's session was still open. It surprised me a bit since she barely uses them, but she must have been really bored that night. The thing is, for some reason, I started looking for this Edu guy. Through María's friend who was on her contacts list, I soon found him, but his profile was quite restricted and I could barely see anything beyond his profile picture.

Maybe it was the beers, but without hesitation, I sent him a friend request. I figured she wouldn't even notice, and even if she did, it wasn't a big deal. I was curious to know more about that guy and didn't think too much about it.

Nothing relevant happened during the following days. That masturbation session had remained an isolated incident, and I had almost completely forgotten about the friend request. Until Thursday, the day when people from my girlfriend's law firm usually go out for drinks after work. María came home around eleven at night in quite a bad mood.

“Can you explain why you're using my Facebook account?”

“Me? What account?”

“What do you mean 'what account'? You have no idea how embarrassed I just was.”

I had forgotten about it so completely that I didn't know how to react or what to say. Though it didn't seem that serious to me.

“Embarrassed why?”

“Because that kid blurted out in front of everyone: 'umm... you don't talk to me at the office but you send me friend requests online...?' Imagine my face.”

“Come on, it's not that bad.”

“But what's your deal with him?”

“I don't have any deal with him, I just wanted to check him out a bit. Hadn't he accepted you all this time?”

“You're out of your mind. I told him I had no idea what he was talking about... and he pulled out his phone and showed me right in front of everyone and clicked 'accept.' I must have turned bright red.”

I honestly didn't see it as a big deal. It seemed like an exaggerated, somewhat childish reaction from that bunch of yuppies.

“Come on, María, please... what nonsense.”

“Nonsense to you. Look” — she said, opening the laptop, and soon she had logged in. — “Damn, look, I have like 40 friends here and now him, who doesn't belong at all. And I know this guy's type, he probably thinks I'm into him or something.”

“What do you mean you know his type? You said you didn't interact with him.”

“Of course I don't interact with him, but you can tell from a mile away that he thinks highly of himself, and now I'll have to put up with him all cocky every time I run into him.”

The conversation continued along those lines until she shifted the topic to the other point, which was what the hell did I care about the guy. I told her nothing, that I was bored and sent the friend request without thinking. She didn't quite believe me but didn't dig too deep.

The next morning, I didn't waste time grabbing the laptop and investigating that guy's life a bit. He wasn't much more active on social media than María. He had some photos at the beach... in the mountains... in the snow... he seemed to portray himself as an adventurer and athlete. The album with the most photos was one from Thailand, wearing a cap and tank top eating strange foods; I didn't know him at all, but I already had the feeling that he couldn't miss out on that trip... it suited him.

I also saw another album, without a name, where there was a photo of the law firm people on a terrace, drinking beers, and I deduced it was from a recent Thursday. In the photo, there were about 8 people, and one of them was María, who was very far from him at those two tables they had pushed together. My eyes kept going from María at one end of the photo to him at the other... And then again... and again... I didn't understand what was happening to me, but before I knew it, I had my cock in my hand... I looked at them... imagined them flirting... imagined that María did find him attractive... I began to jerk off imagining once again that they came to our house and started fucking on the sofa where I was sitting, in my presence—it had to be in my presence for it to really turn me on. I came abundantly on my stomach again, imagining how he was fucking her, and she, at first, looked at me while he penetrated her, but in the end, she couldn't even look because of the pleasure, closing her eyes and enjoying the fucking that guy was giving her.

For a few minutes, I felt somewhat guilty, but an hour later I was already thinking about how to bring up the subject with María, how to force a meeting between the three of us... Something, I had to think of something. It's not that I wanted that snob to fuck my girlfriend, not at all, besides, she wouldn't want to even as a joke, but I did want to bring up the topic with her or move things forward somehow.

A couple of hours later, María texted me:

“I’m going to kill you... I had a meeting with Edu in it and he looks at me like I’m some teenager with a crush on him.”

“You’re exaggerating.”

“I swear, it’s so uncomfortable, damn it...”

“Well, play along, let him believe it and then laugh at him later.”

“Sure, yeah, go ahead and mock me on top of everything.”


CHAPTER 3

When María returned from work, she didn't mention anything about what had happened. She came home quite absorbed in another work-related issue that didn't interest me much, but it seemed to have consumed her enough to forget about the Edu situation.

I was starting to seriously wonder what the hell was happening to me, having already masturbated twice while fantasizing about that guy with my girlfriend.

It was Friday, we had the whole weekend ahead of us, and I was hornier than usual. The truth is that while with previous partners both of us had lost some sexual appetite over time, with María I'd been together for 4 years and we both maintained the same desire as if we'd been dating for only 4 months. We didn't have sex every day, but we did with adolescent-like passion and frequency.

That Friday I went with María to the movies and then out to dinner. Despite being unemployed at the time, we didn't have money problems at all; she earned quite well, and I had substantial savings. Maybe it was because I was particularly aroused, or because of that passion we maintained, but gradually throughout dinner, we leaned more and more toward each other and kissed.

The topic came up about how fortunate we were to not only love each other but to desire each other so much; we completely agreed. María was wearing jeans and a light sweater, and I regretted not suggesting she wear something more provocative. Even though the sweater was somewhat loose, her breasts were quite visible beneath it; between kisses, I was already discreetly brushing against them.

Something I haven't mentioned is that I had a small complex that made me value María's continued desire for me even more: my member wasn't exactly my best asset. When María held it with one hand, she could cover it entirely except for the glans... that says enough.

Sometimes I felt indebted to her; while I considered myself handsome, I saw that she maintained beautiful and impressive breasts, yet my weapon, my cock, wasn't up to par, as if clothed we made a good couple, but naked she was leagues above me.

María got a call from work about that issue that had been distracting her. It was a quick call. When she hung up, I, having that damn topic in my head even though I wouldn't admit it, took the plunge:

“It wasn't Edu calling you, was it?” I said with a smile.

“Oh, shut up... I could kill you for that.”

“Does he really look at you like he's into you?”

“I'd rather not talk about it...”

I realized this was like hitting a wall, so I decided to tell her about my dream. The one where Edu sat with us on a terrace, she forgot about my presence, they held hands, kissed, and ended up leaving together. She listened curiously, laughing now and then; occasionally saying things like “you're kidding” or “you're messing with me,” always between laughs.

“My God, what dreams you have... And because of that dream you added him from my account?”

“I already told you I don't know why I did it.”

“Right...”

“So yeah... you were with him... and completely ignoring me, haha.”

“Well, it's just a dream.”

“Yeah... but in reality... if he had... you know... a good... ” She knew about my little insecurity and immediately understood where I was going.

“Haha... you're crazy... you know that doesn't matter to me, I care about the person, that kid could have whatever hanging down there and I wouldn't care. Besides, that guy actually repulses me.”

“Why?”

“I don't know... he's... a bit cocky... I don't like people like that...”

“You can't deny he's good-looking. You know it's hard for me to judge men's looks, but that guy is attractive.”

“Well, I already told you he's not to me. I don't like him at all. I like you.”

“I know you like me, but that doesn't mean you can't find other people attractive.”

“God... how annoying... I already told you I don't find him attractive, I don't know what else you want me to say.”

Eventually the conversation drifted to other topics and we arrived home. Once in the bedroom, I took off her sweater, and before removing her bra, she started undressing me and we lay down on the bed. With me naked and her in her underwear, she began kissing my chest until she reached my member, starting to lick it, then taking it completely in her mouth. I was in heaven, incredibly aroused, so much that in less than a minute I had to ask her to stop to avoid coming. I removed her bra and panties, and while licking her nipples, I moved my hand to her crotch and immediately confirmed she was very excited.

It's not something we do very often, maybe once a month, but we use a dildo that we keep in the nightstand. After kissing her breasts and starting to play with my finger inside her sex, I left her for a moment to get the dildo.

“What for?” she whispered. It was curious how she always said that initially when I grabbed it, but ended up enjoying it immensely.

Within seconds we were kissing while I caressed the outside of her pussy with the tip of the dildo... Gradually I inserted it, a normal dildo, nothing extraordinary, but still considerably larger than my cock. She let out a sigh when I began sliding it deeper inside her. Shortly after, she was inserting and removing it from her pussy herself, holding it with both hands, while I knelt near her face and maneuvered to put my member in her mouth. I was about to explode:

—“Do you like what you’re putting inside yourself?”

—“Mmm... Yes...”

—“Can you feel how it’s opening you up?”

—“God... Yes...”

She responded in whispers with her eyes closed, lying on her back, her impressive large breasts... and I ended up positioning myself so that I could put my cock in her mouth while she continued writhing with pleasure from inserting that thing. We stayed like that for a while as she turned her face and I fucked her mouth while she kept seeking her orgasm with that object... without being able to help it, I began to imagine it wasn’t an object... but another cock filling her and I started to feel myself coming... she noticed and moaned with my cock in her mouth, and hearing that moan I began to come inside her mouth... she received everything I was releasing with complete composure, without stopping using the dildo, but without reaching orgasm.

I moved away for a second, amazed by the incredible turn-on I got from the image of María being invaded by another cock besides mine. And I realized that my orgasm had been inevitable when I had put a face to who was fucking her.


CHAPTER 4

María went to the bathroom and I remained lying on the bed, still dizzy from my orgasm. My cock was resting on my stomach and shrinking rapidly as I looked at the dildo that was on the bed—at that moment, that dildo was twice the size of my cock.

My girlfriend lay down next to me, initially intending to sleep, but gradually we started kissing again and she began stroking me under the sheets; I moved my fingers to her sex, which was wide open, and she tried to revive me... but we soon realized it was useless. I had always been a one-round guy; it always took me a very long time to get back to full performance for another round, so we gave up and fell asleep.

We spent the weekend running errands, shopping, taking walks... the typical couple stuff, without any special plans, but I couldn’t get out of my head how in my imagination I had replaced our dildo with Edu’s cock. I was starting to become truly obsessed and I didn’t even know why, or what I wanted. To make matters worse, I felt the need to tell someone about it, but this wasn’t just any topic... I considered mentioning it to María herself to see if together we could figure out the reason, but for some reason I didn’t say anything to her.

Saturday night we stayed home watching a movie and María fell asleep on the couch, which was quite common. I went to the kitchen for water and when I returned to the living room, instead of going back to the couch, I sat at the table with the laptop. I spent some time with one eye on the movie and the other on the internet. Again, I ended up logging into María’s account to look at Edu’s photos. I browsed through his albums again and lingered a bit on the beach photos. The guy really did have a good body—not that you could count each ab muscle individually, but he was fit, toned, and you could see that V-shape in his lower abs. Suddenly I found myself focusing on his swimsuit, checking if anything was visible beneath the fabric. As soon as I started doing that, I knew my mind was going off the rails, which was exactly when María woke up and I quickly exited that page, even though there was no way she could see the screen from the couch.

The movie ended and we went to bed. I was quite aroused again and started kissing her... I loved her kisses; we could spend 5 minutes just kissing in bed before starting to touch each other more intimately. Things heated up and I considered grabbing the dildo from the nightstand but restrained myself... At first it seemed like it was going to be just another Saturday night session, but I was especially turned on: I started fucking her in missionary position, faster and faster, to the point where she ended up asking me to slow down, something she almost never did. Then she got on top and I watched her breasts bounce in front of my face until I took them in my mouth, biting them until she wasn’t just moaning but almost complaining a little, and then, on all fours, I began thrusting with increasing force. We were having championship-level sex, María was moaning uninhibitedly and you could hear our bodies colliding at full speed; the neighbors must have been freaking out. I closed my eyes and kept penetrating her non-stop, faster and faster. With my eyes closed, I felt her body more intensely and heard her moans more clearly, but to my surprise, like this, with my eyes closed, I began to fantasize again, as if I were leaving the scene. I saw myself from outside fucking her, but soon, because of that obsession that had been consuming me for almost two weeks, I began to see from outside how she was being fucked, not by me, but by Edu. I imagined myself about two meters away from that fucking, with my cock in my hand, watching how Edu was putting a much bigger cock than mine into María’s pussy, and she was giving herself to him and moaning like crazy. I continued with my eyes closed and imagined my girlfriend telling him between screams how much she loved his cock, thanking him for the enormous cock he was putting inside her... imagining that, I came, in reality, inside María... moaning like rarely before.

I collapsed exhausted on top of her. Again, like the day before, I had finished and she hadn’t. But this time, after cleaning up a bit, we didn’t try for a second round. I did mention that I thought it had been an amazing fuck, and she responded with “damn, you almost broke me,” and I wasn’t quite sure if that meant she thought it was good or not.

I fell asleep, a bit worried. This was getting out of hand.

During the following week, there wasn’t a morning when I didn’t masturbate to that damn photo where María and Edu appeared together. I imagined them in every possible position and Edu with a good-sized cock; it might have been absurd, maybe Edu had a mediocre cock like mine, but I imagined it considerably large.

But what alarmed me that week wasn’t the daily masturbation thinking about them, but that on Tuesday I was fucking María, we’d been at it for a long time, and I couldn’t manage to come. I attributed it to having masturbated that morning, but I ended up imagining again that it was Edu who was fucking her and I came immediately.

With this obsession and all these crazy thoughts, Thursday finally arrived, the day when María’s office colleagues usually met for drinks, and I knew I had to ask my girlfriend for some kind of approach to Edu, even if she thought I was crazy, I had to try. Although I didn’t know what to say to her.

Thursday afternoon María texted me that she would go directly from work with her colleagues for some beers. Something very common on Thursdays. I hadn’t thought all day about what to say to her, how to approach the subject to ask her to sit with Edu, I didn’t even know exactly what I wanted. Somewhat desperately, I wrote to her directly:

“You could sit next to Edu... it would be interesting...”

She took a while to answer.

“I’m going to sit with people I actually like, as always. I don’t know what you find so interesting about this.”

“I don’t know, it turns me on that they think you like him.”

“It turns you on that they think I like him or that he thinks it? I don’t understand any of this.”

“I’m not even sure myself.”

“The other day you said something about liking that he thought I was into him so I could then shut him down, which makes absolutely no sense, and now this.”

I read that paragraph twice, surprised that she remembered that.

“Well, you’re right, maybe I should figure out what I find arousing before asking anything of you.”

“You know I’m fine with fantasizing, I think it’s good, but with people from work...”

“Yeah, you’re right, never mind, have fun.”

That’s how the conversation ended. She was right that during those 4 years we had fantasized about things. Especially on vacation. Once we had seen a couple having sex in the sea and it had turned us on so much that we ended up fucking in the car in broad daylight, in a session where, as we were having sex, dying of heat, and between moans, we asked each other if we were turned on by the guy, or the girl... We had sometimes watched porn on the internet... We had even fantasized about a threesome, very superficially... But that wasn’t comparable to “I get turned on imagining your office colleague fucking you.”

María arrived around eleven at night. Her eyes were slightly shining. It was normal, two beers and you could already tell. I was on the couch and she immediately smiled.

“So, what’s going on with him?” she said, taking off her coat and bag and sitting next to me.

“Well... I’m not really sure, I just know it would turn me on if you were attracted to him.”

“Well, I’m sorry but I’m not...”

“You didn’t sit near him, I guess.”

“No, I didn’t. Although...”

“Although what?”

“Well... if you told me specifically what for... then why not... I would do it.”

“I just don’t know.”

We fell silent and she got up and went to the kitchen. She was wearing heels, a gray pantsuit, and a navy blue shirt. The truth is that with those heels, her ass looked amazing. Those pants fit her especially well. She came back from getting something to drink and returned to the couch with me.

“Those pants make your ass look incredible,” I told her.

“Really?”

“Yeah, those pants look better on you than when you wear skirts... your little ass shows more... Damn... you’re so hot...” I said, moving closer and kissing her. “I bet half your office jerks off thinking about you...”

“Yeah... right... sure,” she said, almost laughing. “By the way,” she continued, “if it helps with that weird fantasy of yours, I overheard the guys talking about some girl who’s with Edu now, I don’t know if it’s a fling or a girlfriend.”

“Really?”

“Yes.”

“What exactly did they say?” we were talking between kisses, and I was already caressing her breasts over her shirt.

“I don’t know... I went to the bathroom and as I passed by them I heard bits about a blonde or something.”

“I don’t know if he’s with a blonde... but I’m sure he and all the others jerk off thinking about you...”

I was getting more and more aroused, I had unbuttoned one button of her shirt and was caressing her cleavage while she was already rubbing me over my pants. I alternated between conversation, kisses, and the occasional little bite on her neck, which I knew drove her wild.

“I don’t think they jerk off thinking about me... there are pretty girls in the office, they have options.”

“You know what I’ve jerked off to?” I wasn’t quite sure where I was going with this.

“To what?”

“Well, I saw a photo where you and Edu are in the same picture... I jerked off to that photo...”

When I said it, I was surprised at myself, but I tried to act like it wasn’t a big deal, and continued caressing her cleavage and kissing her neck. She didn’t respond. She kept stroking my cock over my pants. I kissed her and left her mouth free again to see if she would respond. But nothing. Finally, I continued.

“What do you think about that?”

“Well... I didn’t realize that’s where this was going.”

“Well, it’s something like that... and... well... I imagine he has a nice cock... and that you do it... but that’s it, it’s just a fantasy.”

Again she didn’t respond. I pulled my pants down a bit and let her start jerking me off. I opened her shirt and pulled the cups of her bra down a little... exposing her breasts above them... I kissed her and caressed her bare breasts while she slowly jerked me off.

“And if it’s just a fantasy, why do you want me to sit with him?” she finally said.

“I don’t know... it’s a mix of everything. Just tell me you find him somewhat attractive.”

“I don’t find him attractive. The most I can say is that his suit fits him well.”

“Really?”

“Yes... he wears it very well, very fitted... he has a certain body language... I don’t know, he wears it well.”

My cock was getting rock hard and I continued caressing her breasts, savoring her nipples and her large, dark areolas so characteristic of her. What she had said about the suit seemed like enormous progress to me.

“You haven’t told me if he still looks at you like he likes you,” I continued.

“I haven’t really crossed paths with him much.”

After that, I slipped my hand inside her pants and underwear, soon caressing her sex and enjoying her trimmed and somewhat wet pubic hair while she kept stroking me. I was very turned on and couldn’t stop trying to pull at the thread:

“Don’t you like that he thinks you like him?”

She didn’t respond.

“Tell me...” I insisted.

“No... I don’t know...”

“I’m sure they all masturbate thinking about you, and him too...”

She sped up her stroking and we kissed. Soon I began to insert a finger into her pussy, which opened for me without difficulty. I brought my mouth to one of her breasts and slipped a second finger into her sex. I wanted her to answer me, but she only opened her mouth to moan, and continued stroking me. With my fingers, I pretended to fuck her, in an in-and-out motion with my hand, while licking her breasts... Her handjob was perfect, but I needed something more:

“I’m sure Edu has a nice cock and strokes it thinking about you. Tell me yes...”

She moved her hips to the rhythm of my fingers entering and leaving her until she responded:

“I don’t know...”

“Do you think he has a nice cock?”

“Fuck... god...” she moaned, extremely aroused.

“Tell me you think he has a nice cock!”

“Ahh... god... keep going, fuck...!”

I could feel her coming and continued fingering her.

“Tell me you think Edu has a nice cock!”

“Ohh...!! God...!! Ahhh yes....!! Yeeesss!!!”

She closed her eyes... writhing with pleasure, melting in my hand... but she didn’t stop stroking me, and hearing her say that, I began to come uncontrollably... we were both coming at the same time between moans and sighs... loads of cum spurted from my cock in gushes while she continued writhing with pleasure and moaning uninhibitedly. We both had a spectacular orgasm...

After cleaning ourselves up, we went straight to bed and didn’t talk about it anymore. I wasn’t stupid, I knew she had played along to satisfy me, but I was finally starting to see, after two weeks, that things were progressing... although I wasn’t quite sure where to.

The next day María went to work and I woke up with a strange feeling of guilt. As if I was giving my girlfriend an excessive hard time about this subject. It was clear that she was playing along, for me, because she loved me, but nothing more.

So I tried to control myself. Of course I was tempted to masturbate thinking about the two of them that Friday, and I was tempted to ask her that night if she had been with Edu in any meeting or something, but I managed not to. Although everything was still in my head, of course; María giving me a handjob while we talked about the cock Edu might have was so arousing that every time I remembered it I got hard, but I had decided to try to alleviate the obsession.

We spent a fairly quiet weekend at home as the weather was quite bad. We watched movies... had sex... and many times I had been on the verge of talking to her about Edu or using the dildo to imagine it was Edu’s cock entering her, but I managed to control it. They were like our old lovemaking sessions, even somewhat tender; I felt I loved her like never before.

The following Tuesday I had a job interview, which helped me put aside the Edu topic a bit. The interview had gone quite well and, as if it were some absurd reward, on Wednesday I let myself relapse and did end up returning to that damn photo where María and Edu appeared, and had a good masturbation session, after which I felt quite guilty.

I was so angry with myself that on Thursday when she went out for beers again, I didn’t say absolutely anything about Edu. The fact that she didn’t bring up the subject either reaffirmed my idea that she wasn’t the least bit interested in my strange fantasy.

Friday arrived, eight days had passed without the Edu topic coming up at home. That morning I was in a good mood, I only had one more interview to do with that company, and it would be the typical one where you negotiate a bit about the possible salary, etc., so they weren’t going to ask me technical questions, so I was relaxed. I browsed around the internet until I found a hotel with a spa and thought that above all, María could use a weekend to disconnect, the poor thing worked like a slave. The hotel was a couple of hours by car from our city, I checked availability and mentioned it to María by phone. She loved the idea, so much that she asked me to pack her suitcase and pick her up from work at 8 with the car already loaded.

At 7:50 PM, I was parked near her workplace and approached her office building to pick her up. I was feeling calm, happy about the upcoming weekend when two men in suits exited the building. Something rushed through my body—I don’t know why I had imagined that María would come down and we’d leave right away; I hadn’t considered it was quitting time. One of the two guys was Edu. He said goodbye to the other guy, and we ended up staring at each other face to face. I had no idea what expression I had on my face since I was completely frozen. He ended up asking if I was María’s boyfriend, and I said yes. We started talking about how yes, we’d met a few weeks ago when I’d had lunch with her, when María suddenly appeared. I knew her perfectly well—she seemed somewhat taken aback seeing the two of us talking. When Edu greeted someone across the street, I looked over and saw a blonde... a stunning blonde. A tall, slender, natural blonde, about 26 years old, a knockout who turned heads, but in a discreet way—genuinely beautiful, not flashy at all, even somewhat shy. She seemed to be waiting for our conversation to end.

The three of us chatted for a bit. The situation was uncomfortable. And the truth was that the guy was quite cold, somewhat arrogant, with a condescending look—when he looked at you, it seemed like he thought giving you his full attention was an excessive gift. I understood why María had described him as someone who was a bit, or quite, full of himself. “Well, I’ll leave you two, Nati’s waiting over there,” he concluded and left, as if he were in charge and decided when each conversation began and ended.

María and I walked to the car. I was still somewhat dazed and nervous, and María had clearly been uncomfortable and tense the entire time. It was undeniable.

I drove for two hours to the hotel, during which we barely spoke. I would caress her face occasionally, and she would do the same to me. She looked tired, and I told her to sleep for a while if she wanted. While she slept, I realized that my week of detoxing from my fantasy hadn’t done any good—after having seen him, I was more obsessed with my fantasy than ever. I imagined Edu flirting with María at the office, and my cock was about to explode, or I imagined that María was actually turned on by him, and my cock was straining against my pants.

We arrived at the hotel quite late. We had a quick dinner and went up to the room. In the time it took me to freshen up in the bathroom, María had already fallen asleep again. I was incredibly aroused, but it didn’t seem fair to wake her up, especially since the cause of my arousal wasn’t her per se but the fantasy about that damn guy. I lay down in bed and tried to sleep, but I couldn’t. I remembered Edu leaving with that Nati woman. I thought that while María slept and I stared at the ceiling, Edu was probably giving that knockout the fuck of a lifetime...

I didn’t last long before grabbing my cock, with María sleeping just inches away from me... I started jerking off slowly, but already thinking about Edu with María again... and soon decided to go to the bathroom. I walked there with my cock as hard as it had ever been. I couldn’t handle the arousal anymore; I stood in front of the sink and began masturbating like a teenager. Again, images of Edu fucking María relentlessly. I imagined that it was Edu, not me, who was with María in that hotel room, fucking her savagely, on all fours on that bed... I even said to myself: “I bet if María were sharing a room with Edu instead of me, she wouldn’t be sleeping right now but dying with pleasure... I bet he’d be fucking her senseless right now...” After telling myself that, I imagined myself watching María mounted from behind, her face contorted with pleasure, screaming like a slut... and I started coming all over the sink like crazy...

I cleaned the sink and got into bed. But this time, unlike other times, I didn’t feel guilty. In fact, I told myself that I needed to ask María to tempt him, to turn him on... something. I was convinced that I wouldn’t overcome this by trying to let it go, that I needed María to play with him and then tell me everything about it, or some similar plan, but I couldn’t ignore the issue any longer.


CHAPTER 5

María woke up on Saturday especially affectionate and happy. She was truly grateful both for my idea for the weekend and for the hours of sleep she had recovered. I decided not to pressure her about my fantasy until we returned home. I was prepared to lay all my cards on the table on Monday.

We went down to breakfast like two lovers, exchanging caresses and smiles... we enjoyed the buffet and looked at each other with genuine love, it seemed like it was our first weekend trip together, no one watching us would think we lived together.

We went back up to the bedroom to put on our swimsuits, and she laughed because according to her I had “packed enough bikinis to stop a train.” It was true that she had more or less indicated what things she wanted me to pack in the suitcase, but with the bikinis, since they took up little space, I had practically emptied a drawer into the suitcase. I put on my swim trunks while María stood naked, thinking about which one to wear. She looked spectacular naked, standing in the middle of the room. I approached and kissed her... gradually the kiss became more heated... until she said:

“Which one should I wear?”

“Whichever you want.”

“Really?”

“Yes... with that amazing body, they all look good on you...”

I kissed her again and began to caress her naked buttocks. She brushed against my crotch over my swim trunks.

“And what’s this?” she asked, laughing.

Finally, we separated and she picked up a black bikini with rather large cups. I knew that bikini and it covered a lot of her chest. Too much for my taste.

“Why don’t you wear the red one?”

“The triangle one? You’re crazy. The black one looks better on me.” I knew that “looks better on me” for her meant “covers me more.”

“The red one looks better on you,” I insisted.

“I don’t know...”

“Why not?”

“Well... with that one they’re spilling out everywhere.”

“And?”

“Well... for a spa... I don’t think...”

“Come on, don’t be a prude,” I said, heading to the bathroom to brush my teeth and get the bathrobes.

When I returned from brushing my teeth, María had put on the red bikini, and we went down to the pools.

We were super cuddly in the water, going from one jet to another. And the truth is that she was right about that bikini not being very appropriate with her breasts. She asked me several times and I told her it wasn’t that bad, but she was right. Almost all the women were wearing one-piece swimsuits or more discreet bikinis; there was a moment when María positioned herself with her back against a jet, with the water at her waist, and the jet hit her back forcefully, making her torso tremble like crazy... her breasts bounced and seemed like they would pop out of the bikini at any moment. She noticed and held them, covering them with her hands... trying to be discreet, but achieving the opposite effect. I was hard as a rock watching that. And my erection wouldn’t go away when she moved away from that jet and approached me with her nipples showing through the bikini... It also turned me on that there wasn’t a single man in the pools who wasn’t following María with his eyes... they were all drooling looking at her. Her ass and her breasts were the target of every gaze. I think she eventually realized because she abandoned the jet circuit and we ended up in an area where the water covered her up to her neck.

In the afternoon, we went to a nearby town, but there wasn’t much to see, so we decided to have dinner at the hotel. She had put on a burgundy dress, tight and quite short, which made her breasts and ass look incredible. I was eager to finish dinner quickly to go up to the room to have sex: between my fantasy, which wouldn’t leave my head and crossed my mind from time to time, and the show at the spa, I had a drop of pre-cum permanently at the tip of my cock.

It was casual, completely unplanned—in the restaurant, a couple had just finished dinner and was heading toward the elevator, and the guy looked a lot like Edu.

“Holy shit, look, it’s Edu,” I said, laughing.

She turned her head and laughed, acknowledging that he did look similar.

“But this Edu is with a brunette...” she said.

I had been thinking for 24 hours that the next time I brought up the Edu topic it would be quite uncomfortable, and there we were talking about Nati without any problem. María acknowledged that she was gorgeous.

We finished dinner and once in the elevator, we started kissing and touching each other as if we were completely in heat. I caressed her neck and held her by the waist as I kissed her... I couldn’t take it anymore.

I had barely closed the door of the room behind me when my shirt had flown off and I was already biting María’s neck. I pulled away a bit to take off my pants, we remained silent for those four or five seconds, and María said:

“Hey... listen.”

I stood still, and there was no doubt, the people in the next room were having good sex. The moans of a girl could be heard with total clarity.

I took off my pants and socks in silence, now only in my underwear, I said to her:

“Maybe it’s Edu’s double...”

The truth was that it was quite arousing to hear the couple next door having sex, but I found María more stunning than ever. Not just because of her body, but how beautiful her face looked in the dim light of the room, and that glassy gaze from having drunk some wine always made her especially attractive. We wasted no time getting on the bed, kissing, touching each other... my hand slipped inside her panties and she got rid of my underwear. We sighed and gasped with desire against the constant background noise of the neighbor who was moaning increasingly louder.

I asked María if she was turned on and she said yes, while I pulled her panties aside and one of my fingers slid between the lips of her pussy. She didn’t waste time and stroked my cock somewhat chaotically, the kind of caresses that always precede her starting to jerk me off.

I pulled down the straps of her dress and lowered it a bit to access her bra, which I quickly unhooked. Within a minute she was jerking me off, with her dress rolled up at her waist, and I was fingering her with one hand and caressing her breast with the other, again asking her if she was turned on. At that moment, the neighbor let out an impressive scream. We looked at each other and smiled.

“Damn, that Edu lookalike...” I said.

“Yeah... well... it would be quite a coincidence if it were him.”

“He looked similar... but the brunette was quite different from Nati...”

“Yeah...” said María.

Lying on our sides, facing each other, I was already sliding a finger into her pussy while she jerked me off... I saw it was the moment.

“Do you think he keeps her satisfied?”

“This guy next door?”

“No... not them...”

“Edu and Nati?”

“Yes...”

“Well, I don’t know...”

“No?”

“I guess so... she must be with him for a reason...”

“What do you mean?” I said, incredibly turned on. I kissed her and pulled away so she could answer... I felt I could slide two fingers inside her at any moment...

“That she’s probably not with him because he’s nice.”

The neighbors were making an abnormal racket that was already bordering on inappropriate, when I positioned myself on top of María to fuck... I was beside myself...

I grabbed my cock and placed the tip at the entrance of her pussy... slowly I let myself fall... letting my cock bury itself inside her. I entered in one go, all the way in, and she let out a very long moan of pure pleasure ending with an incredibly arousing “Goood....” We started fucking slowly, sighing, moaning, almost in silence, kissing each other’s lips and neck. She was especially turned on, I knew it, not just from her look but because she was grabbing my ass to push me against her. I was so hot that I avoided kissing her tits while fucking her to keep from coming.

We decided she should get on top... the image of her body rising and falling was incredible, almost completely entering and exiting me... sighing silently... letting her head and hair fall backward, while the neighbor continued with her screams. I brought my hands to her tits and she lowered her torso to kiss me, tickling my chest with her hair.

“So you think he fucks her well? Edu and Nati?” I insisted.

She didn’t respond and stopped controlling the rhythm of our fucking, leaving her body still, so that I was the one raising and lowering my hips to penetrate her.

She let out an “uuff” with each thrust.

“Do you think he’s fucking her right now?”

“I guess...” she said in my ear, almost making me explode.

“Is he fucking her like this right now?”

“Yes... uuff...”

“He’s putting his cock into that hottie... isn’t he...?”

I kept fucking her, slowly... I knew she was close. We kissed and whispered in each other’s ears, our faces pressed together.

“Tell me... is he giving that hottie his cock?”

“Ummm... yes... yes, fuck... god... give it to me a little faster.”

“Do you think he fucks her well?” I moaned in her ear and sped up the rhythm a bit.

“Fuck yesss... uff... he’s fucking her... fucking her well...”

“Yeah?”

“Yesss... uf... god... he’s been fucking her all day...”

“You think?”

“Ummm yes... he’s making her die from pleasure... God...!”

“Are you coming...? Are you coming like her?”

“Yesss... ahh... god...!!”

“Tell me!!”

“Yesss... fuuuck... I’m comiiing... I’m coming like her...!!!”

“Yes?”

“Yes... oh God... fuck!!!”

“Come... come like that...!” I said as I started to ejaculate inside her pussy... she began to scream, saying “Oh God, I’m coming!!!” with moans that overlapped with those from the next room. I felt her pussy melting... literally dissolving... she was having an incredible orgasm.

She collapsed exhausted on top of me. We remained silent. It seemed like we were about to fall asleep while the couple next door kept fucking. I was happy. I had been more turned on than ever and she had played along with my fantasy more than I expected. I took a quick shower and when I returned to bed, she surprised me by clearly asking for a second round. As had happened before, we tried to revive me, but my cock, having had its orgasm 15 minutes earlier, couldn’t get completely hard. Finally, we lay in silence, listening as the neighbors continued their sex marathon. They fucked for at least two more hours, and I knew María wasn’t sleeping—I could tell by her breathing—and she had been left wanting more.

The next day I had mixed feelings. On one hand, it seemed like a great step forward. I had woken up with María’s phrases still echoing clearly in my mind: “he fucks her well...”, “he’s been fucking her all day...”, “he’s making her die from pleasure...”, “I’m coming like her.” However, there were two problems: first, I had the feeling she was just saying it to please me, to do me a favor, and second, I needed more, much more.

We returned home without either of us bringing up the subject. I wanted her to bring it up, as I didn’t want to be pushy, and it would also indicate that she was starting to get involved in the game. Monday morning I had another good masturbation session thinking about the two of them.

On Tuesday I had my final job interview with that company. I felt it had gone well; we were pretty much in agreement on the conditions, and I had good feelings about it, though I was still waiting for one last call to finalize everything. I didn’t think so, but the waiting was stressing me out quite a bit. Between my fantasy and being so close to working again at a company that really interested me, I was feeling quite tense.

Finally Thursday arrived, and I was determined to ask María to sit with Edu at the brewery. The topic hadn’t come up in 5 days, and I had completely given up on her bringing it up. I didn’t care if it seemed out of the blue to ask her; I was climbing the walls.

But she beat me to it. In the middle of the afternoon, she texted me that she would be coming straight home that night because she was tired. I told her it would do her good to clear her head and have a drink with her colleagues, and she replied that she wanted to disconnect from work and that drinking with the same people she worked with wouldn’t help her disconnect. I was quite disappointed, tired of waiting.

That night I couldn’t find the right moment to talk about it with María until, lying in bed, she appeared from the bathroom, already in pajama pants and a tank top. I was completely direct.

“How are things with Edu? Have you been around him much?”

“Well, yes, a bit. There’s a case we’re looking at together with some others.”

“And how’s it going?”

“Fine,” she answered casually as she got into bed.

“Doesn’t he look at you like he likes you anymore?”

“I don’t think so. I was embarrassed enough that week...”

“Yeah... hey... you could tease him a little... see how he reacts.”

She didn’t respond and was setting the alarm on her phone.

“Come on, María... do it for me.”

“Look. I’ve been thinking about it. And I think I understand a little. But with someone from work, I can’t step outside of...”

“Step outside of what?”

“Well... I don’t know...”

“I’m not asking you to do anything super extraordinary. I don’t think sitting next to him at a table with ten other people is going to complicate your work life.”

“Look, it’s not so much that, but that I’ve already told you I don’t know what you want. The other day in the middle of sex you talk about Nati and him, now you’re asking me to turn him on, which is something much stronger than just sitting next to him, and the other day you tell me you’ve masturbated thinking about him with me.”

“Yeah... the thing is I don’t really know what I want either.”

“Well, I already told you that when you figure it out, let me know and we’ll see.”

“Let’s say that as a fantasy, it turns me on to imagine you two together, and in reality, it turns me on for him to think you’re after him.”

“And what about Nati?”

“What about Nati? I don’t care about her,” I said.

“Okay, you don’t care about Nati but you ask me how she comes while we’re fucking. Which doesn’t bother me, but I’m getting confused. And, by the way, I thought about the fact that you’ve masturbated thinking about him with me, and that also surprises me quite a bit, because it’s not normal.”

“I don’t know why it surprises you so much.”

“Well, I don’t know... that you might think about it for a moment... fine... but that you’d actually masturbate to that...”

“I don't see much difference between thinking about it and getting so turned on that I end up jerking off to it.”

“Look, fine. Next Thursday I'll sit with him, okay?”

To me, waiting a whole week just for her to sit next to him felt like very little.

“Are you going to see him at work tomorrow?”

“Well, I need to schedule a meeting with him, yes, we have to look over some things.”

“Just the two of you?”

“Yes.”

“And couldn't you look at him... touch his arm...? I don't know... make him think that...”

“You're crazy...” she interrupted.

“Come on, María... nothing's going to happen.”

She sighed before continuing.

“Look, if you want me to be nicer to him... or... I don't know... friendly, or smile at him a couple of times, fine, but I don't know... I don't know where this is leading us.”

“Well, okay, be nice to him, maybe that'll make him think you're into him, and on Thursday you sit next to him.”

I wasn't entirely sure if we'd made any progress. I internally blamed her a bit for being so unwilling to play along with me.

The next day I got up a bit later than her. When I came out of the shower, María had already had breakfast and was finishing getting ready. Her hair, long to begin with, had a lot of volume from blow-drying it on full blast, and she was wearing a gray pantsuit with a shirt in a salmon color or a muted pink, an unusual shirt because if she buttoned a certain button it looked a bit nun-like, and if she unbuttoned it, it showed a lot of cleavage... I'd say you could even see some of her bra. Obviously, María wore it buttoned up. I approached to kiss her while she was putting on her earrings... she looked radiant, if I were Edu I'd walk into the meeting with her with my dick in my hand.

At ten in the morning I texted her asking about the meeting time and she said “now,” that Edu would be coming any minute.

“Are you going to be nice?”

“Haha, yes...”

“How nice?”

“Well... don't push it. I repeat that I still don't know what we get out of this.”

“We'll see what happens...”

“Well, what's going to happen... nothing.”

“Yeah... well... What if you unbutton one more button on your shirt?” As I wrote it, my hands were trembling.

“With this shirt, if I unbutton one button, half my breast shows.”

I imagined María like that... and Edu looking at her breasts... and I was starting to get hard.

“That's exactly why.”

“Haha, you're crazy.”

“Come on... it could look like it unbuttoned by accident.”

“Well, we'll see, okay?”

“Okay... you look really hot today, you know?”

“Haha, that's just you being really horny. Well, I have to go, I love you.”

“I love you.”

“Bye.”

I stared at my phone. My cock was completely stiff.

I think I spent more than half an hour with an erection imagining them in María's office. I didn't want to jerk off, I wanted to keep experiencing that excitement. Every minute I was tempted to jerk off or text her, but I held back. I let almost an hour pass before I wrote:

“How did it go?”

She was slow to respond. I paced around the living room, with a hard-on, imagining Edu saying something about her breasts and María blushing... or him moving closer... Images kept crossing my mind.

After about ten minutes she responded.

“Good.”

“Were you nice?”

“Very nice.”

“Really?”

“Well... compared to how I usually am with him, yes, haha.”

“Did you touch his arm... or anything... any contact?”

“Well no... we were sitting at a small table but no.”

I was trying to delay the key question.

“And how was he? His suit looked good, right?”

“Haha, yes, it fits him well. Well, I have to go.”

“Wait! What about your shirt button?”

“Ugh... look... it's just too much, plus you're asking for a lot of things at once.”

“Come on, María...”

“Look, Pablo... okay, look, I don't know, I'm not promising anything, maybe another day.”

“Another day?”

“Yes, maybe next week. I need to check if it’s too much. I’m not promising anything.”

“Okay... sorry for insisting so much.”

“Haha, don’t be silly. I have to go now. Love you.”

“Love you.”

“Bye.”

“Bye, kiss.”

I came away from that conversation feeling quite happy, despite part of me thinking María could have been more daring. In the end, I managed not to masturbate, wanting to save myself for María that night.

That afternoon my girlfriend texted me saying the guys were going for drinks after work and she felt like joining them. I immediately asked if it was just guys and if Edu would be there. She replied yes, Edu and two other guys, and maybe Paula too. I straightforwardly asked her to sit next to him, and she said the plan was to go to a tapas place, more standing at the bar than sitting, but she wasn’t sure. She asked if I wanted to come and I said no.

“Well, even if you’re at the bar, stick close to Edu, haha.”

“Haha, I stick close to him and then what?”

That phrase surprised me; she finally seemed willing to play along.

“Give him some flirty looks, haha, with that he’ll imagine the rest.”

“What do you mean he’ll imagine the rest?”

“He seems like the cocky type, if you look at him a certain way he’ll already think you’re after him.”

“Oh... right... well, are you sure you don’t want to come?”

“Yes, yes, I’m sure.”

A while later, the company called me, and yes, they were hiring me. It was amazing news. I was thrilled, ecstatic. Two weeks ago I was feeling pretty down, and suddenly I had a job again and María was much more open to playing along with the Edu thing. I waited to tell my girlfriend in person, knowing she would be even happier than I was.

Around nine I texted her:

“How’s it going? Are you sticking close to him?”

“We ended up at the usual place.”

“Yeah? Did you sit next to him?”

“There’s only five of us. He’s sitting across from me.”

I don’t know why, but it turned me on immensely imagining her writing about him while having Edu right in front of her.

“You could do the button thing now, since you didn’t do it earlier,” I wrote.

I knew it didn’t make much sense, but I couldn’t help writing it. She read it but didn’t respond.

The fact that they were sitting close in a small group took away from the value of her “seeking him out” to sit beside him in a large group, which made it less exciting, but knowing they could be exchanging glances at any moment, or talking, made my cock throb uncontrollably.

Around ten I insisted again; the minutes weren’t passing. I was anxious to see her, to fuck, to talk about my fantasy, to tell her about my job.

“Come on... if you do the button thing you’ll make me the happiest boyfriend in the world!!”

Some time passed, during which she read the message but didn’t respond.

She didn’t arrive until after eleven. Her eyes were sparkling from the beers in a way I rarely saw.

“So? How did it go?”

“I’ll tell you later,” she said.

“Really? Something interesting?”

“Haha, you’re crazy...”

I’d been hard all day without masturbating, I was dying to fuck María, dying to know what that “I’ll tell you later” was about, but I needed to get the news about my job off my chest first. Besides, María deserved to know as soon as possible. Finally, I told her and she burst with joy. We gave each other a huge hug. She was delighted and kept asking me questions. I told her I didn’t know exactly what day I would start. After a while she said:

“Your role as house husband is over, haha. The walls were closing in on you – you were starting to have too much imagination.”

“I don’t think my imagination is going anywhere... Come on, tell me about the meeting and tonight.”

“Mmm... I’ll tell you later...” she said, clearly alluding to the bedroom.

I followed her lead, and once in front of the bed I insisted:

“Come on... give me a preview.”

“A preview? Well, in the end I did unbutton the button in front of Edu.”


CHAPTER 6

“What? Really? But what happened? Where?”

“At the beer place.”

“Tell me everything.”

“Well, I don’t know... I was sitting there on the terrace of the brewery... you were texting me... and I was thinking that you’ve been going on about this for weeks and honestly I hadn’t really done anything you asked... and it was becoming clearer that you were very interested in... I don’t know what to call it.”

“Yeah...”

“So... I hadn’t even sat next to him, and I don’t know, I thought that the button thing wasn’t such a big deal, and if it turned you on to imagine him looking at me... because I think that’s what this is about... that it turns you on to think he believes I’m coming onto him or something like that... well... I thought it wasn’t such a big deal. So I finished my second beer and went to the bathroom at the brewery and unbuttoned it. But when I came out of the bathroom, I ran into Edu at the bar paying, and he tells me that Manu, Paula, and Antonio were leaving, so the night was ending. And there I was, standing in front of him showing half my breast while he was paying and saying tonight was on him. Then Paula arrived, brought me my purse and said goodbye, and Edu and I were left alone.”

My heart was racing from what she was telling me. A thousand questions came to mind.

“And what did you do? Wait, let me see...” I said, unbuttoning her button to see exactly what Edu had seen. My hands were even trembling...

Both of us standing in the middle of the bedroom and me gazing at how, indeed, without that button, a dramatic neckline was revealed. It completely changed María’s appearance. Almost half of her breasts were visible and even a bit of her bra...

“Is it too much?” she asked.

“Well... you can see quite a bit.” I replied. Even with her suit jacket on, which María always wore open, there was no way to hide anything with that button undone. I pressed on:

“Keep going, so you were left alone with him looking like this?”

“Yes, they left the two of us alone, and I didn’t know where to hide. He started talking about work while they gave him his change at the bar, and I looked down and realized I was showing everything... but if I had buttoned up or closed my jacket at that moment, I thought it would be worse.”

“And did he look?”

“No, he didn’t.”

“What do you mean, no?”

“I swear he didn’t.”

“He didn’t look at your breasts even once?”

“No.”

“Well, maybe you just didn’t notice.” It seemed impossible to me to talk to María while looking at her face when half her breasts were exposed. “And what else happened?”

“Nothing... well, yes, he asked if I wanted to have another beer there with him at the bar.”

“Damn... and?”

“I said no, I was so uncomfortable. I just wanted to leave. We talked a bit more and then left. As soon as I said goodbye, I turned around and buttoned it up... how embarrassing!”

“Damn, María... why didn’t you have that beer with him? It would have been perfect... How long did you talk at the bar? He didn’t look at you even once?” I kept asking while staring at her. You could even see some veins on her breasts, she was so exposed... God... that bastard Edu must have been blown away...

“I don’t know... Five minutes?”

“Five minutes talking there and he didn’t look at your breasts, I don’t believe it.”

“I swear...”

I couldn’t believe it... I couldn’t hold back anymore and kissed her lustfully, which she returned with equal passion... What she’d told me had made me incredibly turned on, my cock was about to explode. We kissed on the mouth, on the neck, I intertwined my hand in her hair and pulled it back slightly as I kissed her, until I moved away a bit and undressed in front of her. She took off her jacket and I began to masturbate, looking at her, about a meter away from her. María smiled:

“What are you doing?”

“God... María...”

“What...?”

“It’s so hot that he saw you like that.”

“You bastard... you told me it wasn’t a big deal...”

“Yeah... I don’t know... I bet Edu is jerking off right now remembering what he saw...”

“Don’t be ridiculous,” she said, smiling and approaching me. She grabbed my cock and now she was the one jerking me off. She jerked me off for a while as I lowered her bra a bit to caress those amazing tits that I couldn’t believe Edu hadn’t wanted to see. Her nipples were rock hard and her areolas dark and large as always. I had to tell her right away to stop... I couldn’t take it anymore. I got completely naked and took off her pants. María sat on the bed now wearing only her panties, bra, and shirt, though her bra was pulled down, leaving her big tits free. I knelt between her legs and began to kiss her thighs and her sex over her panties. She sighed and I became intoxicated with that scent that grew stronger when I removed her underwear. She smelled of pussy that drove me crazy, and I told her so:

“Damn... how you smell, María...”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah, damn... you smell so strong. Are you turned on...?”

“Mmm no...”

“I bet you are...”

“I don’t know...”

I was already running my tongue over her sex and she brought her hand to my hair. Her pussy was wet and hot, she was very aroused. I began to move my tongue, separating those lips that were swelling and protruding from her body. I kept repeating to her “what a pussy you have...” or “I love how you smell...” and she began to moan and let her torso fall backward, completely surrendering; she was so turned on that her legs were trembling and her hand went from my head to her breasts... grabbing each one with one hand; she arched her back slightly in an involuntary spasm every time my tongue reached deeper or brushed her clitoris. My mouth only left that beautiful pussy to keep asking her:

“And did you want him to look at you?”

“Mmm, keep going...”

“Tell me... why didn’t he look?”

“Mmm... fuck... uff... I don’t know...”

“Did it piss you off that he didn’t look at your tits?”

“Ahh... mmm... keep going...”

“Tell me...”

“Fuck... mmm... shut up... eat me like that... don’t stop...”

“You were pissed because he wasn’t looking... huh...”

“Ahhh... I don’t know... maybe... uff...”

“Did it piss you off?”

“Yes... fuuuck... a little...”

When I heard that, I thought I was going to cum without touching myself... I brought one of my hands to my cock, it was almost dripping, with the entire head soaked, while María writhed in pleasure and my mouth was drenched with her sex. She was grabbing her breasts and moving her hips and her legs were trembling... I was now alternating my mouth with two of my fingers that went in and out of her, penetrating her slowly.

“Damn, María... how could he not look at your tits...”

“Mmm... ah ah... keep going... I don’t know...”

“I knew deep down it pissed you off that he didn’t look at them. Tell me...”

“Mmm... yesss... fuck... it pissed me off... it pissed me off that he didn’t look at my tits!”

“Yeah?”

“Yes, damn it...!! The bastard wouldn’t look at me...”

“And how did that make you feel?”

“Mmm... ahh... god, god.. I’m going to cum...!! I’m going to cuuum!!!”

“Tell me how you felt!”

“Mmm... I felt like a slut...!!! fuck...! god...!! I’m cumming! I’m cumming!!”

“Cum! Fuck.. cum... cum like a slut...!!!”

María started not just moaning but screaming, I could barely contain her body as she writhed in pleasure. She had a spectacular orgasm all over my mouth, leaving even my cheeks wet.

It was the first time I knew that what she had told me was true. It had indeed bothered her that Edu hadn’t looked at her breasts. I had known it since she admitted, while still dressed, that he hadn’t looked at her. It wasn’t just progress, it changed everything, though I still didn’t know to what extent.

I lay down on the bed while María got up and completely undressed, leaving the shirt on the back of a chair.

“God... you’ve killed me,” she said.

“Yeah?”

“Uff... I’m just...”

She turned toward me, her long hair completely disheveled and her face flushed. She lay down beside me and began to kiss my neck, bringing her hand to my cock.

“Already?” I asked, laughing.

“Well... now it’s your turn to enjoy.”

“Believe me, I enjoyed it.”

I got hard immediately and María began to jerk me off, in silence.

“I still can’t believe he didn’t look at you...”

“Are you starting again?” she laughed.

“Haha, it’s just impossible, maybe he’s gay.”

“Haha, believe me he’s not gay, but being with that blonde...”

“You’re hotter than Nati.”

“Yeah... sure...”

“Yes, you are.”

She continued stroking me, both of us in silence, until she said:

“Hey... um... should I get on top?”

“Yes, get on top.”

María positioned herself over me and within seconds she lowered herself onto my cock. I was so turned on that I almost came just feeling her pussy enveloping my member. I felt an intense heat and we both let out a sigh. I had to ask her not to move even a millimeter or I would come. She stayed there sitting on my cock, panting.

“You’re so incredibly hard... I’ve never seen you like this before.”

“God... María don’t move...”

“Hahaha... it’s incredible how much this story turns you on.” María leaned forward to kiss me without getting off me, her breasts touching my chest. I moved my hands to her buttocks... and she whispered:

“In the meeting I was super nice. I kept smiling at him...”

“Really?”

“Yes... I was like a teenager trying to get attention...”

My cock was throbbing inside her even though our bodies weren’t moving.

“Damn... and him?”

“He must have left there thinking I’m crazy about him... and then hours later he sees me go to the bathroom, unbutton my shirt... and show him half my tits...”

“Yeah... fuck, María... uff don’t move.”

“Does what I’m telling you turn you on?”

“What do you think?”

“Yeah... seriously, can’t I move at all?”

“Wait...” I said, moving my hips a little, almost pulling my cock out of her before thrusting upward again. We both melted into a moan.

“Ooh... that feels so good, God.” María whispered, still incredibly aroused.

“Why did it bother you that he didn’t look at your breasts?”

“Well... all women like to be desired...”

“Even by him? Even though you don’t like him?”

“I don’t know...”

“What do you mean you don’t know?”

“Look, maybe it’s not that I minded, it just surprised me.”

“It surprised you and it bothered you, both things... And how could we make him look at them?”

“Haha... complicated. You know not at the office. It’s a shame you fixated on him. If he were, I don’t know... a neighbor... or like, a bartender... a stranger... but with someone from work it’s... I don’t know, a mess.” María spoke while I moved minimally, up and down, pulling half my cock out of her before filling her again, very very slowly.

“Did you really feel like a slut?”

“Well... I didn’t feel like a nun... standing there in front of him with half my breast exposed.”

“Does this turn you on?”

“Maybe a little. At first no, but... as a fantasy for us to play with, it’s good.”

“What do you think he’s like in bed? Do you think he’s good?”

“I don’t know... Nati seems crazy about him.”

“Really? How? How do you know?”

“At work, Amparo was telling Paula about it. Apparently Amparo is friends with Nati and she’s the one who introduced her to Edu.”

“Really? I thought Nati was younger. What did she say?”

“I don’t know, not much really. She must be twenty-six or twenty-seven. I don’t know, I arrived in the middle of the conversation and she said he has her completely hooked.”

“Could you ask her?”

“Ask what?”

“Well... how satisfied Nati is.”

“Haha, you’re crazy. How am I going to ask her that? Besides, I don’t think Amparo would even know.”

María raised her torso, once again mesmerizing me with the view of her breasts. She placed her hands on my chest and moved her waist back and forth in a slow motion.

“Fuck... María... I’m going to come if you move again.”

“Then come...” she said, repeating the movement.

“María...”

“What...?” she whispered with her eyes closed.

“The next time you all meet up, I want you to end up alone with him again...” I said on the edge of orgasm.

“Umm... I don’t know... everyone will think I like him...”

“That’s the point...”

“I don’t know...”

“Come on... why not?”

“Maybe... next time I’ll try to stay alone with him at the end...” she said without stopping the movement of her hips.

“God, María... damn... ooh, I’m coming!!”

Suddenly I started convulsing and filling María with cum that wouldn’t stop flowing from me. I’d been on the edge of exploding all day, and as she moved so slowly on top of me, I trembled and erupted inside her. I came like an animal, panting, my hands gripping her ass... releasing without stopping... I think I kept coming for about fifteen seconds... A brutal orgasm...

María returned from the bathroom telling me she’d never felt me so hard and that I’d never “released so much.” We fell asleep that Friday... but we spent a weekend where we fucked five or six times, and in almost every session we talked about Edu; with Edu as a topic, I could recover and fuck multiple times almost back-to-back... something previously unknown to me. We fantasized about Edu looking at María’s tits... or how Edu would fuck Nati... but I still lacked the courage to ask her to fantasize about what really excited me, which was fantasizing about Edu fucking her...


CHAPTER 7

I woke up quite happy on Monday morning, realizing it had been exactly a month since I first saw Edu, that time when, while having dinner with María, he had appeared with others from work and they had chatted with her briefly. I was delighted to be sleeping with my girlfriend while fantasizing about this topic, but I needed more. I had to admit I was obsessed, constantly distracted, thinking about what things to propose to María to advance the game, though again I wasn’t quite sure where it was heading.

I got a call from work telling me I would start in 3 weeks. It seemed like an eternity. I hadn’t expected to be on this forced vacation for more than another week. The days would drag on, especially now that I had no job to look for or interviews to prepare for.

That day I met María at a café after she finished work. She showed up in a black suit with a white round-neck t-shirt. Perhaps she would have looked more erotic or feminine in a blouse, but in that t-shirt she looked more powerful, her breasts prominently outlined. I didn’t waste time bringing up the subject:

“Did you see Edu today?”

“Today? No. Well, you always pass him in the hallway, like everyone else.”

“Like that?”

“Like what?”

“Well, wearing that...” I said, pointing at her chest.

“Haha, it’s what I have, what do you want me to do? Besides, they’re not that big of a deal.”

That they weren’t a big deal was highly debatable. For someone with a normal or almost slim build, she had a nice pair. I didn’t believe her coworkers weren’t frequently talking about her breasts.

“Are you going to have a meeting with him this week?”

“Well... I might set one up for Thursday. Yes, it wouldn’t hurt.”

“It definitely wouldn’t hurt...” I laughed, making her laugh too.

That night we fucked like crazy again. I told her that Edu was looking at her breasts... that he was telling his friends about them... I told her he probably went to the bathroom to jerk off after passing her in the hallway. She more or less played along, but I noticed she was less engaged than over the weekend.

Tuesday and Wednesday I did quite a bit of exercise. On Wednesday I also met a friend for lunch, trying to keep myself busy, because as soon as I had a free hour, I would have a tremendous wank thinking about Edu and María, which is exactly what I did at siesta time. That night María arrived, quite tired. She went straight to the bedroom and did her usual routine: taking off her bra and reappearing in the living room either wearing a casual t-shirt or the blouse she’d worn to work, as was the case this time. She sat on the sofa, next to me, and almost fell asleep. Finally, she went to the kitchen and came back with a yogurt that she ate standing in the living room, saying she was so tired she wouldn’t eat anything else. Her nipples were visible through the white blouse... so much so that I was getting rock hard...

“Meeting tomorrow... right?”

“Haha... yes.”

“You’ll be nice.”

“I’ll be nice, of course.”

“Do you like him any better now?”

“Not at all. He’s an asshole.” she smiled.

“Damn, María... there’s no softening you up...”

“What do you care if he’s an asshole... anyway...”

“You could go like that tomorrow.”

“Like what?”

“Well... without a bra.”

“Hahaha... you’re crazy.”

“Why?”

“What do you mean why? Everything would show through and be visible. No, seriously. Forget about that.”

“Come on.... I can’t just wait for the brewery from Thursday to Thursday with nothing happening.”

“What do you mean nothing happening? You bring it up all the time. We can’t even have normal sex anymore.”

“Come on, María, don’t be like that. As if you weren’t into it too.”

“Sometimes it’s nice to add something like that... but damn... Look, I understand you. But I think... I don’t know, it has more of an edge if it’s an occasional thing... rather than every single time we have sex...”

“What do you want? For me to ration it? One fantasy fuck per week?” I wasn’t angry but I was somewhat annoyed.

María went to throw away the yogurt in the kitchen and when she came back, she sat beside me. We remained silent until she said:

“Fine, ask me for something else. You know the bra thing... it’s just impossible, really... be reasonable; I understand it turns you on, but there must be other more subtle things...” I felt somewhat guilty as I was about to apologize.

“I don’t know, María... I can’t think of anything subtle. You could, I don’t know... instead of just being nice, flirt with him tomorrow.”

“Flirt? What am I supposed to do? Do you want me to drop a pen on the floor and bend over to pick it up like in the movies? Come on...”

“I don’t know... you’re the woman... you know better than I do... look at him directly... play with your hair... come on, you know exactly what I’m talking about.”

“Fine, fine. Let’s see what I can come up with.”

“So that’s it... if you do that at the office... and then later that night you two end up alone at the bar... it would be the best day of the month, haha.”

“Oh... staying alone with him there... I forgot about that, see? Don’t tell me I don’t do things for you... You make me feel like I’m a boring girlfriend who doesn’t play along with your games when it’s the opposite. How am I supposed to end up alone with him... if he decides to leave, what am I supposed to do?”

“Well, first tomorrow at the meeting... flirt... and for the evening we’ll figure out what you can do.”

We went to bed and, while she was looking at what clothes to wear the next day, I couldn’t stop staring at how her big breasts and nipples showed through her shirt. She was right that everything was visible and very noticeable, and that shirt, like practically all the ones she wore to work, was silky and very thin; she didn’t skimp on buying rather expensive clothes for the office; if they would show through a normal shirt, with the ones she used for work it was true that you could see everything. But I wasn’t listening to reason... I was getting incredibly turned on and insisted:

“Are you sure the bra thing is impossible?”

“Yes, I’m sure... that’s impossible...”

“Damn it... María... it would be incredible... he’d be drooling all over the floor.”

“Incredible for you... Imagine how embarrassing it would be for me... Tomorrow I’m going to wear a white shirt too, but don’t get excited because I’m not doing anything.”

“Come on María... can you imagine... it would be...”

“It’s too much, you know it’s impossible. Look, if you want, one day we can go out to dinner, just you and me... I’ll dress like today and take it off.”

“Yeah... well... it’s not the same.”

“Well... we could go out for drinks and I’ll go like this, and let some stranger see me like this.”

“That’s not the same either.”

“I just don’t understand why it has to be him, honestly.”

I knew perfectly well that it was with him that all this turned me on. I found him attractive, and honestly thought that María must find him somewhat handsome too, plus he was a coworker, somewhat younger, a bit full of himself... cocky... one of those guys who think they can have whoever they want. He had it all. I admitted that María’s plan had its appeal but... the thought of her at the office without a bra and Edu looking at her... just thinking about it made my cock rock hard.

I felt somewhat guilty about María. As soon as she got into bed, I started kissing her, crawled over her body and began giving her an incredible oral session. I put all my desire and all the pent-up arousal I had accumulated into licking her sex until she was writhing with pleasure. I spent more than 20 minutes licking, sucking, and devouring that beautiful pussy that was melting in my mouth... and María ended up coming twice... and I didn’t bring up the subject of Edu.

When I finished, I wondered whether I had performed that oral session in a completely selfless way or if I was expecting her to give me something in return the next day...


CHAPTER 8

The next morning I woke up quite aroused. I had awakened in the middle of the night a couple of times, and if I hadn’t woken María up to have sex, it was because I knew she needed to rest. But finally it was Thursday, and there were many things pending.

I didn’t take long to text María, asking her when she had the meeting with Edu. She told me it was at 11, that it would be something quick. I asked her if she had thought about how to flirt with him and she replied that she hadn’t, that she would improvise. I could see she wanted to brush me off quickly, that she didn’t have time to write much, and I ended up asking her:

“Taking off your bra impossible? Are you sure?”

“Forget it.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes, I’m sure... that’s not happening... come on, I have to go. I love you.”

“Well... at least flirt a lot with him. I love you. Bye.”

“Bye. Kiss.”

Around twelve I texted her, asked her how it went and she replied that it went well, that she’d tell me later. I asked her to write something more but she said she couldn’t, that she was very busy. I asked her if she had thought about how to end up alone with Edu that night but she didn’t respond anymore.

I was climbing the walls. I knew these were childish tantrums, that she was working. But it bothered me that hours would pass without her responding and that she wouldn’t do what I asked regarding Edu.

I ate... went out for a run... I didn’t know how to entertain myself... At the time when I knew they would all be having drinks, I texted her again:

“Did you sit with him?”

“I couldn’t.”

“Damn... why not?”

“Well, because the guys left a bit earlier and when we arrived he was in the middle of the guys...”

“Shit... well... try to end up alone at the end, okay?”

The conversation ended there. I kept checking my phone but she wasn’t responding. I was beside myself, I was tempted to call her. It took her about two hours to respond, it was already ten thirty at night when she answered:

“I couldn’t, only the girls stayed, and we’re leaving now. Should I come home? Do you want to pick me up in the car and we go out for dinner somewhere?”

“Damn it María... nothing happened?” —I was devastated.

“Yes, something did happen.”

“Really?”

“Yes... something I think you’re going to like....”

“Tell meee...”

“Haha... no, in person.”

“Okay, I’ll pick you up in the car.”


CHAPTER 9

Fifteen minutes later María got into my car. She looked beautiful, very elegant. Some days she has a tired face by the end of the day, but that day she still looked spectacular. Again that little sparkle in her eyes from having had a couple of beers.

We decided to go to a pizzeria on the outskirts, about 6 or 7 kilometers away, where we sometimes went. I didn’t waste time asking her to tell me everything as soon as possible.

“There are two things... the light one... and the strong one, which do you want first?”

This was getting better by the moment.

“The light one first.”

“Alright. Well that was in the office... Actually, you gave me the idea. I did the hair-touching thing... looking at him directly... I think he felt intimidated a few times...”

“Really? And... were you wearing your blazer or just the shirt?”

“Just the shirt... but don’t think that...”

“Yeah... yeah...”

“I already told you that was impossible.”

I hadn’t given more than a five percent chance to the possibility that she had removed her bra. I already knew that wasn’t the strong part.

“And what else?”

“Well, not much more than that...”

“You didn’t touch each other?”

“No.”

“So?”

“Well nothing... I was touching my hair... crossing and uncrossing my legs... looking at him directly... laughing... adjusting myself in the chair... believe me, it was hard... considering how much I dislike him. Keep in mind that the meeting table in front of my desk is very small, he could see everything very... very closely.”

I imagined her doing those things... I glanced at her occasionally while driving and could slightly see her bra through her shirt. I thought that if I were Edu, I would have left that meeting with an erection. María was very hot and doing that little act would make anyone want to pull out their cock right there.

“Damn, María... he must have left there with some serious blue balls...”

“Haha... what are you saying.”

“I’m sure, I know how guys are.”

“Don’t exaggerate. I didn’t get that impression.”

“No? He wasn’t looking at you?”

“Of course he was looking at me, we were face to face at that tiny table, but I didn’t get the impression that... I don’t know... that he was getting worked up. He was very professional... the truth is he works well, he has the case well prepared.”

We were arriving at the pizzeria so we decided to postpone the big news for later. Although we finally decided to order the pizzas to go and eat them at home. We were at the bar of the pizzeria waiting and I couldn’t wait for her to tell me that story and to get home. Whenever no one was looking, I would touch her ass and give her little kisses on the lips. I couldn’t take it anymore but she occasionally stopped me. I even managed to pull her shirt out from her pants, caress her bare stomach and try to move my hand up even more... but she prevented me.

“Are you crazy?” she laughed.

“Damn... María... you’ve got me so turned on.”

“Yeah... what do you think... I’m human too.”

“Tell me now what happened...”

“I’ll tell you in the car. Damn, maybe it’s nothing and you’re getting your hopes up too much.”

Finally, we left the pizzas in the back seats and as soon as I started the car, María began to tell:

“So... this happened at the terrace of the beer place, like I told you, the girls were sitting on one side and the guys on the other. You kept texting me and I always feel a bit bad when I see that I’m not playing along, but it’s not so much that I don’t want to as that I can’t. Anyway, I had Amparo next to me, who’s the one who introduced Nati to Edu, but I didn’t know how to bring up the subject. Then I heard the guys talking about having a couple of quick beers and then going out somewhere. So I said something to Amparo like... ‘these guys want to go hunting tonight;’ and then something like... ‘well, not many of them are single, now Edu has a girlfriend, right?’ And she told me something like yes, that he was involved with a girl she had introduced him to, and that she regretted introducing them. I asked her why and she said that the girl was falling for him and that he didn’t want a serious relationship. So I asked if it was just a... physical relationship... if they weren’t boyfriend and girlfriend or anything, and she said something like that. And then... oh my god.”

“What?”

“Well, I didn’t know how to approach the subject and I said something crazy, I don’t know... something like... ‘but is she hooked on Edu because of how he is in bed or what?’ The look she gave me... it was really out of nowhere, plus Amparo isn’t exactly the one I have the closest relationship with at the office.”

“But what did she say? Did she answer you?”

“She told me something like: ‘Shh... it seems like yes, I mean... she’s more than satisfied in that department.’ I wanted to get more out of her, but it was too obvious. I don’t remember exactly what I said next, something like ‘so in bed he’s... good...’ Every time I said something like that, she would look away, and I didn’t know where to hide. But she basically... I don’t remember her exact words, but she confirmed that yes, Edu was very good in bed.”

“So he fucks well, basically,” I said, extremely turned on.

“Well... not in those words, but yes, basically, yes.”

“Damn...” I exhaled.

“Wait, wait, there’s more.”

“More?”

“Yes...”

“Tell me...”

“Well, eventually the guys left and us girls stayed a bit longer on the terrace, but it got windy so we went inside. There we each had a gin. By chance, Amparo was sitting next to me, and that’s when I completely lost it.”

“Why?”

“Ugh... it’s just... seriously... I laugh to keep from crying,” María said, smiling.

“But what happened?”

“Well... let’s see... I ended up saying something like if she was satisfied because of how he was in bed... or because... I don’t know.”

“Come on, tell me...”

“I don’t remember exactly, but something like if he was good in bed because of how he did it or because of his physical attributes, like what he had... down there... God, you should have seen Amparo’s face... she ended up laughing and asking me if I was asking whether Edu was well-endowed and why I wanted to know. I told her that, well, I didn’t really care, that I don’t know... just curiosity... and she said: ‘If you want, I can ask Nati.’ She was joking around, and I begged her not to, that it was silly, but she ended up taking her phone and texting Nati something like... ‘someone here is asking how big Edu is.’ I wanted to disappear, but Nati replied immediately, laughing, asking who wanted to know, and Amparo told her it was a secret. Nati said we were gossips and ended up writing something like... well, the guy is well-equipped... or well-loaded... An expression like that...”

“Really?”

“Yes... can you believe it...”

I was rock hard. I knew this was exactly what I needed to become completely obsessed....


CHAPTER 10

We remained silent for a moment. I was incredibly turned on and María knew it. We were approaching home with more and more traffic lights, and every time one turned red, my hand would go to María’s thighs over her suit pants or to her breasts over her blouse.

“I knew you’d be excited that he has a big one...” María said.

“Well... of course...”

“That’s something I don’t quite understand... I mean, I can understand you getting turned on by me flirting with him more than by whether his is big or small or if he’s good in bed or not.”

“I don’t know...” the truth was I didn’t feel like analyzing why it turned me on. I just wanted to touch her everywhere.

I was so aroused that I ended up moving my hand to María’s crotch while driving. I subtly rubbed her sex but there was too much clothing in the way. She didn’t push my hand away and let me continue. At the next traffic light, we kissed passionately... with our wet tongues flying and attacking each other, incredibly turned on... she eventually moved her hand to my pants, squeezed me a little, I was rock hard and she noticed:

“You’re so hard...”

I continued kissing her and my hand caressing her sex tried to press harder, I wanted to feel her swollen lips, but no matter how fine her pants were, I couldn’t feel her pussy the way I wanted to.

I barely managed to reach the garage, I was so hard and excited. Once there, I turned off the engine and we were left practically in darkness. I kissed her passionately. She opened my pants and I opened hers a bit... I slipped my hand inside her panties... finally that touch of her trimmed pubic hair and her warm lips... it felt like I was caressing them for the first time, I took my time tracing them with my fingers on the outside, she was wet... and she wasn’t wasting time either as she stroked my cock, all while we kept kissing in the most obscene way, sighing and gently biting each other’s lips.

“What do you think about him having a big one, huh?” I asked her.

“He can have whatever he wants... I don’t care.”

“You think? Will you look at him the same way at work?”

“Of course...” she said, already starting to moan.

I wanted better access, so I pulled her pants and panties down to mid-thigh. I brought my hand back to her sex and felt how her lips opened outward, as if blooming, inviting me to slide a finger inside her pussy.

“I bet you’ll check out his package... to see if it shows.”

“Haha.. Mmm... you’d like that...”

“Yes I would...”

“You want me to look at it?”

“Yes... damn... when you pass him in the hallway, look to see if it’s visible...”

“You’re crazy...” she smiled while enjoying how I caressed her pussy...

I started to insert a finger inside her and she let out a sigh that almost made me come. Those sighs María releases every time I insert the first finger drive me wild. My cock was so hard I didn’t know how I hadn’t come yet. She alternated between jerking me off and spreading my precum over the head... she had me on the edge but I didn’t want to come yet for anything in the world.

“I want you to look at how his cock shows through his pants,” I whispered in her ear while sliding a finger inside her.

“Ohh... yeaah? Mmm... fuck...”

“Yes... I want him to notice too, I want him to know that when you pass him, you’re looking at his cock.”

“Fuck...”

“What do you think...?”

“Mmm... okay...”

“Really?”

“Yesss... mmm, god you touch me so well....” María moaned, surrendering, moving her hips in rhythm with my finger. She was no longer able to jerk me off while enjoying herself, just gripping me tightly. I was fingering her amazingly, feeling how her sex opened more and more.

“Yeah? You’ll do it?”

“Mmm... yes...”

“Tell me...”

“Mmm... god... I’ll look at him... I’ll look at his cock when I pass him!”

“And what else?”

“Goood...! Keep going...! I’ll look at his cock... and let him see me looking!”

“He’ll think you’re a slut, María...” I whispered as she closed her eyes and seemed to be fucking my hand.

“Yes...”

“How do you feel about him thinking that?”

“Mmm... I don’t care.”

“First you flirt with him and now you’re looking at his cock...”

—"Yeah..."

—"He’s going to think you’re a slut..."

—"Yes... God... he’s going to think I’m a slut..."

I wasn’t coming because fortunately she had stopped jerking me off and was just holding it. She was about to come... I knew it... I asked her once more:

—"Do you like him thinking you’re a slut??"

—"Mmm... yes... I want him to think that... God..."

—"It turns you on that he thinks that... doesn’t it?"

—"Yess!! God... it turns me on that he thinks that! Mmm... fuck... yesss.. keep going a little more..."

At that moment we heard the unmistakable sound of the entrance door and the garage lights automatically turned on. I got startled and reflexively pulled my hand away. We both cursed the neighbor’s bad timing and pulled our pants up a bit.

—"God, Pablo... you should have let me finish... I was like five seconds away..."

She was right, between the door opening and the car entering we would have had time, but I had acted on reflex.

We got out of the car and grabbed the pizzas. I wasn’t hungry at all. I just wanted to get in the elevator and reach home as soon as possible to have sex with her, but I needed to know one thing first:

—"María."

—"What."

—"Did you mean it?"

—"Mean what?"

—"That it turns you on that Edu thinks you’re a slut."


CHAPTER 11

“I don’t know... there’s something there, but I don’t know what it is.”

“You don’t know what it is?”

“No...” she said, kissing me.

We couldn’t contain ourselves. We entered the house as best we could, I dropped the pizzas at once and we started devouring each other in the middle of the living room. We fell onto the sofa and I didn’t have enough hands to attack her body.

We kissed excitedly, my t-shirt disappeared, her blouse opened... her heels fell to the floor, my hands went to her pants to take them off and she did the same with mine. Before I knew it, I was naked and every kiss she gave me on my neck... on my chest... made all my hair stand on end. I was left with her panties in my hands while she positioned herself between my legs... ready to give me a blowjob. First she felt it with her hands and repeated that I was rock hard, and then she looked me in the eyes and put it in her mouth, like she does when she’s very turned on. She started giving me an incredible blowjob... using all her saliva and my pre-cum to coat it entirely, not just the head but the shaft was completely covered. She pushed her hair from one side to the other... I let out sighs of pleasure and she took it in her mouth and released it... cupped my balls with her hands and licked the tip... I ended up bringing her panties to my nose and smelling them while our gazes met...

“Damn... how they smell...”

“Mmm... really?”

“Yes... they smell like a slut...”

It was true that they smelled really strong, they smelled of pussy that drove me crazy. I didn’t know how I was holding back from coming as I watched María take almost my entire cock in her mouth and look at me while I smelled those soft panties that reeked of her sex.

“Damn María... you’re such a slut...”

“Mmm.. yes...” she would stop sucking me to respond. Always looking at me.

“How do they smell like that? Did he turn you on?”

“You turn me on...”

“And it turns you on that he thinks you’re a bit of a slut...”

“I don’t know...”

“Yes you do...”

“Mmm... I love your cock...” she said, staring at me.

“Wouldn’t you prefer a big cock like his?”

“Mmm... no...”

“If you weren’t with me, you’d surely want a good cock like his...”

She didn’t respond and I had to ask her to stop so I wouldn’t come. I moved closer to kiss her. I was incredibly turned on, it even made me more aroused to taste and smell her lips after she had been sucking me. We stood up. We took two steps toward the bedroom but I couldn’t take it anymore, my cock was pointing at the ceiling, I had to fuck her right then... I attacked her from behind, grabbed her ass, her waist, her tits; I pulled down her bra... I pressed my pelvis against her ass, put a finger in her mouth... I was possessed and she moaned every time I groped her forcefully. She ended up placing her hands on the doorframe at the entrance to the living room, both of us standing, me behind her pressing my cock against her buttocks while I couldn’t stop touching her.

“God... María... I’m going to fuck you right here...”

“Yess... put it in me... put it in me right here standing up...”

I had never seen María so turned on. I bent my knees slightly and with one hand I held her ass and with the other guided my cock... which entered with unprecedented ease, in three seconds I had put it all the way in and she was standing on her tiptoes and panting uninhibitedly.

“Damn María... you’re so open.” I held her with one hand on her waist while with the other I caressed her breasts, her nipples were rock hard and her breasts, being mounted on the bra I had pulled down, looked even more enormous. She supported herself with one hand on the doorframe and brought the other to my ass to set the rhythm of the fucking, occasionally turning her head and looking at me with a slutty expression I had never seen before.

“What a slutty face you have...”

“Really...?”

“Yes, damn...”

“Do you like how I look at you?” she said, turning again.

“Yes... do you look at people like that?” we both knew specifically who I was referring to with that.

“Mmm... no... only you... God... how well you fuck me...” she moaned, turning her head forward again. She was so open that I was feeling less and less.

“Your pussy is so open... María...”

“Mmm... yes... keep going for God’s sake...”

“You need a good cock to fill you properly...”

“Fuck... Pablo... keep going please...”

“Tell me you’d want a good cock right now...”

“Yes...”

“Yes?”

“Yes... fuck... I want a good cock.”

“You’re imagining it, huh? You’re imagining a big cock fucking you, huh?” I was beside myself, further encouraged by what she had just said.

“Mmm... yes... I’m imagining a good cock...”

“A cock like Edu’s... huh...”

“Mmm.... give it to me... give it to me, you bastard... keep going....”

“Tell me, damn it... a good cock like his...!”

“Mmmmm... fuck... yesss...!! A good cock like Edu’s fucking me...!! God...!!”

“Imagine it, María... how he fucks you... with his huge cock...”

“Keep going... keep going... God...!”

“Imagine it...!!”

“Yesss... God... he’s fucking me with his huge cock..!! That bastard is making me feel so good...!!”

“Yeah?? Is he making you cum?!”

“Yesss God... he’s making me cum!!! He’s fucking me... God..!!! Ahh... fuck..! I’m cumming..!!! I’m cumming!!!”

“Cum...!! Cum like that...! Cum with his cock!!!!”

María started screaming as if the world was ending, and I exploded with her. I was gasping, but she was screaming like crazy. I thought she might faint right there. My legs were trembling, but she was literally falling... writhing and still repeating that she was cumming while I unloaded all my cum inside her, panting on her neck... I had already shot six or seven spurts inside her pussy and she was still cumming and screaming. I had never seen her cum like that.

I pulled out of her body and we went to the bathroom. We weren’t talking... perhaps we were both surprised. We ate some cold pizza, and when we got into bed, I ended up telling her it had been an amazing fuck and she smiled. We went to bed and I moved closer to her, hugged her, told her I loved her and she told me she loved me too, and we started kissing each other sweetly on the cheek until we fell asleep. I was amazed and couldn’t stop feeling excited remembering the things María had said.

The next day María got up early and woke me up as she was packing her suitcase to go away for the weekend. Every five or six weeks she would go to her parents’ house. She had always been very family-oriented. I tried to keep sleeping; I would say goodbye to her in the afternoon.

I slept for about two more hours until I got up, and she had texted me. She told me that what happened the night before had been crazy, that she had said things she didn’t mean, that she loved me and that I drove her sexually wild, that she was completely satisfied and that the things she had said during sex had been the result of being caught up in the moment. She ended the message by repeating that she loved me like never before.

I knew that if I wrote back to her, she would just reaffirm all this... so I didn’t want to get into the topic and only told her that I loved her like never before too.

I was very busy with errands in the morning, and in the afternoon I miraculously remembered that I had promised a friend I would help him move. I thought it would be quicker, but I soon realized it would be impossible to say goodbye to María before she left for her parents’ house. It was really a shame... there had never been a Friday when I wanted to say goodbye to her as much as that one... I also needed a goodbye fuck that couldn’t happen.

María is always eager to visit her parents, but once there she always admits she gets bored, and we spend all day texting each other. That same Friday night, each in our own bed, we were texting non-stop and soon the topic turned to sex. I ended up writing to her how I would have liked to have fucked her in a goodbye fuck... what I would have liked to have done to her... she was a bit shy about writing that kind of thing but she played along, also happy to be writing to each other in that tone.

We wished each other good night, and I finally had time to be alone and reflect on what had happened the night before. Those phrases from María... uff... maybe they had been to please me, but... what she had said was really intense. I had an incredible jerk-off session remembering her phrases, those... “he makes me cum...”, “he fucks me with his huge cock...” Fuck... just remembering them made me cum in less than a minute.

On Saturday, the roles reversed from what they had been in recent weeks, as she was the one who was bored and texting me a lot, and I was the one who was busy, in this case with friends, and couldn’t pay her as much attention. The thing with my friends progressed from having beers to dinner with wine... to drinks until late. I got home around 2 in the morning and texted María, who to my surprise was awake. She asked me how the guys were... if I had hooked up with anyone... and I told her no, but that I had seen Edu.

“Really?”

“Haha, no way, babe...”

“Oh.”

“It would have been nice to see him though.”

“You think so?” she asked.

“Yeah. Hey... how are you?”

“How am I what?”

“You know... if you’re... turned on...”

She responded with a blushing emoji.

“Haha,” I replied. “Want to play?”

“I don’t know... it’s pretty late.”

“You looked incredible on Thursday... in that white shirt... with your breasts...”

“You looked handsome too.”

“What do you think about wearing that shirt without a bra around him? Think about it again.”

María responded with several ellipses.

“Haha, what’s that supposed to mean?”

“That I think it’s difficult.”

“Difficult but not impossible?”

At that moment the screen showed that María was typing and typing. My cock was hard from the conversation. I pulled down my pajama pants a little and reread the conversation, excited and expectant... slowly stroking myself. Finally, a good-sized paragraph written by her appeared:

“I don’t know, I’m thinking about it, okay? I know it turns you on so much when I do that... Maybe I’ll be a little embarrassed or maybe he won’t even notice... If I do it, it’s for you, because I love you and I know we’ve been at this for over a month. I could schedule a meeting with him on Monday, a short meeting and try it. But I’m not promising anything.”

Damn... that was more than I expected. I started jerking off while rereading it... uff... imagining María, with her tits... and those huge nipples... showing through her shirt and Edu freaking out... fuck... I could come just thinking about it.

“Damn, María... I don’t deserve the girlfriend I have.”

“Yeah... right...”

“Haha... seriously.”

“Well, shall we sleep?” she asked.

“Yes, let’s sleep.”

“I love you.”

“I love you so much. Big kiss.”

“Big kiss.”

I turned off my phone and, imagining María’s tits showing through her shirt right in Edu’s face, I had such an incredible jerk-off session that I left my stomach covered in cum...

On Sunday I was hungover and María was bored, so the topic came up again and we started fantasizing about what that scene would be like. Every now and then she would tell me she couldn’t promise anything. But we kept coming back to the topic. She would schedule the meeting for the end of the day, a quick meeting at seven in the evening, and if she felt brave enough, since she has her own office and nobody enters without knocking... she would take off her bra, put it in her purse, sit at the small meeting table... and Edu would come in and have a very clear view of her areolas and nipples... as well as the entire outline of her big tits. I was occasionally surprised that she was agreeing to it; she seemed super turned on. Sunday afternoon I wrote to her about things I wanted to do to her, though my mind was on her show with Edu, but I knew that if I wrote fantasizing about what Edu might see of her breasts, she might get scared.

Monday arrived and María was going straight from her parents’ house to work. I was counting the hours until seven. I tried not to masturbate so I could fully enjoy María that night. I could already see myself fucking her while she told me how Edu had looked at her tits. But it was inevitable that I ended up jerking off after lunch.

I didn’t want to pressure her so I didn’t ask anything about it. Seven o’clock came and I hadn’t received either an “yes, I’m going to do it” or an “ugh, I can’t do it.” Seven-thirty came and I couldn’t handle the nerves anymore... my hands were freezing and my heart was pounding out of my chest. I texted her and she didn’t respond. Eight-fifteen came and I called her, but she rejected the call. Finally, she called me just after eight-thirty, already from the street. I knew immediately that things hadn’t gone well; she was very upset...

“I’ve just experienced the most embarrassing moment of my life!! I want to die! I’ve been alone in my office for a while crying. I can’t forgive you for getting into my head to do this! Seriously! Right now I hate you like you can’t imagine!” she shouted, extremely agitated.

“Whaaaat...!! But what happened?” I went from being excited to being in total shock.

“Well, I finally did it and as soon as he walked through the door I knew it was crazy. The moment he came in he looked at my tits, it was so obvious, damn it... I don’t know how I could have lost my mind like that.”

“Well, it’s not that bad.”

“You don't think it's a big deal? Seriously, I'm telling you this with tears in my eyes. He spent like three minutes staring at my breasts, without holding back at all, making me feel incredibly uncomfortable. I couldn't say anything coherent, I was completely frozen, and he knew it, and I didn't know how to cover myself and he ended up saying... you know what he said?”

“What?”

“He said: 'Listen María... you squeeze in this meeting at the last minute... and... you show me your breasts... because you know you're showing me your breasts, right? We could try to be a bit more professional.'”

“Fuck... No way...”

“I swear I wanted to die right there. I've never been so humiliated in my life.”

“Damn... María...”

“Yeah... and you know what I did? I apologized to him, God... I apologized... fuck... and I went to put on my blazer to cover myself... God... how fucking embarrassing. The meeting didn't even last two more minutes and he left without saying anything. If he tells anyone about this I'll just die!”

“Damn, María... and what's he going to say... maybe your bra broke... these things can happen.”

“Look... never... ever... in your life bring up the topic of Edu again! Ever! I don't want to talk about this or that son of a bitch ever again!! I've never been so humiliated in my life!! I'm heading home and I don't even want you to speak to me. I'm going straight to bed. Seriously, when I come in, don't say a single word to me.”

María hung up the phone and my heart was in my throat. I couldn't believe it. My first reaction was that maybe it wasn't that bad, that she'd get over it. Then I thought that Edu was a real bastard. If I found myself in that situation, I'd enjoy the view and not say anything... You'd have to be a real son of a bitch to say something like that to her.

María arrived home and walked right past me, going straight to the bedroom. Half an hour later I went in and asked if she wanted dinner, but she didn't answer. I ended up getting into bed and we didn't say a word to each other.

I knew I had really screwed up, but I didn't yet know to what extent.

At first I thought it would blow over in a couple of days... but nothing could be further from the truth. We spent the next two weeks more distant than ever. Since living with María, I had never felt uncomfortable in our own home. I didn't bring up the topic and neither did she. I think in those two weeks we had sex twice, in dull encounters driven by mere physical need. Those were two weeks when I still wasn't working and I would easily masturbate two or three times a day, always imagining Edu looking at her breasts in the office or directly imagining him fucking her wildly, with that big cock that Nati said he had.

I was really messed up, both because of the distance with María and because just when my girlfriend was really getting into the game... willing to have a meeting with him without a bra... fucking and coming while saying she wanted to be fucked by a cock like Edu's... everything went to shit. Going from that excitement to a sad fuck once a week was like going from heaven to hell. Plus, on weekends I would go out with my friends and she with her girlfriends, the latter being quite rare, which to me felt like a kind of “I have a social life too, don't think you're the only one.”

Sometimes I thought she was right and sometimes I felt she had completely overreacted, and I even blamed her for the cold atmosphere at home.

I started working and things improved a bit. I was more occupied and things with María started to normalize. Though we still never talked about the issue. But I remained obsessed with Edu, I couldn't get him out of my head, and not being able to ask her if she saw him or talked to him was eating me up inside.

Sooner or later it had to happen. Every time I went out I knew there was that possibility. I finally ended up running into Edu one Saturday night. I wish I had been sober when I met him, but I was as drunk as I'd rarely been.

I approached him to talk, something I wouldn't have done if I hadn't had 4 or 5 drinks. I spoke to him as if we were friends, and he treated me with distance. He was all dressed up, with a shirt and pleated pants, and his friends dressed pretty much the same. I bought him a drink and I talked about nonsense while he listened barely looking at me, scanning the horizon across the pub. I invited him to a shot which he accepted, and immediately told me it was nice seeing me, but he was going back to his friends.

I got home very, very drunk and María was already sleeping. I grabbed my laptop and did something crazy. I wrote to Edu from my Facebook account, telling him I had something very important to tell him and that he should contact me.

The next day I woke up and realized the tremendous stupidity I had committed. Thank God my message didn't contain anything specific. He didn't respond that day, or the next, or the one after that.

For two weeks I occasionally checked if he had responded, but nothing. My relationship with María was more normal now. Like before the fantasy. Although I had the feeling that the sex was somewhat worse than before, though maybe it was just that it wasn't as good as when we were fantasizing about Edu. Every time she left for or came back from work, I would notice how attractive she looked, in a shirt, t-shirt or even in tight sweaters... and I was dying to tell her so... to go back to fantasizing... but I didn't want to screw up again.

One Saturday night when María was at her parents' house, I ran into Edu again, and once more I had quite a few drinks in me. I greeted him again, but this time he was more talkative, as he was also quite drunk. Finally, after a drink and two shots, the topic of my unanswered message came up.

“It’s nothing, just something silly,” I told him.

“Okay, okay...” he responded.

“Well... look... it’s just awkward for me specifically to tell you...”

“Why?”

“Well... look... it’s about María.”

“What about her?”

“Well... nothing... she told me she finds you attractive.”

“Okay, great.” he said nonchalantly.

I could see he was about to go back to his friends. I was tired of this fantasy being stalled for weeks and weeks.

“Well... not just that. That... I mean... she likes you... likes you in a way that she wants to do something.”

“What do you mean by do something?”

“Well look... that would be between you two... I don’t get involved in that.”

“What do you mean you don’t get involved? You’re her fucking boyfriend, dude.”

“Yeah. That’s not my business. Look, I’m just telling you she’s yours for the taking if you want. Now it’s up to you.”

At that moment, it seemed to me like something erotic, fun, that he would think that. He, for the first time, seemed to be pondering something I had said.

A friend of mine came over and asked if I was “going to spend the whole night with that preppy guy...” because they were heading somewhere else. I told Edu I was leaving but he told me to wait, to stay a bit longer. That “bit longer” turned into him and me talking at the bar for an hour. He kept asking why I was telling him this, that he didn’t trust me, that it was very strange. We kept getting drunker until we went with his friends to a club, around 6 in the morning. We continued talking about it until he finally said: “Look, dude, I think you get off on someone fucking your girlfriend, more than anything else.” I shrugged and he continued: “I don’t get the impression that she knows anything about this, and I don’t think she told you she wants to hook up with me. I don’t know her well, but I don’t see her as... I don’t know.” I replied that it didn’t change the situation much and he laughed: “Haha, of course it changes things... but hey... if you want me to fuck her, I’ll fuck her.”

I was a bit shocked by his tone and his laughter. He was quite an asshole. He thought very highly of himself. María would ignore him like the plague. I didn’t want him to fuck her, that much was clear. But I saw in that conversation the possibility of seeing him trying, and that would be a way to reactivate the fantasy; María coming home from work telling me how he was trying to seduce her... it would be brutally erotic. I asked if Nati would be an impediment and he said: “Look, yesterday I fucked a college girl who drained me dry, that tells you where I stand with Nati.”

He was a real braggart, he was on a roll: “Besides, Nati is pretty... but she lacks... she lacks punch... damn... whereas María... maybe she’s not as pretty but damn... with that hair... those curves... uff.” I was amazed at how he talked about my girlfriend like that. “Nati is great to show off... but for fucking... give me a María with that ass and especially those tits... you must have a field day with those tits, you lucky bastard.” Edu went from being a serious, formal guy to a childish, vulgar kid as soon as he took off his mask.

“By the way, you know about the little show she put on in her office, right?”

“Yes...”

“Damn... you could see everything. What massive tits... I had to shut her down hard.”

“Yes, she told me...”

“What madness. Damn, what tits... how everything was showing through... how does she go without a bra with those tits... god... I had to shut her down, the poor thing almost burst into tears right there. I told my buddies and they couldn’t believe it. At first I thought she was hitting on me but it seemed too crude... who hits on a coworker like that? In the end I thought her bra must have broken, and I’m not surprised with those huge tits that it would end up breaking. You lucky bastard, I bet you spend hours sucking on them.”

He was talking about her in a way that was making me sick, but I didn’t tell him to stop:

“Yes, yes... she told me her bra broke and she couldn’t cancel the meeting.”

“Haha, couldn’t cancel the meeting my ass...”

I was starting to want to leave. I was beginning to see that this had been a huge mistake.

“Look, let’s do something,” he continued. “It’s true that since that time María barely looks me in the face, I’ll see if I can fix that, apologize to her and all... and we’ll make that our starting point, okay? Because the way things are now...”

“That’s up to you.”

“No, no, what do you mean that’s up to me, damn it. First you ask me to fuck her and now you say it’s up to me.”

“I haven’t asked you for anything.”

“Yeah... right... I see where this is going... you’re one of those weird cuckolds... Give me your phone.”

We exchanged phone numbers and he told me I had to help him out.

“It won’t be easy, man. María doesn’t seem like an easy girl. So you’ll have to help me out from time to time, I’m not going to do all the work.”

We said goodbye and I felt pretty bad, if not terrible. I got home super drunk and texted María, wishing her good night, which was almost good morning by then, but she hadn’t been online for hours. I felt really awful. But I couldn’t sleep. I started thinking about how he would try to seduce her, which seemed truly impossible to me. I thought Edu was going to make a complete fool of himself... but gradually my imagination started to run wild... and I ended up having an incredible jerk-off session thinking about that bastard Edu fucking her... I couldn’t help it.

I looked at the clock and it was past 7 in the morning. I got scared that Edu might run his mouth, though he had nothing to gain from it. I texted his phone, asking for absolute discretion, and he immediately replied:

“Relax, man. This will stay just between you and me. We’ll keep in touch.”

I woke up feeling like complete shit. I felt terribly guilty. I couldn’t understand how I could have gone to that blowhard Edu with all that. I felt so bad that I asked María if she could please come home that night, instead of Monday morning. My girlfriend was surprised but agreed.

María arrived relatively early, it was still daylight. As soon as I saw her, I knew that had been a stupid bump in the road, caused by my stupidity. She looked spectacular, gorgeous, she had gotten some sun at her parents’ house and had a nice tan. To top it off, spring had suddenly arrived and she was wearing a yellow dress. She walked through the door and I wanted to eat her up, and not just in a sexual way.

She responded just as affectionately, and we gave each other a tight hug. I told her I loved her, that I had missed her, and I got a bit emotional. She told me she felt exactly the same way and we went out for dinner. There, I quickly apologized, telling her it had all been my fault, but she said it had been both our faults, that she had been upset but had wanted to fix things for a while, though pride had stopped her. We came to the conclusion that by not talking about it, we had wasted a month for no reason. I told her I had missed her sexually too... and we laughed about our recent lackluster sex... which had been pretty pathetic. I was tempted to tell her about my mistake with Edu, but she looked so happy that I couldn’t bring myself to do it. If Edu wrote to me again, I’d tell him to forget it, though I really thought he wouldn’t, that it would remain just drunken fantasies.

That night, rather than fucking, we made love, which was what we both needed. It was pure and wonderful sex, and I felt like the luckiest boyfriend in the world.

The next day at work, María and I texted quite a bit, all very affectionate, until mid-afternoon when she wrote:

“You won’t believe what just happened. I had lunch with Edu.”

My heart nearly jumped out of my mouth. That bastard scared me.

“How come?”

“He asked me to have lunch with him. I thought it would be work-related and said yes. But in the end, it was to apologize to me. I’ll tell you more later.”

“Apologize for...”

“Apologize for that damn day in my office, yes.”

That afternoon I met María for drinks at a terrace before having dinner at home. She showed up in a navy blue suit with a white round-neck t-shirt that gave her a noteworthy cleavage. She immediately started telling me about lunch with Edu, how he had asked her as a favor and had been very nice and polite, apologizing several times. As María told me this, I was thinking about the act that bastard had put on... but I didn’t have the courage to say anything to María. She continued telling me that Edu had taken all the blame, saying he had been an idiot, that he was the unprofessional one... and I don’t know how many more apologies. I imagined that jerk making up those insincere apologies while staring at María’s breasts, and it made my stomach turn.

That night, in the bedroom, we talked about Edu. She told me that between our conversation the day before and the one she’d had with him at lunch, everything was resolved.

“Yes, well... everything’s resolved... but you have to admit it was exciting.”

“Ugh... don’t talk to me about that, it’s caused us enough problems.”

“Well... it caused problems because maybe in the end things got out of hand.”

“I don’t know... I just prefer not to remember it.”

I continued talking, explaining to her that we had had good sex with that fantasy and she admitted that yes, although she didn't want to talk much about it.

“We can do something,” I said. “We can sometimes continue with the fantasy but without it leaving this room.”

“No, no. Forget it.”

“Come on, María. Just things we say to each other within these four walls. Without doing anything outside.”

“Without doing anything outside? Without... unbutton a button... um... sit with him... flirt...”

“Yes, exactly. None of that. Everything in this bedroom. All things we say to each other here.”

María hesitated a bit, but finally agreed.

“Alright... that works... but seriously, don’t even think about asking me for more weird things.”

“I won’t... It’s just... admit that we had amazing sex... saying things with this game...”

I moved closer to her and kissed her, she returned the kiss, which became increasingly dirty until she said:

“But not today, okay... I don’t feel like talking about that idiot while we’re doing it yet.”

“You still think he’s an idiot?”

“Of course. Today he behaved well, that’s clear... but even so I see something about him I don’t like...”

We started getting hot... I was especially turned on again... like always when we returned to the fantasy... She ended up climbing on top of me... and taking my cock to put it inside her. She sat down and I felt how it invaded her... we both sighed with pleasure. She began to move her hips, riding me slowly and she was still wearing her shirt; when she tried to take it off I asked her not to... She rested her hands on my chest and moved her hips... fucking my cock and I could see how her bra showed through her shirt, those incredible tits, just as they were, Edu had seen them hours before and that made me incredibly horny. While María was riding me she asked why she couldn’t take it off and I told her it turned me on to see her like that... that’s how guys saw her on the street and they all looked at her... She said to me: “yeah... yeah...” a bit seriously.

We changed positions and I got behind her, it didn’t take me long to do as I had done other times and close my eyes to imagine that it wasn’t me who was fucking her on all fours but that it was Edu and I was watching from outside. I tried with all my strength not to imagine it but I couldn’t help it. I would pull out of her and push back in... I was getting hornier and hornier... I did it with more and more force and she moaned and screamed, occasionally asking me not to be so rough, but I was out of myself again. I couldn’t get out of my mind the image of that braggart fucking her hard and María thanking him for the cock he was giving her. I imagined that idiot saying things to her like now she was really getting a good cock... and her responding that finally she was getting a real cock... That turned me on so much that after a few minutes of being inside her in that position, I couldn’t take it anymore and had to stop abruptly to avoid coming, but María wasn’t willing to stop and began to move her ass backward, without stopping moaning and screaming, making my orgasm inevitable... and I began to come inside her like crazy...

It was the first time we had really fucked, what was a good fuck... in five weeks.

“Already?” María ended up saying to me, a bit annoyed. My orgasm had caught her somewhat by surprise. We looked at each other and smiled, we both knew that, although brief, it had been a real fuck again.

After cleaning up I went to the living room for my phone. Edu had written to me on Facebook:

“Hey, dude, I don’t know if she told you, but I apologized to her and all... she was delighted. Damn... you should have seen WHAT HUGE TITS she was showing today... you lucky bastard... Now I was giving it to Nati and she looks completely flat, hahaha. The first step has been taken but I already have the second one prepared. I’m going to make you the CUCKOLD OF THE YEAR, don’t thank me.”


CHAPTER 12

That message left me feeling uneasy, with a mix of emotions, and I didn’t respond. Not that night or the following morning. Finally, it was he who wrote to my phone in the afternoon:

“What’s up Pablo, have you chickened out already?”

I hesitated to respond, to tell him to forget it, but I didn’t even bother answering. I hoped he would just forget about it.

That Tuesday night I was having dinner at home with María, waiting to see if she would mention anything about Edu. I was afraid of that second step he said he was going to take, but she didn’t say anything.

I was living in a mixture of anger because the guy was insufferable and I had brought this problem on myself, expectation, and undoubtedly some excitement. Already in bed with María, we started to have sex, I was on top of her, bringing my mouth to her neck and lips while slowly entering her when, between moans, I whispered asking if she had seen Edu. She cut me off sharply:

“Not tonight, Pablo...”

“Why not...?”

“Not yet... please... let’s just do it normally.”

I knew I was behaving like a spoiled child, but I couldn’t help it. On Wednesday at work I was climbing the walls. I was waiting for Edu’s move but at the same time not responding to him. On the other hand, I couldn’t wait to fantasize about him with María, but she didn’t seem willing. That night we had sex and I didn’t dare bring up the subject. Afterward, I picked up my phone and was tempted to write to Edu, but I restrained myself.

Thursday came and everything fell apart: a bad day at work, María not giving me any encouragement with the topic... and the fact that it was Thursday, the day when people from the office usually went out for drinks. When María wrote saying she would go to the beer place, I couldn’t control myself anymore and wrote to Edu:

“Hey... you guys are going for beers today, right?”

He wasn’t answering and I kept checking my phone constantly. Finally, after about half an hour, he responded:

“Well, well! I thought you were dead.”

“Yeah... well... lots of work...”

“Yeah... damn, like all of us.”

“How’s your plan going? Are you making a move at the beer place today?”

“Hahah, my plan... my plan... What do you mean at the beer place, with all her gossipy friends buzzing around? That’s impossible, what shitty ideas you have.”

“So then?”

“I’ll tell you later, can’t talk now.”

Eight o’clock came and my coworkers started leaving, but I stayed working. I was really tense and constantly checking my phone. I thought about writing to María and asking her about Edu but I was afraid she would shut me down again. Finally, it was Edu who wrote to me:

“Damn dude, I have your girlfriend almost right in front of me, today she’s wearing a little skirt.”

“Yeah... I know.” —It was true, I remembered seeing her leave in the morning with a gray skirt and blue shirt.

“We’re on the terrace and the girl is feeling hot...”

“Yeah... well.” —I didn’t know what to say to him.

“She just put her hair up in a ponytail and when she did it she pushed her tits forward and I got hard immediately.”

I imagined the scene... that bastard not taking his eyes off her... I thought about María seeing him typing on his phone... if only she knew he was writing to me...

I didn’t respond, but he continued:

“Damn how she crosses her legs... Every time she crosses them it makes me rock hard. Your girlfriend is pure sex appeal, man.”

“Yeah... well... what can I say...”

“Hahaha, alright, I’ll let you get back to work.”

I was disgusted by how he described what María was doing, but it inevitably turned me on. I had gotten semi-hard from what he had written, and although it bothered me, I couldn’t help it.

About twenty minutes later I saw Edu calling me. I was surprised and a little scared. But seeing that I was practically alone, I answered the phone pretending to be calm:

“Hey, what’s up, how’s it going.”

“Nothing, man,” he said, “just... heading to my car. María was leaving too. Anyway, I’ll get straight to the point. The thing is I have pull with one of the partners and I’m helping him on a case that’s amazing, it’s an incredibly important case. So, I asked the boss if María could help me and he said yes.”

“I see... and?”

“What do you mean ‘and’?” he laughed. “First of all, your girlfriend’s panties are going to drop when I tell her because she’s such a nerd about this stuff. When she sees she’s working on this case, she’s going to flip out. She might be a bit annoyed because she doesn’t know I’m also on it and I’ve been at the firm fewer years than she has, but anyway... you know what I mean. So yeah, tomorrow I’ll ask her to have lunch together and I’ll tell her.”

“Well... I don’t really see that... as making a move.”

“Hahaha... do you know what this means? This means hours and hours of me in her office... her in mine... we meet for lunch and go over it... how’s it going, et cetera. What did you think I was going to do? Pull my dick out in front of her? Haha, these things work like this, Pablo, little by little.”

As he spoke, what he was saying made sense. The bastard spoke with complete confidence and assurance.

We said goodbye and I went home. On the way, I reread his messages and got excited by how he described her, how he talked about her... I arrived practically at the same time as María, who looked powerful and suggestive... exactly as that bastard Edu had described her. I gave her a kiss, smelled her hair... I was terribly horny... I just couldn’t help it... I put my hands on her hips... kissed her neck.... God...! I needed to fuck her and make her scream like crazy that she wanted a cock like Edu’s. I needed to hear her moaning and screaming that again.


CHAPTER 13

Just as my hands and kisses were convincing María, her phone rang. I asked her not to answer it—I was very aroused—but she told me she had to take it, that it was one of her bosses.

I was clearing the living room table while constantly glancing at María, sitting on the sofa, playing with her hair and talking on the phone. She had her legs crossed, her heels on, the skirt, the blouse, her hair pulled back in a ponytail, exactly as Edu had described her to me, which multiplied my excitement, as if I had something he couldn't have. As soon as she hung up, I went after her to the point that she, surprised, laughed and asked me what was wrong with me. I didn't want her to change clothes, have dinner, and then have sex. No. I wanted to fuck her at that precise moment, exactly as Edu had seen her a little while ago.

“What’s wrong is that you’re so hot and you’ve got me really turned on,” I responded between kisses, slowly lying on top of her as she began to respond to my wet kisses with hers and to my touching with her agitated breathing. I opened her blouse and caressed her breasts over her bra while we continued kissing. Between the two of us, we managed to make my pants and underwear disappear. Soon I was delighting in caressing her legs, which she didn’t usually show from Monday to Friday... little by little I crawled downward, took off her heels and lifted her skirt. Before me appeared black panties as plain as they were suggestive. I wondered how many times Edu, and perhaps others from her office, had nearly broken their necks trying to catch a glimpse of them with each crossing of her legs. I began to kiss her thighs delicately, almost tickling her... I put my nose on her panties and planted a kiss there on the black silk that made María sigh. When I expected her to close her eyes and surrender to what was coming, she whispered:

“You know that today I had Edu sitting diagonally across from me on the terrace?”

I was extremely surprised; I think it was the first time she had initiated this.

“Really? How so?”

“It just happened that way.”

“And how was it?” I asked excitedly while removing her panties.

“Well... I think I caught him looking at me more than once...”

I wasn’t expecting that. With my head between her thighs, I looked up. She was looking down at me with an incredibly erotic gaze. I stuck out my tongue and placed it between the lips of her sex. With the tip, I separated them, little by little... until forming a wet and hot trail from top to bottom. Our eyes met as I did this.

“Tell me about that... how he looked at you.”

“Well... it was strange... but today I do think I saw him looking at me.”

I alternated between licking her sex from top to bottom and delighting in how her pussy was opening up... and I asked her more questions.

“What was he looking at?”

“Mmm... I don’t know... I went inside and I had the impression he was following me with his eyes.”

“Was it just an impression or did you see him?”

“I saw him at first... and then I felt like he was watching me.”

I caressed her thighs and took my tongue deeper and deeper into that pussy that was getting wetter and wetter. María was beginning to sigh more and more rapidly, making small involuntary movements with her legs, so characteristic of her.

“And what else?”

“Mmm... ooh... you eat me out so well... Pablo.”

“Didn’t he look at you anymore?”

“Mmm... yes...”

My cock felt like it was about to burst. The fact that she felt Edu’s eyes fixed on her body excited me like nothing else in the world. With one hand I separated the lips of her sex to lick her better and with the other I slowly masturbated.

“What else did he look at?”

“Mmm... fuck... well... I think he looked at my chest a few times.”

“Yeah? He was looking at your tits?”

“Ufff... mmm... I think... I think so...” I was finding the right spot on her clit... she was already closing her eyes and bringing her hands to my head.

“And did you like him looking at them?”

“Mmm... fuck... I don’t know... keep going...”

“Did you like it?”

“Mmm... ooh... maybe...”

“Yes?”

“Yes...”

“Why did you like it?”

“Mmm... like that... there... eat me there...” she said, already twisting her hips a bit. She was close and so was I if I kept masturbating...

“Tell me why you liked it...”

“God... I don’t know... but I liked him looking at me...”

“Touch them... touch the tits he was looking at...”

—Mmm... God... keep going... —she began to moan and her hands left my head and went to her breasts, over her bra. I kept asking her questions and asked her to take them out, and within seconds María had freed her breasts from the black bra and admitted that yes, she had liked how he had looked at her. I was incredibly turned on, I couldn’t take it anymore...

—Touch yourself, touch yourself... —I told her as I stood up and continued masturbating... she was touching her clitoris with one hand and caressing one of her breasts with the other while I jerked off leaning over her, ready to ejaculate at any moment.

—He was looking at your tits, huh!

—Mmm... yes...

—And it turned you on when he looked at them...?

—Mmm... fuck.. yes!! It turned me on so much!!

—You get wet because he looks at your tits... huh...!! —I was jerking off quickly while she was coming undone on her back on the sofa... I leaned in a bit...

—Yes...!! God...!! It turns me on...!! It turns me on when he looks at me...!! Fuck...!!

—Did you want him to look more...? To see your tits better!

—Fuck... yes...!!

—Yess?

—Mmm... yess I want him to see them completely... fuck...!!

—Yess? And is he jerking off thinking about your tits?

—Yess, God!! Mmm... he’s jerking off right now thinking about my tits!! God... I’m coming now!!

—You’re coming...!? You’re coming while he jerks off thinking about you!? —as I said that, a white drop began to slide from the tip of my cock which was about to burst... she began to scream that she was coming... She was coming like crazy...

She screamed out of control at the same time I started to release, moaning shamelessly... I could hear her moaning and panting... we spent a few seconds where we both exploded with pleasure and I had a brutal orgasm, during which I had closed my eyes at first and at the end I could see myself coming all over her, across her torso, randomly, splashing on her breasts, on her bra, on her shirt, and on that hand of hers that kept caressing one of her breasts. María didn’t mind feeling how I was staining her because with her eyes closed she was melting into an orgasm as brutal as mine.

It had undoubtedly been a pretty dirty sexual act and moreover she had been the one who had brought up the Edu topic for the first time. Perhaps we hadn’t gone much further than when weeks ago we had fucked and in the middle of her orgasm she had shouted things like she wanted a cock like Edu’s, but considering that we had spent a month with a horrible atmosphere because of that day when she had received him without a bra, this seemed like a complete rebirth to me.

After cleaning up she put on her pajamas and approached me affectionately and I guessed somewhat embarrassed. I knew I shouldn’t press the issue. We had dinner and went to bed and I mentally reviewed the pussy eating and the things María had said, almost always with that doubt about how much she said it as fantasy and how much as reality.


CHAPTER 14

The next day, around three in the afternoon, María wrote to me:

“Pablo! I have incredible news for you!”

I knew perfectly well what she was referring to.

“Oh, really? Tell me.”

“No, no. In person, okay?”

We finally agreed to have dinner that Friday night, but before that, in the middle of the afternoon, Edu wrote to me:

“How’s it going, Pablito. I always have to be the one pushing this forward.”

“Good, well... there’s not much I can do.”

“We said this had to be a two-way street.”

“Yeah... I can’t think of much...”

“I already told María about the case. She was totally thrilled.”

“Oh yeah?”

“Yeah... damn... I was hoping she’d stand up... give me a hug... two kisses...”

“And nothing.”

“No, man. Hey... I don’t know if you’re really into this anymore.”

“Yes, yes, I am.” I surprised myself by not hesitating.

“I’m saying this because that horny guy who came to me at night asking me to cuckold him, I don’t know where he went.”

I didn’t quite agree with his description, but I replied:

“Yes, yes, don’t worry. I’m thinking of things.”

“Okay, okay. Man... your girlfriend looked hot today... god... what a piece of ass. I didn’t jerk off after lunch because I’m swamped with work.”

I remembered that morning María had left wearing a leather skirt and a white blouse, she did look hot. Edu said something more about her, in that crude tone; the truth was that I felt guilty, but the more vulgar and rude he was when talking about María, the more turned on I got.

I didn’t know how far Edu wanted to go. I assumed that with his overflowing ego, he thought he was going to get with María and that I wanted that, when all I wanted was for him to try, well, actually I still didn’t know what I wanted.

I had dinner with María and she was radiantly happy. She told me that Edu had asked her to lunch, saying it was something important, and that she had no idea what it would be about but had finally agreed. She referred to him as if he were just another colleague, without giving him any special importance. Then she explained a bit about the case, and I pretended to understand everything while imagining that lunch with Edu... and that kid having a field day looking her up and down.

Two weeks passed during which María and I were in very good spirits. I was now more focused and integrated into the new company, and my girlfriend was delighted with that case, which she kept repeating was the case of the year. They were two weeks in which I again tried not to pressure her by fantasizing in bed about her office colleague, but perhaps in one out of every three times we had sex, I would bring up the topic and she would go along with the fantasy. There was also the added excitement that she was spending many hours at work with Edu. In some of those encounters, we used the dildo again; I imagined it was Edu’s cock but didn’t say anything to her. What we did do was talk a lot while we had sex. It was common for her to confess before orgasm that she had caught him looking at her ass or tits at some point, or that it turned her on that Edu had a nice cock. She seemed unwilling to fully admit it, but those sexual encounters were really amazing compared to when we had sex without bringing Edu into the fantasy.

However, when I wanted to go back to suggesting that she flirt with him at work, she immediately stopped me, reminding me of the agreement we had to only fantasize behind closed doors. Somehow she still had inside her that fateful day when Edu had called her out for not wearing a bra, even though almost two months had passed and her relationship with Edu hadn’t just normalized, it was more fluid than ever.

My relationship with Edu grew closer. We would text or call each other when there were few people left in my office. He became increasingly crude when talking about her, complaining that she wore pants too often, asking me to “send her in a little skirt”; he would describe how she was dressed... how she crossed her legs, how her breasts showed through her clothes, how she moved her hair, how she bit her pen... One day he told me that while she was sitting and he was standing behind her, he had seen practically her entire breasts through the neckline of her blouse... hearing that turned me on so much that I felt like masturbating in the office bathroom...

We gradually built up complicity, without that leading me to stop thinking he was a real jerk.

One Friday night I was incredibly horny because of a particularly vulgar description Edu had made of María. We went out to dinner, and it was one of the few times I asked about Edu outside our bedroom. At first she was somewhat reluctant, but we ended up talking about him. From what María said about him, it seemed he was a polite and even gentlemanly guy. I couldn’t stop thinking about what an act the guy was putting on, because when he talked to me, he would say truly outrageous and barbaric things. After more questions from me, she ended up saying that she didn’t particularly like him, but she didn’t dislike him either.

“Didn’t you say he was an idiot?”

“Yes... well... he is. But when we're working together, just the two of us, he's a pleasant guy.”

“Pleasant?”

“Yes... he's nice, I don't know.”

“I'm sure you don't think he's ugly anymore.”

“Well... I never said he was ugly.”

“He's handsome, I don't know why you denied it at first.”

“Look... I'm not attracted to him, but it's true that I can understand why others might be.”

That surprised me tremendously. I couldn't explain why. Maybe her saying “I can understand why others might be attracted to him” wasn't such a big deal, but it surprised me—surprised and excited me.

The next morning, it seemed like the third step in Edu's plan was coming to light. María and I were cuddling on the couch when she received a message, read it, and said to me:

“Edu just texted me. You know we have a meeting with one of the partners on Monday. He's asked me to go to his place tomorrow afternoon to prepare some things.”

“Tomorrow afternoon, you at Edu's house?”

“Yes, is that okay with you or not? I swear sometimes I feel as lost about this as I did on day one.”

“Why? Isn't it clear?” The truth was that even I didn't know whether María going to his house gave me more excitement or fear. Not fear that something would happen, but that Edu might slip up or do something stupid.

“Well, it's not clear to me at all. Have you masturbated again thinking about him and me?”

“Well... yes, I have.”

“I don't understand anything, but what do you want to happen?”

“To be honest, I'm back where I started. I want him to... think you're after him and then he tries things, you shut him down, and we get turned on while you tell me about it. I know we messed up doing that a few weeks ago, but there must be a better way to do it.”

“Okay. I understand. But we agreed that this game, or whatever you want to call it, wouldn't leave this house, and now I see you asking me to flirt with him or do something weird tomorrow at his place.”

“I don't know, María... you know what turns me on... you know the amazing sex we have with this... but I don't feel I have the right to ask you for more things considering we had a terrible month because of this very issue. I feel like it's up to you, it has to come from you.”

“Come from me? Well, that's a bit... bold on your part... it borders on emotional blackmail.”

“No, María, really... you know what turns me on and from there, it's up to you... if it were up to me, I'd ask you to wear a super short skirt tomorrow and practically show him your panties.”

“You're so crude.”

“See? That's just it. If I ask you to do something, you won't do it, and I understand that too, so maybe it's best if you decide what you're willing to do, and if it's nothing, then nothing.”

“But it's not just that, Pablo. He's with Nati, who's a gorgeous girl. If I flirt with him, he won't play along—he'll shut me down so hard I'll be mortified.”

I knew that wasn't true, but obviously I couldn't tell her why I knew it wasn't. The conversation had reached a stalemate, as had María's cooperation in the fantasy. We fell silent, watching TV, cuddling on the couch. After a while, we were exchanging affectionate kisses.

“I love you so much, even though you're crazy,” she said.

“I love you too, and I feel somewhat guilty for confusing you with all this.”

“Don't be silly, fantasies are fine as long as they're controlled... the problem is that you fixated on Edu, who's a work colleague... and it could complicate things for me.”

“Yeah... you've told me that before.”

“Look, if the meeting goes well on Monday, the case will be much more in the hands of the bosses than ours... I swear if Edu invited me to his house for another case... maybe then I would flirt a little, even if I risked getting shut down again.”

“Really?”

“Yes. Right now the workload is very distributed, but you know in two weeks I have that training course again. When I get back, they'll give me another case that I could work on with Edu, and it would be a more relaxed case.”

“And what about your fear of him shutting you down again?”

“Look... thinking that because of him we had a few bad weeks... I can't forgive myself for that. If he shut me down again, I'd tell him he thinks too highly of himself, shutting him down right back, and we'd close the subject for good.”

María seemed to have all the answers ready, everything quite clear, as if she'd been thinking about it. I told her that sounded good to me, and we continued kissing gently and sweetly. This was good news. Maybe I could tell Edu to invite her over another day... for another, less important case...

The hours of that weekend went by and I was surprised that Edu hadn't written to me with one of his lines, asking me to send her looking pretty or fantasizing about what he could look at or even try with María.

By Sunday afternoon my girlfriend was ready to go to his house. She was wearing the clothes she had on all day, something normal, jeans and a striped shirt. It was true that the jeans were tight, but nothing unusual. We said goodbye with a kiss that started getting heated, or rather I was the one heating it up... until she pulled away smiling and said to me:

“Come on... that head of yours is already spinning...”

“Haha... go on, good luck, you guys will do great tomorrow.”

I stayed at home bored. I watched some TV... but I was pretty tense. Edu’s disappearance had me very uneasy, so much that ten minutes after María walked out the door I wrote to him:

“There she goes...”

He read it right away, but didn’t respond.

Minutes and even hours went by. It was eleven at night and she still hadn’t returned. Edu wasn’t responding and I wasn’t writing to María. I didn’t know what to think but the idea was that she would have dinner at home... It was almost midnight when she arrived.

I didn’t want her to notice how annoyed I was that she came home so late without letting me know she wouldn’t be having dinner at home, so I asked her subtly. She told me that Edu had ordered Chinese food and they had eaten while reviewing things, and that she had completely forgotten to write to me. She was acting very strange, maybe it was because she was focused on that important meeting, but I didn’t know... something seemed off to me. She said she was very tired and needed to be clear-headed the next day, went to take a shower and immediately after went to bed, ready to sleep. I kept checking my phone and that bastard Edu still wasn’t giving any signs of life.

I went to the bathroom to brush my teeth when, by chance, I saw on the laundry basket the clothes María had been wearing all day, basically the shirt and her panties. I didn’t give it any importance until I finished brushing my teeth, and then I put the shirt properly in the basket and picked up her panties, normal maroon silk panties. Something we had sometimes done was that, during sex, I would smell her panties; well, that was the first time I brought that garment to my nose... without being in the middle of a sexual act with María.

I brought them to my face and took in all that scent that enveloped my entire body... God...! They smelled of pussy so intensely it was to die for...! In three seconds of smelling that aroma, my cock had gotten hard, and again a ton of questions assaulted me, especially whether that smell was normal or suspiciously strong... It was true that she had spent the whole day wearing those panties... but damn... they smelled so much... I didn’t know if I really believed María had gotten turned on with Edu to the point of getting a little wet and leaving all her womanly scent there... or if what was happening was simply that I wanted to believe it... but the fact is that my cock was about to explode and I couldn’t stop smelling them.

I felt strange, it was weird to do that with María’s panties without her present... but the excitement was overwhelming me. Intoxicated by that smell I began to touch myself... thinking, imagining the two of them at his house... María getting turned on by having Edu close... him looking at her tits through the neckline of her shirt or her ass squeezed into those jeans... Soon I was imagining that Edu was opening his pants, ordering her to suck his cock and her obeying, and in doing so that was when María really got wet... My touching turned into a full-on jerk off session, ready to cum over the sink while María slept... smelling my girlfriend’s panties, her pussy scent... while imagining her sucking Edu’s cock, a cock that barely fit in her mouth... I ended up having a massive orgasm... and while ejaculating I had no doubt that yes, that pussy smell wasn’t normal, that those panties reeked of the essence from María’s deepest parts because she had gotten turned on being alone with Edu...

Ecstatic and drained over the sink, I pulled myself together to clean everything up, return the panties to their place and think a bit on the couch. As quickly as it seemed to me that I had gone crazy smelling her panties and imagining all that, immediately after, I was obsessed with the subject again, so much that it didn’t take me even five minutes to write to Edu:

“Well, how did it go?”

I expected him not to answer until the next day, but when I saw he was typing I got terribly nervous.

“Good... good...”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah, man... she didn’t come dressed very suggestively but looking all prim and proper like that really turned me on...”

“And nothing interesting? Nothing happened?”

“She hasn’t told you?”

“What? What are you talking about?” I was about to have a heart attack.

“That she was enjoying the view the whole time, hahaha.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“No? Well, I’ll tell you tomorrow, I need to crash.”

I asked him several times what he was referring to, but he didn’t respond anymore.


CHAPTER 15

The next morning I was climbing the walls because of what Edu had told me. If he didn’t call me, I would call him later in the afternoon. I was so absorbed in my thoughts that when María called me at noon, I didn’t even know why she was calling, and obviously she was calling to tell me about her meeting. She was exultant; everything had gone very well.

“Great, great! Really... well, at the beginning I was a bit nervous, and honestly, Edu saved me a couple of times... he was much calmer, but afterward everything was great, my nerves went away and it was fantastic.”

I told her I was very happy for her and that I knew she would do well.

“I really want to see you,” she continued, “but really, really... I think I’ve been somewhat unbearable these weeks, haven’t I?”

It hadn’t seemed that way to me at all.

“Well, Pablo, I’ll let you go, I love you so much.”

“I love you too, kisses.”

“Kisses, bye.”

By mid-afternoon I still hadn’t heard anything from Edu, and María wrote to me saying that Edu had invited her for a beer after work, that she didn’t really feel like it, that she wanted to go home but couldn’t say no. I was getting more and more uneasy. A few minutes later, I got up from my seat in my office, went to the hallway and called him. I called him twice but he didn’t pick up.

The afternoon seemed endless; I couldn’t concentrate. I went home and María hadn’t arrived yet. Around nine-thirty, Edu called me.

“What’s up, little Pablo? I see you called me. Did you get hard thinking I was having beers with María?”

“No, well... it’s just that... you said yesterday that today you would tell me more.”

“Haha, so you were anxious. Yesterday was incredible, man, better than expected. Let me tell you...”

“Tell me.” I was trembling as I listened to him.

“Damn, little Pablo, well I’ll tell you, your girlfriend is quite curious. I swear it was kind of by chance. But at home, especially in June, damn, I’m in sports shorts... Man... I caught her looking at my package like fifteen times! I swear to you! Haha.”

“Seriously?”

“Of course it’s serious. I almost said something to her, but I knew it would scare her off. The little devil looked at me every time she thought I wasn’t noticing... Between her looking at how my cock was showing and the little ass those jeans gave her... god... she always shows off her tits... damn... I’ll tell you something, Nati had asked me yesterday to come sleep at my place and I said no, so I could have a huge jerk-off session thinking about your girl. And I think another one is coming tonight... because today you could see her bra through her shirt... god... what tits she must have...”

I felt a bit relieved but at the same time I didn’t quite believe what he was telling me. Edu continued:

“And now at the beer place María was charming. We were sitting on the barstools and she was laughing and touched my leg a couple of times. I don’t know if you’re keeping her on a diet but for being her, she was somewhat touchy. In the end we gave each other two goodbye kisses... ufff... how she smells, I get hard just remembering it.”

“So that’s all that happened then?”

“Well... just... from looking at me with disgust to touching my leg and looking at my cock... and all this in 15 days... You’re just really horny and thought that by now you’d have me at your place fucking her.”

“No, no... it’s fine, it’s fine.”

“Damn man... the way she was looking at it... what a slut. It’s true that it was showing quite a bit... She must have arrived home wet, right? Did you fuck her yesterday when she got home?”

“Well, actually no, she arrived pretty tired, she went almost straight to bed.”

“Haha, maybe she had a good masturbation session remembering what she had seen?”

“Well, I don’t know...” I hesitated to mention that I had smelled her panties and that they seemed to smell more than normal, but I didn’t dare; I thought he would laugh at me.

María came into the house while Edu was telling me he had to hang up. I wanted him to keep telling me more, because if it was erotic to listen to him, it could be even more so if he did it while María was already home, but I couldn’t keep him on the line for more than a few seconds.

“Who was that?” María asked.

“Nothing... from work.”

“Not even two months there and they’re already calling you at this hour?”

“Yeah, imagine...”

María was in a very good mood. She looked relieved. She went to the bedroom as she always did, to have dinner more comfortably, but I went with her. She was wearing gray suit pants and a white shirt... it made me very horny again to see her and know that I could fuck her just as Edu had described her. I kissed her right away and she soon responded eagerly... She had a lot to tell me about her last 24 hours with Edu. I only stopped kissing her for a moment to ask her:

“How was it at Edu's place?”

“Good.”

“Anything... noteworthy?”

“Actually yes... I’ve been counting the hours to tell you.”

“Really? Tell me.”

“I think you’ll like what I’m going to tell you...”

“Yeah?” I was already biting her neck and fondling her breasts over her shirt and her ass through her thin pants.

“Yes... well he... was wearing shorts... and you could see everything...”

“Everything what?”

“Well what do you think... you know... his whole package...”

“Oh really? A lot?”

“Pfff, so much...”

“So Nati wasn’t lying...”

“Lying?”

“About him having a big one, I mean.”

“Yeah... I don’t know...”

“What do you mean you don’t know?”

“Well... it did look kind of big... or quite big...”

“Quite big...?” I asked while caressing her breasts over her shirt.

“Yes... it might be...”

“Might be what?” I asked, extremely turned on.

“That he might have a... huge cock...”


CHAPTER 16

If it turned me on that Edu couldn’t take his eyes off her ass and tits, the fact that María was the one looking at his package multiplied everything by a thousand.

“How many times did you look at his package?”

“Well, I don’t know...”

“Did your eyes keep wandering there?”

“Look... I was surprised. It didn’t seem normal.”

“The size didn’t seem normal?”

“It didn’t seem normal to receive a work colleague like that... well, the size wasn’t normal either, of course.”

The entire conversation happened between kisses, between nibbles on the neck. I continued caressing her breasts over her shirt until I couldn’t take it anymore and removed it, and began kissing her cleavage... then I took off her bra and began caressing her tits... The image of her with her dress pants still on and her torso naked was incredible...

“So he looks at your tits and you look at his cock...”

She was taking off my shirt and maneuvering to unbutton my pants. She had that look that gave her away... she wanted it as much as I did...

“You look at each other a lot... anyone would say you’re hot for each other...”

“Here you go again...” she said, smiling.

When our pants and underwear disappeared, I lay down on the bed on my back. My cock was already like a mast when María sat on top of me, carefully taking hold of my member, masturbating me slowly before putting it in, even though I was already fully erect...

“You can get on, it’s not going to get any bigger...”

“This way it reaches me,” she responded.

She was jerking me off delicately, with three or four fingers, not with her whole hand. After imagining Edu’s cock under his pants, my dick seemed smaller than ever. Soon María ended up mounting me, she sat on my cock and we both sighed, and she began a slow in-and-out... she moved her body up and down and her tits bounced a little... it was killing me... I asked her to touch them and while I held her hips she grabbed each breast with one hand, closed her eyes and bounced on my cock faster and faster. When she felt more pleasure, she threw her head back and all her hair fell to the lower part of her back... I asked her if she was turned on and she said yes... I could feel how she was getting more excited and bouncing faster and faster, making an increasingly longer journey in her ups and downs, so much so that sometimes she would slip off my cock and it would take us a few seconds to put it back in.

“With Edu this wouldn’t happen to you...”

“Mmm... what...”

“Slipping off so easily...”

She rested her hands on my chest and continued riding me... she kissed me and I caressed her tits that bounced against each other the faster María fucked me. I whispered to her:

“Was it long or was it thick?”

“His cock?”

“Yes...”

“Mmm... I don’t know... both...”

“Really?”

“Yes... mmm.. you’ve got me so horny,” she said, sticking out her tongue to kiss me.

I was in heaven caressing her tits and whispering those things to her while she went up and down, burying and unburying my cock inside her body.

“Did you get turned on looking at it?”

“Mmm... no... you turn me on...”

“Are you sure...?”

“Yes...”

She went up too high again and slipped off again. We tried to put it back in until she said:

“You get on top.”

“Is my dick so small that you can’t stay on top?”

“Don’t be silly.”

“Then what?”

She was sitting astride me again but started jerking me off, like at the beginning. She spent a few moments masturbating me, first with her whole hand, then with three fingers... she would grab it and release it... until she ended up staring into my eyes and jerking me off with just two fingers...

“Do you want me to tell you that you have a small one?”

“I don’t know...”

“If you want, I’ll tell you.”

“Yes.”

“Well, you have a small one... and if you want, since we’re at it... I’ll tell you what I thought when I saw Edu’s...”

“Yes...”

“Well... I thought that his was bigger when soft than yours when hard.”

“Really? You bitch...”

“You see...” she lay down beside me without stopping jerking me off... now she whispered in my ear:

“Your dick doesn’t reach anything...”

“No?”

“No... damn... look at it...” she said, letting it fall onto my stomach with contempt.

“So I have a pathetic dick... and you’d want a good one...”

“Do you think I’m stupid...? Of course I would...”

“Really?”

“Yes... mmm... to feel a good cock invading me... driving deep inside me” she whispered, resuming the handjob. I thought I would explode hearing that...

“Fuck... keep telling me... a cock like Edu’s... not a pathetic dick like mine...”

“Yes... I was at his place and felt envious of Nati... damn... she must be seeing stars...”

“So you want to see it then?”

“Damn... if seeing it covered got me like this... if I saw it uncovered... all of it... god... I’d have to beg him to put it in me...”

She sped up the handjob... she was killing me, her whispers made all my hair stand on end. But what really killed me was when she lowered one hand to touch herself while continuing to jerk me off and tell me more. She kept saying that if she saw his cock she would have to beg him to fuck her with his huge dick, while we panted and kissed...

She was writhing with pleasure and I felt I was just one phrase away from starting to cum until she said “Damn what a huge cock that bastard has... and you with this...” she moaned that in my ear and I started ejaculating like crazy... Semen wouldn’t stop flowing from my small dick and she whispered to me...

“Cum... cum with that pathetic dick...”

“Ufff...”

“I wish you had the cock that bastard has...!”

“Uuuffff... keep going!”

María squeezed my dick until the end... leaving a white trail that slid down my cock and had impregnated the entire area around my navel. She hadn’t reached her orgasm and her hand was completely covered with my cum... We remained silent until she went to the bathroom to clean herself. I followed immediately after... there we kissed and smiled at each other.

I felt as if we had suddenly discovered together the other half of my fantasy that had yet to come to light. It seemed that María had revealed, almost unintentionally, that feeling humiliated, that her humiliating me by comparing me to Edu, excited me in a brutal way, so much that I didn’t know if I could control it.

On the other hand, I knew she would deny it, that she would tell me when we weren’t aroused that she had only said those things because of my fantasy, but I seriously doubted whether there was some truth in it: the weight of her words... the way she said them... and especially how she had touched herself while telling me.


CHAPTER 17

The next morning, on my way to work, I wondered how María would react. She usually needed time to process things before telling me about them. I thought my girlfriend might understand that it excited me to imagine her with another man, but I didn’t know how she would react to knowing that it excited me when she humiliated me... that it excited me when she humiliated me by comparing me to Edu. There was also the possibility that she would consider it an isolated incident.

While María and I weren’t talking about the subject, my relationship with Edu was growing. It had become almost routine for us to text each other during work hours and call each other at the end of the workday before going home. His descriptions of María never failed to come up—how she had gone to work, where he had seen her, if they had talked, if they had looked at each other... but new elements were being added. That Wednesday, he even asked me how María was in bed. I preferred when he did the talking rather than me, but I understood that I had to participate too. He always took things to a cruder, more vulgar tone. I was amazed that the person who talked like this was the same preppy suit-wearing guy they saw at the office—I thought about how deceived they all were. María, even though she considered him arrogant, couldn’t imagine how he really talked. He would ask me things, what we did, how we had sex:

“She must always give you a nice titty-fuck to warm things up, right?” he would casually throw out.

“Actually, I don’t think we’ve ever done that.”

“Are you serious? No fucking way... If I were with her, the first thing she’d do when coming through the door is wrap those tits around my cock...”

“I don’t know... it’s just not something that ever came up.”

“My God, Pablo... you’re wasting her. You at least do her in the ass, right?”

“Well, no...”

Edu seemed to live for this, to be outraged... I told him that certain things just hadn’t come up, and I also told him that I couldn’t imagine María wanting to do those kinds of things. He would ask and I would answer no, that we hadn’t had anal sex, nor could I remember her ever giving me a titty-fuck... nor had I ever cum on her face... I kept repeating that María probably wouldn’t want to and he would tell me that was bullshit: “Chicks are way more into wild stuff than you think.” I ended up confessing that we had a dildo that we used sometimes, and he asked me more than ten questions about how we used it... how I put it in her... I didn’t feel comfortable telling him intimate details about María... I asked myself what I was doing sharing such private things with this jerk... but I ended up answering as payment for what he told me about her.

Every time we hung up the phone, or stopped texting, I thought about how everything would reach a higher level if I could convince María again to make advances toward him, but I was still somewhat afraid of her reaction. I knew Edu would have his conquest plans, in quotation marks, and that kept me excited and expectant, but again, I increasingly needed more. I thought about how incredible it would be if María made advances toward him at my request while Edu thought he could seduce her... it would be an incredibly erotic train wreck.

The next step in Edu’s plan didn’t take long to appear. After complaining, as usual, because I limited myself more to remaining expectant than to acting or making things easier for him, he explained that on Monday, just like María, he would be going to one of those training seminars. He told me he never signed up for those things, that he thought they were a waste of time, but that María never missed one “as if that would get her promoted or make them value her more at the office.” In summary, it was four days in another city with several people from the office including María and Edu: Travel, hotel, talks, dinners... As he told me about it, I got more and more nervous... “Let’s see if I can get the room next to María’s... I want to keep her close,” Edu finished, making me even more anxious.

Friday was my anniversary with María—we were celebrating five years together—and we had no plans other than a quiet, romantic dinner at a restaurant. When we were getting ready to go out, she told me:

“Pablo, I’m going to tell you something that I think is bad news for me but you’re going to love it.”

“Haha, that sounds promising, tell me.”

“Well, Edu is coming with us on Monday to the seminar...”

“Oh really? How come?”

“I don’t know. Maybe they gave him a hard time for never signing up for any.”

“And why is that bad news for you?”

“Hahaha, because I can already see you... texting me all the time: ‘what are you doing,’ ‘what is Edu doing,’ ‘get closer to him...’”

“Haha... maybe...” I smiled. “And who all is going?”

“Well, one of the bosses, Ángel who will be kissing the boss’s ass all day, a woman, well, almost an older lady, who’s also named María, Edu and me.”

I pretended to be surprised, on one hand enjoying this two-sided game, but on the other also feeling somewhat guilty.

We walked to dinner, María looked spectacular... with a very loose and delicate dress like chiffon... with a generous neckline, quite unusual for her. And, as always when we walk toward downtown, we passed by a sex shop, where we had bought the dildo we owned. I suggested to María that we go in and she was reluctant but ended up agreeing, though I wasn’t even sure myself why we were entering. The truth was that we weren’t really into those places, we didn’t like costumes, nor did we use gels or anything else we might find there. Suddenly María caught me looking at a shelf of dildos and told me we already had one, but my imagination was running wild, and I told her yes but not like those. Our dildo was silver-colored and didn’t have any particular shape, just an elongated object, while on that shelf there were dildos shaped like cocks, much more provocative.

“That’s disgusting, where are we going with that.”

“Don’t say that, María... it has much more of an edge to it.”

“But what edge... it even has veins and the glans... it’s filthy...”

“Come on, María...”

“Do whatever you want... I’m not going to use that filthy thing.”

In the end, I didn’t buy it and we headed to the restaurant. There we had a very romantic dinner where I made real efforts not to bring up the topic of Edu, or the training sessions, which became increasingly difficult as the wine flowed, but I knew it wasn’t the right day, being our anniversary.

The plan was to have a drink after dinner but we finally decided to head home. On the way back we passed by the sex shop again and I told her I was going in. She was tipsy from the alcohol and laughed: “You’re such a dirty boy... buy it if you want but you’re not using that with me.” I approached the shelf and saw they had the same one, flesh-colored and shaped like a cock, with a wider base, like it had a suction cup, and in sizes of 14, 16, and 19 centimeters. I bought the largest one while María laughed, saying that was for me, not for her.

If it was hard not to bring up Edu during dinner, it was even harder not to mention him while we were fucking that night. But I knew it wasn’t appropriate, after that romantic dinner, after the gifts we had given each other, etc. It wasn’t the night to ask her to use the new dildo either. The sex at first was really “making love,” but little by little things got dirtier... and we ended up fucking intensely. My mind kept going to those four days of Edu with her in a hotel... and I didn’t say anything but again I imagined how he would fuck her and I would watch...

The next night was Saturday night and I had a pretty quiet plan with my friends, a few beers and then home. However, María had a dinner with her old high school classmates, which seemed to indicate they were going to get much wilder. Around one in the morning I was already thinking about heading home and I texted María to see how she was doing, her answer surprised me:

“Well... we’re here, we’ve been flirting with some guys...”

“Oh really?”

“Yes, we have.”

“Are you drunk already?”

“Haha, no...”

“I think I’m heading home now. Let’s see how you behave... you could let yourself be flirted with a bit...”

“Mmm... we’ll see, we’ll see.”

“Let yourself go a little... and then tell me about it...”

“Haha, ok... I thought that was only with Edu...”

“Haha, better with Edu... but...”

“But what?”

“That without Edu around... well, just let yourself go a bit and tell me about it later.”

“Haha, ok”

“Well, big kiss.”

“Big kiss.”

I headed home remembering that María had gone out wearing a burgundy leather skirt and a black top with some cleavage. I was sure that if a group of guys had approached their group of girls... they would all be circling her like vultures...

I texted her again and she didn’t respond until an hour later. It was already past 2 AM and I was in bed.

“Still flirting?”

“Shh... I’m here with this annoying guy... haha.”

“Letting yourself be flirted with a little?”

“Haha, I don’t know how one lets herself be flirted with a little.”

“Then let yourself be flirted with a lot...”

“Haha, I don’t know... this really pushy guy has stuck to me.”

“Oh really?”

“Yes, he just bought me a drink.”


CHAPTER 18

My next message went unanswered. And the next one, and the one after that. I was climbing the walls and checking my phone constantly. Her messages weren’t even being delivered, so I figured she was either out of coverage or her battery had died.

I tried to sleep but couldn’t. I imagined her flirting with some guy... letting him buy her drinks... and it made me rock hard. I started masturbating but stopped just before coming, because I wanted to fuck María when she got home. I would doze off... then masturbate a bit more. I lost track of time... I’d fall asleep again for a while. I was nervous. I knew María probably wouldn’t play along much with the guy buying her that drink, but maybe if she was drunk she might flirt with him a little.

I heard her come in and looked at the clock—it was just after 5 in the morning. I jumped up, completely alert.

María entered the bedroom making noise with her heels. She looked stunning, with those high heels she was almost my height... with her long hair... she was an incredibly hot woman when she dressed up for a night out. She was surprised to see me awake, and she was a bit drunk.

“So, how was it?” I asked.

“Good.”

“How was that drink with the guy?”

“Ugh... such a pest... I had to shut him down quickly.”

“Why?”

“I was texting with you and he kept asking who I was writing to, and I told him it was a guy, and he asked if it was the guy for tonight, like I was arranging my hookup for the night or something. We changed the subject but he was really pushy, so finally I had to tell him that the guy I was texting was actually my boyfriend, and then he said if I hadn’t told him I had a boyfriend from the beginning it was because I was looking for action or something...”

“And what did you say?”

“I don’t know. Plus he was really handsy.”

“Handsy?”

“Yeah... he’d grab my hand to lead me to the bar for drinks. Surreal.”

“And how was he?”

“Physically?”

“Yeah.”

“Good, not bad.”

“Better than Edu?”

“Well... no, Edu looks better.”

“Of course... because Edu is hot...”

“Haha... don’t start...”

“And how was the experience? Did it turn you on?”

“Well... if it had been someone else... this guy was just too slimy, really.”

“You say he was handsy but he only held your hand?”

“Well, he’d put his hand on my waist for no reason.”

I put my hands on her hips, then moved them down to her ass over the leather skirt.

“So he didn’t put his hands here.”

“No.”

“And if he had?”

“I would have slapped him, seriously, that’s all I needed.”

I brought my mouth to hers and gave her a quick peck while squeezing her ass.

“And your friends? When they saw his hand on your waist?”

“Look, it only happened a couple of times for a few seconds, I wasn’t going to let him do more.”

“And what else happened? Did he try anything?”

“He kept telling me to go outside with him.”

“Mmm... really?” I said, kissing her neck.

“Yeah...”

“And why didn’t you go outside with him?”

“Because I’m with you... and because I didn’t like him.”

“And if you had liked him?”

“I still wouldn’t have.”

“And if it had been Edu?”

“Haha, I wouldn’t have either.”

“Maybe with Edu you would have checked if his cock was bulging under his pants.”

“Haha... you’re so crude.”

We started kissing more intensely. I knew María’s libido went way up when she’d been drinking, and I was about to explode from what she was telling me and from those half-finished masturbation sessions...

We sat on the bed and groped each other until I was completely naked and had removed her shirt. I quickly knelt down, lifted her skirt up to her waist and began kissing her thighs. I needed to know how her pussy was... She leaned back on her elbows and ran her hand through my hair while I made her shiver by giving little kisses on those burning thighs. María grew desperate seeing that I was only kissing her legs and not going further, until she let out an incredibly erotic “eat me.” I couldn’t delay it much longer either, so I gave a long lick over her panties just before taking them off. Before me appeared a pussy with swollen lips, as if calling to me; I brought my nose and mouth there. It smelled intensely of pussy. I looked up, as if telling her with my eyes that her pussy was already melting. I began giving her an spectacular oral, opening her with my lips and reaching as deep as I could with my tongue. She started with sighs and ended with moans... I ate her pussy for several minutes, savoring every fold, its taste and smell. When I felt she was close to coming, I stopped, went back to kissing her thighs and sat beside her. We kissed, I removed her bra, and she understood what I was asking for. It was her turn. Now she knelt in front of me and began carefully kissing my balls.

“Are you going to suck this cock?” I said to her.

“Yes...”

“This pathetic cock?”

She didn’t respond and began sucking my balls. Her lustful gaze was striking.

“Come on... tell me you’re going to suck this pathetic cock.”

“Yes... I’m going to suck it.”

María began licking the shaft from bottom to top. I felt like I was about to come, it was turning me on so much... Thankfully she abandoned my cock to sweetly kiss my stomach and then my chest, positioning her magnificent breasts at the level of my member. I reached out my hands, caressed her breasts and wrapped my cock between them. The feeling of her big breasts against my cock was indescribable. I thrust my hips slightly upward... A few seconds... a few seconds where I held her breasts while moving my hips up and down... with my cock between them. María seemed somewhat surprised but let me do it, supporting herself with her hands on the bed, allowing me to pretend I was fucking her breasts.

“Do you like it?” she asked.

“God... they drive me crazy...”

“Yeah...?”

“You do it...” I asked her.

She brought her hands to her breasts and wrapped them around my cock, which looked tiny surrounded by those two marvels. It took her a moment to get the hang of it, but soon she was jerking me off with her breasts, revealing and hiding my cock between them.

“You make me so horny, María...”

“Yeah...?”

“Yes, fuck... I love it... I’m about to explode...”

“Really? Can you come like this?”

She moved her neck, tossing her hair to one side and looked at me while moving her torso up and down, continuing to squeeze her breasts together to drive me wild.

“Of course I can...”

“Mmm... wait... don’t come... you need to fuck me...”

“You want me to fuck you with this pathetic cock?”

“Mmm... yes...”

“Say it.”

María locked eyes with me and without stopping that incredible titjob she was giving me, she said:

“I want you to fuck me with this pathetic cock.”

“Uff...”

“What?”

“I’m coming, María...”

“Yeah?”

“Yesss... ufff... keep going...”

She continued jerking me off with her breasts and I tried to look at her, look into her eyes and watch how her big tits were jerking me off, but I couldn’t hold back anymore. I closed my eyes and felt myself explode. An unstoppable explosion burst from me and when I opened my eyes, I saw white streams shooting out from between María’s breasts as she lifted her neck to keep it from getting on her face. My cock kept spurting all over her cleavage, breasts, and neck... I sighed and writhed in pleasure while María continued jerking me with her breasts, squeezing my cock until I was completely drained. I’d had a spectacular orgasm all over her torso, covering practically all her skin from her neck to her breasts with that thick white liquid.

María leaned slightly backward, freeing my cock. It had never turned me on so much. The image of her enormous, swollen breasts covered in my cum was incredible. It had never happened to me before, but I felt like I didn’t need any recovery time at all—I wanted to fuck her immediately.

I was about to grab some tissues from the nightstand to clean her when instead I opened the drawer. There was the enormous dildo I had bought the day before.

“Haha, you’re crazy. Clean me up, come on.”

I took the dildo and placed it next to my cock, which was shrinking rapidly.

“What do you think of the difference?”

“I think you’re insane...” María smiled as she grabbed a tissue and cleaned her neck.

I didn’t let her take another tissue. With the dildo, I collected some of my cum from her breasts and placed it between them.

“You’re such a dirty boy...” she said. And I brought the tip of the dildo, covered in my semen, to her lips.

“Am I?”

“Yes...” she said just before letting me put the tip in her mouth.

She, kneeling, let me do as I pleased, while I continued cleaning her breasts with the dildo and putting it in her mouth. We stayed like this for a few moments, engaged in this game that was turning me on immensely and that María, who still hadn’t had her orgasm, seemed to enjoy as much as I did.

“Can you imagine sucking a cock like this?”

“It’s too big...”

“Is it? You think so?” I said as I again put that plastic cock in her mouth...

“Mmm... yes...”

“Is it like the one you saw on Edu at his place?”

“Mmm... I don’t know... I don’t think so big. This one is very large.”

“And what if he had one like this?”

“Well... poor Nati...”

“Really? You think she can’t take it?”

“I don’t know...”

“And you? Could you take it? Come here,” I said, inviting her onto the bed.

“Ugh... you’re crazy...”

“It’s not that big,” I told her, indicating that she should get on all fours facing the headboard. Behind her, I asked her to lower her hands until she was resting on her elbows. Her ass rose up, her pussy more exposed than I’d rarely seen it... and I began to carefully insert the dildo.

“Ugh... stop, stop...” she said as soon as she felt the tip.

“That’s just because you’re not used to it,” I told her.

She continued with her “uffs” and “be careful” while I slid that cock deeper inside her. María buried her face in the sheets while I enjoyed penetrating her with that object. Finally, I pushed it in almost all the way and she let out an incredibly pleasurable “uuuuff.”

I left the object there, inside her, and saw that my cock was almost fully erect again. I pulled the plastic cock out a bit and pushed it back in. María began to sigh and moan into the pillow while I moved that object in and out, fucking her with that plastic cock.

“Can you imagine taking a cock like this for real?”

“Mmm... yes...”

“Yes...? You can imagine it?”

“God... it’s huge...”

“Should I continue?”

“Mmmmm... yes... keep putting it in...”

“You didn’t think it would fit, huh?” I was amazed at how her pussy enveloped that huge cock like it was nothing.

“Fuck... yeah...”

“Do you like it?”

“Yesss... don’t stop...”

“Would you want it to be real?”

“Yes... god...”

“Tell me.”

“Mmmm... yes... I wish it was real.” María was writhing with pleasure.

We continued for a few minutes while I let her die of pleasure being invaded by that cock. She was enjoying it much more than I could have imagined. I let her moan, almost scream, amazed at how into it she was. When I noticed again that she was close to orgasm, I asked her again:

“You’d like my cock to be like this, huh?”

“I don’t know... ufff. Keep going... put it in like that.”

“Would you like it or not!”

“Fuck... don’t stop..”

“Tell me!!”

“Mmm... fuck yes... I wish you had a cock like this!!”

María was about to come and I pulled out the dildo, leaving a huge emptiness in her pussy, and moved my member toward her. I put my cock in, which seemed to be swimming inside her, she was so open. She looked surprised.

“Can you feel anything? You can’t feel anything, can you?” I asked as I fucked her slowly.

“Mmmm... you bastard... I don’t know.”

“You can’t, right?”

“Fuck... I don’t know...”

“Do you want me to continue? Should I put the other one back in?”

She remained silent, moving her hips trying to find the right angle to feel more, but my small cock was swimming in the vastness of her pussy, which I had never felt so open and dilated.

“Can you feel anything?”

“Nooo... fuck...”

“No? Should I put the other one back in?”

“Yes...”

“Yes?”

“Yesss... put the other cock back in, I was about to come.”

“Why?”

“Fuck... because I can’t feel anything... I want the other one for a moment.”

“You don’t want my piece-of-shit cock?”

“Mmmm... no... not right now... God, put the other one in!!”

“You want a good cock, huh...!”

She didn’t respond and I pulled out of her to insert that huge plastic cock again. María thanked me instantly for the change, letting out a moan that echoed throughout the room. I went back to the in-and-out motion with that dildo and asked her to tell me that I had a worthless cock, that she wanted a big cock.

“Yesss I want a big cock!!”

“Like this one?”

“Yesss, fuck... a cock like this one!!!”

“A big cock like Edu’s, is that what you want?”

“I don’t know... goddd...”

“Tell me!!!”

“Yesss... fuck... a big cock like Edu’s!!!!”

“What would that be like??”

“Fuckkk.. goddd.. he would fuck me like this... with his cock!!!”

“Yeahhh??”

“Yesss!! Goddd...!! Edu would fuck me like this... Mmm, he would fill me with his cock!!!!”

“Would he make you cum, is that what you want? Like this? With him??”

“Yesss goddd... I would cum with him... and with his enormous cock. Goddd. Ahhh I’m cumming...!!!”

“You’re cumming???”

“Fuckkk...!! Aahhhh ahhh yesss...!!! Edu is fucking me goddd... !!!”

“That’s what you want, huh!!!”

“Goddd yes yes...!!!! I want Edu to fuck me!!! Ahh goddd!!!!”

María began moving her hips backward, literally fucking herself on the plastic cock that I was holding. She writhed in pleasure while sighing and repeating that she wanted Edu to fuck her. I could barely hold that piece of plastic because of the force with which María was fucking it. I was amazed at how she was cumming, completely uninhibited.

As soon as María stopped moaning, I couldn’t even wait for her to recover or to remove the dildo from inside her. I immediately took my cock in my hand, and after just three strokes, I started to cum all over María’s ass and back... I closed my eyes and convulsed on top of her, spilling endlessly over her body. With each splash of cum hitting her back, I couldn’t stop remembering those phrases... those “I want Edu to fuck me!”

It took us a while to regain awareness of ourselves. María, without abandoning her position on all fours, eventually reached back to remove the dildo from inside her, and I could clearly see how, as she did so, her pussy showed a massive hole, a hole that closed rapidly... her buttocks and back stained with my cum, those lips protruding outward, that reddened pussy, that gap, that hole, those things we had said to each other, those screams... I knew that María would be embarrassed now, I knew her perfectly, but I also knew that what had happened wasn’t normal, that it was impossible to reach that level of arousal and excitement without bringing Edu into our bed, even if only in the form of fantasy.

I got into the shower and saw María washing the dildo in the sink... whew... it gave me an incredible thrill to see how she washed it and dried it with a towel and went with it to the bedroom to discreetly put it away. I didn’t know what was happening to me, but even that turned me on so much. I was excited again.

After cleaning up, we got into bed and gave each other several affectionate kisses. I don’t know who started it, but one of us began laughing and the other followed, a nervous laugh... a “my goodness, how we lost our minds,” from a happy and confident me and a somewhat embarrassed María. However, once again, I wanted more, and while she was falling asleep, I was already thinking about the next step. I knew I had to be careful, I couldn’t make another mistake that would bring all of this to a sudden halt. I thought that I needed to talk to Edu to see what plans he had for that trip and also think about how I could push María toward him.


CHAPTER 19

The next morning María went for coffee with a friend, and I took the opportunity to call Edu. Calling Edu wasn’t like calling a friend, or even an acquaintance; it involved palpable tension and notable insecurity, as I never knew what his attitude might be. It was past noon, and this time he seemed to be half-asleep. His plan for the trip didn’t seem to consist of much more than seeing how María would behave outside her usual environment and, above all, after a few drinks. I noticed he sounded somewhat discouraged right when I was most eager for things to happen. I surprised myself saying:

“With a few drinks, she’ll surely let her guard down... after all, she thinks you’re hot... The thing is, I think since she knows you’re with Nati, she assumes you only have eyes for her. Maybe you should compliment her a bit...”

“Mmm... not really my style.”

It seemed surreal to me, and I felt like a traitor to my girlfriend giving such advice.

“Yeah... well... I would flatter her a little... make her feel good around you.”

“Okay... alright, little Pablo, I’ll think about it later.”

The conversation lasted no more than a minute. I got the impression he wanted to keep sleeping. Shortly after, María arrived, we had lunch, and she started packing. While packing, she was wearing a white tank top... I could see her breasts bouncing under the garment constantly... I imagined what comfortable clothes she would bring to sleep in and wear around the hotel room, wishing Edu could see her like that, in those clothes.

I was tempted to ask her to wear certain underwear or a particular dress in case they went out at night, but I didn’t want to seem eager. Besides, all her underwear was perfect, silk panties and bras with a bit of lace, understated but tremendously sexy... and she would look equally stunning in any dress or skirt.

I drove her to the train station, and we said goodbye quickly because I was illegally parked. On one hand, I would have liked to run into Edu at the station, to see if they would look at each other, if they would exchange kisses on the cheek... although on the other hand, it would have made me extremely nervous. But everything happened too quickly, and before I knew it, I was driving back home. Just hours ago, María had been shouting “I want Edu to fuck me!” and similar things, yet we said nothing about it, not even when they were about to spend four days together.

Once home, I realized that with María I could pretend, make it seem like the thing with Edu was just a resource to turn us on in bed a couple of times a week, but the reality was different, much more intense and almost sickening. I went to the bedroom with my laptop, opened the nightstand drawer and took out the enormous dildo... I looked at the photo where they appeared together and looked at the dildo... and I began to enjoy a slow and relaxed masturbation, remembering María’s phrases, imagining Edu putting his cock inside her, which in my imagination was the brutal size of that plastic one... I imagined her moaning, overwhelmed with pleasure and screaming before her orgasm “This is a real cock!” and similar things... and I came shamelessly, moaning and panting... spilling semen all over my belly.

The peace in my head lasted five minutes. After which I couldn’t stop thinking about what they might be doing, if they were sitting together on the train and so on. Things didn’t improve when at dinner time María called me and after chatting for a while told me she had Edu in the room next door. I couldn’t hold back and began a barrage of questions.

“Ohhh... there you go,” she laughed.

“Let’s see what you two get up to...”

“What are we going to do? Sleep. We’ve arranged to meet at seven-thirty for breakfast downstairs.”

“You could do something.”

“Yeah, right... I’ll put on a nightgown and knock on his door with a bored look, right?”

“Haha, that would be nice.”

“Yeah... yeah... and what about our agreement?”

“What agreement?”

“What do you mean, what agreement? You’re messing with me. The agreement that you wouldn’t ask me to do anything with him, just fantasize at home.”

“Well... you could break it...”

“Noooo, haha.”

After a brief silence, she said:

“Well, Pablis, I’m going to bed, okay?”

“Okay... kiss.”

“A kiss, I love you, see you tomorrow.”

I was lying on the bed and was aroused again. I tried to think what I could suggest María might do. Before I knew it, I was hard, but my cock seemed tiny to me. I grabbed the dildo and placed it next to mine; it was literally twice the size of my cock. I didn’t want to sleep and wanted to keep talking with María, so I took a photo of those two cocks and in a joking tone, I texted María:

“I have a photo of Edu and me together.”

“Really? Haha. Surprise me...”

And I sent her the photo of my erect cock next to the plastic one that was double in length and thickness.

She sent me some surprised face emojis and a “You’re craaaazy, hahahahaha.”

“Isn’t it true?” I asked.

“Oh, I don't know, I'm going to delete this filth right now.”

“What pajamas are you wearing?”

“Oh Pablo... I see where you're going with this...”

“What?”

“Tomorrow if I'm not too tired we can write dirty things to each other... okay?”

“Mmm... okay... goodnight, kiss.”

“Big kiss.”

I woke up the next morning with no news from either Edu or María. I tried to calm myself down and kept thinking about what I could suggest to María to get closer to him that she might accept. It was almost lunchtime when María sent me a photo. In the picture were Edu and her alone, in a long hallway with a window to their left, both in suits, she in a navy blue pantsuit with a white shirt and he in a slightly darker suit. They were standing very close but not quite touching shoulder to shoulder... I zoomed in on the photo... María looked so hot... with her voluminous hair and she was smiling more than he was.

“You're trying to kill me,” I wrote.

“Haha, whyyy?”

“You know what I'm going to do with this photo, right?”

“Haha... oh... better not tell me.”

“How's it going?”

“Good... the morning was a bit boring but fine.”

We agreed she would call me at night, as soon as she got back to her room. But I had something pending before that, as I was counting the hours until I could get home and masturbate to that photo... I felt like a 14-year-old teenager.

I was somewhat surprised that Edu hadn't called or written to me. I thought he would focus his efforts on dinners, on the evenings... but I couldn't help feeling a little uneasy or worried about his possible indifference.

Finally, I left work late, got home, had dinner, and it was already eleven at night... Just as I was about to masturbate to that photo, María called. She had just arrived at her hotel room and was telling me about her day, talking about the lectures, about the lawyers from her firm from other cities who were there... I understood it was normal for her to tell me these things, what all couples tell each other, but my mind wasn't on that. We hung up without the topic of Edu coming up at all. Out of desperation, I soon wrote to her trying to get us to write some dirty things to each other, but she quickly shut me down.

“Ugh... Pablo, tomorrow would be better, I'm exhausted today, really.”

“Come on María, you said the same thing yesterday.”

“I swear tomorrow we'll write... dirty things... for a while, okay?”

“I don't know... you could at least send me a photo.”

“Ugh... Pablo... it's late.”

“Come on, María, just one photo, it takes a minute.”

“Well, let's see... What kind of photo?”

“You sitting, with the timer, like other times.”

“Okay... let me see.”

Several times, when she was spending the weekend at her parents' house, she would send me a photo. What she would do was put a pillow in the middle of the bed and rest her phone there with the timer set, and then sit with her back against the headboard, bending her legs and spreading them. I saw she was taking her time and I was already slowly masturbating while waiting for her photo. Finally it arrived, indeed, the image showing her in that position, sitting, with her legs open and bent, showing black panties, and wearing the white shirt from the photo hours earlier with Edu. Her hair was falling forward... partially covering her breasts. She looked like I could cum in half a minute.

“Delete it, okay!”

“Yes... I'll delete it now. Come on... send me another one... take off your panties.”

“Nooo.”

“Come on... just one more... same pose but without panties, please.”

“This is the last one, okay...”

“Yes, it is.”

Again I started masturbating slowly while waiting for her photo. My cock was rock hard, imagining María positioning herself to send me the photo, taking off her panties... while Edu, oblivious to everything, was in the room next door. I imagined Edu knocking on her door and her opening it. It was absurd, just imagination, that María would open the door for him in a shirt and no panties... but thinking about it was literally killing me.

Finally the photo arrived, similar to the previous one, but this time showing that perfect pussy with slightly trimmed hair... you could see her pussy lips quite clearly... God!!! That photo was incredible!! I found myself zooming in on that photo and moving around her body, toward her pussy or her breasts that looked enormous under the white fabric, scrutinizing the photo as if I hadn't seen and touched that body a thousand times.

I couldn't stop myself, and I asked for one more, I begged her saying it would be the last one, now I wanted one where I could see her breasts and where she would make some kind of gesture, whatever occurred to her. I insisted and she almost got angry, but finally agreed. Soon that last photo arrived... I almost had a heart attack... She had unbuttoned her shirt and with one hand was covering her pussy and with the other slightly holding one breast... breasts that weren't clearly visible because she had put her hair forward... She had reclined a bit more so her huge tits fell enormously across her torso... and holding one breast with her hand...!! God... it was incredible!! But the best part wasn't that, it was that she had a much more provocative expression... God...! She looked like a porn actress!! She insisted again that I delete them immediately, I said yes and we said goodnight. It was the dirtiest photo she had ever sent me.

My cock was about to explode. I searched through my phone until I found Edu, saw that he was online... He still hadn't written to me... What if he was already over the whole thing? Maybe he had gotten bored with the story after seeing that I wasn't cooperating much and María wasn't giving any openings... I knew I was thinking with my dick, but I was seriously considering sending him at least one of those three photos.


CHAPTER 20

I finally decided to test the waters with Edu before sending him anything. I wrote to ask how things were going, and he immediately replied that everything was fine, that María was in her element. We eventually decided that I should call him, which made me quite nervous, but I knew I wanted to do it. Edu, now on the other end of the phone, said:

“She’s having the time of her life at these events, man, and you have no idea how much they bore me.”

“Yeah...”

“And man... she looks so hot... they’re all drooling over her. Especially the older guys, dude, they don’t even try to hide that they’re staring.”

“Are there a lot of older guys?”

“There are fifty-somethings here to spare. And these guys... they don’t need Viagra... María makes them feel twenty years younger...”

“Yeah... and she’s being nice to you then.”

“Yes, the truth is we’ve been good since that case they gave us. But during the day it’s complicated. Until Wednesday it’s going to be tough, because that day there’s a dinner everyone’s going to, and Thursday being the last day, we’ll definitely go out. We’ll see then.”

“But do you know what to say to her or what to do?”

“Hahaha, look man... even if I knew... as a friend of mine says, ‘drinks call the shots,’ when I’m drunk I have game like you wouldn’t believe. Something will happen.”

That “something will happen” half seemed like bragging and half turned me on. I just couldn’t quite believe it.

“How do you see her?” he said.

“How do I see her?” I asked.

“Do you think she’s horny... When was the last time you fucked her, you bastard?”

“Well... Saturday.”

“Damn, you don’t waste time. Makes sense. Let’s see... I need to make her see that I don’t care about Nati, I don’t know... these women are a bit sectarian and she’s even more so. I’m sure María thinks flirting with a guy who has a girlfriend is a betrayal of the entire female gender worldwide, hahahah.”

“That’s kind of true. Hey, she sent me a photo where you two are together.”

“Oh yeah... that idiot Ángel took it with his phone.”

“Don’t you have more photos?”

“Hahah, you bastard, you’re the one who should be sending me photos of her, right?”

“Well... you never asked for them.”

“The truth is I hadn’t thought about it, but come on... I don’t think you have any really dirty photos... if you don’t even do her in the ass or she doesn’t do titjobs... what could you possibly have. Right?”

I was thinking about what to say... I wasn’t very convinced about taking the plunge. Who knows what he might do with those photos... maybe pass them to friends or, worse, to colleagues at the office, but I didn’t want to close the door completely, as it turned me on terribly.

“Well... I don’t know... maybe I have something, I’ll try to remember.”

The conversation hadn’t been bad. I was feeling much calmer, seeing that Edu was still eager to continue, and I was keeping the photo as a bullet in the chamber in case María didn’t give him any openings on any of those nights during the trip and I needed to motivate him.

Needless to say, I had an incredible jerk-off session, looking at those last four photos I had on my phone: the one of Edu and María, and the three of María sitting with her legs spread... I imagined that she was sitting like that, on the bed, as in the photos, and Edu was looking at her... And then he got on the bed and, standing, brought his huge cock to her mouth... God...! And I saw how he fucked her mouth in that position and she grabbed his ass and let herself... let herself be mouth-fucked with that cock that was twice the size of mine... uff! I had another incredible orgasm!!

The next day I barely heard anything from María until night when she called me. She told me they had had I don’t know how many talks, and when she started telling me what they were about, I casually asked if anyone from her office had also been a speaker, but she said no.

“No? Not even Edu?”

“Haha, no. But he does love showing off.”

“Showing off?”

“Yes... he always asks questions... he loves standing up... so all the women can see him... and asking his little question. I mean, his questions are good, but come on, he loves showing off.”

“Oh really? Do you think he does it so all the women can see him?”

“Well, I don’t know... but he likes himself, and it’s true that the women are crazy about him.”

“Oh really?”

“Yes.”

“How do you know? Did they say something?”

“No, man, but you can just tell.”

“Wow... all the women are crazy about him except you.”

—Of course, hahaha. And tomorrow we all have a dinner, apparently.

—Well, let’s see what happens there... maybe you’ll have to shoo some of them away.

—Well... I wouldn’t be surprised if someone makes a move on him, honestly. Sometimes these dinners get a bit wild and people end up going out afterward.

—Well, then you’ll be there to chase them off, all for Nati’s sake, right?

—Haha, he’s a grown man, he can do whatever he wants.

—Yeah... but how would you chase them away?

—Mmm... haha, I see where you’re going with this.

—Do you?

—Yes...

—Well, tonight’s the night... you know, what you promised.

—Weren’t yesterday’s photos enough?

—That was separate.

—Haha, yeah yeah...

—What?

—Alright, fine... but just a little, okay? Tomorrow’s a long day.

—Ok.

—But in writing, okay? You know I get embarrassed talking about it.

—Come on, María... writing is such a pain...

—Mmm... okay, I’ll get comfortable and call you back.

—Okay, talk to you soon.

I also got comfortable in bed. A bit expectant. The truth was that whenever we wrote or talked about racy things, I was the one doing most of the expressing. Besides, I wanted to bring up Edu, I didn’t want to talk about what María and I would do to each other, I needed to bring Edu into the equation. I started by asking what she was wearing.

—I’m going to speak quietly, okay? He’s right on the other side of the wall,—María whispered—Well... a white shirt I’ve been wearing all day.

—Nothing else?

—Well, and panties. After this I want to take a quick shower and put on my pajamas.

—Ufff... you could send me a photo... so I can imagine you better.

—Hahaha, either a photo or dirty talk. Besides, I’m dressed the same as yesterday.

—Really? Black panties.

—Well, today they’re navy blue.

—That’s fine.... Talk without a photo then. Well yesterday... I jerked off to your photos.

—Did you?

—Yes... to all four of them.

—Which four? Weren’t there three? Oh... haha... right, right... you’re crazy.

—Haha, yes...

—And what were you thinking?

—If I tell you, you’ll be shocked.

—Let’s hear it...

—Well, I was thinking that you were in the position from the photos... and that Edu appeared, you looked at each other but didn’t say anything, and he got on the bed. You stayed still and he stood on the bed, approached you and... put his cock in your mouth...—I said, already stroking myself.

—That’s intense...

—Yeah... and then... he started to fuck your mouth and you put your hands on his ass.

—Damn... that’s all so dirty... isn’t it? And you weren’t there?

—I was watching, but I wasn’t doing anything.

—Damn, that’s intense, isn’t it?—María seemed surprised but not upset.

—Yeah... and that’s what I thought... that he was putting his cock in your mouth... that you could barely take half of it. How would you continue the story?—I said while still masturbating.

—Me? Well... that you appear... you get next to me... he moves away and you kiss me... and he stays there watching us kiss.

—And what else?

—Well... I don’t know... that... you start caressing my tits and he masturbates at the foot of the bed watching you caress me and us kissing. Right?

—Well what I would do is stop caressing you, move away and ask you to close your eyes.

—Oh really?

—Yes... and I’d let him approach you again... and lie on top of you... you’d know from the smell and from the first kiss that it’s not my mouth but his... and he would try to penetrate you...

—And you’d let him?

—Yes...

—Mmm... then I’d open my eyes and look at you while he tries to put it in me... I’d leave it up to you. I’d ask you with my eyes “Are you going to let him fuck me?”

“Damn, María... you're turning me on so much. You?”

“Uff... yeah...”

“Well yes... I'd tell you with my eyes that I want him to fuck you. He would grab his cock and look for the entrance to your pussy to penetrate you... he's going to put it in... What do you do?”

“I... seeing that's what you want, I'd close my eyes... and let him put it in little by little... but first I'd ask him not to hurt me...”

“Uff... damn, María... You'd tell him that?”

“Yes... I'd ask him please to be careful... I'd look down and see that enormous cock and I'd beg him to put it in slowly.”

“Damn... María... I'm going to cum already.”

“Yeah?”

“Yes... ufff... And does he fuck you?”

“Yes... god... he starts to put it in me and I'm dying with pleasure, he penetrates me slowly but firmly and I feel his cock invading me...”

“Damn, María... Would he put it all the way in?”

“Mmm... yes... he'd put it all the way in... take it out... and put it back in... and you see how he fills me with his cock... and I feel pleasure but I'm afraid he'll be rough and hurt me...”

“Damn, María... I'm cumming now... mmmm God!”

That was the last thing I said and I put the phone aside to give myself completely to that orgasm... in two jerks I was already cumming like crazy imagining exactly the scene my girlfriend was narrating... I shot at least five streams, two or three reaching my chest... A monumental ejaculation that left me feeling dizzy.

When I picked up the phone again, I saw that the call had been disconnected. I didn't know if I had hung up accidentally. I looked at my torso and it was smeared with that white liquid. I took a photo of all that mess on my chest and stomach and my cock still dripping at the bottom. I immediately wrote to María.

“Did it cut off? Did you cum?” I asked.

“No.”

“No?”

“No, not yet.”

Immediately after I sent her that photo and she responded:

“Damn, you bastard...”

“Yeah? What about you?”

She didn't respond and after a minute I saw a photo coming in. When I saw it my heart almost jumped out of my chest: María in that position sitting with her legs open... this time with the white shirt unbuttoned and showing her huge tits... and with two fingers spreading her pussy lips... showing it... open... in a brutal way... Her pussy was open and reddened and I felt my cock getting hard again. And those massive tits with the open shirt. God! They looked bigger than ever...! and her flushed face... her disheveled hair... she looked hot... sweating... god, what a face! She looked incredibly slutty!

I wrote to her but she didn't answer... until after a few minutes she did:

“Ufff... that was good.”

“Yeah? Did you cum?”

“Hahaha... god, yes...”

“How was the story?”

“Very you... hahaha.”

“Haha, and very you too, right?”

“Yes...”

“It was really good, you saw what I shot...”

“Haha... yeah... that's intense. My goodness. What a photo. I'll delete it now.”

“Yeah.”

“Well Pablo, I'm going to shower and sleep because it's super late.”

“Mmm... okay, rest well.”

“Good night. Muaa. I love you.”

“I love you. Talk to you tomorrow.”

I went to clean up and was still in shock. Thinking that María had masturbated imagining Edu fucking her... God... if that was really the case it seemed like another big step. And what about that photo... I hadn't deleted the ones from the day before, and I wasn't worried because I'm the type who takes my phone everywhere, even to pee. But especially that last photo... uff... between that photo and the one with Edu I could lock myself at home like a kid and jerk off for hours... jerk off for hours imagining Edu fucking her just as she appeared in the photo...


CHAPTER 21

The next morning, Wednesday already, I was expectant and it wasn’t long before Edu was back to being himself and wrote to me:

“Hey Pablo, let’s see María today, I want her looking pretty at dinner.”

“You and everyone else according to what you said, right? Hehe.”

The conversation was just those two sentences, and I was left wanting more. But I almost never knew what to say to him.

I had mixed feelings, mainly because I thought Edu was a jerk. On one hand, I wanted him to try everything possible with María, and on the other, I wanted María to put him in his place right from the start. But it turned me on that María would play along with him knowing that it got me aroused. I had to write to María before dinner and ask her to flirt with him, to do it for me. I knew that would be breaking our agreement, but I had no choice.

And that’s exactly what happened. Around eight in the evening, María was at the hotel and called me before getting dressed for dinner, and I asked her again to flirt with Edu, and she said no. Finally, I said:

“Fine, don’t do anything.”

“No, I already know I’m not going to do anything, Pablo.”

“No, I mean don’t do anything at first, but I’m just asking that if he, for whatever reason, starts getting flirty, play along to see how far he’ll go.”

“What do you mean play along?”

“Yes.”

“He’s not going to do anything, Pablo. First, he’s with Nati, and second, if he wants to hook up with someone else, he has plenty to choose from here.”

“Well, just promise me that.”

“Ugh... you’re so annoying.”

“Come on, María.”

“Fine, whatever.”

“Say it.”

“Look... you’re really making me feel like an idiot. Fine, if he gets flirty and tries something, I’ll play along to see what he’s up to.”

“Good, that’s it. Not so difficult, right?”

“Okay, enough.”

“What are you going to wear?”

“I don’t know yet... ugh... I’m running super late. I have to go, okay?”

“Okay, keep me updated, alright?”

“Yes, haha, I’ll keep you updated. I love you, bye.”

“I love you.”

The excitement I felt about this was incredible. I kept checking my phone constantly and barely ate dinner. After eleven at night, Edu sent me a photo: it showed a large dining room with a round table of about seven or eight people, among whom were Edu and María sitting together. He was in a suit and she was wearing an impressive burgundy jumpsuit. The jumpsuit didn’t have a plunging neckline—it had a round neck up to her throat—but it clung to her body in a way that made her breasts look amazing. I think it was the piece of clothing that accentuated her breasts the most; it was also extremely thin and clung to her body like a second skin; more than once she had worn it and asked me if you could see... if you could see the lips of her pussy... obviously she asked me using other words. And no, you couldn’t see them, but only by a miracle. And the ass it gave her in heels was heart-stopping... you could perfectly make out each buttock, and she had to wear a thong no matter what so nothing would show through. Damn, she looked incredible in it. My cock got hard just remembering how she looked in it and knowing Edu was next to her. While I was looking at that photo, another one came in, also sent by Edu, showing just the two of them, closer up, and he had his arm behind her, with his hand somewhere on her back. After this photo, he wrote:

“Don’t jerk off yet, there’s still a lot of night left.”

“Haha, no, don’t worry. I see you’re taking good care of her.”

“And I’ll take even better care of her after she has a couple more drinks haha.”

“Really? Is she tipsy?”

“She’s still being proper, but a bunch of us are going to a pub afterward. I’ll keep you posted. Though I might not be able to tell you until tomorrow, hahaha.”

My heart was in my throat, and I quickly wrote to María:

“How’s it going?”

“Good, looks like we’re going for drinks afterward. Though I’m a bit tired.”

“Well, I’m sure you’ll get in the mood.”

“Yeah... I don’t know. Are you going to bed now?” she asked.

“Yes, but keep writing to me, okay? I might read it as it comes in or tomorrow morning.”

“Okay.”

“You remember what you told me, right?”

“Yes, I do. Now go get some rest.”

“Okay, María, I love you, kiss.”

I got into bed, and the minutes began to pass, and then hours. I checked my phone compulsively. It was past one in the morning and I hadn’t heard anything. I looked at the photos on my phone, the last one, Edu’s hand, his line about taking good care of her... My cock was constantly leaking onto my pajamas as I imagined what moves Edu might be making on her. Around two in the morning, María wrote to me:

“I'm going back to the hotel.”

I didn't hesitate to ask her about Edu:

“With whom? With Edu?”

“I'm going alone, I'm getting a taxi.”

“How come?”

“Shut up, that Edu is such a jerk.”

“Whyyy?”

“Damn, we were at a pub an hour ago and I wanted to go back to the hotel, but he insisted we go to another pub, saying there were still lots of people staying out.”

“And?”

“Well, we get to this pub and the guy just does his own thing. I don't care, really, but why did he even bother telling me anything?”

“I see.”

“Hold on, the taxi's here.”

I was trying to digest all this information; she seemed quite angry. A minute later she continued writing:

“So anyway, I left him there, with some girl.”

“Whaaaat? Making out with someone?”

“No, they weren't making out. Not yet. But it was obvious what was going to happen. What a pig.”

“Well, it's his life.”

“Yeah, but why the hell did he drag me along? I could have been sleeping for an hour already. Besides, he saw her and went straight for her, knowing I didn't know anyone else in that group.”

“Oh, so they're from the conference too?”

“Yes, yes.”

“And what's the girl like?”

“Pfft, just a kid, probably just got her license, because seriously...”

“Is she pretty?”

“Yes, she's cute. You're hopeless, Pablo. I'm angry and you just keep going on about it.”

“I just don't understand why you're so upset.”

“Forget it. We'll talk tomorrow.”

I wasn't sure why, but I was super nervous. This wasn't what I expected, but seeing María so angry with Edu pleased me. Anyone would think she was jealous. Maybe Edu had found María too difficult and opted for someone easier, perhaps someone he already knew from before... but I couldn't see why María would be so angry unless there was some jealousy involved, or at least that's how it seemed to me.

I tried to sleep; I had to get up early the next day too. But I clearly wasn't sleeping very deeply because I noticed my phone screen light up. It was already three in the morning and María had written:

“Pablo, are you awake?”

“Yes.”

“Damn, he brought her to his room.”

“Whaaaat?? No waaay!!”

“Pfft, yeah.”

“But how do you know?”

“I just heard them come in laughing.”

“And what do you hear now?”

“Nothing, ugh, I hope I don't hear anything. That's all I need.”

“Yeah.”

“Anyway, good night, god, I need to sleep right now.”

“Good night, kiss.”

Damn... I said to myself... and sat up in bed. Again, the situation wasn't what I expected, but I found it incredibly arousing. What a bastard Edu was, with his gorgeous girlfriend Nati... with María right there, at least worth making a move on... and he goes and hooks up with someone else...

I tried to sleep, but couldn't. Not even ten minutes had passed when I noticed my phone light up again and María wrote:

“Damn, they're fucking.”

Reading that gave me an intense thrill.

“What did you expect, María?”

“Well, I expected not to hear it.”

“And what can you hear?”

“I can hear her.”

“Moaning?”

“Of course.”

“And bed springs?”

“No.”

“Maybe he's going down on her or something.”

“Oh... Pablo, that's gross.”

“What else can you hear?”

“Oh, I don't know, I'm going to try to sleep, sorry, I won't keep you up anymore.”

“Okay, you can tell me later.”

I wrote that and immediately regretted it. It turned me on so much imagining María listening to that, and even more her telling me about it, though she didn't seem very willing to do so. I managed to sleep for a while, and thought I had slept much longer, but when I checked the time it was barely 4 AM. I looked at my phone and María had written three minutes ago:

“Damn, what a mess.”

“Really?”

A couple of minutes later she replied:

“God, I just want to sleep.”

“But what’s happening?”

“Damn, Pablo, you can’t imagine the screaming.”

“Really?? Doesn’t it turn you on?”

“How could those screams she’s making turn me on?”

“But how long have they been at it?”

“I don’t know, like an hour, God...”

“But what exactly can you hear?”

“Well, moans and screams and they’re moving things around, I don’t know what they’re doing.”

“Moving things?”

“I don’t know, weird noises. God, she’s going to wake up the entire floor.”

“Then knock on the wall to make them stop.”

“Yeah, that’s all I need. Let’s see if they stop soon and that’s it. Wait. Holy shit.

“What?”

“Oh, wait, he moaned.”

“Really?”

“Yes, I think so. Yes, and they’ve stopped too. Looks like he came.”

“But what did the moan sound like?”

“Oh, Pablo, I don’t know, like a guy’s moan when he comes. God. Finally.”

“I see.”

“Well, sorry, what an idiot, especially knowing I’m next door. Let’s see if I can get three hours of sleep or so.”

I fell asleep incredibly turned on by what María was telling me. When my alarm went off, I checked my phone. María had written to me at four-thirty:

“I can’t believe it, they’re at it again,” and minutes later: “What an asshole, I’m going to say something to them.”

I immediately asked her what had happened but she wasn’t answering. I thought about writing to Edu but didn’t. The truth was I couldn’t see her interrupting them while they were fucking, no matter how pissed off she was about not being able to sleep. Finally, mid-morning, after insisting and calling her, she rejected my call and wrote “I’ll tell you after lunch.”

At four in the afternoon she called me, I got up from my seat in my office and she started telling me that she had fallen asleep, but that Edu had also fallen asleep. That the girl hadn’t left until practically six, that she had slept for two hours until Ángel had come to wake her and Edu up, that they had missed the first talk.

“And what are you doing now?” I asked her.

“I’m going up to my room. I’m going to sleep.”

“But aren’t there more talks?”

“Yes, but I don’t care. I’m dead tired, I only slept two hours because of that idiot. And because of that screaming girl. I still have her screams in my head, damn it.”

“And he fell asleep too?”

“Yes, I gave him a good telling-off.”

“You’re kidding?”

“Yes, after Ángel woke us up, I showered and got dressed quickly and he wasn’t coming out of his room. I knocked on his door and told him that the racket they made wasn’t normal. To top it off he says... how did it go... he said something like ‘Could it be jealousy?’”

“You’re kidding.”

“That’s what I heard. What an asshole. His room was a mess. And then... to make matters worse, the people from the office were joking about it... like what were you two doing... you can’t be left alone... what a coincidence that you both go to another bar and then oversleep...”

“Haha, really? Like suggesting you two hooked up?”

“I don’t know. Yes, that kind of thing. But as a joke. I hope.”

María went to sleep. That night they were going to have dinner and go out but just the five from her office and maybe some people from another office, but not a big dinner anymore because many were going home that same night.

While María was sleeping, Edu wrote to me saying that María “had gotten all snippy with him in the morning,” he wrote it with many “hahaha” in between, he didn’t care about anything. He also told me he had hooked up with someone. Finally he said:

“Today I’m definitely making a move on María.”

“Today when she’s so pissed off?”

“Of course, tonight, Pablito. Girls love it when we apologize to them.”

“I’m not so sure about María...”

“Haha, you have no idea. You’ll see. The number of chicks I’ve fucked by first doing something shitty to them and then ending up apologizing and then... you know...”

“Well, we’ll see, though María is exhausted.”

“Yeah, she just went to take a nap. I’m completely wiped out too, haha.”

It seemed very ambitious on his part to try to get something going with María on that last night, with her being super tired and angry with him, but he seemed to have his tactics and his rhythms and, of course, it didn’t seem like things were going badly for him... nor was I going to be the one to discourage him from trying...


CHAPTER 22

I felt like a privileged witness to everything that was happening on that trip. It seemed like hardly anything had happened for weeks, but during those days, things kept happening non-stop and I could barely process them. Those photos of María, the phone sex we’d had, and on top of that, Edu was fucking another woman in the room next to María’s for three hours! To make matters worse, Edu intended to use the last night to try something. I spent my days at work but my mind was truly focused on those training sessions. Thank God they were only four days; I thought that if it had been any longer, neither my heart nor my dick could have handled it.

I was tired too, and that Thursday evening I returned home early. It wasn’t much past eight when I was already making dinner and María called me. She seemed in a much better mood. She had slept much more that afternoon than she had during the night. To my surprise, she apologized, telling me that I wasn’t to blame for the bad night she’d had, and that she had been waking me up. I think she knew that I didn’t mind being kept awake if it was to tell me she was hearing Edu having sex, but I got the feeling she didn’t realize that it wasn’t that I didn’t mind—I was actually thrilled and it turned me on like crazy.

She told me she was somewhat worried that the boss who was with them might have found out she hadn’t attended the afternoon sessions, but she was confident that, being so absent-minded, he wouldn’t have noticed. She said the five of them from her office would go to dinner: the boss, the other María, Ángel, Edu, and herself. I couldn’t remember who this Ángel was, and she ended up telling me that she had introduced him to me and that he was getting married at the end of October, and she’d already told me we would have to go to his wedding. But at that moment, what mattered to me was what would happen in the next few hours, and she said that night they might have a beer or a drink afterward, but it wasn’t certain. I asked if she was still angry with Edu, and she said absolutely. That his cocky attitude that morning had only made things worse. She told me she was even considering telling Paula that he had cheated on Nati.

“Don’t get involved in that, María...”

“Why not? Let him deal with it.”

“First, because it’s not your life, and second, because it’s your word against his. You have nothing to gain there.”

“I don’t know...”

“Besides, you’re not friends with Nati... it would sound very strange, like revenge.”

“I don’t know... it’s just, what an asshole, really.”

“Look, I think you’re getting a bit paranoid. The girl turned out to be a screamer, that’s all. Edu didn’t deliberately have noisy sex to mess with you.”

“Well, you didn’t hear that racket.”

“Haha... no... but you’re going to tell me all about that racket in great detail...”

“Haha, yeah... you’re hopeless, really.” María laughed.

“What are you going to wear tonight?”

“Well, I don’t know... whatever I have left... I have a dress or a black skirt to wear with a blouse. I don’t know, the dress is very low-cut, for dinner with the boss I think I’ll pass.”

“Hey, María, I was thinking... what about the girl from yesterday... is she going out tonight?”

“No, the people from that office were leaving today. Thank goodness. I couldn’t handle another marathon, please.”

“Well, maybe he’ll go after you tonight.”

“Yeah, right. That’s all I need—he comes after me and I slap him. For being a pig. Besides, he won’t do it. I already told you.”

“Well, before you said he wouldn’t do it because he was with Nati, but seeing what we’ve seen...”

“Yeah... I don’t know. It seems like he goes for the easy ones in any case.”

“Well... you already know... what we talked about, if he tries something, let him go until you see how far he wants to take it. Okay?”

“You’re such an idiot...”

“Haha, why?”

“Because you’re hopeless, Pablo. He’s not going to try anything, but yes, don’t start again, if he tries something I’ll play along a bit to see what he does.” María’s tone was friendly, even affectionate.

“I love you so much, María.”

“Yeah... me too.”

“So that’s it, I love you and... damn... you’re so hot and... it turns me on when guys hit on you, and if it’s a show-off like Edu who thinks he can have any woman, then it turns me on even more.”

“Yeah, yeah... haha. Anyway. Can we drop it? They might have called me, and I still need to shower, get dressed, and everything else.”

“Okay, will you send me a photo when you’re dressed?”

“Okaaay. Kisses.”

“Kisses. I love you.”

I had a knot in my stomach. A mixture of love, completely pure, excitement about all of it, and a bit of anger at myself; the fact that I was playing this game on both sides didn’t seem entirely fair to me.

I was watching some TV when María sent me a full-body photo she’d taken against a mirror in her hotel room. With a black leather skirt that came to just above her knees and a pink silk blouse that looked amazing on her, plus those killer heels... she looked incredible. A bit of makeup and that gorgeous hair that fell to the lower part of her back... the legs those heels gave her were... breathtaking.

“You look stunning, María.”

“Really? That wasn’t my intention.”

“Damn, you look so hot. I think I’m going to masturbate to this photo...”

“Really?”

“Yes. Have fun. Hey, maybe unbutton one more button on your shirt, okay?”

“Haha, nooooo. Alright, big kiss. Get some rest.”

“I love you, big kiss.”

I ended up falling asleep on the couch. I was tense and expectant, but certainly exhausted. It was just after midnight when I was brushing my teeth and María wrote to me:

“I’m having a drink with Edu.”

Something rushed through my body, a feeling that only this story could produce in me.

“Really? How come? Just the two of you?”

“Yes, well, we’re at the bar. Ángel is around somewhere and some people from other firms ended up coming too.”

“And him? Are you writing in front of him?”

“No, of course not, he just went to the bathroom. He’s apologizing to me. I’ll tell you later.”

If I thought I might be able to sleep straight through that night, that conversation made it clear I wouldn’t. I lay down in bed and tried to sleep, but again, like the night before, I checked my phone every less than ten minutes. I imagined her with that skirt and that shirt... at the bar with him... ufff... it made me incredibly horny. I looked at the photo she had sent me and got rock hard. I thought about masturbating to fall asleep afterward but I liked it, I was addicted to that feeling of not knowing what they might be doing while being super turned on.

I considered writing to Edu but managed to restrain myself. I had no idea how he was going to make his move on her. Finally, almost at two in the morning, I wrote to María:

“So you’ve forgiven him?”

I stared at the screen. She wasn’t receiving it. A minute later I wrote to her again:

“Write to me when you get to the hotel, okay? I love you so much.”

I was a bundle of nerves and she wasn’t receiving what I was sending. I tried to calm myself down. To tell myself that after all, this was what I wanted, for them to be alone to see what would happen. Finally, I managed to fall asleep.

My alarm went off for work that Friday and I immediately grabbed my phone. Not only had María not written, but Edu had, after three in the morning. Terribly nervous, I read:

“Daaaamn!! I love your little slut after a few drinks... you don’t know what you’re missing. By the way... how nice to feel those smooth thighs... and so warm. Damn, she’s so hot!!”


CHAPTER 23

I had to read it several times. I couldn’t believe it. It’s impossible to describe in words what I felt. I was having a heart attack. I called María but her phone was off. I wrote to Edu but the message didn’t go through. Finally, I had to go to work without knowing what had happened or what to think. I tried not to overthink it, but hours passed and María’s phone remained off.

I eventually calmed down a bit, thinking it was probably just Edu showing off, and finally María called me after noon. She was in a hurry because, as she said, she was packing her suitcase to catch the train. She told me she was surprised to see nine missed calls from me. I told her it was because she hadn’t written to me when she got back, and she said her battery had died and she hadn’t put it on charge until that very morning.

Her tone was normal, and it seemed clear that what Edu had written to me could have been mostly bluster or bragging... Finally she said:

“I’m in a huge rush right now but when I get home I need to tell you about Edu.”

“Why? What happened?”

“Nothing... but he is definitely forward...”

“Really? But why?”

“Nothing... I’ll tell you later. I’m sure you’ll even like what I’m going to tell you. Can you pick me up at the station? I arrive at six.”

“Ugh, I can’t, impossible to leave before seven today. But seriously, you’re not going to tell me anything now?”

“Later at home, calmly, seriously, Pablo. A kiss, see you tonight then.”

“Ok... A kiss.”

I was surprised that she hung up like that, but even though I was still anxious, I was much calmer now. I was eager to meet María and have her tell me everything. That bastard Edu had seen my messages but wasn’t responding. Fortunately, I got caught up in a work situation that kept me busy until closing time, because otherwise I would have been obsessing about it all day.

While I was driving home, Edu called me but I didn’t pick up. It seemed like everything had to be on his terms. As much as I wanted him to tell me what happened, the bastard had all day to respond to me and had completely ignored me.

I got home and María was on the phone with her mother. We gave each other a quick peck... God... maybe it was because I hadn’t seen her in four days and hadn’t had sex in six, but I was dying for her. She was wearing only a brown nightgown that was almost like being naked... I loved it when it was warm enough for her to walk around the house in one of those two or three nightgowns she had. Her hair was slightly pulled back, in a somewhat chaotic and casual way... which gave her an image of tremendous natural beauty. She paced from the kitchen to the living room and from the living room to the kitchen while talking to her mother, and I couldn’t take my eyes off her... she couldn’t be hotter! No matter how many times I’d masturbated, it hadn’t calmed me down in the slightest, quite the opposite.

Edu called me again and I put my phone on silent and flipped it over. I went to the bedroom and stripped down to just my underwear and t-shirt, then went back to the living room. Finally, María hung up the phone and we shared a much less chaste kiss. She asked about my week, saying that with all the nonsense going on, we’d only talked about her. At that moment I realized that I’d been so absorbed with everything that I hadn’t even told her I would be working the next day, even though it was Saturday. She was quite surprised, logically, but I told her that many people worked one Saturday a month and that we were finishing a project and this Saturday was best. She asked if I couldn’t work from home, but it was impossible. I was telling her all this while we were having dinner, and needless to say, I wasn’t very interested in telling her anything, especially that, which annoyed me quite a bit, but rather in having her tell me what happened.

She started talking about things from those conference days, delaying the inevitable until, both of us on the couch, I said:

“Well, what, are you going to tell me about Edu now or what?”

“Haha... already? Well... let’s see... Yesterday the five of us had dinner, fine, normal, everything very calm. It’s just that when the boss is there, everything is more boring, and then, in the end, Ángel, Edu and I went to a bar. One that was next to the hotel. Once there, Ángel started talking with some guys who were also from the conference and had a similar plan to ours, and Edu told me he needed to talk to me. So we went to the bar, sat on some stools and ordered drinks.”

“Just Edu and you?”

“Yes. And then he started apologizing to me. Apologizing for this morning... apologizing for last night... and so on.”

“What a guy... And did you accept his apologies?”

“Well, I was quiet, I just didn’t really trust that he was being sincere. And then, that it hadn’t been professional on his part... that the conference wasn’t for picking up people... and by the way, he didn’t say anything about Nati, as if he were single, you know? He talked to me as if he didn’t have a girlfriend. And then, Ángel came over and interrupted us with those guys and started with the story that we couldn’t be left alone, that yesterday we had been left alone and who knows what time we had gotten back... like ohhh... what a coincidence that both of us overslept today... as if joking that we liked each other or whatever. And I, well, besides thinking he was an idiot, was pretty uncomfortable because one of the guys... well, I had talked to one of those guys the day before and he knows I have a boyfriend.”

—“And how does he know that?”

—“Oh, it was nothing. We were talking about which city I lived in and something about rent or whatever, and when he asked who I shared an apartment with, I told him my boyfriend. Just small talk. But imagine my face with Ángel saying all that stuff when the day before I’d told this guy I lived with my boyfriend. And to make matters worse, Edu jumped in saying... ‘shut up, Ángel’... ‘I wish’... ‘She’s the hottie of the office’... ‘right?’... ‘we’re all’... ‘crazy about her’... or ‘in love with her’ or something like that.”

—“Haha, what a guy,” I didn’t want to interrupt her much.

—“Well, we had another drink with them, or two, I don’t know. All of us at the bar. Until the guys went to a table and Ángel I think went back to the hotel. And then, with Edu and me alone again, he apologized for what had happened at his place too. And of course, I was shocked. He said those weren’t the right ways to receive a colleague from the office... that he realized it when I left...”

—“Wait, wait, so he was implying that you had seen his package then.”

—“Well, not implying, he actually said something like ‘I can’t receive a female colleague wearing short pants and showing off.’”

—“He said ‘showing off’?”

—“Yes, yes. And I was about to respond or play dumb when he said: because I know you noticed. And to top it all off, he brought up that damn topic of when I... was without a bra in my office... anyway. He said something like even though he’d called me out that time, there he was doing practically the same thing but the male version.”

—“What a character...”

—“Yeah. Look... I’m summarizing, but things were just coming up naturally. I don’t know. I was a bit uncomfortable but also fine.”

—“What do you mean fine?”

—“That the topic was weird but I didn’t see it as that serious. And so, we kept talking and then he said something like it was his weakness or that I’d hit his weak spot... like that day in the office... when my chest was visible through my shirt... that it was like the most, you know, part of a woman or something like that, like the quintessential erogenous zone, whatever, something like that. And he says because for men of course... there are fewer of those zones. Well, I don’t know how he ended up asking me and I told him that for a man, I don’t know... the back... or... the chest if it’s well-defined... the eyes... that I don’t have a list of zones that attract me in a man, you know? And then he says something like, ‘well, setting aside the obvious, right?’ referring to... you know...”

—“Yeah, like saying the back and eyes and whatever you want but the dick comes first.”

—“Yeah, something like that.”

—“Damn, María, what conversations... talking about erogenous zones with Edu in the wee hours, after a few drinks...”

—“Yes, but I don’t know, it didn’t seem forced.”

I was already unable to hide my erection. María had to be noticing. We were both on the couch, reclining at opposite ends, facing each other. Lying on my back, my cock was throbbing on its own and a small tent was forming...

—“And then... when he really went overboard was with what he said next... And it was like... how did it go... he said something like, well for me with a girl, apart from the obvious, the tits or the ass... I like knees. And I must have looked like this guy is crazy. But he doesn’t hold back and puts his hand on my knee. The truth is that the stools were very close together and our legs were almost touching as we were turned to talk face to face. And wait, here comes the best part, I ask him what he means about knees, and I was almost laughing, and he says something like: well, more than the knees... here. where it starts becoming thigh... and he moves his hand and puts it on my thigh, I mean, almost on the knee but it was already thigh, really.”

—“You’ve got to be kidding me...”

—“Of course... I was stunned, like frozen. He put his hand just above, between the knee and the skirt. I was quite surprised, that really came out of nowhere and he kept his hand there and I automatically thought... first I thought ‘remove that hand right now’ but I also thought ‘when I tell Pablo about this he’s going to die.’ But he didn’t remove it and he says: ‘Are those guys looking?’ referring to the ones from the other office who were at the table, and yes, the one I had met was looking, he was pretending not to but he was looking, in fact I’d caught him looking at me before. And I don’t know... it wasn’t really anything, it was on my thigh yes but almost at the knee and between wanting to tell you about it and that guy looking... well, I didn’t push his hand away. And he said something like: ‘They’re such horny busybodies, if we make out they’ll die of envy.’”

—“He said that?”

—“Yes, and he said it like... I don’t know... like ‘if I hook up with you now they can go screw themselves,’ as if I wanted to, you know. That’s when I thought: ‘this guy might still get slapped.’ But not content with that, I don’t know if seeing that I wasn’t protesting, he stood up and that’s when he moved his hand up a bit more.”

“Seriously?? How far??” my cock twitched... I couldn’t hide it anymore.

“I don’t know, a bit, but under my skirt already.”

“And what did you do? How far up?”

“Well, I don’t know, maybe halfway up, and of course, I told him ‘stop.’”

“Uff. What a guy...” I put my hand on my cock... maybe it was my imagination... but I could see María’s nipples showing through her nightgown in an exaggerated way... I didn’t think they had been that hard before.

“And what did he do?” I was no longer holding back and was stroking myself under my underwear.

“Well, the bastard didn’t remove his hand and asked me ‘Stop?’ like saying: ‘Are you sure you want me to stop?’ He’s such a delusional jerk... really, how disgusting... And I told him: ‘Take your hand off now.’ And the idiot says: okay, and squeezes my thigh a bit before removing his hand. God... that squeeze annoyed me like you wouldn’t believe.”

“Why?”

“What do you mean why? Come on...”

“But how long was he touching your leg?”

“In total?”

“Yes.”

“Well, not long, very little, I don’t know. A minute or not even a minute.”

“Damn, María...” I said, sighing... and without stopping touching myself.

“I can see that... yeah.”

“And what else?”

“Not much more. He stayed standing next to me talking as if nothing had happened.”

“And nothing else?”

“Well... after a while he kind of asked if they were still looking at us and I said something like ‘look, enough already, I’m bored with this topic.’ And that was it, there was no going back, he was being so stupid, he told me if I was bored I could leave, that nobody was forcing me or whatever. Just being very cocky, you know. He can go from talking normally or even being nice to being such an asshole...”

“Yeah... but until what time, and did you leave or did you all leave...?”

“Well, I think I went to the bathroom and when I came back he was with the other guys and then, we paid and all went back to the hotel, I think we arrived around three something... I don’t know, by four o’clock I was definitely in bed.”

I couldn’t get María’s phrase out of my head: “that’s when he put his hand a bit further up.” God... my cock was leaking under my underwear non-stop. I imagined Edu standing next to María, feeling her up under that leather skirt... what a bastard... and God!! how it turned me on...!! I think nothing had ever made me hornier in my life than imagining that scene.

“Well, it’s clear he wants you, I was right,” I told her.

“Come on... I think he’ll take anyone.”

“Don’t you think he specifically wants you?”

“No, this guy goes after anything that moves.”

I kept touching myself under my underwear and looked at María’s tits and huge nipples under her nightgown, I could even see her areolas through it... and her nipples were like two peaks, which wasn’t normal.

“And it didn’t turn you on?” I asked her.

“Of course not.”

“He touches your leg like that and it didn’t make you even a little horny?”

“No, you turn me on...”

At that moment I took one of María’s feet and placed it on my member. She didn’t laugh or look surprised. Her cheeks were already flushed. We stayed silent for a while as she kept her foot there and I tried to process everything she had told me. Finally, she ended up suggesting we go to the bedroom, but she looked so hot lying there and I was so turned on that I couldn’t take it anymore. I ended up lying on top of her, we kissed and groped each other like we were in heat... my hands pulled her hair back a little as I kissed her, I fondled her tits over her nightgown and we shared some incredibly dirty kisses. I rubbed my pelvis against hers and she was already moaning from the friction, she was incredibly horny. I moved one of my hands to her thighs and whispered: “Did he touch you here or higher up?” and she responded that she didn’t know. Then I asked if she had liked how he touched her and she replied: “I like it when you touch me...” I insisted and she ended up asking me to drop the subject, that she was tired of talking about him.

I knelt on the floor and pulled her hips closer... I lifted her nightgown a bit and some black panties appeared, which I immediately removed. God... when I saw her pussy I almost died, her lips were already swollen and slightly parted... I could have entered her without any more foreplay, it was incredible how turned on she was.

“Damn, María... look at you... you’re ready for me to put it in.”

“It’s been almost a week...”

“Yeah... but even so...”

I brought my mouth there, kissing her thighs first and then carefully kissing the entrance of her pussy... I stuck out my tongue and soaked myself in all that juice she was releasing. It was incredible how good she tasted. She reclined a bit more and let out an incredibly erotic “oooh.” What followed was an intense session of oral sex. I kissed her clitoris and separated her lips with my tongue until she was writhing with pleasure; she was releasing so much fluid that I couldn’t believe it. María kept sighing and I continued eating her out, opening her up more. When I noticed she was close to coming, I would stop and take off my shirt and underwear before going back to it, and when I saw again that she might climax, I’d pause to kiss her thighs. The third time I noticed she was about to come, I stopped and pulled down the straps of her nightgown, freeing her gorgeous breasts...

“God... you’re killing me...” she whispered the third time I’d left her on the edge of orgasm.

I’d been going down on her for about fifteen minutes. Looking up, I could see her completely flushed, with her breasts incredibly swollen... she would put her hand on my head or on her breasts... when she was about to come her legs would tremble and I would stop and carefully kiss her thighs again.

“You’re going to stain the sofa...” I said mischievously.

“God... make me come... please...”

I looked at her pussy... the image was incredible... it was so open and her lips so swollen that I couldn’t believe it. I stood up and immediately María sat up and took my cock in her mouth. She had never gone for my cock like that before. It was incredible. I put my hands in her hair, undid her bun and enjoyed an intense blowjob, so intense it almost hurt, she took it all the way to my balls... she sucked it with the help of one hand while the other went down to her clitoris to finish what I had started.

“Tell me it turned you on, María. Tell me it turned you on when he touched you.”

She didn’t answer, her mouth wouldn’t let go of my cock.

“God, María... tell me it made you horny...”

She removed her mouth, but not her hand, and without stopping masturbating me and looking at me she said:

“You know what turned me on?”

“What?”

“That the other guy saw Edu feeling me up.”

That “Edu feeling me up” almost made me come... said like that it sounded so erotic that my legs were trembling.

“Really? Why?” I asked.

María sitting and me standing in front of her. She had stopped touching herself and with both hands was playing with my cock and balls. I looked down and saw her flushed face, her enormous breasts, her nightgown tangled around her waist and even her pussy lips protruding.

“It turned me on... I don’t know...”

“But why?”

“I don’t know... he probably thought I was a slut... having a boyfriend and letting myself... be... like that...”

“He probably thought you were a bit of a whore...”

“I don’t know... maybe...”

“God and that turns you on...”

“I don’t know... at that moment... a little, I don’t know.”

María stopped playing with my cock to masturbate me quickly with one hand while touching herself with the other. I soon noticed I couldn’t hold back anymore.

“God, María... if you keep going I’m going to come right now...”

She got ahead of me at that moment... as she started moaning... convulsing... the speed with which she rubbed her clitoris with her other hand was incredible... her breasts bounced as she moved her arm like that, it was a fucking spectacle... then she let go of my cock and began to moan... she closed her eyes and touched herself with both hands... as she brought her hands together her breasts also came together... the image was to die for... but the one who seemed to be dying from pleasure was her as she exploded in an incredible orgasm, her moans and sighs were incredibly erotic. I grabbed my cock and began masturbating in front of her face. She kept moaning... almost screaming with pleasure while the skin of my cock moved back and forth just inches from her face... we stayed like that for a few seconds until I told her I couldn’t take it anymore... that I was coming... she was finishing her orgasm and opened her eyes and said “No, no, stop!” but an unexpected jet shot out of my cock and went straight to her face, she closed her eyes and turned her face away, sitting up a bit so I wouldn’t splash her face anymore, the second jet hit her neck and the following ones her cleavage and breasts while she told me to stop and my legs were trembling so much I thought I would faint as I kept coming on her like I never had before. I shot at least six or seven jets onto her breasts, completely soaking them... I couldn’t understand how I was coming in such a brutal way. I ended up exhausted and sat down on the coffee table in front of her as she leaned back... with a splash of semen that went from her cheek to her chin, it had missed her eye by a miracle, and with all her breasts covered in my cum.

“Fuck, you’re an asshole, man...” she said immediately before going to the bathroom.

I think it took me almost a minute to get up from the table. When I reached the bathroom, María had already taken off her nightgown and washed her face. She got into the shower without saying anything to me, and I cleaned myself up. When she came out of the shower, she said:

“Couldn’t you have warned me?”

“Damn, María, I couldn’t stop.”

“Fuck off, Pablo... does that seem normal to you?”

“Come on, it’s not that bad.”

“What do you mean it’s not that bad? Next time warn me so I can move away...”

“And shoot it all over the sofa?”

“I don’t know, man... on my tits if you want, but on my face? Are you kidding me... do you think I’m some kind of whore or what?”

“Come on, María... don’t be angry.”

My girlfriend went to the bedroom. I took a quick shower, also giving her some time to cool off. Finally, I joined her, and I couldn’t deny that we had never or almost never been so turned on, and I told her so.

“Fine, Pablo, but that doesn’t mean you can... I don’t know... treat me like that.”

“I didn’t treat you any particular way.”

“Come on... coming on my face... do that with a prostitute if you want.”

“Alright, María, enough. I’ll warn you next time, that’s it. You can’t tell me it wasn’t good.”

“I already told you it was, except for that part, the rest was definitely good.”

We put on our pajamas, brushed our teeth, and once we were both in bed, I moved closer to her from behind.

“Ohhh... you’re at it again... you have to get up early tomorrow...” she said in a tone that was already different.

“Yeah... don’t remind me... but we didn’t actually have sex in the end.”

“Yeah... I noticed,” she laughed.

“You know what we could do tomorrow?”

“What?”

“We could go out for a drink... you wear the clothes you wore last night... and we could act out a bit how it was with Edu...”

“Hahaha... seriously?” María turned toward me, now completely in a good mood.

“Yeah... why not?”

“I hung that shirt up when I got home, I don’t know if it’s wrinkled now.”

“Well... it can be ironed... or you can wear something else.”

“Okay... but there’s not much to act out... it was just a minute.”

“It would be nice... and then you can explain to me about how it turned you on that the other guy saw him touching you.”

“Hahaha, you don’t miss a thing... as soon as I said it, I thought, ‘oops, I hope he doesn’t fixate on that.’”

“Hahaha, I catch everything.”

“Well, good night. I love you so much... even though you can’t control your shots,” she said, almost laughing.

“I love you so much too.”

I fell asleep, deeply in love, and wondering if Edu’s version would match hers. I trusted her, but I couldn’t be one hundred percent sure that María hadn’t wanted to soften it for me or who knows what. Anyway, I wouldn’t take long to find out.


CHAPTER 24

The next day at work I realized I’d done the right thing by working that Saturday. Even though nobody had said anything to me and I was getting my work done, I’d started to get paranoid about whether my performance might be slipping a bit, and it wasn’t easy to concentrate with everything that was happening to me. Besides, after lunch, Edu wrote to me saying something that would surely distract me for the rest of my workday:

“What’s up Pablo, don’t you want me to tell you or what?”

I decided to call him instead of texting back and forth. He seemed quite calm, in a more relaxed tone, and was surprised that I was at work. Finally, he ended up asking:

“Has María told you anything?”

“Yes, she has told me.”

“Damn, it was incredible, huh.”

“Yeah... that you touched her leg a little.”

“A little? She told you a little?”

“Yes... like for a minute, near her knee.”

“Hahaha... you’re messing with me, man. I was feeling her up for as long as it takes to finish an entire drink... and I barely missed touching her panties.”

Something terrible surged through my body. All I managed to say was:

“What?”

“Haha, come on Pablo, if I had just touched her knee for a minute, believe me, I wouldn’t have even written to you that night.”

“Right...”

“Hey, are you doing anything after work today?”

“Well... I’ll have dinner and get a drink with María.”

“Hmm... couldn’t you make up something?”

“Make up what?”

“Well... look... you and I have dinner somewhere, a couple of tapas, a couple of beers, make something up, and you can see her afterward.”

I was quite nervous, well, more like very nervous; between his version not quite matching María’s... and lying to my girlfriend...

“Come on, man,” he continued, “tell her you’re having dinner with some work colleagues and you’ll see her afterward. I can tell you everything in half an hour.”

“Alright....”

I don’t know how I agreed... or rather, I do know, and it was because having him tell me his version was too tempting. I arranged to meet him at nine-thirty and María at a bar at ten-thirty. I told María I was having dinner with people from work like Edu had suggested... I felt strange... I knew my girlfriend wouldn’t find out, the place where I was meeting Edu was quite remote... but even so I felt a bit uneasy, I had rarely ever lied to María.

I had that feeling again that this was all too much for me. Until that week, things had been relatively calm, but suddenly in those few days a lot had happened... and now I was going to meet with Edu... I didn’t know if that pace of events might overwhelm me... that things might go too far... the problem was that I also didn’t know how far I myself wanted to go.

At nine-thirty I arrived at the place, which turned out to be a tavern that looked pretty bad from the outside but was very nice inside. It consisted of a bar and some huge barrels as tables with wooden stools. Edu was already there, dressed very formally, looking especially tanned, and it seemed like he hadn’t cut his hair since the first time I’d seen him, so his preppy surfer look had intensified. We ordered some beers and tapas that he seemed to know well. I couldn’t deny that I was quite tense; almost every time I had talked to him face to face had been after a few drinks, but there I was after a long day at work and nervous about what he might tell me. Despite being just a 28-year-old kid, I couldn’t deny that his presence was quite intimidating.

He took a sip of his beer and went straight to the point:

“Look man... how do I put this, do you want me to fuck her?”

I was left speechless, not expecting such a direct question. Finally, I said:

“Well, I think we already talked about that a while ago.”

“Okay, so that’s a yes. That’s what I remember you telling me that night.”

An uncomfortable silence followed. They brought the tapas and he continued as if nothing had happened while I was a bit stunned; he looked at you with these very blue eyes that were intimidating while not conveying too much trust.

“Look, because sometimes I see you as a bit yes-but-no. Anyway. To the point. Damn... we went to dinner, the dinner was boring as hell and then we went for a drink. And I did what I told you I was going to do, more, the advice you had given me. I mean, I apologized for all the things I could think of and then there were some annoying guys around and I told them María was the pretty one from the office... blah blah, the usual stuff.”

I could barely eat, while he talked and ate as if he were discussing the weather.

“So, this... well, we were at the bar and damn... You wouldn’t believe, well, actually you would because you know perfectly well... anyway, you wouldn’t believe how noticeable her tits were. She was wearing a shirt and all but whenever she leaned forward you could see everything, I got bored of seeing her bra, damn... it made you want to slip your hands in there... or just touch them directly... Damn! I don’t know man... leather skirt... shirt that showed quite a bit... you’d have to be really naive to think she wasn’t asking for it.”

I, as usual, felt bad about how he was referring to María, but at the same time my cock was twitching on its own from how he was talking about her...

“And I don’t know what nonsense I told her... oh yeah, that no matter how much she talked about other things, the man’s erogenous zone is... well, his cock. Did she tell you about that?”

“Yes.”

“Good. And then I said to her half-jokingly: ‘A good cock, right?’ Haha. I think at that moment I was even more drunk than she was... because with that boring dinner we drank quite a lot, because it was either drink or die of boredom there. And then... she said... ‘Yes, of course.’ Damn... I say ‘a good cock’ and she says ‘yes, of course.’ That’s when I saw things were getting interesting. And I asked her if it had been a big scandal how you could see it outlined in my pants that day she came to my house and she said ‘yes, quite a bit.’ She told you that, right? I had already told you that I caught her looking at me.”

“Yes, yes. She told me.” I said, knowing that she hadn’t exactly told me that.

“Well, but the best part wasn’t that. The best part is that I don’t know what excuse I used to start touching her leg, and I could see she wasn’t pushing me away. And I thought, ‘damn, it can’t be this easy.’ But I kept my hand there for a while... we talked about those annoying guys who were further away, if she knew one of them, that I had talked to him and whatever, and meanwhile she was drinking so calmly, without pushing me away, and I was already moving my fingers, caressing her a little...”

When he told me that... and I imagined it not just with his hand simply there, but caressing... I got incredibly turned on... I couldn’t help it... and I couldn’t even eat anymore.

“I swear I was thinking, this is a done deal, and then I stood up and put my hand under her skirt... damn... what skin, man... well, you know... and don’t think I touched her on the outside... no, no, on the inside of her thigh. Damn... I thought I was reaching her pussy and the bitch wasn’t saying anything... And then she told me to stop. Damn... I had my hand I think about... I don’t know... five centimeters from her panties, she had her thighs... damn, she had her legs pretty close together and it was incredibly hot... and it seemed like the closer to her pussy, the hotter her thighs were. I had my entire hand under her skirt.”

The son of a bitch was making me so horny that I thought I needed to tell him to stop so I could go to the bathroom to jerk off. God...! I could feel my cock literally soaking my underwear. I was leaking so much that I wondered if it was already staining my suit pants.

“And in the end... well Pablo, I think she told me to stop again, and in a different tone... so I took my hand out. But man... I don’t know... I swear her eyes seemed to be saying something else. Maybe if those other idiots weren’t there... or with a couple more drinks... Well, going back to what I told you on the phone, it was definitely not just a minute.”

“Yeah, well...” I said.

The waiter arrived and interrupted us. I checked the time, it was flying by. Where I had arranged to meet María was a bit far. I didn’t have much more time, and I didn’t know if I wanted to ask Edu a thousand questions or none at all.

“By the way, I had fucked a young girl the night before... María told you that, right?”

“Yes, yes... that you guys kept her up all night.”

“Haha, yeah man... and I swear I had to cover the girl’s mouth, you know... not because of María, I wouldn’t have minded if María heard, but damn, the boss’s room was just two rooms away, haha, damn... Oh! Of course, I hadn’t told you. It’s true that I was planning to test the waters with María on Wednesday but this little girl made it too easy... and I thought, well, tomorrow’s another day. Hey, María won’t say anything, right?”

“About what?”

“Well, to Paula... who’s her little friend, and who’s friends with Amparo... who’s friends with Nati... haha, you know... that information chain.”

“No way... María doesn’t get involved in those things.”

“No, well, it’s just that you told me that day that María was one of those... female solidarity types...”

“Yeah, well... but not to the point of getting involved where nobody’s asking her to.”

“Better... not for any reason... but one less mess... And... what else... Well, the scolding she gave me the next morning was a bit surreal. I was wrecked, super sleepy, first the other guy wakes me up and shortly after María knocking on the door, I open it and I was half-dressed, and the little minx starts saying it was disrespectful and all that... but she couldn’t take her eyes off me.”

“Half-dressed but how?”

“Well, I was almost finished... I was putting on my shirt. I wish she had come five minutes earlier haha.”

The conversation drifted a bit... we paid, and when we were about to say goodbye, I asked him if he had already prepared the next step and he told me not really, that they were going to continue working on that case, that the partner wanted them to keep looking into things... but nothing concrete.

“And do you see it as easier or more difficult than before this trip?” I ended up asking. I was trying to hide my tension, to disguise that what he was telling me turned me on and that he intimidated me.

He took his time to respond.

“Well... in these few days you end up making more progress than you would in three months at the office with her. It was a good opportunity... and I think things are going well. I mean, I even thought it was a done deal, but then when she stopped me... I don’t know... although I repeat that her eyes seemed to be saying something else, I don’t know, man. What I can tell you is that she’s totally into you... if she doesn’t mention you every third sentence, it’s not far off. And with this I mean... it’s up to you.”

We said goodbye and I didn’t know if I hated him or if I could almost find him somewhat likable. María was right that he could seem either nice or a complete asshole. I arrived right on time at the bar where I had arranged to meet María. In fact, I got there before she did. I ordered a beer at the bar and five minutes later she arrived wearing heels, that leather skirt and the pink shirt from the night with Edu... God... she looked so hot! I think everyone in the bar turned their heads to enjoy the view. God... she looked stunning... and I still had everything Edu had told me in my head, I’d been hard for over an hour... She sat on the stool next to me and said in an especially sweet tone:

“How were your work friends? Nice?”


CHAPTER 25

I had barely spoken with María all day, practically just to tell her I wouldn’t be having dinner with her, which is why I expected her to show up in normal clothes, playing dumb about dressing like she did the night with Edu, but no. There she was exactly as she had been with him, and that was the final straw for my excitement.

I told her a bit about my day and she told me about hers, which had mainly consisted of resting. It didn’t take me long to lean in to kiss her... she had just put on perfume and smelled to die for... I had always obviously been aware that I was dating a very beautiful girl, but since this whole story had started, I’d realized she was even hotter than I thought. The way Edu referred to her made me see that probably not only did he think that about her, but absolutely any man who crossed paths with her. By the second kiss I already told her:

“You look spectacular... damn... it really turns me on that you’re dressed the same as Thursday.”

“Yeah... Listen... I put on the same clothes... and of course I know we’ll play a bit... but I don’t want tonight to be all about Edu, okay?”

“Okay.”

“Actually... I was thinking... that... today I’ll tell you some more things I remembered that I haven’t told you yet, but maybe after that we could take a few days to calm down.”

“How calm?”

“Well, I don’t know. You know I’m going to my parents’ house next weekend. If you want, we can fantasize today... and then take a break from the topic until I come back the following Monday.”

It was to be expected that as soon as she had a little time to think, she would decide to slow things down a bit. I told her I accepted her proposal, but inside I was thinking I would be able to convince her throughout the week to break that new agreement.

I put my hand on her thigh and gave her another kiss, this time with tongue... I was incredibly turned on, I could still feel the dampness in my underwear from what Edu had been telling me. She accepted and returned the kiss but ended up cutting it off discreetly; she wasn’t one for making scenes in public.

“Did he have his hand here?” I asked her.

“Well, a bit closer to the knee.”

“And seriously, only for a minute?”

“I don’t know... maybe longer, I just can’t really estimate. Five minutes maybe.”

“Five? Damn, María, that’s quite a while.”

“Well, Pablo, now you’re going to make it seem like I did something wrong.”

“No, no. I didn’t mean it that way.”

“No, because that’s all I need. For starters, if you hadn’t been going on about this since March, I probably would have gone straight from dinner to bed.”

“Yeah, yeah, I’m not saying it because of that, it just surprised me, that’s all.”

“I mean, seriously, if it weren’t for you... if he had even touched my elbow I would have slapped him.”

“Haha, well, and then... he stood up...” I did the same and stood up next to her and began to slide my hand under her skirt. María laughed.

“Are we seriously going to act it out?”

“Yes, of course.”

“Well yes... he did like this, a bit more on the inside.”

I put my hand completely on the inside of her thigh, until she stopped my hand.

“Okay, that’s enough.” She stopped me.

“Was it up to here?” I said with my hand halfway between her knee and her pussy.

“Yes, around there.”

“So he still had a way to go before reaching your panties.”

“Well Pablo, of course he did. You can take your hand out now... People are looking at us.”

I knew she was playing a bit hard to get but that she was pretty turned on... I knew her perfectly... I kissed her on the lips... her lips were very moist and I took my time kissing them without using my tongue... until I ended up whispering that the feel of her thighs was enough to drive anyone crazy, that Edu had definitely jerked off thinking about her that night.

“Well, let him jerk off, I don’t care...” she also whispered in my ear while discreetly removing my hand from her leg.

I sat back down across from her. It was very hot in there although it was somewhat cold outside. My suit felt excessive in every way. She also looked flushed; I couldn’t say she was as turned on as I was, but she couldn’t be far off; plus we had gone a whole week without fucking and with this whole story going on... It was true that if she leaned forward a bit, you could see part of her cleavage... perhaps not as exaggerated as Edu had said, but especially if she turned slightly, you could almost make out her bra. We continued kissing and drinking. By the second beer she was no longer cutting the kisses short, but it was true that that bar wasn’t very suitable for making out as it was quite well lit. María wanted to go home but I suggested going somewhere else; we finally went to a much darker pub where people were starting to arrive. At the back it had some high tables and some also quite high transparent plastic stools, and we sat there with a drink. We were kissing and I was touching her hair and face... god... she was so hot. I ended up asking her about the scolding she had given Edu on Thursday morning, and she emphasized that phrase he had said to her: “aren’t you just jealous, María?” That phrase had definitely upset her terribly.

“And was he not right about that?”

“Yes, absolutely, I was insanely jealous,” she responded.

“I mean, not because you wanted to be that girl... not like you wanted Edu to fuck you instead of her, but jealous of being alone in a hotel room and hearing others having sex.”

“That’s definitely not what he meant.”

“No?”

“No, his tone was more like... you wish you were her.”

“Well, he’s full of himself, nothing new there. And you said his room was a disaster.”

“Yes, a complete mess... and he was still getting dressed even though we were already more than an hour late.”

“Getting dressed? But what did you see?” I asked, giving her another kiss.

“Well... getting dressed... I don’t know. Nothing really, he was putting on his shirt... just the time it took him to put it on, button it up and put on his jacket.”

I stood up, next to her, and moved my hand to her thighs, so much that she closed her legs as if by reflex, and I asked her what she had seen of his body. I had seen photos of him at the beach on social media and knew he was quite toned.

“Well, I saw his torso... I don’t know... haha, what was there to see, his abdomen... his chest...”

“And how was it?” I asked, kissing her neck.

“Mmm... well, good...”

“The bastard is ripped, isn’t he?”

“Yes... he looks good...” she answered as I was already caressing one of her breasts over her shirt.

“So... he has a great body...”

“Yes... his body is hot...” — uff, hearing her say that in my ear while I gently caressed her shirt over one of her breasts made my cock leak again like hours before with Edu.

“So you’re starting to like him more then...”

“He’s hot... but I don’t like him... I think he’s an idiot.”

“And what does that have to do with anything?”

“Well, if I think a guy is an idiot, I don’t like him no matter how good-looking he is.”

“That’s nonsense.”

“Not to me it isn’t.”

“So you like me because I’m nice to you?”

“Haha... come on, you know it’s not like that, don’t confuse me...” she said, bringing her hands to my face to kiss me.

We were incredibly turned on... I couldn’t take it anymore... Sometimes there were silences and we looked at each other with eyes that wanted to devour each other... Her gaze shone with desire and I kept my hand on the inside of her thighs... After an especially hot kiss, I moved my hand further and began to touch her pussy over her panties with the tips of two fingers. She sometimes broke off the kisses to check that nobody was watching or at least that we weren’t being too obvious. I moved my fingers there and managed to move them slightly up and down; I wasn’t quite sure how well or badly I was touching her until I felt her open her legs a bit more and whisper to me: “God... you’ve got me so turned on...” I discreetly unbuttoned one of her buttons and could see half of her breasts... I asked her if Edu had looked at them on Thursday.

“Mmm... I don’t know... I don’t think so.”

“No? Are you sure?”

“I don’t think so.”

“You should have unbuttoned one like I just did...”

“Uff... Pablo... with you, yes. With you, yes.”

“Can you imagine if you had done it? The bastard would have died...”

“And would you die too?”

“Yes... fuck, I’d kiss them right here... God...”

“Really? Uff... you’re killing me...” she said.

“You know what?”

“Mmm... what...”

“You could go to the bathroom and take it off...”

“Take what off?”

“Your bra.”

“You’re crazy... with this shirt you can see everything.”

“So what? People are doing their own thing.”

“I don’t know...”

“Come on...”

“I don’t know, Pablo...” she said, kissing me again and pulling away... she was blushing and her bra was visible through her shirt, she was right that if she took it off her breasts would be completely visible.

“What if you take off your panties...? Can you imagine if I touch you like I am now but without them?”

“Uff... I don’t know... we could go home now... I can’t take it anymore...”

I withdrew my hand to see if that would convince her to go to the bathroom and take off her panties. Again there was another silence where we looked at each other with desire. She buttoned up that button and said to me:

“I’m going to the bathroom and then we’ll go home, okay?”

“And will you take off your panties?” I said as I kissed her.

“What for... let’s just go home now... and...”

“And what?”

“And there you can fuck me...”

“Uff.. María...”

“Yeah... I’m the same way...” she said before going to the restroom... leaving me with my cock about to burst.

The place had filled up with young guys who must have been college students or not even that, and they weren’t subtle about checking her out. The truth was that neither she nor I belonged there at all.

I saw María coming back from the bathroom and trying to make her way through some guys, damn... she looked incredible! In those high heels, that leather skirt... her gorgeous tits... her long hair... When I saw a tall, dark-haired guy stop her and say something, she tried to walk past, but the guy insisted, hunching over to speak in her ear, and she gestured as if she couldn’t understand him. God... from his height that kid must have had a perfect view down her shirt! Damn... it turned me on so much seeing her there surrounded by those kids who looked like a pack of vultures.
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María was talking to him with a look of complete confusion. When another guy also started talking to her. Damn! They weren’t holding back at all! She was easily ten years older than them, but they didn’t care. She looked uncomfortable, and I assumed she hadn’t, but I thought about how incredibly arousing it would be if she had actually taken off her panties and was talking to them without them...

The tall guy wasn’t talking to her anymore but stayed by her side, staring at her breasts with complete shamelessness, while the other guy was whispering in her ear, standing very, very close. She ended up smiling... I couldn’t take it anymore... I slipped my hand inside my pants and adjusted myself a bit... damn... my underwear was completely soaked!

Finally, María got away from them and came toward me. I asked her what they had been talking about.

“Well, can you believe it, the dark-haired one asked me where the bathrooms were... what a way to hit on someone.”

“Haha, yeah.”

“My goodness, what’s happening with these younger generations...”

“It’s normal, María... you’re really hot, they’ve probably never seen anyone like you before. Of course they’re going to try their luck.”

“I don’t know, it was pretty uncomfortable.”

“You should be used to it by now... people trying to sleep with you...” I said, leaning in and giving her a quick kiss.

“Yeah...” she laughed. “According to you, everyone’s after me, everyone wants to sleep with me... you’re crazy.”

“Of course that’s how it is.”

Shortly after, we left the pub and debated whether to take the car or call a taxi. Mainly because I’d had about two or three drinks on top of the beers. We ended up calling for a taxi, but no one answered—at 2 AM on a Saturday, it was going to be difficult. We decided to head toward the car, kissing and groping each other the whole way. At one point, we shared such a passionate kiss that she ended up with her hands on my ass and mine on her breasts... I pushed her gently toward a wall next to an entrance. Pressing her back and butt against the wall. I kept telling her how hot she was while squeezing her breasts firmly and kissing her lips and neck as she squeezed my ass and let my pelvis move toward her crotch, almost as if we were having sex with our clothes on... We were more turned on than I could remember being in a long time.

“Mmm... Pablo... someone will see us...” she said, but she didn’t stop squeezing my ass, pulling my body toward hers.

“There’s nobody on the entire street, María...”

“Are you sure...?” she asked with a broken voice while trying to look around.

“Touch me... and feel what you’re doing to me...” I said, knowing she was going to be shocked. She looked around again and ended up sliding her hand inside the front of my pants.

“God! You’re soaked!”

“Yeah... what did you expect...”

She began to move her hand as best she could inside my underwear while we kissed and even bit each other’s necks. It wasn’t long before I slipped my hand under her skirt and started caressing her sex over her panties. María was trying to jerk me off, but all she could really manage was to squeeze my cock and release it a bit while I had already managed to pull her panties down to the middle of her thighs or lower. When I slipped a finger between the lips of her pussy, I thought María would melt right there. She let out a moan that she stifled against my neck, and I kept playing with those lips of her sex that were opening outward in an incredible way... until I inserted a finger inside her, which went in effortlessly... I had my middle finger inside her and was quickly moving it in and out while she kept squeezing my cock as best she could and more or less managed to pull the skin of my member back and forth a little. God!! What a finger-fucking I was giving her in the middle of the street!!

“You’re so hot, María... Damn... I love your pussy...! It drives me crazy...!”

She didn’t respond, just kept jerking me off with one hand while squeezing my ass with the other.

“Everyone wants to fuck you... those kids wanted to fuck you... Edu wants to fuck you... Admit it...”

“Uff... Pablo... what if someone walks by...”

“Nobody’s coming... Damn... look how easily my finger goes in...”

“Yeah...”

“Can you imagine if Edu passed by and saw us?”

“Mmm... I don’t know...”

“Edu... who you say is hot... Is he hot?”

“Mmmm... God! You touch me so well...”

“Is he hot?”

“Damn... ufff... yes...! He’s really hot...!” María closed her eyes; I’d found the right spot on her pussy, which was opening more and more by the moment...

“What did you think when he was getting dressed?”

“Well... I thought he was an asshole... but that he has an amazing body...”

—He has a great body and drives all the girls crazy... isn't that right?

—Yes...

—And how did he fuck that girl?

—Mmm... don't stop... He fucked her well.

—Yeah?

—Yes, damn... he nearly killed her...

—Did she scream a lot? Did he make her come?

—Mmm... God... I don't know... but she was moaning non-stop... he was driving her wild with pleasure...

—Did you imagine how he was putting his big cock into that girl? Did you imagine the positions...? —I asked, again whispering in her ear... sliding my free hand down her neckline until I almost touched the nipple of one of her big tits...

—I don't know... I wasn't imagining them... but they were moving a lot... damn... I'm sure he fucked her in many positions...

—And what did you feel when you heard them...? —I started to slide a second finger inside her, which entered without much difficulty... María bent her knees so I could insert it better... I could feel the trimmed hair of her pussy completely wet and the inside of her pussy burning hot. She looked from side to side occasionally before letting herself be kissed again, always without stopping rubbing my cock. I repeated what she felt when she heard them.

—Mmm, I don't know... but the bastard was fucking her well.

—Yeah?

—Yeaah... damn... the bastard fucked her for three hours...

—And did it turn you on?

—Mmm... he turned me on...

—Him!?

—Mmmm... yes, when he moaned... fuuck...

—Did you get wet there when you heard him coming...?

—Fuck... I don't know... but yeeess...!! Yes god keep going and I'll come right here...!

—Did it turn you on how he came?

—Fuuck yeaah!!

—Are you coming here...? Remembering how Edu comes! Thinking about him!!

—Yeeess... goood... I'm coming here...!! I'm coming remembering how Edu was coming!!

I began to feel her legs trembling, I seriously thought she was going to die right there... I couldn't believe María was letting herself be masturbated like this in the street... When we heard footsteps and quite a commotion and we had to stop abruptly. We stood still and I pressed closer to her and we both removed our hands from where they were. A group of guys passed behind us and we remained silent until they passed.

—God... that was close —she said.

—I don't think they saw anything.

—Damn, what a shame.

I realized that María had her panties pulled down lower than her skirt, if any guy turned around he would see her panties down. She wanted to go to the car but after kissing her again and starting to caress her pussy again she slipped her hand back inside my underwear... When another group of people passed by and we stopped again and fixed our clothes.

The drive home was torture... I kept putting my hand on her thighs or her tits... and she brought some sanity telling me to drive carefully. In the garage and in the elevator... God...! If I didn't fuck her in the elevator it was only because she stopped me saying to wait a bit. But as soon as we entered the house she walked in front of me and I attacked her from behind, pushed her a bit against the living room sofa and she put her hands there for support.. I was fondling her tits from behind and pressing my crotch against her ass... I lifted her skirt and pulled down her panties a bit... she was telling me to wait a bit, not to fuck her like that, but I couldn't take it anymore, I opened my pants and pulled down my underwear which was completely soaked... my cock was completely hard... I put my hand on her back and bent her torso a bit forward and pushed her a bit more against the sofa and said:

—God... María... I'm going to fuck you now...

—Damn, Pablo... wait, let's go to the bedroom don't be rough...

But I just couldn't wait any longer: I aimed the tip and almost let myself fall onto her pussy.... pushing it all the way in... God...! Her pussy was burning hot! When I felt myself inside her body I already felt that I had released some precum deep inside. She let out a tremendous scream and said "be careful, damn it!"

I was like possessed and I leaned over her without stopping penetrating her... I was pulling her hair with one hand and holding her by the neck with the other and saying in her ear:

—Fuck... I was dying to fuck you...

“Uff... slow down... Slow down!”

“God... imagine if Edu was fucking you like this, huh...! If Edu was fucking you like this!”

“Mmm... damn it, Pablo! Be more careful...!”

“Tell me... do you imagine him putting it in you like this, huh!?”

She began to moan but told me again to penetrate her more slowly... I moved my hands to her breasts and began to unbutton her shirt as best I could... until I managed it and pulled down her bra with two tugs until her breasts were free, hanging enormously... I brought my hands to those huge tits, feeling her large, hard nipples in the palms of my hands... All while continuing to thrust into her rapidly... You could hear my pelvis slapping against her ass echoing throughout the living room while she moaned and occasionally shouted “God, slow down! Damn it!!”, but I couldn’t stop.

“Tell me, María... you’d like Edu to fuck you like this, huh...”

“No...”

“Tell me, damn it...”

“Mmm... Pablo... You’re hurting me!”

“Fuck...!! Tell me...!!”

“Stop Pablo, seriously!”

“Damn it, tell me!”

“Is that what you want, you bastard? Huh! Is that what you want?” she shouted at me.

“Yes!! Yes, damn it...!!”

“Is that what you want, you bastard!? You want him to fuck me!!”

“Yesss damn it!! I want him to fuck you!! And I want to watch it!! God...!! I want to see him fuck you!!”

I shouted in her ear almost literally drooling on her neck... and grabbing her breasts that I could barely encompass with my hands and pressing her against the sofa; I began to convulse and flood her without stopping... I was coming like crazy inside her... releasing everything I had been accumulating for hours and hours... with my pants half down, her skirt at her waist and her panties on her thighs, ramming her against the sofa, I was completely possessed as I emptied myself between moans and she received all those spurts inside her... I moaned and moaned into her neck and she, completely silent, received all my cum with composure and without any sign of pleasure...

I remained almost dead on top of her, but she immediately moved away, pushed me aside and went to the bathroom. She was probably angry... the fuck couldn’t have lasted more than two or three minutes.

I gave her a little time, it hadn’t been much more than twenty-four hours since she’d gotten angry with me for something similar... Finally, in the bedroom, I apologized to her.

“Don’t apologize to me, Pablo, just don’t do these things and then you won’t have to apologize.”

“Damn, María, you don’t know how turned on I was.”

“And you think I wasn’t? But you need to learn to control yourself, damn it. You’re like a child.”

“Yeah, María, I’m sorry.”

Lying in bed I realized I was quite dizzy... It wasn’t that I had drunk that much but I had barely eaten anything for dinner. It wasn’t long before I collapsed exhausted and fell asleep, and it wouldn’t be until the next day when I would realize what I had said to María before coming, that thing about wanting to see Edu fuck her.
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The next morning I woke up with a terrible sore throat and more of a hangover than I expected. María was already up, and I could hear her moving around the house. I soon realized that my girlfriend was as affectionate with me as always, or even more so. She teased me about my hangover, saying she felt perfectly fine, and called me a whiner because of my sore throat.

Scenes and phrases from the previous day kept coming to mind... obviously the most important thing was that I had told María I wanted to watch Edu fuck her... I didn’t know what was wrong with me, I didn’t even know what I wanted; I’d been dealing with this since March and we were just days away from July, and instead of having things clearer, the opposite was happening. I also remembered María telling me that sometimes I behaved like a child, and I thought she wasn’t wrong.

We went for a walk in the afternoon and ended up sitting at an outdoor café. I felt like it was really hot, but at the same time I was getting chills. The weather was stormy, and I thought that wasn’t helping my discomfort. The sun was out, but it could start pouring at any moment.

Another thing on my mind was María saying she found Edu’s orgasm moan arousing. I brought up the subject without preamble, but she wasn’t very receptive.

“Here we go again...” she said, though in a half-joking tone.

“What? I’m just curious.”

“Didn’t we agree to take a break from this topic until next week?”

“Yes, but this isn’t fantasizing about anything.”

“Pfff... well... I don’t know, yes, it was kind of hot, but it’s not a big deal.”

“But why did it turn you on? How was it?”

“It’s not like it really turned me on... I don’t know... it was... very masculine, very manly, I don’t know.”

“Aren’t my moans manly?”

“Haha... how should I know, Pablo? The last thing I need is to start comparing the sounds you guys make when... when you know.”

“And it also turned you on that the other guy was watching you.”

“Come on, Pablo, enough already, okay?”

“Alright, alright.” I moved closer to her and gave her a kiss, which she returned. We exchanged several pecks and cheek kisses.

I kept feeling worse and went to bed very early. The next morning, the only reason I didn’t call work to say I wasn’t coming in was because I’d only been there for two months. That Monday I was thinking about how sexually unfair I was being to María. Between one thing and another, we hadn’t had sex for about ten days, because the two minutes from Saturday night couldn’t really be called sex, especially not for her since she hadn’t come. So I texted her saying I would make it up to her that night. She jokingly replied asking how I could think about that if I was so sick, and then ended up telling me seriously that there would be no making up... she had her period.

The days of the week passed with the only news being that María told me Nati had joined her gym. It was a gym near María’s office where she and Paula sometimes went during their lunch break. Nati was studying for civil service exams and apparently had become friends with Paula through Amparo and had convinced her to join. I asked María if she had seen her in the locker room... naked or nearly so... and she told me Nati was very modest, well, that they all were.

María didn’t say anything about whether she felt sorry for her now, knowing what her boyfriend was like. The truth was that the whole Edu topic had completely disappeared, as if he didn’t exist, and I was worried that things might cool off. Plus, we were about to enter July, and in August they would take vacation at the office... I felt like I was racing against the clock. Also, neither Edu nor I had texted each other all week when in other weeks we’d had almost daily contact, writing about how hot María looked at work... what plans I had with her, etc.

Friday came and María went to her parents’ house. Between my semi-flu, or whatever it was, and María’s period, we hadn’t done anything all week, which didn’t stop me from constantly remembering everything I’d said about Edu and other arousing things that had happened.

I was having dinner at home when Edu finally texted me. Apparently, he knew María had gone away for the weekend and asked if I wanted to get a drink. I asked if he had any news about María, and he said no, that he had actually found her “a bit silly and cold.” I was still somewhat under the weather and didn’t see myself hanging out with Edu like buddies if he didn’t have much to tell me about María. I put him off, saying maybe I could the next day.

“I can’t tomorrow, dude, I have company. Alicia, that Andalusian girl, is coming over.”

“Which Alicia?”

“Damn, that chick I hooked up with at those conferences. She’s crazy about me. So tomorrow I’ll be fucking all day, since Nati is going to be studying all weekend.”

I was a bit thoughtful... I didn’t like that... Again, I was afraid he might lose interest in María.

“Is she hot?” I asked him.

“Haha, see for yourself... 24 years old... to die for,” and immediately he wrote me her first and last name.

I went on social media and quickly found her. The girl was incredibly hot. A very dark-skinned Cordoban girl with long, slightly curly black hair. I don’t know why I had imagined her smaller, but while not tall, she wasn’t short either. She was definitely high-maintenance... with photos of her horseback riding... her striped shirts... her fair and her well-to-do family. And very dark eyes with a sexy beauty mark on her cheek. She didn’t seem to have very large breasts but did have a nice ass. What a bastard, fucking a girl like that... in addition to fucking Nati... I continued searching among Edu’s friends and found Nati who had most of her profile locked down, but in her four or five photos you could see she was gorgeous... pfff an impressive blonde... What a son of a bitch!

I spent a long time looking at those photos and fearing that with Alicia’s appearance, Edu would lose interest in María. Afterward, I started looking for photos of María on my computer and found one from last summer, where she was sitting in a beach bar chair... with a dark green triangle bikini that left nothing to the imagination... with sunglasses, her hair tied back and wet, and with one hand making a V for victory while with the other she raised a mojito... Damn... she had incredible tits! I didn’t remember that photo... the most striking thing about it was that her nipples were slightly visible through the bikini. Damn... she looked amazing! She had this innocent expression but at the same time it was very, very sexual.

It wasn’t a distasteful photo... it wasn’t a photo that María had sent me privately... so I decided to send it to Edu and simply wrote: “You asked if I had any photos...”

Edu quickly wrote back:

“Daaaamn....!! Holy shit!! What tiiits!! Thanks man... God... she looks ready to be destroyed in that photo...”

“You see...”

“Fuck man... I’m going to have one hell of a jerk-off session tonight with this...”

“Hahah.”

“God... I just have to do it man... I have to fuck her...”

We didn’t write for a couple of minutes until he wrote again.

“Fuck, I have to fuck her, I can already see myself fucking Nati on Mondays... Alicia on Thursdays and María on Saturdays...”

“Damn, that wouldn’t be bad.”

“No, no, María all weekend, she’s the hottest one. And you watching, you want that..., don’t you? You bastard!”

“......”

“Hahaha... you’re going to see how I fuck her man... You’re going to see what it’s like to absolutely destroy a piece of woman like María with sex!!”
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I sat down on the sofa... God...! That phrase had left me stunned... the image that came to my mind was brutal... I immediately imagined Edu mounting her... fucking María like a beast and I already had a raging hard-on... I had to take it out right there and jerked off at full speed imagining María receiving Edu’s cock in every position I could think of... I came in less than a minute and had to go to the bathroom to clean up trying not to splatter the floor with what was dripping... I had known for months that what was happening to me wasn’t normal. Not satisfied with that, about an hour later, I went to bed and looked at the photos again. I looked at Alicia’s photos and... damn... she was insanely hot... that look in her eyes... exuded such sensuality... and I started jerking off thinking about her... Tomorrow that bastard Edu would be fucking her for hours... what a son of a bitch... it had been about five months since I’d jerked off thinking about anything other than Edu with my girlfriend... but that girl was... whew... I didn’t take long to come either, imagining that Andalusian rich girl riding my cock like crazy...

On Saturday I hung out with some friends, and again María, super bored at her parents’ place, kept texting me. She was being quite affectionate and told me she was sexually starving. I asked her how long it had been since we’d done it, as I assumed she wouldn’t even want to count what happened last Saturday.

“Well, today makes two weeks.”

“Already?”

“You see...”

“Well, your trip... your period...”

“Oh yeah... don’t you start talking, hahaha.”

That Saturday night I went out a bit more with other friends and got home at night but relatively early. I texted María telling her I was pretty horny... and she said she was too. However, I didn’t dare bring up the topic of Edu, I didn’t want her to think that without Edu in the picture I wasn’t interested in texting and fantasizing with her about things between us, but there was some truth to it. The fact is, I couldn’t see myself writing to María about how I would fuck her... it felt insufficient. She turned me on more than ever but I felt something was missing. I wrote to her saying it had been a while since we’d used the dildo and she said we didn’t need it. In the end we drifted a bit from the topic and didn’t end up having phone sex or sexting. When we stopped texting, I looked for the photo where she was having dinner with Edu, the one with that brown jumpsuit where Edu was touching her back... and I had an incredible jerk-off session imagining that I was also at that dinner... I saw how he touched her and she didn’t say anything... and they went to the restaurant bathroom and I followed them... and that bastard Edu told me to watch the door... and I heard how he fucked her in the bathroom... I heard María’s moans and gasps from the cock Edu was giving her, while I made sure no one was approaching... God..!!. I had a brutal jerk-off session imagining that!!

The next day I talked on the phone with María in the afternoon. At a certain point I brought up what I had permanently on my mind:

“Well, tomorrow the pact ends.”

“What pact?” she asked with an emoji of a smile with a drop of sweat falling.

“Haha, don’t play dumb...”

“Haha... well, let’s see... I think we should talk about it.”

“Talk about it? What is there to talk about?”

“Well... everything... if you want we can talk about it now.”

“Okay, tell me,” I said.

“Well, let’s see... it’s just that... sometimes you say things that I want to believe are just a fantasy or a game.”

“Yeah...”

“Yeah what? That it’s just a fantasy or that you mean it?”

“Yeah that... I don’t know, María...” the truth was that she had caught me by surprise, I didn’t know what to tell her.

“Look, Pablo, I just want you to tell me what it is... I mean... what do you want to happen.”

“Well... I want him to believe he can have you... like all the others, and for you to stop him... but the later the better, the more convinced he is before you stop him... so he knows he can have all women except you. Push it to the limit but for example don’t let him kiss you.”

“But how could he kiss me!! Have you lost your mind!?”

“Look María, that’s the thing... if he touches your ass a little... or feels you up... ufff... it turns me on so much that he does it and is left wanting more...”

“I’m not going to let someone touch my ass because it turns you on, Pablo. That seems crazy to me.”

“I’m not saying it doesn’t sound like madness, I know it does, but admit that the sexual excitement we’re having isn’t normal. Doesn’t it turn you on that he thinks he can have you and then you stop him at the end?”

“I don’t know, Pablo...”

“Think about it... imagine he feels you up a bit more, imagine that that day instead of your thighs he even touches your panties a little and then... when he thinks you’re about to give in... you stop him... that’s it, the further he gets without you giving in, the more exciting it is.”

“I don’t know... it seems...”

“Besides,” I interrupted her, “if he doesn’t kiss you... or fuck you... he’ll be stuck there... no matter how much he touches you... no matter how much you let him touch you... until he manages to kiss you, let alone fuck you, you’ll have him on a leash and humiliated...”

“Humiliated?”

“Yes, for someone like him, being with a woman who ultimately doesn’t fully give in is like a humiliation. Anything short of fucking you means nothing to him.”

“I don’t know, Pablo. It seems crazy to me.”

“But why?”

“Because it is. Imagine also if he starts telling people about it. Imagine if, I don’t know... one night I... let him touch my ass and then push him away... fine, I tell you about it, you get super turned on... and that ends up turning me on too... but then he goes and tells someone.”

“What would he tell? ‘I touched someone’s ass at work?’”

“Yes. Although, you’re right that him telling others wouldn’t be the biggest problem.”

“Come on, María, we’ve had some incredible sex... the day we used that big dildo was mind-blowing... the day we had phone sex with this was incredible...”

“Yeah... but we can do that without me needing to let him feel me up.”

“Pfff... it’s another level, María... if he touches your ass... or something... your panties... or brushes against your tits... and thinks he can have you... can you imagine how turned on we’d get?”

“You would.”

“And you a little bit too... and besides that... don’t you also want to mess with him a bit... let him think he can have you like all the others...”

“I don’t know... it seems like we’re getting ourselves into trouble... into I don’t know... a mess or whatever.”

“Well... I’ve already told you more or less... how I see it.”

“Yeah, well... we’ll talk about it later.”

That response surprised me. As if she was angry. So I wrote:

“Okay, fine, María.”

“Okay, kiss.”

“Kiss.”

We said goodbye and I wasn’t really sure if I had expressed myself well or how she had really taken it. María would come the next morning to drop off her suitcase at home and then go to work, but we wouldn’t see each other until evening. I felt a bit uneasy about how the conversation had ended, and she must have felt the same because she immediately wrote to me.

“Look, Pablo, I’m sorry, you know what bothers me the most? That we’re arguing because of that idiot.”

“Yeah, well... it’s not really arguing.”

“Well, whatever it is, but I feel bad about it.”

“Me too.”

“Well, just so you know, I love you very very very much, okay?”

“And I love you too, María, more than ever, really.”

She sent me some emojis with heart eyes and I sent the same ones back plus some big hearts and one blowing kisses... It was true that I loved her and was more in love with her than ever.

The next day I was counting the hours until I saw her. I was at work thinking about her, thinking about how I wanted to be with her, hug her, but also fuck her... make up for those two weeks without doing it.

In the middle of the afternoon I wrote to her, told her I was really looking forward to seeing her and also wrote:

“It’s been fifteen days... god... I’m dying to...”

“Tooo? Hahah.”

“To... fuck you.”

“Ufff, don’t tell me that... I’m also... super horny, seriously.” —And she put an embarrassed face emoji.

I was driving back home as night was falling, and it was raining like the flood, when María texted my phone:

“Edu is giving me a ride home, see you in a bit. Love you.”

I was quite surprised. It was true that María always walked to the office, we lived nearby, about a fifteen-minute walk, and it was raining... but it was definitely surprising that Edu was giving her a ride and not any female friend. Even more surprising was that I got home and she still hadn’t arrived, and that minutes passed and I still hadn’t heard anything.


CHAPTER 29

I calculated that María should have arrived home easily half an hour ago. I went to the bedroom to undress and when I was in my underwear and t-shirt, a colleague from work called me. We talked for a while about some project details for the next day, and from time to time I looked out the window and saw how the rain was gradually easing.

I heard María entering the house, her heels advancing down the hallway, and when she entered the bedroom I almost dropped my phone. The sight was incredible. She was wearing a dark pencil skirt and a white shirt that was soaked through, and her hair was also disheveled and wet. The shirt was truly drenched and clung to her body so much that you could not only see her bra, but clearly distinguish the straps, cups... the lace... but god... not just that... but her nipples were brutally visible! She put her purse on the chair and I immediately told my colleague we’d talk the next day... It wasn’t just María’s appearance, it was her look... she had an incredibly horny expression... we moved closer and kissed... that’s when I realized how wet she was... her clothes were damp and cold but her lips and hands were hot... Our tongues met in her mouth desperately, we had been longing for that moment for days; I wanted to know what had happened in that car but before that I wanted to feel María...

It didn’t take her long to pull down my underwear and start jerking me off forcefully... she was really very very turned on, I had rarely seen her like this. My hands went to her neck to kiss her and over her wet shirt I squeezed her tits while she began giving me an incredible handjob. In her heels she was at my height and seemed even more womanly, more powerful... and I had to whisper for her to stop if she didn’t want me to cum already. Not only did she not obey, but she immediately knelt down and without any preamble, without kissing my balls, without licking the shaft, without anything, she directly took my cock in her mouth and began giving me a blowjob that made my legs tremble... so much that I had to rest my hands on her head... God! The blowjob was incredible! You could hear the sound of my skin and my precum with her saliva, making that hollow sound... that echoed throughout the room... I told her “fuck... María... slower or I’ll cum now...” but she didn’t stop...

I was shocked, wondering what could have happened in Edu’s car to make her like this, I couldn’t believe that the lust and desire with which she was devouring my cock was solely due to her desire for me... She didn’t even look up, or pause... she just sucked and sucked and only took it out of her mouth for a second occasionally as if to catch her breath... I looked down and saw the back and forth movement of her head... her soaked shirt and her nipples seemingly trying to pierce through the shirt... I announced it to her. I said “God, María... fuck... I’m going to cum...!!” but she didn’t flinch, she continued sucking with even more lust if possible and I first felt a spasm and then a torrent that shook me and how I surrendered to pleasure feeling the first jet coming out of the tip of my cock... I bent my knees a little more and felt how another, and another, and another jet left my body and invaded María’s mouth which received all the liquid without stopping the back and forth movement of her head... she kept sucking and my orgasm was coming to an end... she kept sucking even though I had finished ejaculating and she kept sucking my cock... I had to ask her to please stop and I stepped back a bit. She stood up with complete composure and went to the bathroom to spit out everything I had shot into her mouth...

I was in shock, from the orgasm and from seeing her like this... I went to the bathroom and she was taking off her clothes which were soaked... We shared a sweeter kiss and even a hug... and I said:

“Damn, María... how you are... I don’t know if I’ve ever seen you like this.”

“Pablo, it’s been more than fifteen days.”

“Yeah, well....”

“Don’t ‘yeah well’ me... I’m going to shower, we’ll have dinner, and then you’re going to fuck me.”

I didn’t recognize her. Maybe it was just horniness and it was true that we had never gone so long without doing it, but the way she had sucked me off seemed insane.

María showered, dried her hair and put on a light blue nightgown similar to her brown one, and we sat down to have dinner. We kissed, more affectionately this time, and I asked her about Edu bringing her home in his car. She told me that she had left the office and stayed in the entrance waiting to see if the rain would ease up a bit because she didn’t have an umbrella or anything, in fact it had been sunny all day. And then Edu had come down and insisted on giving her a ride. She said she preferred to wait for Paula, to see if she would come down and take her, but given his insistence, she agreed.

“Better for me,” I smiled.

“Yeah... but you should have seen how it was raining, Pablo. The car was two blocks away and just crossing the street twice to reach the arcades was like having buckets of water thrown at us. And when we got to the car I felt I was soaked and tried to hide it as best I could.”

“But when you got into his car, were you as wet as when you came into the house?”

“What? Much more.”

“More?”

“Yes... I had dried off quite a bit by the time I got home.”

“Damn, María... you know how everything showed through when you were wet...”

“Yeah... you think I don’t know that? But that wasn’t the worst part... The worst... well, you know he couldn’t drive into our street because it’s residents only and they give tickets... so he parked a bit further up, by the vacant lot near the shopping center, to see if the rain would stop and I could walk those fifty meters home.”

“And was he looking at you?”

“Not while he was driving. But wait. There were several cars in that vacant lot and he says to me: ‘The people in that black car are definitely fucking,’ do you think it’s normal for him to say that to me?”

“Come on, María... that vacant lot is a makeout spot. Don’t tell me you’re just finding this out now.”

“What do you mean a makeout spot?”

“Damn... people go there to fuck, everybody knows that.”

“Well, I didn’t know. I thought he was messing with me. I was like, I don’t know why he’s bringing this up now...”

“And what happened in the car? He didn’t try anything?”

“No...”

“No? He didn’t even put his hand on your leg or anything?”

“Why don’t we go to bed and I’ll tell you the rest?”


CHAPTER 30

We went to the bedroom, lay down on the bed, and kissed for a very long time. Caressing each other gently... over our clothes, I caressed her ass, her panties, her breasts delicately, and she did the same over my underwear, my butt, my chest... I didn’t know if it was because of the blowjob or perhaps the shower, but she was much calmer now.

I kissed her lips, her neck, her cleavage... I pressed her breasts together and kissed her nipples through her nightgown, stuck out my tongue and moistened that area... I continued slithering downward and kissed her belly... I gathered her nightgown at her waist and discovered black panties... I kissed the inside of her thighs and placed a kiss on her panties. “Tell me,” I said.

—Umm well... first thing... haha, the first thing is that I can’t wear those types of bras...

—Why? —I asked, already beginning to stick out my tongue and licking very subtly at the silk of her panties.

—Because they’re very pretty... thin and with lace and all... but everything shows through. I need to have some with thicker cups because this won’t work.

—So you realized that everything was visible.

—Pablo... one thing is for the bra to be transparent... but I knew my nipples were showing.

—Yeah...

—What do you mean ‘yeah’... you have no idea the gymnastics I was doing to put my hair in front and try to unstick the shirt from my breasts...

—God... María... and he wasn’t looking at you while you were doing that... —I continued lightly licking over her panties... but I was already starting to notice how her lips were swelling and I began to recognize that scent...

—Well no... he was driving... asking me which way to go to get to our place... At some traffic lights he did look at me but just normally.

—Normally means at your face.

—Haha, yes... Well, anyway, until I told him he couldn’t drive into our street, he went up the hill, pulled into that open area and stopped the car. And there we decided to wait for the rain to ease up a bit.

I removed her panties and before me appeared that pussy that seemed especially delicate to me... with its lips somewhat swollen but still very close together...God... I was dying to separate them with my tongue! And I didn’t take long to do it... With the tip of my tongue I began to part them and she continued:

—And when, ufff... Pablo, seriously... you do this incredibly... uff... well when he stopped the car he did turn toward me and we talked... about how strange the summer had started, about whatever...

—And he was looking at you.

—Yes...

—Was he looking at your breasts?

—Mmm... Pablo...keep going... uff... yes... well, he was looking at everything...

I can’t describe in words the excitement I felt imagining María with her big tits showing through her clothes in Edu’s car and that bastard looking at them without holding back... I was already licking María’s clit and she was writhing with pleasure when I stretched out my hands to fondle her breasts and she made it easier by lowering the straps of her nightgown... letting my hands caress her naked breasts while her nightgown gathered at her waist. She brought her hands to my head and began to moan subtly...

—What was he looking at?

—Mmm... he was looking at my breasts mostly...

—And could he see your nipples through your clothes?

—Ufff... keep going... yes, but...

—But what?

—That I had put all my hair in front so they wouldn’t show... but... he... uff... mmmmm, keep going..

That “mmmm” from María along with her small hip movements told me she was close to coming...

—But... —she continued — that bastard told me to look, that they were surely fucking in that black car... and... and I looked to my right through the window... I told him I couldn’t see anything... fuck, Pablo... seriously... you eat me out incredibly...

—Go on... —I was delighting in licking her clit, pressing it with my tongue, and observing how her pussy was wide open even without having inserted a finger.

—Well... I turned my gaze back to him... and he looked at me... and goood...

—What?!

—Ummm, that bastard moved my hair aside... fuck... he pushed my hair back and looked at my breasts... without holding back...

—Seriously?! And he didn’t touch you?!

—Mmm.... fuck... Pablo... I’m going to come...!! God!!

—He didn’t touch you?!

—Mmm... no, but... God!! Ahhh...!!! I’m comiiing!!! I’m comiiing!! Ahhhh!!!

María put both hands on my head and literally pushed my face into her pussy as she began to writhe completely lost in pleasure... I felt how her pussy was melting in my mouth and an overwhelming scent of sex invaded me in the most intense way... she kept moaning and almost screaming with my mouth on her sex for a few blissfully endless seconds...

I pulled away from her... Obviously, my cock was about to burst... and I could see her pussy flushed and open, feeling like it was calling to me... but I asked her to turn around and went to the nightstand for the dildo. She seemed almost dizzy from her orgasm but obeyed. She got on all fours on the bed, watching from the corner of her eye as I grabbed the dildo but didn’t say anything. I positioned myself behind her with the dildo in my hand and said:

“Keep telling me.”


CHAPTER 31

I began to kiss her bare buttocks carefully, delicately... the feel of her skin there was fresh and smooth... so much that it made me incredibly aroused... I gave her little kisses there, waiting a bit for her to recover and crave my stimulation again.

María began to tell me that overall she was surprised that he hadn’t tried anything.

“And did you want him to try something?”

“Well no, I don’t know. It wasn’t that I wanted or didn’t want it, I was just surprised.”

My mouth moved from kissing her buttocks to kissing closer and closer to her pussy... God... it was incredible how open her lips were... in that position you could perfectly see how her open lips hung downward. I brought my tongue there with difficulty and María let out a sigh... until I began to use the dildo to penetrate her... I inserted the tip of that enormous plastic cock... which for me represented and had always represented Edu’s cock.

I inserted that object carefully and slowly and María let out very quick and incredibly erotic “uff” “ufff” sounds. I was jerking off with one hand and penetrating her with the plastic cock with the other... my cock was tiny compared to that thing...

“God... Pablo...”

“What... aren’t you going to keep telling me...?”

“I don’t know... God... fuck me... take that out and fuck me yourself...”

“Me...? You want me to put my pathetic cock in you?”

“Mmm... yes... I want to feel it...” —I had inserted the dildo halfway and left it still... it was María who was moving slowly back and forth, inserting it herself...

“Say it... say you want my pathetic cock inside you...”

“Fuck, Pablo... put it in me, come on...”

“Say it...”

“Mmmm... put your pathetic cock in me...”

“Yeees?”

“Yesss... fuck...!! Put your pathetic cock in me!!”

“I don’t know... later... Keep telling me what happened when he moved your hair aside?” I said, pushing the dildo in deeper.

“Uff... mmm Slowly! Well... well... fuck... he moved my hair aside and he... he was looking at them... I knew he was looking at my tits...”

“And what did you feel? Did you like it?”

“Ufff, Pablo... don’t put it in any further, okay...!”

“Alright... but did you like him looking at your tits?”

“Mmm... I don’t know... I thought that...”

“You thought what?”

“I thought he would try something, I thought he was going to touch me... touch my legs... or something...”

“You thought he was going to try to touch your legs... or your tits...”

“Yes...”

“And he didn’t?”

“Mmm...” —María pushed herself backward and took that cock completely inside herself —she let out a sigh in a very high pitch —“fuck...! No... uff...! Put it in and take it out faster...”

“I began to push the plastic cock in and out faster... María was dying with pleasure... I almost pulled it all the way out and then pushed it back in, I couldn’t believe how her pussy encompassed and accommodated those almost 8 inches and the tremendous thickness of that cock... it was simply brutal... it seemed that each time I pushed it in, when I pulled it out, it came out more coated with María’s fluids that flowed non-stop. Kneeling behind her, I jerked off with one hand and inserted that thing faster and faster with the other.

“Did it bother you that he didn’t touch you, María?”

“Ufff. I don’t know....”

“Would you have let him touch you?”

“Mmm... a little... yes, a little...”

“How much?”

“Mmm... my legs a little... and then...uff... ahhh! God!”

“Then what?”

“Then I would have stopped him.... Mmm... I would have left him wanting more...”

“And would you have let him touch your tits?”

“Mmmm... no....” —María was already panting and I truly couldn’t believe how she let herself be drilled at full speed by that enormous cock.

“Wouldn’t you let him touch them a little?”

“Ummm... a little... just a little and then I’d stop him... god...”

“Would you let him caress your breasts a bit?”

“Mmm... yes... a little bit yes... god.”

“Yeaah?”

“Mmm... just a little... over my shirt...”

“Yeaah? And you’d like it, huh? Would you enjoy him touching them?”

“Mmm... I don’t know... god... I’m going to cum... uff... keep going!!”

Just as I was about to ask her if it would turn her on to have Edu touch her breasts, María exploded in an orgasm. I kept masturbating, but I didn’t want to interrupt her pleasure, so I continued moving that object so she could keep enjoying herself. My girlfriend came and came, moving her body back and forth, completely surrendered, screaming “God I’m cumming!!” which echoed throughout the bedroom and almost made me cum too.

Her orgasm ended and I carefully removed that object from inside her, and she let her body fall forward. I couldn’t hold back from cumming anymore and sped up my masturbation, ready to cum on her buttocks; when she turned around, she removed the nightgown that was still around her waist and we positioned ourselves so that I could cum in front of her, on her torso... I looked at her face, completely flushed from her orgasm, and her breasts more swollen than ever...

“God... María... I’m going to cum...”

“Cum... cum here...” she said, inviting me to cum on her body...

I looked at her... and looked at the dildo that was beside us... I grabbed it with one hand and continued masturbating... I brought it close to her mouth and she took it with her hand... with my gaze I was telling her to suck it... I wanted her to suck that huge cock while I ejaculated on her... but she said...

“You know what?”

“Whaat...?” I just wanted her to put it in her mouth and let me finally spill myself on her...

“In the car... Edu had a hard-on....”

“Really? God María, I’m going to cum...”

“Already?”

“Yes... I’m cumming!! God!!” I said quickly because that phrase had been too much for me and I began to discharge non-stop a multitude of white, thick streams that fell randomly on her chest, breasts and abdomen... God, what a massive load!! I couldn’t stop pouring myself over her big tits and the thickest stream soaked and coated one of her nipples and that enormous areola... drenching one of those nipples that Edu had been staring at shamelessly a couple of hours earlier.

María, surprised by how much I had released, went straight to the shower.

Once in bed I think we were both again surprised by the level of kinkiness we had reached. I asked her about Edu being hard and she said yes, that it was quite noticeable, especially in suit pants where these things are very obvious.

“Remember when I used to ask you to look at his package when you passed him in the hallway?”

“Haha, yes...”

“Damn... it seems like that was ages ago...”

“It was only about three months ago.”

“Hey... so... we didn’t actually fuck in the end...”

“Haha... yeah... You didn’t want to... I don’t know what’s wrong with you,” she said, giving me a kiss.

“Haha, I’m doing it for you. Our toy fills you up more than I do.”

“Don’t talk nonsense... I practically had to beg you to put yours in me and you kept insisting on using that thing.”

“Yeah... well, tomorrow then.”

“You bet tomorrow. Tomorrow we’re going to do it normally... and with this,” she said, brushing against my member under the sheets, “and without Edus or... plastic penises.”

“Well, María... don’t tell me that fantasizing about this isn’t incredible.”

“Fantasizing yes, but asking me to do weird things, no.”

“What weird things?”

“Like letting myself be touched, for example... I don’t see that happening.”

“Well, we’ll see, but it would be another level.”

“Haha, another level... everything is another level for you,” María said, laughing.

We gave each other kisses on the cheek and some pecks until we said goodnight.

“Goodnight, María, I love you so much, this game is... amazing...”

“Haha... Goodnight, Pablis... get some rest... My goodness... I should have found someone with less imagination.”

“Haha... you’d be bored...”

“Mmm... I don’t know if I’d be bored... but I wouldn’t love him as much.”


CHAPTER 32

The next morning I wrote to Edu asking him what had happened, and he replied that he would call me after work. I more or less expected him to tell me the same thing María had told me, but obviously with that contemptuous and crude tone he used when narrating anything related to my girlfriend.

Indeed, just after eight in the evening he called and described in great detail how arousing and stunning María had looked when wet in his car:

“You know what was the best part, Pablo? Damn... the best part was that the little minx had put the seatbelt between her two tits... You can imagine what that did to her massive boobs... At every stoplight I kept telling myself ‘reach out and grab one, even if she slaps you, you have to do it’ hahaha, her two tits were sticking out like missiles... And when I parked the car... those huge nipples... I think she was turned on, she was horny and she’s a cock tease. Your girlfriend is a cock tease, Pablo...”

“Yeah... I don’t know... but did you try anything?”

“Look... I was so stunned by how her big tits were showing through her shirt... that I admit I kind of froze, and also I don’t want to make a wrong move. It’s one thing to feel her up after a few drinks and another to do it in the car after work. You have to be careful.”

“Yeah... well... She told me you moved her hair aside.”

“Oh, she told you that? I never know what she tells you or how she tells it to you.”

“Well... she tells me like she’s surprised... but not in a bad way. She tells me like ‘Edu did this to me... I don’t know if he wants something or not...’”

“I hope she tells you like ‘I wish Edu wanted something,’ hahaha.”

“Well... I don’t know about that... it’s hard for her to admit something like that to me directly.”

“Well... Pablo... yes, about the hair: I moved her hair aside and damn... I could see her whole nipple... it was showing through as if she wasn’t wearing anything and I almost went for it... but I wasn’t sure. Let’s see if I can drive her more days... By the way, this Thursday after going to the terrace with the office people, I’m going to a bar with some friends... if I could convince her to come along... She’s the one with the most energy among the girls... I sometimes notice that when the office women go home after beers on the terrace, she looks like she’d like to keep going.”

“Yeah...”

“And what else... I’ll continue with my report on how much of a little slut your girlfriend is... hehe. Today we had a meeting for example but that’s tricky.”

“Just the two of you?”

“No, there were more of us... and she got up to open the door to let some air in... damn, what an ass... in those pants... uff... we all went quiet trying to hide our hard-ons... hahaha...”

“Yeah, her ass looks better in pants,”

“In pants and in skirts, man, you don’t know how fucking lucky you are. But hey, it’s perfect by me if you want the rest of us to enjoy her too... hahaha. When I saw her, I thought... I need to grab that ass, damn. Well, I’ll let you go, I just got to my car, I bet you’re hard already, aren’t you.”

He wasn’t wrong, I couldn’t help ending up completely hard every time we hung up the phone after any of those conversations with him. Edu talked as if she wasn’t my girlfriend, as if he and I were partners in crime and she was just some random slut. But no, she was my girlfriend, and that’s why his words gave me such a special, such a brutal thrill...

That night María and I finally had sex. Although it would be more accurate to say we made love. I knew I couldn’t talk about Edu at all, I had promised her that. I’m not saying the sex was boring, but after the excitement we reached with the Edu fantasy... there was simply no comparison. I felt that she had to notice it too, maybe not as much as I did, but it was tremendously obvious that sex without talking about Edu was much less passionate, I’d say from both sides.

The next day María and I went to the movies, taking advantage of discount day. I hadn’t heard anything from Edu all day and hadn’t talked about him with María for almost forty-eight hours, which might not seem like much, but with me having the subject constantly on my mind, it felt like forever.

We were sitting in our seats and there were still ten minutes before the movie started; in fact, there was hardly anyone in the theater yet, when I asked her.

“Hey, María, if you had to name... five moments... or five things that turn you on about Edu, what would you say?”

“Hahaha, are you seriously asking me that?” she laughed.

“Yes, come on, think about it.”

“Well, Edu doesn’t turn me on... so the list ends quickly, haha.”

“Okay then... five moments when you thought he looked especially handsome.”

“Oh, Pablo, I don’t know.”

“Come on, María...”

“Well... five is way too many, I might get to two or three...”

“Alright then, three.”

“Mmm... you’re pushing it... let’s see...”

People were starting to enter the theater but very few, and María was thinking.

“Well, let’s see, one day in a meeting... he looked handsome, I saw him and thought wow... I think it was a Monday... sometimes he comes back really tan from the weekend, plus I think he was wearing white, a white shirt... that’s it, he gets very tan.”

“Okay, what else?”

“Well... the other day in the car he looked good.”

“Really? When you looked at his dick?”

“Pfft... don’t be crude, come on.” she laughed.

“Fine, and the third one?”

“Well... that day at the hotel when he was getting dressed.”

“Really? Was it that impressive?”

“I mean, it wasn’t that big a deal, but he has a nice body... he had... I think a blue shirt half-buttoned... and that’s it, he’s tan... he’s fit... and with his shirt open like that while putting it on... I don’t know, plus me scolding him and him with that cocky face like ‘in one ear and out the other...’”

“So you get turned on when he acts cocky.”

“No Pablo, I didn’t say that. I said or I’ve said that he looked handsome or attractive in those three moments. You really do make everything into a movie...” she said smiling and leaned in for us to share a small kiss.

The movie started and after a while I touched her a bit and gave her a kiss... which she accepted but she took my hand with the clear intention of subtly stopping me from going further.

That night, already lying in bed, in the dark and ready to sleep, I moved closer to her and we started fooling around... I ran my fingers over her panties and we kissed... I caressed her breasts over her nightgown... Those moments when you don’t know if things will stay just like that or end up in sex, when without being able to control myself and while passing my fingers with more pressure over her panties I said to her:

“I want to touch you while you think about him... while you think about that day when he was dressing with that cocky face.”

“Oh, Pablo... can’t you drop this for one day?” she whispered.

“Fine, fine, I’ll stop.” I said a bit angry, but exaggerating my anger a little and withdrawing my hand.

We both lay on our backs. In silence. Until enough minutes passed for both of us to deduce that nothing else was going to happen there, and we fell asleep.

The next day was already Thursday and I found myself almost unintentionally acting a bit upset. At breakfast we barely talked and during the day we didn’t text each other. By mid-afternoon she ended up texting me asking if something was wrong and I told her nothing was wrong. Eight o’clock came and she told me she was going for drinks with people from the office and I said that was fine. And about an hour later she wrote:

“Edu asked me to go to another bar with him and some friends of his. Do you want me to go?”

“Yes. Go with him.” I responded immediately.

“That was obvious... anyway.”

“Well, should I wait for you for dinner?”

“No.”

Having dinner at home I was on edge. Especially about how far Edu might try to go that night. Sometimes it seemed like any day he was going to try everything with María, and other times he seemed to not want to rush things and didn’t do anything. I also didn’t know very well how my girlfriend would react if he tried something. I was completely confused, totally lost.

I tried to remember how she looked at breakfast time. She was wearing a very delicate silk blouse, in a cream or beige color, which flattered her a lot now that she had a tan. She always rolled up the sleeves a bit too... wearing it with a lot of style. Plus, the blouse, although loose, inevitably accentuated her chest, and she wore it tucked into black dress pants that gave her a slender yet powerful figure thanks to the heels...

It was ten o’clock at night and I texted María again:

“How’s it going?”

Fortunately for my heart, it didn’t take her more than five minutes to respond:

“Good, his friends are nice. Nicer than him for sure.”

“Yeah? Listen... you know... if he tries something...”

“I don’t know, Pablo... we’re always on the same thing.”

“Come on... if he tries something, let him a little bit, please María I’m asking you.”

“For that you do text me.”

“Come on, María, I know that all this turns you on a bit too.”

“I don’t know, Pablo...”

“Come on, if he tries to feel you up a little, let him and then you can stop him if you see he’s going too far.”

“Ugh... I don’t know... Pablo, besides I don’t think he’ll try anything”

“But if he tries, let him a little, please. You stop him and leave him wanting more.”

She didn't respond anymore. And it was eleven o'clock. And then twelve. I got into bed very surprised that María still hadn't returned... it wasn't normal for her not to be back already when she had work the next day.

Finally she arrived at almost twelve thirty... She went through the bathroom and I turned on the bedside lamp. She entered the bedroom and I asked her:

“Well, how did it go?”

“How did it go? I’m never listening to you again, damn it. This has gotten out of hand.”

“What?! Seriously?! Did he try something again?!”

“Yes.”

“A lot?? And did you let him a little??”

“Look, Pablo, this makes no sense at all. I’ll tell you tomorrow. I’m not in the mood right now.”

“No, seriously, María, tell me now.” I said, standing up... I already had a rock-hard erection. My girlfriend noticed immediately.

“You’re such a bastard, Pablo. You’re already hard... I don’t know how you can ask me to do this, damn it... You’re a bastard. You’re a bastard and Edu is a fucking opportunist. But fine, you want to know what happened? You want to know how that pig groped me?”

“Yes...”
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“Of course, it’s very easy for you to ask. Asking me to let some idiot grope me when I have to see his face at work tomorrow.”

“Come on María, don’t be like that,” I said, moving closer to her. I gave her a kiss on the cheek, and when I tried to kiss her on the lips, she turned her face away slightly.

“You’re hopeless, Pablo. Can’t you see this isn’t leading anywhere, it’s only making me feel terrible. Do you know how embarrassed I’ll be tomorrow?”

“Come on, tell me... I don’t think it was that bad.”

María moved away from me a bit and began undressing while she told me what happened.

“Well, I was with him and his friends at the bar and I told him I was going to the bathroom. I got there and there was a girl inside, so I waited. Then I felt someone standing behind me, putting their hands on my waist. I turned around and it was Edu, who said something like asking when I’d let him drive me again. And... I don’t know, I turned back around and told him the men’s bathroom was free... and he said something like... he wasn’t in a hurry, or something like that. On top of everything else, I have to put up with his stupid pickup lines...”

María had already taken off her shoes and pants, which she was carefully folding while I stood there with an erection, listening.

“And then... the bastard ended up moving his hands down...”

“No way...”

“Yes, Pablo, he started touching my ass, that’s what you wanted, right? And I was torn between putting up with it so I could tell you about it or telling him to go to hell right then and there.”

“But how far down did his hands go?”

“To my ass, Pablo. He was behind me, pressed up close, groping my ass like I was one of those sluts he probably picks up every night.”

María stood in front of me in her underwear and shirt. She started unbuttoning her shirt while I got more and more turned on, not knowing what to say to her.

“And the worst part was that one of his friends showed up and looked surprised, and Pablo told him to go ahead, that the bathroom was free, without taking his hands off my ass. I was just thinking that as soon as he tried to move his hands down even a millimeter more, I’d stop him... but he kept them there. His friend walked past us and then Edu started whispering things in my ear... stupid things like... how hot I was and stuff like that.”

María had completely opened her shirt and was taking off her strapless bra... I could see her naked breasts then... large... perfect, and with what she was telling me... I pulled down my underwear a bit, grabbed my cock and started touching myself, even knowing María wouldn’t like it.

“God... I can’t believe you’re getting like this, Pablo...”

“Come on... María, it turns you on a little too...”

“It doesn’t turn me on... but lately everything turns you on... You get turned on by him groping me, you get turned on imagining him fucking me... you get turned on that his cock is much bigger than yours...”

I wasn’t expecting that, but not only did it not bother me, it excited me even more.

“Anyway... Pablo, let me finish. The girl who was in the bathroom came out, and then that bastard squeezed my ass hard and kind of gave me a little slap to make me go into the bathroom. God...! I was so angry! What an asshole...! I went into the bathroom wanting to kill him... and you too.”

María telling me all this in her panties with her shirt open showing me her breasts... those wonderful, firm breasts... pointing forward... those huge nipples and areolas... I imagined her being groped by Edu... fuck... I’d only been jerking off for a minute or two and I already felt like I could come. I approached her again and seeing that she wouldn’t accept my kisses on her mouth, I began kissing her neck.

“No, Pablo... I’m not in the mood, seriously.”

“Come on... I know you’re not that angry... I know it turns you on a little...”

María remained silent. I kept kissing her neck and masturbating pressed against her.

“God, Pablo... are you seriously masturbating like this... look at yourself... I don’t know what’s happening to you, really...”

She let me kiss her neck and kept talking in my ear.

“Everything turns you on... it turns you on to imagine him fucking me... damn... That means it turns you on... it turns you on to be a cuckold... does that really turn you on?”

When she said that I thought I was going to come... my whole body spasmed when I heard her say that... but she insisted.

“Does it seriously turn you on to be a cuckold, Pablo? Damn... this is really intense... But it also turns you on that he has a big cock... it turns you on that he fucks like an animal... it turns you on that he fucked that girl for three hours... when you and I... our sex lasts ten minutes... I’m starting to think the comparison turns you on...”

“Fuck, María...”

“What...”

“If you keep going... I’m going to come...” I whispered in her ear.

María put her hand on my cock and I let her. I put my hands on her waist and she began to jerk me off.

“Pablo... I’m telling you things that should bother you and look how you get...” she said, now stroking me firmly.

“Yeah... María... God, I’m seriously about to...”

“Am I right then? Does it turn you on for example that he has a good cock and you... this?”

“Ufff... Yes...” I could barely respond from the excitement of what she was saying to me and also how she was jerking my cock faster and faster... I raised my hands to her tits and breathed heavily while she continued jerking me off and kept asking me:

“Does it turn you on that he fucks for who knows how many hours and we fuck for ten minutes...?”

“Fuck... María... you’re killing me...”

“Yes?”

“Yes... María...”

“And what about what you tell me about masturbating while imagining him fucking me...? Fuck... I’m starting to really believe that you want him to end up fucking me....”

“Ugh... María... I’m coming... god...”

“Really?”

“Yesss...! Uufff...!”

“Then come on the floor,” she said dismissively, moving away from me, preparing to finish undressing, without even looking at me... I quickly grabbed my cock and with just two strokes I began to ejaculate uncontrollably... coming onto the floor, panting rapidly and making a mess all over the floor... I kept coming without stopping, with my eyes half-closed in the middle of the bedroom while María opened the dresser drawers, not wanting to participate in an orgasm that continued, spreading more and more white liquid on the floor...

I went to get toilet paper to clean up all that while she got into bed. I was certainly embarrassed, but I couldn’t control it. If I had gotten like this because he had groped her ass over her pants... how would I react if Edu went much further... But above all I was scared, scared by how excited I had become when María had dropped that word... “cuckold,” scared because I didn’t know what I was facing, I felt I was entering something completely unknown to me, something I hadn’t reflected on deeply... I still didn’t know exactly what I wanted but I did know that that phrase from María, that “I’m starting to really believe that you want him to end up fucking me....”, excited me so much... gave me such a thrill... that I could feel as if my heart was about to explode.

Both of us now in bed, I knew María was still not asleep and I said to her in a low voice:

“María, I’m really sorry, but I just can’t control it.”

“I’m just asking you to put yourself in my place.”

“I know, I know it’s a mess that you work with him... and that tomorrow you have to see him...”

“It’s not just that Pablo... sometimes I think you don’t understand anything, but look, it doesn’t matter, it’s past one, let’s drop it.”
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It wasn’t until the next morning when I truly realized what had gone wrong. The problem was that Edu had touched her ass for as long as he wanted and stopped when he wanted to without her stopping him earlier; if María had moved his hands away just a tenth of a second before he did it himself, our plan would have worked out well, but it hadn’t happened that way... Anyway, I thought it would be best to let it go. I preferred for María to calm down before, perhaps another day, explaining this to her.

María wrote to me that Friday, almost apologizing while confessing she was still angry. She told me she had said things she shouldn’t have said. “Accusations that I know aren’t true,” she said verbatim. The truth was that even I didn’t know if she was right about those things she had said to me.

Edu called me at lunchtime because he was going to his beach house for the weekend, as he told me, and couldn’t call me after work. I answered the phone nervously, as it couldn’t be otherwise... after telling me he had groped her ass for a good while, he said:

“Oh, little Pablo... what a girlfriend you have... such a cock tease... Though she’s a bit weird... I was feeling her up and she had this pissed-off look... And when she came out of the bathroom, I thought she was coming back for more, but she was all dignified...”

“Maybe she’s a bit overwhelmed, I don’t know.”

“Overwhelmed? What the fuck are you talking about, little Pablo? If a woman lets you feel her up, it’s because she wants action or she’s a cock tease, and if she’s a cock tease, she doesn’t look pissed off... it’s something a bit strange. You two aren’t messing with me, are you?”

“No way, maybe she just doesn’t know how to react,” I froze at that statement of his, completely tense.

“Well... but it’s weird that she tells you what we do.”

“She tells me less and less. About yesterday she barely told me anything.”

“Good, that’s good... I don’t have much time now... But... I was telling you that I was groping her ass... Damn... what an ass she has... and with those thin pants, I could perfectly feel both cheeks... I could even feel the outline of her panties under her pants... god... what a pleasure... And I told her she was smoking hot... that we had to repeat the car thing but this time with us doing what the people in the car next to us were doing, haha. And she was silent... damn, the best part was when I pressed closer... and fit my cock between her cheeks... god... she felt it, the bitch definitely felt it... but she didn’t say anything... I was half hard, fitting my cock between her cheeks while I kept touching her and she stayed quiet... God... it turned me on like crazy. Did she tell you about that?”

“No...” I was rock hard, listening to him, in a hallway at my office.

“Good... that’s good, that means we’re on the right track. How are you, little Pablo? Are you hard from what I’m telling you?”

“Well... yes.”

“Hahaha, there you are with a hard-on at work.”

“Yes...”

“Very good, little Pablo... but I’ve seen her a couple of times this morning and she turns her face away. Now she’s acting all dignified... but she doesn’t know that turns me on even more, haha. Well, I’ll let you go. Go jerk off in the bathroom at work.”

“Yeah... haha. I don’t know... maybe at home.”

“No, no, I told you to jerk off there, I wasn’t suggesting it.”
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I hung up the phone immediately. I didn’t know what had happened to me. I felt something very strange despite not even knowing if he had really meant it seriously. I went to sit at my desk but couldn’t concentrate. I kept looking at my phone constantly in case Edu called me back or texted me angry about me hanging up on him. I didn’t have any meetings that afternoon and my mind kept going over what Edu had told me, especially about pressing himself so close to María’s ass, about practically wedging his half-hard cock between her buttocks. Once again I felt that excitement and my cock dripping onto my underwear.

I ended up getting up and going to the bathroom. There was nobody there... I sat down... and when I pulled down my underwear I saw that the tip of my cock was covered in a transparent drop... I began to masturbate, thinking about Edu groping María... I had never thought I would go that far but I ended up coming in absolute silence, there, in the work bathroom. I washed my hands and, in front of the bathroom mirror, I wrote to Edu:

“That’s what I did man, I just jerked off at work.”

I felt good, though I wasn’t quite sure why. I went back to my seat and again checked my phone every minute, anxious, until Edu finally wrote back:

“HAHAHAHAHA. That’s it, Pablito.”

I didn’t quite know what to think... I waited a bit to see if he would write something else but he didn’t.

In the days that followed, I didn’t want to bring up the subject of Edu to María and she didn’t either. Her anger subsided quickly and in fact by the weekend we were fine, completely fine, but with that kind of “elephant in the room.” Days passed... even a couple of weeks, and nothing changed... María and I made love and I still had all that stuff about Edu in my head. The sex, yes, ten minutes long as María had confessed, and with a level of excitement and desire that didn’t reach even ten percent of when we fantasized. Again I felt that time was working against me, but I knew that bringing up the subject after that new argument could make everything blow up and María might put a definitive end to it. But the weeks of July were passing and I maintained that feeling that with the vacation month of August everything would cool down even more.

The only thing María had minimally mentioned related to Edu in those weeks was that Nati had quickly quit the gym, and that she didn’t like her very much... she was “very silly,” according to María. But about Edu she told me absolutely nothing. In fact, if I knew María had meetings with Edu, even just the two of them, I knew it from Edu himself. And I knew that María and he didn’t talk about what happened that Thursday either, although María had gone from barely looking at him to having a more or less normal relationship with him again. Edu seemed calm, he didn’t seem to be in a hurry, and I knew why, which was that according to him, he was fucking Nati during the week, and on weekends he was fucking Alicia at his beach apartment. He did tell me about María, about how horny she made him in meetings... but without too much urgency.

The relevant thing about those weeks was therefore not María’s relationship with Edu, but Edu’s relationship with me.

It all started on Wednesday of the week after María got angry. I was on the couch and María had already gone to bed. I started texting with Edu on my phone, basically dirty talk about María’s tits in a meeting hours earlier and about how he had fucked Alicia over the weekend. Edu loved writing the most outrageous things about how he got it on with that Andalusian girl. I didn’t know if he was getting turned on, but at least he seemed to enjoy exciting me. Finally, just like that day at work, he asked me again to jerk off. I was already completely hard and didn’t hesitate too much to do it and tell him how I had done it and exactly what I was thinking about. He laughed, he really enjoyed it. We ended up doing it several times, until one Saturday, which changed everything:

I had gone out with some friends and had drunk quite a bit. I got home in the early hours and María was sleeping peacefully so I went to the living room for a while. There I wrote to Edu and he was awake, apparently in a similar state to mine, as drunk as I was, and already home after a night out; he was telling me that Alicia had been at his beach apartment from Friday night until Saturday afternoon. I preferred when he talked about María but it also turned me on when he told some dirty stuff about Alicia, so I started trying to get him to talk until he said:

“I have some pics of Alicia that are good for a nice jerk off.”

“Damn, send me one to see.”

“Send me one of María and I’ll think about it.”

I immediately remembered those photos María had sent me, spread-legged in that hotel. I hadn’t deleted them and they were permanently in my mind, but it was too much.

“I already sent you one, with a green bikini.”

“No, no, Pablito, you don’t understand me... these are of another type...”

“Well, of María like that... dirty ones I don’t know if I have any.”

“Let’s do something, I’ll send you one of Alicia, you jerk off, and you owe me a favor.”

“I owe you a favor?”

“Yes, you get one of María in the same style or you take a similar photo of her these days.”

“Okay,” I responded immediately, unaware of what I was getting myself into.

I went to the bedroom to check that María was sleeping soundly. I was incredibly nervous, and I went to the bathroom for a roll of paper and returned to the sofa. I pulled down my pants and underwear a bit... I knew he had already sent me the photo, I was having a heart attack when I saw it, and I wasn’t disappointed...

Edu had taken the photo while standing, with Alicia kneeling before him with her hands on his thighs... Edu completely naked had his cock resting on Alicia’s tongue as she looked up with the most erotic gaze I had ever seen. Her breasts weren’t visible as she was wearing one of her preppy shirts, blue with stripes... but her black hair... and her gaze were to die for, but what was truly breathtaking was Edu’s enormous cock resting on her tongue, with the foreskin pulled back and a huge, dark glans that covered Alicia’s entire tongue despite how far she had stuck it out. It was a long, thick cock... brutal... similar in size to the dildo I used with María... but with veins and a dark color that gave it an infinitely more impressive appearance.

“How’s the jerking off going, Pablito? Do you see the face she’s making for me?” he wrote while I took off my shirt and began to masturbate. I looked at the photo... it couldn’t be more erotic... Alicia’s lips seemed wet... as well as Edu’s entire glans, all slick... as if she had been sucking it for a while... Damn... his cock was impressive... it seemed that even if Alicia grabbed it with both hands, she wouldn’t be able to cover it completely... and the glans was fucking thick and wide, like an impressive and brutal bulbous cock... I had never examined a cock in such detail... that completely straight and wide member... and even wider at the glans...

I imagined that preppy girl trying to fit that cock in her mouth... with her little mouth completely filled just by taking in the glans... and it didn’t take me even two minutes to cum... with contained gasps to avoid making noise... I came like crazy all over my torso, covering myself entirely and breathing heavily.

Between the drunkenness, the late hour, the photo, the masturbation... I felt like I was in a dream... when Edu wrote to me again:

“Send me a photo.”

“Yes, I’ll get one of María.”

“No, no, a photo now, of your jerking off.”

I hesitated a bit, unsure whether to take it or not, then how to take it. Until finally I just took it and sent it, showing my cum spread across my abdomen and my cock on my belly, shrinking and smeared with transparent fluid. Edu responded immediately:

“HAHAHAHAHA, What kind of pathetic cock is that? THAT’S YOUR COCK?”

“Yes.”

“IT’S TINY DUDE!! HAHAHAHAH.”

“Yeah.”

“Damn, Pablito, when I fuck María she’ll thank you for it. SHE’LL THANK US BOTH, POOR WOMAN!! HAHAHAHAH.”

I cleaned myself carefully while Edu continued laughing at my cock, and... I wasn’t bothered that he was doing it.
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The following week began with only two weeks left until the end of July. It was hellishly hot, but what remained cold were my sexual encounters with María. She must have noticed it, and internally, I somewhat blamed her for not bringing up the topic. Not during the act itself, but at any other time. Edu had touched her ass, with a certain contempt, yes, the plan to turn him on hadn’t worked out, but again, María’s reaction seemed excessive to me.

That week I texted with Edu almost every night. He told me that on the last Friday of July, people from the office were having a dinner, not everyone, but most who were around his age. María was signed up and hadn’t told me anything. Meanwhile, I masturbated a couple of times imagining what he told me. Both times on the sofa while María was already asleep. Once while reading how he described fucking Alicia and another time reading how he wanted to fuck María... just him telling me he was going to “put her on all fours and fuck her like a little bitch” was enough to make me come, and that was the mildest thing he said.

Occasionally he would write, “I haven’t forgotten about the photo you owe me,” but I more or less stalled him, telling him that getting that kind of photo with María was difficult, trying to change the subject slightly. Sending him what he asked for seemed like the ultimate betrayal of my girlfriend.

What increased was his contempt for my cock... it wasn’t unusual for him to say, “Is that tiny dick of yours getting hard?” or “Did you stick your pathetic micro-penis in poor María today?” I didn’t know if he was doing it to mess with me, but I couldn’t help getting quite turned on.

Saturday night arrived, and María and I had dinner plans at her friend’s house with her husband. We had barely seen them since attending their wedding. They lived in an apartment about six miles from the city, at the beach. From what Edu had told me, the apartment where he fucked Alicia would have to be somewhere near there.

María looked spectacular in a dress with a muted yellow tone, like a mustard color, very light and summery, somewhat long with a V-neckline. With her tan, she looked incredibly radiant. I’d seen her look more provocative on other nights, but as far as beauty goes, I don’t think I’d ever seen her look so beautiful.

After dinner, we went for drinks at the bars across from the promenade, right on the beachfront. María and I were already quite tipsy from the alcohol... unlike her friend and her husband who were honestly boring beyond belief. I stayed at the bar with her friend’s husband for a while, and to escape him, I had to say I needed to use the restroom. It was a long hallway with two doors at the end, for men and women. I immediately saw María in line, waiting. I positioned myself behind her and put my hands on her waist. She turned her head, and I lowered my hands to her ass. She ended up turning completely around, and we kissed.

“You’re silly...” she whispered with sparkling eyes.

“Why?”

“Haha... you think I don’t get it?”

“Well, I wasn’t sure if you would.”

We made out like we hadn’t in a long time, and I said:

“Don’t you miss it?”

“Miss what?”

“You know, all that fantasy stuff... how turned on we used to get...”

“Mmm.... let’s talk later, okay?” she said, smiling with a sweetness and femininity that left me breathless.

For the next hour, we talked with the couple verbally but communicated with each other through our eyes. We sought each other out with our gazes and smiled, both of us wishing the married couple would call it a night so we could be alone. Fortunately, it wasn’t even two in the morning when they decided to leave, and we chose to walk along the promenade.

We walked hand in hand, or I put my arm around her shoulder and she put hers around my waist; we stopped to kiss every twenty yards until we began to talk about the subject. I explained my theory, my theory that our plan to turn him on and leave him wanting more had failed because he had stopped touching her just a second before she would have pushed his hands away, but I insisted that the idea was good and reminded her of the amazing sex we’d had with all of that.

We ended up sitting on a bench, she put her legs over mine. We looked at each other with desire but also with great complicity:

“Don’t you miss how we used to fuck?”

“Of course I do, Pablo.”

“So?”

“Well... it’s... it’s not as easy as you think.”

“Why not?”

“Because it’s not easy to let someone touch you and stop them at just the right moment when they’ve touched something but not too much and before they stop themselves... I don’t know... honestly, once you’re in that situation with him... the line is very thin. Plus, I have to see him at the office afterward and pretend ‘what happened yesterday didn’t exist.’” María spoke in a gentle tone while I caressed her legs.

“Are you telling me you don’t want to try it again?”

“Yes, Pablo. I don’t want to try it again. It’s not worth it, really. Please don’t ask me again... I’m willing to fantasize again, but not that.”

“Not even one more time? I’m just asking for one more time.”

María remained silent and I insisted:

“You only have one week left before vacation. You’ll go out Thursday or Friday, I suppose.”

“Not Thursday, but Friday we do have a dinner, yes.”

“Damn, María... Friday... Friday would be perfect. Even if it’s just to get back at him for when he touched your ass and come out on top.”

“I don’t know, Pablo... it always ends up going wrong.”

“Come on, María, just once, just one more time. Then vacation comes and that’s it.”

“What do you mean that’s it... it’s one month of vacation, not four years.”

“Well, but I swear I won’t ask you again. Just this Friday. Please...”

“I don’t know...”

I leaned toward her and we started kissing... we were kissing for about a minute and the kisses grew hotter and hotter. María ended up sticking out her tongue and playing with mine in the air... and I caught her lower lip with mine... I felt the wetness of her lips and her tongue and my hand rested on one of her breasts over her dress...

“Come on, María...” I whispered in her ear between kisses “leave him wanting more... let him suffer...”

“I don’t know... Pablo...”

“Come on... he thinks he can have any woman... but not you...”

“Yeah...”

“Are you going to turn him on...?”

“I don’t know...”

“Do you think he’ll try?”

“Mmm.... I don’t know... it’s possible...” María said in my ear and I felt my cock twitch.

“Fuck... let him try... and then stop him... do it right... just one more attempt...”

“Mmm.... maybe...”

“Maybe?”

“Okay... one last time... but swear to me... swear you won’t ask me again.”

“I swear, María... just Friday and never again.”

My hand on her breast, over her dress... and my other hand on her neck... pulling her in to kiss her... while María discreetly rubbed my crotch over my pants... We were hornier than we had been in weeks...

“Should we fantasize today...?” I whispered.

“Do you want to?”

“What do you think?” I said as my hand slipped under her dress, between her legs.

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

“I’m going to put that plastic cock we’ve abandoned inside you... that’s Edu’s cock...”

“Wow... you’re starting strong,” she laughed.

“Yeah... well yes... I want to put that big cock we have back inside you.”

“Mmm... okay...” María whispered, tracing the outline of my cock over my pants.

“I’m going to put that cock in your mouth... and I’m going to jerk off... while I watch you...”

“And are you going to... fuck me...?”

“Do you want me to...?”

“Yes...”

“Okay... I’m going to fuck you... but I want you to scream that you wish Edu was fucking you while I do it...”

“Mmm... is that what you want...?”

“Yes...” I told her as my fingers traced her pussy over her panties.

“Fuck... uffff... call a taxi, will you...”

We kept kissing for a while longer until the situation became unbearable. I was caressing María’s pussy over her dress and she was fondling my cock over my pants. I even tried to slip one of my hands down her neckline to caress her breasts, but she stopped me saying people were constantly walking by.

We were waiting for the taxi when, between kisses, she said:

“Tonight we’ll do whatever you want, okay? But... if you promise me that this is just fantasy... that the only real thing is that we like turning him on and leaving him wanting more, but the crazy things that... you say or we say when we’re fucking are fantasy and nothing more.”

“Of course, María... exactly as you said it, that’s what I believe.”

“Really? There’s nothing true about it?” she said just as the taxi arrived.

We got into the taxi and María took her phone out of her purse and said quietly:

“Well... I can’t believe this.”

“What is it?”

“Look,” said María, handing me her phone. I read:

Eduardo Office: Hi! Are you around??

“Wow...” I said, surprised and suddenly somewhat aroused. Neither of us had expected that message at all. “Well, what are you going to reply?” I asked María while checking what they had written to each other on other days.

“What do you mean what am I going to reply? Nothing. He’s probably drunk and bored somewhere.”

I saw they had barely written anything to each other. Some work stuff and her asking him about the apartment and building entrance the day she had gone to his place.

“Come on... write something... poor guy.”

“Yeah, right... I’m sure you feel so sorry for him,” she smiled.

“Well, what about your theory that he doesn’t want anything with you?” I said, returning her phone and kissing her.

“Yeah... I already told you this guy doesn’t care one way or another...”

“So... you admit he wants to fuck you...” I whispered in her ear.

“Shhh, be quiet, you’re such an animal,” she said smiling, clearly referring to the fact that the taxi driver might hear us.

We arrived home and once in the bedroom I asked her if Edu had sent any more messages. She checked her phone and told me:

“No, he’s probably written to someone else by now.”

“I don’t think so... I’m sure he’s fixated on you as his main target... You’re hot... you work with him... you’re a bit older...”

“Well, at the conference he quickly went after someone else...”

“Do you think he’s still seeing that other woman?”

“I don’t know, I don’t think so...”

“Why?”

“If Nati is so satisfied... I don’t know if he has enough for everyone...”

“Did she say again that she was satisfied?”

“Well, she hinted at it one day at the gym.”

“Damn, María... you don’t tell me anything, you’ve been neglecting me...”

“Yeah, yeah... like you don’t get your way with me.”

I took off my pants and sitting on the bed I was already completely hard. María was taking off her sandals saying they were hurting her feet a bit, and I took off my underwear letting my girlfriend notice how aroused I was.

“Wow... you’re already like that.”

“Well... with this conversation.”

María sat next to me, we kissed and she said:

“A conversation about Edu having enough for everyone...”

“Mmm... exactly that.”

“And you...? Would you have enough for everyone?”

“You know I wouldn’t...” I told her while kissing her and guiding one of her hands to my cock so she would start touching me.

María began a slow handjob while we kissed and my hand moved calmly to her breasts over her dress. It drove me crazy to caress her like this, I could almost feel how as she became more aroused her breasts hardened... her nipples stiffened... until she was almost begging me with her eyes to free her breasts from her dress and bra, but I wasn’t in a hurry, not yet.

“Do you remember how he fucked that girl?” I asked.

“Of course...”

“But do you remember her screams?”

“Yes...”

“And his moan?”

“Yes...”

“Yes? Do you still have it in your head?”

“Mmm... I think so...”

“Damn... did it turn you on?”

“I already told you... a little...”

“I think he’s still fucking her... that he fucks her some days and Nati on others...”

“Haha... that’s what you want to believe...” she said, grabbing my balls with one hand while continuing her slow handjob with the other.

“Was the girl pretty?”

“Yes... quite pretty, actually.”

“Damn... what a bastard... and now he’s trying with you... He thinks he can fuck all three of you.”

“Yeah... that’s what he thinks... But no.” she said, kissing my neck and spreading pre-cum over my glans with her thumb.

“Yeah... And do you remember when you were with him in the car? You told me he was hard, how hard was he? What was he like?”

“Well... he had it pointing down... toward one leg...”

—“Really? I bet he wanted to adjust it upward... A shame he didn’t, don’t you think?”

—“I don’t know...”

—“How far down? How far did it reach?”

—“Well, I don’t know... I was embarrassed to look... to about here” —María stopped stroking me for a moment and placed a finger halfway down my thigh.

—“Damn... his cock reached all the way there?”

—“More or less... I don’t know... maybe.” —said María, resuming the handjob.

—“And thick?”

—“Mmm... Yes...”

I reached out to take the dildo from the nightstand.

—“Can you imagine if he had taken it out there in the car?”

—“Haha... I’d die if he did that.”

—“Really?”

—“Well... it wouldn’t make sense. Things follow a certain order, don’t they?”

—“What order?”

—“Well, trying to kiss me, for example.”

—“I see. And did you notice if he was close to trying?”

—“Sometimes yes... in the car... or in the bathroom line.”

—“Seriously? Why do you tell me things in such tiny bits?”

—“I don’t know, it’s just... I don’t know... I don’t keep a record of what he tries or says...”

—“Can you imagine if he kisses you?”

—“No. That’s definitely not happening.”

I placed the dildo next to my cock and María smiled.

—“Which one would you suck?” I asked.

—“Yours.”

—“Are you sure?”

—“Yes...”

María knelt on the floor and gave me a mischievous smile... she took hold of it gently and ended up giving my balls a lick... then she put them slightly in her mouth... she looked at me again, and put the tip of my cock in her mouth.

I leaned back a bit, propped up on my elbows. While still holding the dildo with one hand, I enjoyed how María took almost my entire member into her mouth, and I could feel her tongue moving, caressing my cock which remained in her mouth. She spent a while giving me an incredible blowjob until I asked her to stop, and asked her to suck the dildo instead. Sitting on the bed with my legs spread, I watched as María, kneeling, sucked that object and moved one of her hands to her crotch, caressing her sex. I began to masturbate watching that scene that had my cock about to explode and my heart about to leap out of my chest.

—“Do you like what you’re sucking now? A nice big cock...”

—“Mmm... Yes...”

—“Are you touching yourself over or under your panties?”

—“Under...”

—“Damn... María... are you really turned on...?”

My girlfriend was coating that object with her saliva, from bottom to top, and I was masturbating just inches away... the difference in sizes was impressive... impressively humiliating. And María knew what I wanted to hear.

—“Yes... I’m turned on...”

—“What you’re sucking... is it like Edu’s cock?”

—“Mmm... yes... more or less...”

—“Can you imagine...? Close your eyes...”

María closed her eyes and began to suck the dildo and moan from how she was touching her pussy... I sped up my masturbation and was going crazy...

—“Are you imagining it?”

—“Mmm... yeees...”

—“And does it turn you on?”

—“Mmm... yeees... it turns me on... imagining that I’m sucking it...”

—“Yeees?”

—“Yeees... I’m sucking that bastard’s cock...” —she moaned, speeding up her hand and only separating her mouth from that cock to answer.

—“Damn... María... keep going... keep talking...”

—“Mmm... I’m sucking it... he has a huge cock, fuck... deep down I love it... I’d love to eat it...”

—“Yeees??”

—“Yes... he doesn’t deserve that cock he has... but I love it. I love imagining that I’m sucking it...”

—“Fuck... María...”

She opened her eyes and continued sucking while looking at me... I sped up my masturbation and she didn’t want us to cum like this. She stopped sucking that thing and stood up. She took off her panties and prepared to sit on my cock. She grabbed it and sat on it slowly... I let my torso fall back and we both let out a slow, long moan as my cock invaded her... she sat on it, all at once... I put my hands on her ass and she moved her hips back and forth a couple of times... then lowered the straps of her dress and removed her bra. She started riding me slowly, with her dress at her waist, and I watched her lustful face and her naked breasts that danced slowly in rhythm with her waist, which continued with that forward and backward movement...

I was panting... trying to delay my orgasm...

“María.”

“Mmm... what...”

“You know Edu wants to fuck you... don’t you?”

“Maybe...”

“You know he does... he’s just gotten home and he’s jerking off imagining fucking you.”

“Mmmm... is he...?”

“Yes... he imagines fucking you... that’s what he wants... and I want you to imagine it too.”

“Really? I don’t know...”

“Yes, María.... Imagine that now... instead of fucking what I have... you were fucking a good cock... like his...”

“Mmmm... Is that what you want?”

“Maybe.”

“Is that what you want?” María insisted, moving rhythmically and slowly, with her eyes closed.

“Yes...”

“Mmm, yes?”

“Yes.”

“Then you’d be a cuckold...” María said, leaning toward me, her chest touching mine... whispering it to me.

“Yes... that’s it... tell me... call me that...”

“Mmm... you want to be a cuckold... you want to see me getting fucked with a real cock...”

“Yes... how he fucks you.”

“Mmm... You want to be a cuckold... watching Edu fuck me...” she moaned loudly.

“That’s it... uff...!!” I could barely move... I put my hands on her ass and she moved her hips in small circles. “Yes... keep going, María.”

At that moment María sat up a bit, put her hands on my chest and continued riding me, but no longer making circles with her waist but slowly moving up and down... She fucked me like that for a few seconds until once she went up so high that my cock slipped out accidentally. As she was putting it back in, I said:

“Do you think with Edu you’d slip out... so easily?”

“No.”

“How high could you go without it slipping out?”

“Mmm... up to here” she said, moving about a hand’s width away from my cock... and then putting it back in.

“Damn, María...” I whispered... excited, and also knowing... I think we both knew... that she was right.

With her hands on my chest, her breasts pressed together between her arms, and if I looked at that I felt like I would cum, but if I looked at her face contorted with pleasure, I felt the same. She moved up and down, constantly sighing and panting... I couldn’t take it anymore...

“Fuck... I’m going to cum like this...” I whispered with my eyes closed.

“Then cum...”

“Mmm... I’m cumming María... I’m going to cum now... but talk to me...”

“Cum... imagining him fucking me... and you watching us...”

“Uffff!! Yes... keep... going... María...”

“Mmm... he’s filling me with his enormous cock... and you’re watching us... you’re watching because you’re a CUCKOLD...! and he tells me that... that I’m just another one... like the others he fucks...”

“Yes... I’m a cuckold... God...!”

“Yes...”

“Me a cuckold and you just another one for him...!”

“Yes... he tells me I’m just another whore of the many he fucks...!”

“God, María... I’m about to...!!”

“For him I’m just another whore... and you’re a CUCKOLD.... A CUCKOLD who gets turned on by his girlfriend getting fucked...”

“Ufff!! I’M CUMMING!! God!! I’M CUMMING, Maríaa!!”

I started convulsing inside her... cumming non-stop... between spasms... grabbing her ass as she rode me without changing the rhythm... I felt jets shooting from inside me and she felt me flooding her but she continued at exactly the same speed and almost without changing... moaning softly, and panting in an incredibly erotic way... until I was completely empty and she stopped, let her torso fall toward me, her chest touching mine, and kissed me.

“Fuck, María...”

“What...”

“That was amazing... you almost killed me...”

“I didn’t do anything...” she smiled.

We stayed like that for a few moments, in silence. I could feel my cock pulsating inside her, releasing the last few drops... until she pulled away... letting almost everything I had released drip onto my stomach.

“My goodness, Pablo... look how much you came...” she said before moving to the side.

I couldn’t even move, and she went to the bathroom, cleaned herself up, and then came back to clean my cock with tissue paper as well as my stomach where most of what I had released lay. She sat straddling me... she wanted more... I knew it... and if it was to fantasize about Edu, I always wanted more too. I gestured to her and she crawled up my body until she positioned her legs on either side of my head. She brought me the pillow and her pussy was just inches from my mouth... I inhaled that scent that called to me... her pussy smell always drove me crazy... and I brought my lips to her pussy lips and sucked them until they stretched... it killed me how her pussy lips protruded outward when she was turned on. I ran my tongue over THERE and she moaned... I began to eat her pussy carefully. I spent several minutes licking and sucking... until I noticed she was starting to get close, and that’s when I began to ask her:

“Are you going to tease him on Friday?”

“Yes... of course...”

“Will he make a move?”

“Mmm... I suppose...”

“I’m sure he will, I bet he’s been thinking for a while about how... to get you to give in on Friday...”

“I don’t know... fuck... keep going...”

I used one hand to spread her lips and with my tongue I pressed against her clit or licked her pussy from bottom to top, spreading apart lips that were soaking wet.

“And will you let him feel you up?”

“Mmmm... a little... yes, a little...”

“How much?”

“Mmmm... whatever he wants... as long as he doesn’t kiss me... let him stay frustrated...”

“Really? And if he touches your pussy...?”

“Uff... mmm... keep licking, Pablo...”

“If he touches your pussy... what then?”

“Mmmm... I don’t know... a little...”

“Over your panties or underneath...?”

“Ufff... fuck, Pablo... I don’t know how you do it... I’m about to come...”

“Over or under?”

“Ufff...!! Over... just over them. He can’t touch... me directly... I’m not like the others...”

“Really?? Would you let him finger you if it’s over your panties...?”

“Mmm... yes... if he doesn’t kiss me and doesn’t... touch my pussy directly, yes... UFF!!”

“He kisses your neck... and fingers you over your panties... would you let him??”

“Mmmm yes... Ufff Pablo...!! Keep going...! Keep going and I’ll come, I’m coming now!”

“And would you come?? Would you come if he fingered you over your panties??”

“MMMM Yes!!! Yesss!! I would come...!!”

“Really!?”

“Yesss...!! God...!! I’d let him touch me... over my panties... until I came!! GOD!! Ahhh Ahhh!! I’M COMING!! GOD!!”

Her hips started trembling and even her whole body... and she put one of her hands on my head... and I felt how her pussy was melting, literally dissolving in my mouth... she began to scream uninhibitedly... writhing with pleasure and I could barely hold her hips to keep eating her... She was having a brutal orgasm in my mouth, screaming and moaning completely surrendered... I couldn’t remember her ever screaming so much from oral sex as she did that night...

She ended up moving away, exhausted. Both of us lying on our backs in bed... and my cock completely erect again... The things María had said had driven me simply and plainly crazy...

...and I didn’t want that to remain just a fantasy... I wanted it to happen, I started thinking that I wanted it to be REAL.

Yes, that night was the first moment when I truly began to think that I didn’t just want Edu to feel her up... No... I thought and truly desired that he would fuck her... that he would end up fucking her and I wanted to see it... It was the first time I seriously considered that I wanted him to fuck her and tell her that to him she was just another conquest, and that he would laugh at me and my pathetic cock while she gave herself to him... And I wanted both of them to call me a cuckold... Yes... it was the first night when I truly thought that I wanted to go all the way.


CHAPTER 37

That last week of July arrived, the final week before vacation at María’s office. Perhaps she was right that it was just a month of vacation, not four years, but I couldn’t help feeling like we were facing a pivotal moment. If things didn’t go well on Friday, considering I had promised María I wouldn’t pressure her about Edu anymore, combined with the vacation period... I had the feeling things could stall dangerously.

I didn’t know if Edu saw it the same way, but the truth was that he was really committed that week. Already by Sunday night he told me not to do it with María that week... that he “wanted her hot and eager for Friday.” And during the week he kept commenting on how she turned him on... what clothes she was wearing... and insisted that he wanted her to wear provocative clothes for dinner. Again, it bothered me that he talked about her like that, but it also turned me on.

On the other hand, he kept laughing at me and my dick, telling me that if he told people at the office that María’s boyfriend had a tiny one, maybe not just he would try something with her on Friday night but several others too. That only excited me more.

During that week I masturbated twice while María was already asleep... Between how Edu laughed at me... how he talked about her... referring to how horny he saw her around the office... or when he wrote about how he would fuck her... I always had plenty of imagination and material to jerk off to... and with all that jumble of ideas I masturbated once. The other time I did it because he told me to, and he told me exactly what I should think about while doing it, which were absolute obscenities about what he’d like to do to María. He also told me to send him a photo of my dick afterward, which I did, and he never responded to that photo.

Wednesday night I was watching TV with María while Edu was texting me that he had run into her at the water cooler, and that when she had bent down to grab a plastic cup, he had wanted to grope her... to touch her ass... He went so far as to tell me that María was doing suspiciously suggestive things, that perhaps she was already warming up for Friday, but I didn’t believe it at all; still, it was arousing that he was writing those things while I had María right beside me.

I talked with María about what to do that month. Since I hadn’t been at my new company for even three months, I couldn’t get more than one week off in August, a week that María and I planned to go to Cantabria, but the other three weeks María would be free while I worked morning and afternoon. She still didn’t know what to do, plus her friends had plans to be out of the city almost the entire month.

Thursday arrived and I had managed to stick to Edu’s plan of not having sex with María. It had been difficult, but I hadn’t raised suspicions. She came home tired from work and, if she went to bed before me, the opportunity to do it never arose. I had also managed not to talk about Edu until that night, when, as I was in bed, I watched as usual while María chose the clothes she would wear to work the next day.

“And what are you going to wear for dinner?”

“Well... I don’t know, honestly.”

“You still don’t know?”

“I don’t know, any summer dress, it’s not like it’s a wedding.”

“Well... it’s an important night...”

María, who was rummaging through the closet, turned around smiling.

“Took you long enough...”

“Haha, I’ve been good... since Saturday without talking about it.”

“Yeah... without talking about it... or doing other things... which I don’t know why they have to be connected. Do you like this?” she said, showing me a flowing dress, very summery, in navy blue with a floral pattern.

“For tomorrow? Too long, isn’t it?”

“Come on, I’m not going to wear something short.”

“Let me see, try it on.”

“Haha, but you’ve seen me in it before. You’ll see it tomorrow when I get dressed to go out.”

María ended up putting on a nightgown to sleep and I was very, very horny... I was dying to ask her things... things like what she thought might happen, what she thought Edu might try... how far she would let him touch her... But I knew that conversation would lead to sex, and if I had held out these days it would be a shame not to hold out one more.

She fell asleep and I grabbed my phone, saw that Edu was online and wrote to him:

“Mission accomplished, man. Five days without fucking.”

“Haha, you know that what you do with your mini dick isn’t fucking, right?”

“Yeah, hehe, so what’s your plan then?”

“I always tell you it depends on the drinks, but probably if I manage to talk to her up close I’ll go straight for her mouth.”

“Seriously?” that, although certainly logical, surprised me and left me somewhat thrown off.

“Of course, well dude I'm going to bed.”

“I don't know if kissing is a good idea.”

“You want me to fuck her without kissing her first, right? Hahaha.”

“It's not that, I don't know, maybe it's still too early and she'll pull away.”

“Well if she pulls away then she pulls away and I'll try again until I succeed or she slaps me. Anyway, we'll talk later.”

In the darkness of the bedroom, lying on my back with María beside me, I had a strange feeling. It wasn't that I was worried... but the more I got to know Edu, the less I trusted him. On the other hand, I felt I loved María more than ever, and this playing both sides always left me feeling a bit bad, though I always ended up succumbing to that sensation I was hooked on—feeling simultaneously tremendously anxious and excited.

Friday night arrived, and I was eating something at home while María was in the shower... I'd been hard since mid-afternoon, I couldn't contain myself. I sat on the sofa, terribly restless, minutes passed and María was still getting ready. She was taking a long time... to the point where I heard her phone ring, and she answered saying she'd be down right away; a colleague was coming to pick her up. A moment later I heard the sound of heels in the hallway and María entering the living room. Damn... she looked spectacular... that dress in her hands wasn't the same as seeing it on her... the neckline was V-shaped and somewhat closed but went quite low... and the sandals had quite high heels making everything take on a more aggressive dimension... Her hair was loose, with lots of volume... and she was a bit more made up than usual...

“Damn... María...”

“What? But it's from last summer.”

“Well I don't know... Come closer...”

“Oh... I'm in a hurry...” María told me as she approached... standing in front of me while I sat on the sofa.

“You know he's going to try something tonight, right?” I said, caressing her legs... slipping my hands under her dress. That gauze was so thin and had such an opening that it was easy to slip my hands through there.

“I don't know... come on...”

“If he tries something, what then?” I whispered, gathering up the bottom of her dress.

“If he tries... and nobody's looking... I'll let him a little and then I'll stop him...”

María was stroking my hair, telling me she had to go but letting herself be caressed a bit. I had already lifted her dress up to her waist... revealing navy blue silk panties... perfect... that turned me on so much... I gave her a kiss over her panties and my cock was about to explode...

“Let him... almost to the end... let him think he's got it made....”

“Mmm... we'll see... come on... I have to go.”

“Remember you told me you'd let him touch you over... this...?” I said, kissing her panties again.

“I don't know, Pablo... come on...”

I moved away and her long dress fell back down to her ankles... I stood up, we gave each other a peck, although I wanted something more:

“Come on, Pablo, they're downstairs. I love you, I'll tell you all about it later.”

“Okay... I love you, María, have fun.”

I knew the night was going to be long, and I knew that if anything happened, it wouldn't be during dinner, but much later. So I tried to sleep, leaving my phone with the sound on in case María texted me, but it wasn't even midnight when Edu was the one who wrote to me.

“DAAAAMN, SHE'S SO HOT!!”

“Yeah... Are you still at dinner?”

“Damn, tonight's the night...”

I wasn't worried. I was excited and eager for her to tell me about it. In fact, I was even somewhat pessimistic, thinking María would stop him too soon.

I debated whether to masturbate... I'd been excited for hours and hours. With an erection that came and went almost constantly. But I restrained myself.

When I did start to worry was when, after managing to sleep for a couple of hours, María wrote to me:

“I'm a little drunk...”

I sat up quickly and replied:

“A little? Where are you? Did he try anything?”

“We're still almost all at a pub. No, he didn't try anything.”

“Do you think he will?”

“Yes.”

“Really?? How do you know?”

María wasn't responding and after a while I insisted, but the message wasn't going through anymore. It was past 2 in the morning... I hoped she was just without coverage, not out of battery. I tried to sleep, but my mind was a constant crossing of images of Edu trying to kiss her in some dark pub... And I, as always, didn't know what I wanted.

Finally I fell asleep... I didn't know for how long, until I looked at the alarm clock, it was a little after 6 and María hadn't arrived nor had I heard my phone. I checked it just in case and saw that María had written to me after 5.

“I'm going to a nightclub with Edu.”

And if that message didn't give me enough heart palpitations, I saw that Edu had written to me at quarter past five.

“It's happening tonight, man, hahaha!! IT'S A DONE DEAL!! Too bad you won't see it the first time I fuck her. HAHAHA.”

My heart skipped a beat. I couldn't help imagining Edu kissing her in a nightclub... and María welcoming his kisses... it hurt... it hurt so much... but at the same time it excited me... But deep down, I didn't quite believe it. Maybe they hadn't even kissed; it seemed unlike María. But then how could Edu be so sure...? Although if she was very drunk... if she was already drunk at two... and now it was past six in the morning...

I was so shocked that I didn't write back to either of them. I just wanted María to come home, and with every noise I heard, I thought it was finally her entering the apartment. I tried to sleep but it was impossible now. Until I heard the key in the lock and María's heels... I thought I would feel relief but I didn't. I looked at the alarm clock and it was almost seven-thirty; some light was already coming through the blinds.

María went to the bathroom and then entered the bedroom. I'm not sure why, but I pretended to be asleep. I could feel her taking off her heels, undressing and getting ready to get into bed. Every ten seconds I considered asking her, pretending I had just woken up, but I didn't.

She lay down beside me, carefully, silently, and didn't say anything to me, just tossed and turned a few times. She was restless for about five minutes, or even longer, trying to find a comfortable position to sleep, until she finally became still, and when I thought she would finally fall asleep, I began to notice rhythmic movements in the bed... minimal movements of the sheets... and after this, an almost inaudible but unmistakable moan... a restrained gasp, agitated breathing... María was masturbating.


CHAPTER 38

I woke up at noon and María was sleeping, lying on her side with her back to me. I got up and went to the kitchen for a bottle of water. The sunlight was already streaming strongly into the bedroom, so there was no need to turn on the light. When I returned to the bedroom with the bottle, María had woken up, though she remained in the same position.

“Hangover?” I asked her.

She didn’t respond, so I moved closer. When she saw me, she sat up slightly, and I handed her the bottle, from which she took a good swig before returning to her previous position. I removed my underwear, which was all I had been wearing, and lay down beside her, pressing my chest against her back, spooning her, and asked:

“Well... how was it?”

“Mmm... exhausted,” she purred.

“What a late night, huh? What time did you get home? It was already daylight.”

“Yeah... I don’t know, seven-something.”

I was already pressing my member against her ass... gently rubbing against her.

“So... are you going to tell me?”

“Already...?” María was acting lazy, but I had the feeling she was more alert than she wanted to appear.

“Of course... what was that about texting me that you were very drunk?”

“Haha... I wasn’t that drunk... it was just to scare you a little.”

I was caressing the outside of her thighs and her ass with my fingertips, and I was already fitting my cock between her buttocks, over her panties, my cock getting harder and harder from that friction.

“Mmm... what’s this?” she asked, moving her ass back a little.

“This... what do you think... come on, María... tell me.”

“Okay... well in summary... I think everything went well.”

“Oh yeah? No summaries... tell me everything.”

“Oh... I don’t remember everything, let’s see. The interesting part starts when everyone at the last pub wanted to go home, and he suggested going to a club and I said yes. I was a bit embarrassed because several people saw me leaving with him... and I don’t want any gossip about that... Well, more than embarrassment... I would have preferred that nobody found out. Anyway... on the way to the club he was already getting a bit handsy... between laughs and all that... he’d put his arm around my shoulder and stuff.”

“Well, well...”

“Haha... yeah... and then. Later at the club we were at the bar... we ordered drinks and while talking about something I don’t remember, I think I said something like... ‘aren’t you going to pick up some girl around here today?’ or something like that, and he said something like... ‘that’s what I’m doing’ and I was kind of surprised...”

“Haha, quite the player... right?”

“Yeah... yes... and... well, we were pretty close because the music was super loud, and well.”

“Well what?”

“That... he tried to kiss me...”

“Really? Ufff... María..!! And?” My cock was already as hard as it could get.

“Nothing... I pulled away... logically.”

“I see.” I was getting more and more turned on and alternated between caressing her ass and caressing one of her breasts over her nightgown.

“Well, I pulled away discreetly and we kept talking. I just pretended nothing happened, but it was obvious he would try again at any moment. That’s the thing, with the music at that volume, and besides there were quite a lot of people and the bar was very crowded... and every time someone wanted to order, which was practically all the time, someone would always push you and all that... I mean... we were very close together. Plus he would talk into one of my ears... and then the other... haha... he had me dizzy.”

“He had you dizzy and you surely had him with his cock about to burst.”

“I don’t know...” said María, reaching a hand behind her, placing it on my naked ass, synchronizing my body with hers a bit... and the rubbing had become rhythmic and it almost seemed like we were slowly fucking, although she still had her panties on.

“And what else?” I asked.

“Well... that was kind of a tense moment. And in fact he tried to kiss me again and I pulled away the same way. Look, it wasn’t blatant. I think if someone were watching from outside they wouldn’t even notice, but I don’t know... a girl has her standards, you know... and... yeah, he tried a second time... and it’s not that I backed away, I just turned my face a little and that was enough. But of course, everything was going so well, so according to what you and I had always talked about, that I didn’t want him to give up, so, since he had his hand on my waist, I would avoid his kisses but I also had my hand on his waist and I was being a bit handsy... like pretending to say no, but yes, for that... what we had talked about... to turn him on more.”

“God, María... wasn’t he touching you?”

“Well... he had his hand on my waist... which was almost my butt. I knew he was doing it on purpose, but I let him a little. But the big thing came afterward.”

I was savoring what María might tell me and kissed her on the cheek, clearly inviting her to turn her face slightly so we could kiss properly, which she did. We made out for what must have been half a minute while my hand slipped under her nightgown and caressed her bare breasts... delighting in running my fingertips over her rock-hard nipples... I let her turn her head forward again and wrapped my arms around her while continuing that movement of my hips, as if I were fucking her, and continued listening.

“And then... we left the club and were walking to his car. We were together... him with his arm around me and I was holding him by the waist. I was constantly thinking that everything was working out perfectly, but I was also a bit scared that someone might see us. And it was clear he was going to try again. And we got to his car, we stopped there, he took my hands or something like that, I don’t know how he did it but he pressed against me; my back against his car and... his chest against my chest, I don’t know if we were completely pressed together...”

“Damn... and he tried to kiss you again...” I said, pushing with more force.

“Mmm... yes... and I turned away... but he kissed my neck... and was already feeling me up...”

“God, María...”

“Yeah... do you think I went too far?”

“No, no... go on...”

“Well... we were like that for a while... me turning my face away and him feeling me up through my dress.”

“Feeling you up how?”

“Well...” María said, grabbing one of my hands and bringing it to her sex, over her panties, “like this...”

“Like this?? He touched your pussy?”

“Well... no... he was grabbing my ass and stuff... and he managed to slip his hands in front and touch me like this...”

“He touched your panties?”

“Well, that’s what you wanted, isn’t it?”

I thought I was going to cum... God... Edu kissing her neck and feeling those panties... just a millimeter of fabric away from touching María’s pussy... that turned me on more than I could have imagined. I couldn’t process it all while feeling my cock continuously releasing more and more precum onto my girlfriend’s panties... panties that Edu had touched... Ufff... it was simply brutal... though I tried to maintain my composure with María:

“And he didn’t try more? But what were you doing?”

“Well, I was pushing his hand away a bit... but like what I told you before... teasing him a bit like ‘don’t touch me but touch me’... I think he also wanted to feel my tits...”

“Damn, María...”

“Yeah... I didn’t really know how to stop him anymore... you know? What the limit was...”

“God, María... this makes me so fucking horny... Was he touching you like this?” I whispered in her neck while caressing her panties with two of my fingers...

“Mmm... I don’t know... no... we were standing and I wasn’t letting him... I don’t know... touch so much, I let him reach with his hand and when I felt he had reached there I would squirm a bit so he couldn’t really touch me properly...”

“Damn... and what else...” I didn’t know if Edu had managed to touch much or little over those panties, but I was caressing her with increasing intensity and could already feel the lips of her pussy swelling and protruding...

“Well... he said something like... let’s go to my place.”

“Really?”

“Yes...”

“And what did you say?” I asked, already pulling her panties down a bit...

“I told him no... and...”

“And what?” I said, bringing my cock to the entrance of her sex...

“Well... he was saying... let’s go to my place... and I’ll take you home in two hours... nobody will find out...”

“What a bastard...”

“Yeah... ufff... put it in me, yes...”

“And what else?” I said, already managing to insert the tip at the entrance of that pussy that was opening easily... I didn’t make any sound as my cock was invading her, but I delighted in hearing her prolonged moan as my member entered. The walls of her pussy welcomed my cock eagerly and I pushed it all the way in... feeling perfectly how our bodies merged into one and she appreciated it by letting out a tremendous “Ufff.”

“Mmm... what else... well... I kept saying no... and he was touching my butt... and kept trying to touch me in front... until at one point he grabbed one of my hands and... he wanted to bring it... or guide it to his cock.”

“God... uff, María... I love fucking you while you tell me this...”

“Yeah...”

“Did you touch it!?”

“No... well... maybe for a second... but I pulled away right after...”

“Really!? So you grabbed his cock for a moment...”

“Mmm... I mean... no, it was just for a second and over his pants...”

“God... damn...!! you don’t know how much this turns me on... but... in that second... did you feel it...”

“Yes...”

“And?”

“Well... it was hard... yes...”

“And big?”

“Well... I didn’t have time, because I pulled my hand away... but... yes...”

“Uff, María... fuck... you touched Edu’s cock...”

“I don’t know... when you put it like that... Uff, Pablo... keep going... keep fucking me like that, slowly...” she moaned, bringing her hands to my ass and the back of my neck.

“What else?”

“Well... nothing... I pulled my hand away... and I don’t know... we ended up separating... and I told him I was going to call a taxi... and he said he’d drive me home. And I said no... half-jokingly I told him I didn’t trust him and he... totally shocked... said something like... I don’t remember exactly, but something like ‘Don’t you trust me or don’t you trust yourself?’”

“What a guy...” I whispered without stopping the slow penetration and without stopping caressing her tits and her ass; while doing it... I loved bringing one of my hands to one of her big tits and then to the other... grabbing them... feeling her nipples... and then letting them go...

“Uff... Pablo...”

“What...”

“Keep going...” she said, bringing one of her hands to her clitoris.

“Keep telling me, María... and we’ll come like this.”

“Mmm... it’s just... nothing else. In the end I called the taxi... and he waited until it arrived.”

“And he didn’t try anything else? A kiss at the end?”

“No...”

“Damn... you left him pretty worked up...”

“I don’t know...” María whispered, speeding up her hand on her pussy.

“And you? Did it turn you on?”

“Mmm... no... but it was good.”

“Good?”

“Yes... mmmm... god it feels so good Pablo... when you fuck me slowly like this... god...”

“What...”

“I feel so much... ufff...”

I kept penetrating her slowly for a couple more minutes during which her sighs became pants and her pants turned into moans. I couldn’t get out of my head the image of Edu pushing her against his car and touching her pussy over her panties... I didn’t know if that excited me more or María feeling his cock... even if it had only been for a second and over his pants.

“Uff... Pablo... I’m coming now...”

“Yes!? Tell me how his cock was...”

“Mmm... it was hard...”

“Yes!? Did you make it hard?”

“Ufff.... yes...”

“Do you make him get hard?”

“Ufff.... yes... fuck...”

“You touched his cock, María...”

“Mmm... yes...”

“Say it.”

“Mmm... I touched his cock, fuck...”

“And did it turn you on?”

“Uuffff, I’m coming... I’m coming now... Mmmm”

“Did it turn you on or not?”

“Mmmm gooood...!! I’m comiiing...!!! ahhh!!”

María began to move... to come undone... I felt her pussy melting and her moans became so erotic that I myself began to come too... with my mouth on her neck and holding onto her big tits I ejaculated inside her with contained gasps in her ear while she screamed that she was coming and moved her hips non-stop.

It was one of the slowest lovemaking sessions we’d ever had. Everything had been incredibly sensual and unhurried, yet our orgasms had been brutal, as if that restraint had culminated in the most powerful explosion.

I was incredibly happy. Edu had touched her pussy... María had touched his cock... Even though it had all been over clothes, it seemed like a great step forward. An impressive advance.

I knew, on the other hand, that I had promised María this would be the last time I asked her to tease and let herself be touched by Edu... but things couldn’t just end there. I had to think of something to make it continue. Besides, she had masturbated when she got home... something must have turned her on, or perhaps quite a lot had, I didn’t know, and it wasn’t a question I could ask her directly.

That Saturday, we were having coffee after lunch when María’s phone buzzed. She read the message and passed it to me. I read:

Eduardo office: “Want to grab a drink tonight?”


CHAPTER 39

“You can respond to him directly,” María said.

“What?”

“Well, I’m not even going to respond.”

“Why not?”

“What do you mean why? Because I won’t. It’s not even appropriate for him to ask me that.”

“Look, it’s normal. He probably thinks he almost has you, and he wants to try again. He doesn’t know about our game; in fact, he must be amazed that you two were touching each other like that and nothing ended up happening.”

“Oh, I don’t know. What a mess, really. Just when I thought it was all over. Look, I’m going to take a shower. I’ll decide whether to ignore him or just tell him no and leave it at that.”

As soon as I heard the shower running, I called Edu. I was really nervous. Everything María had told me seemed incredible, arousing beyond belief... I couldn’t stop... In fact, I called Edu without really knowing what to say to him.

“How’s it going, little Pablo... aren’t you with her?”

“She’s in the shower.”

“I texted her.”

“Yes...”

“Oh, so you know already.”

“Yes, her phone is here.”

“I see, well, why are you calling me?”

“Well... about yesterday, that...”

“Look, little Pablo...” he interrupted me. “I’m not going to tell you about it now. Besides, you still owe me that photo you know about. What I will tell you is that your pathetic plan is falling apart completely, because we’re heading toward a situation where whatever I do with her will happen at my place, and you won’t see it or know about it unless I tell you. And I have a feeling your little fantasy is more about watching me fuck her than hearing me tell you about it.”

“Yeah...”

“Haha... you’re always saying ‘yeah.’ You’re such a wimp... María is putting up with quite a lot... Anyway, we’ll talk later.”

He hung up without another word, leaving me looking like an idiot after what could barely be called a conversation lasting half a minute. In writing, I managed to keep my head above water more or less, but in person or talking on the phone, I felt like he overpowered me and I couldn’t argue with anything he said. Back then, I didn’t yet know that his contemptuous treatment toward me would eventually push me beyond my limits.

But on the other hand, I desperately wanted him to tell me what had happened the night before; I needed his version... Regarding my plan, I had to admit he was quite right – something had to change. But before anything else, my priority was for María to go out with him that Saturday night. I wanted her to meet with Edu as many times as possible.

During our walk that afternoon, I suggested it to her, and her reaction was much more drastic than I expected. She absolutely refused to meet with him. That’s when I suggested the three of us meet. It just came out, without thinking, and she understood that even less.

I realized then that it would be really difficult to continue with all this after having sworn to her that the game would end after Friday’s dinner. She was completely shutting down, on the verge of getting angry. I felt it wasn’t the right time to say things like “deep down, it turns you on,” because María was one person when talking about Edu while we were both aroused in bed, and quite another in what you might call normal life.

Finally, partly thanks to Edu’s continued insistence through texts, I managed to get her to suggest changing Saturday night to having coffee the next day. I told her that perhaps he wanted to talk about it, clear things up, and since they were work colleagues, it would be good for them to discuss it. Especially considering they had a month of vacation ahead without seeing each other. María said the last thing she wanted was to talk about that topic with him, but in the end, I convinced her to suggest having coffee on Sunday afternoon, and Edu accepted.

I discovered that I wasn’t just addicted to the fantasy but to everything surrounding it, including those moments when they were together and I was waiting. Just knowing they were together made my cock rock hard, even if it was just a meeting or coffee. I didn’t need them to be at a bar having drinks for me to be on the verge of exploding.

That feeling was indescribable – my heart pounding non-stop and my mind racing, imagining. María went to meet him wearing a very thin sleeveless blouse and a skirt that reached mid-thigh, neither short nor long. I would have preferred her to wear a shorter dress, but obviously it wasn’t appropriate to suggest that.

As the minutes passed, I couldn’t stand having my cock in that state for so long, and my mind began to wander: I imagined them sitting close together with him always looking at how her breasts showed through her blouse... and I imagined that she wanted to look at how his cock bulged under his pants, but she didn’t do it out of embarrassment... I imagined an unbearable sexual tension between them and began to masturbate compulsively. I took the opportunity to process everything María had told me about the previous night, Edu feeling her up against the car... and touching her panties... God... I imagined María unable to hide her intense pleasure face when being touched over her panties... What if she had moaned a little when feeling his hand on her pussy? Uff... imagining that scene, I began to ejaculate uncontrollably in the solitude of the living room... the umpteenth incredible masturbation session thinking about the two of them...

I hadn't considered how long their meeting would last, and as the minutes passed, I grew increasingly surprised and pleased. About two hours had gone by when María returned home.

She arrived in good spirits. Apparently, the coffee had led to a couple of beers. She told me they had barely discussed the issue at hand. He had apologized, saying he gets very handsy when he's had a few drinks, and that it had been silly. They hadn't talked about it for more than a minute or two. She also told me he had been very nice and friendly, that they had talked about work, office gossip, and vacation plans. María had mentioned that I would be working three of the four weeks in August and that she didn't know what to do, and he had invited her to visit his beach apartment, where Nati usually stayed, sometimes studying and sometimes relaxing and sunbathing. When I heard her say that, I knew there was nothing casual or innocent about that invitation, but unfortunately, María interpreted it the same way.

“And what did you tell him? Will you go there?”

“Yeah, right... that’s all I need... going to his pool and the beach... with a coworker who has... you know... which I don’t even want to mention, just two days ago.”

“Well, but Nati will be there, he won’t try anything.”

“I don’t particularly like Nati either, I don’t know, it doesn’t exactly sound like an amazing plan, what can I say...”

I didn't want to push her further. I knew her perfectly well and realized it could be counterproductive. I also didn't ask if Eduardo had looked at her with more or less lust or things like that—I couldn't afford another mistake.

If Eduardo seemed to have his tactics, I also used mine, which was twofold. On one hand, Monday passed, then Tuesday, Wednesday... and I didn't pressure her to go to his apartment, believing that if I insisted, I ran the risk of making it seem too important and could scare her off. On the other hand, I wanted her to be the one to suggest fantasizing about him; after almost six months since it all began, she had never proposed fantasizing about Eduardo—it had always been me. So during those days, when having sex with her, I made sure our encounters were especially short and dull.

I relied mainly on my first strategy because María had always been very active, and I knew she was getting supremely bored, alone all day, going to the beach alone to read. Paula and her other friends weren't around; she was completely wasting her much-anticipated vacation.

But patience has never been one of my virtues, and Thursday night came, and after missionary position lasting no more than five minutes, I asked her what she would do the next day, and she said she didn't know. That's when I did suggest going with Eduardo and Nati. I told her it would do her good to at least talk to someone, but she said no.

I was starting to get desperate. Friday morning I called her asking what she was doing, and she said nothing. I told her she was being silly, that even if Nati wasn't her best friend, it wasn't a bad plan, that Eduardo wouldn't get fresh with Nati around, and that Eduardo couldn't be that bad if she had spent two hours with him on Sunday. María told me not to play dumb, that she knew perfectly well why I wanted her to go.

“Fine, María, even if that’s the case. Go, I’ll be happy, you’ll be entertained. I’ll ask if he tried anything, you’ll say no, and that’s it. Right?”

“I don’t know, Pablo... what time do you get off work?”

“Well, I might not be done until nine...”

I heard silence on the other end of the phone.

“Come on, María,” I insisted. “At this point it’s more stubbornness or pride than common sense.”

“Alright...”

“Really?”

“Yes... I’ll... I’ll text him and maybe stop by after lunch.”

I felt a rush throughout my body. I was dying to know which bikini she would wear and whether Eduardo would try something. I even suspected that Nati's presence at that apartment could perfectly well be a lie from Eduardo.

Needless to say, it wasn't easy to concentrate on work that afternoon knowing María would be in a bikini before Eduardo's eyes. The afternoon progressed, and I didn't want to badger her, so I held back from texting, but there came a point when I couldn't take it anymore. I asked her how things were going, and she said fine, that the three of them were at the beach and would soon go to the community pool. I couldn't hide my pleasure at hearing this, and she read between the lines, writing back, "You're hopeless." Eduardo's impressions of that visit didn't take long: shortly after, he wrote to me.

“Seriously, Pablito, WHAT TITS....”

Just reading that made me rock hard; I wanted him to write more.

“Haha, are you all having a good time?”

But he didn't reply again until an hour later:

“I’ve got two hotties at the pool, people in the complex must think I’m having a threesome tonight.”

“Yeah... lucky you.”

“Hey, Pablito, send me a sexy photo of María already.”

“Yes, I need to look for one.”

“No, damn it, send me one now, I know you must have some.”

“Ugh... I do have some... but damn... it feels wrong...”

“Haha, what feels wrong, tell me.”

“Well, I don’t know... it’s like half betrayal... I don’t know what to call it.”

“HAHAHA... you ask me to fuck her and you think sending me a fucking photo is betrayal?? Are you an idiot or what’s wrong with you?”

I didn’t know what to respond... I typed and deleted.

“Look Pablito, send me a good photo and we’ll both jerk off.”

My hands were trembling... I still didn’t know what to say.

“Come on, damn it, send it, I’ll go up to my place, jerk off and you send me a photo of your mini dick.”

It turned me on so much that he would masturbate to a photo of María... sent by me... I couldn’t resist anymore.

“Okay. I’ll send it now.”

“That’s it Pablito... want a photo of my freshly drained cock??”

That made me even more nervous...

“Yes, okay.”

“HAHAHAHAHA... I KNEW IT. Come on, send me the photo already.”

I went to my phone’s album, I had those photos of María with her legs spread on that hotel bed. I immediately ruled out one she had sent me after having phone sex, because it was too much. And I looked at those three she had sent me the day before that phone sex day: There was the one where she was wearing the white shirt and black panties, the similar one but without panties... showing her trimmed pubic hair... displaying her beautiful pussy clearly... and the last one... slightly more reclined, with her shirt open... with her hair covering her breasts and covering her pussy with one hand while holding one of her breasts with the other... and with that slutty face that made her look like a porn actress... I was completely flustered, unsure which one to send...

I didn’t want to send the second one because you could perfectly see everything... everything that María had between her legs... and... it seemed too much, it seemed crazy to send that... I was torn between the first and the third... I was so turned on that I was actually considering sending the third one... Besides, I didn’t know how to explain it... but I wanted... I don’t know, I wanted his approval... for him to thank me for the photo... and for it to excite him. I thought that in the third one, despite her slutty face, she was covering her pussy with one hand and her breasts with her hair, and even though she was holding one breast with her hand, you could barely see anything; it was the most erotic of the three, but essentially showed the least. So, finally... I sent him the third photo. His response came immediately:

“HOLY FUCKING SHIT!!!!”

I responded but he didn’t reply, until a few minutes later:

“That’s what I like, Pablito, that you behave yourself.”

“What do you think?”

“What am I going to think... what a slutty face... if she gives you that face... imagine the one she’ll give me. Can you imagine? Hahaha.”

I had long since become desensitized and completely used to him talking about her like that.

“Yeah... well, what are we doing? Are you going to jerk off to the photo?” I asked.

“Hahaha, you go first, I need to enjoy this photo properly, and send me a picture of your mini dick. What can I say, it amuses me.”

“And when are you going to tell me about what you did last Friday?”

“In person, Pablito, come by here sometime. Go jerk off there at work imagining me fucking her, go on.”

I wasn’t very convinced, but I wanted to please him. I waited a bit for my erection to subside and went to the office bathroom. Sitting on the toilet I began to masturbate... between the photo... him having it... him being with her... what happened Friday... I had plenty of material to cum, but I followed his instructions and simply imagined, as I had so many times, him fucking María, this time doing it in his apartment that very afternoon. It didn’t take me even two minutes to cum... I let all that white liquid smear the lower part of my belly and pubic hair... and my cock retract a bit, being careful not to stain my clothes, and I sent him the photo.

As soon as I sent it, I knew that once again things had gotten out of hand. I cleaned myself up and immediately went back to my desk. I didn’t even want to look at my phone to see what he would respond. I knew he was messing with me about sending me a photo of his cum. Plus he had the photo of my cum, María’s photo, he was with her, he still hadn’t told me what happened on Friday, and I needed to concentrate and get back to work.

I managed not to look at my phone until I left work. The bastard hadn’t written to me, but María had, telling me she was heading home.

When I arrived, María had just gotten out of the shower and was drying her hair. By mere chance I saw the bikinis she had worn and, without being the ones that showed the most cleavage, they weren’t the most modest either. I immediately asked her how the afternoon went, trying not to show too much interest, although I think we were both pretending my questions were innocent. She told me she had a good time, that she still found Nati a bit silly and that he was “fine, nice, nothing special.”

I was dying to ask her other types of questions, but I restrained myself.

The weekend arrived and that bastard Edu still hadn’t responded to me, and at times I worried he might show the photo to someone...

My lovemaking with María continued to be rather bland and even less frequent. I still wasn’t asking her to fantasize about Edu, and nothing was stopping me, since what I had promised her was not to ask her anymore to tease him, hint at things, or provoke him, but I needed her to ask for it, though that moment wasn’t coming.

If in that sense things weren’t progressing, the other part of my plan was working better, since on Monday she stayed home, but Tuesday afternoon she ended up going to Edu’s apartment again. And Wednesday too, and they even had lunch, the three of them, on his terrace.

My tension was increasing, as was my information deficit, since Edu was ignoring me and I was hesitant to ask María too many questions. Finally Edu wrote to me saying I should stay calm, that he wasn’t going to give me a “report,” his exact words, of every movement, that he would tell me everything in person. I asked about his masturbation and he laughed, telling me it was a shame she put her hair in front of her breasts in the photo, that she did the same in her bikini and it was a pity, but that it had been a while since he’d had such an intense masturbation session, that the photo was absolutely insane, and that he knew María, no matter how much she tried to hide it, was far from prudish and it was clear in the photo.

Thursday afternoon María had arranged to meet them again and I wrote to her. She told me Nati had stayed at the apartment studying and that she was at the beach with Edu. Once again, knowing they were alone, I was getting incredibly turned on. I asked if he was right there next to her and she said he was in the water. I couldn’t contain myself any longer:

“Look how good I’ve been, not even asking you these past two weeks what kind of body he has.”

“Haha, and believe me, it’s surprised me.”

“What has?”

“That you’ve hardly asked me anything.”

“Well, so, what’s he like?”

“He looks good.”

“Really?”

“Yes, yes, he really does.”

“Well, you’d already seen him getting dressed at the hotel.”

“That’s true.”

“And does he look at you a lot?”

“Haha, no.”

“What do you mean, no?”

“Well, I don’t know, the normal amount. Besides, I pull my hair forward to cover myself.”

It seemed we were all aware that María did this to cover her breasts, that it wasn’t casual.

“I don’t know why you do that... is he still in the water?”

“Yes.”

“When he comes back, be sitting down... and pull your hair back.”

“Haha. Here we go again.”

“Come on, María... it’s such a small thing. Just put your hair back normally.”

“I don’t know.”

“Come on... pull your hair back... let him get a good look.”

“Haha... And what do I get out of it?”

“Well... later at home I’ll make it up to you.”

“Yeah... that’s needed... because...”

“Haha, yeah, so, will you do it then?”

“We’ll see, I don’t know.”

About half an hour or so later I wrote to her again:

“Did you do it?”

“Yes.”

“Yesss?? And how did it go??”

“Well, fine, he looked quite a bit, I’ll tell you later.”

“Later?”

“Yes, I’m with Nati at the pool, and we’re talking.”

I was left with that “he looked quite a bit” in my head. I was rock hard again. If there was one thing I was sure of, it was that tonight I would make love to María in a way quite different from what had become usual.

I was surprised to get home before her, and immediately wrote to ask when she would arrive. She told me she’d be there in a few minutes. When she came in, I had already made myself comfortable and was sitting on the sofa wearing only my underwear. María left her beach basket on the other sofa; she was wearing a short beach dress with orange and white patterns. She was very, very tanned, perfect, radiant, with slightly damp hair and no makeup. She laughed at “my look” in underwear in the middle of the sofa, and, to my surprise, came over and sat straddling me. I gave her a kiss and caressed her legs.

“Well?” I asked.

“Well what?”

“How was the beach show?”

I didn’t even notice, but my cock was already throbbing and moving on its own under my underwear. María put her hand there and we kissed. I was surprised she was so direct; something was happening with her. It was a long, hot kiss, her lips tasted like salt, and she kept her hand on my cock while mine went to her ass.

“Well, he got an eyeful.”

“Really?”

“Yes, he stood right in front of me, talking about nonsense, staring at me without hiding it at all.”

“What a bastard...”

María had to be as turned on as I was, or nearly so, because she immediately stood up, took off my underwear and removed her dress, remaining in a green bikini that, while not one of those triangle ones that shows everything, had somewhat rigid cups that didn’t cover her breasts all that much. She sat back on top of me and I began playing with the strings of her bikini bottoms to take them off.

Soon María brought her hand to my naked cock... and began to masturbate me slowly. We were kissing and my hands were getting rid of her bikini bottoms. My cock was rock hard and she held it firmly... and began to guide it to mount herself on it... at first she couldn’t aim properly and the tip of my cock separated her lips somewhat clumsily... a few eternal seconds... until she found the way and she began to sit on it... lowering herself... sliding my member in slowly but easily...

We merged in a moan and I noticed that her pussy was burning hot and my cock entered perfectly, making its way into a tight pussy that had opened without needing to be masturbated beforehand. Our bodies pressed together... devouring each other’s mouths... my hands on the top part of her bikini freeing her tits... until I said:

“Damn... how easily it went in...”

“Yes...”

“You were already turned on or what...”

“I was eager... yes...”

“You were turned on from looking at his hot body... and showing him your tits...”

María didn’t respond... and we continued moaning, slowly, until she whispered in my ear:

“Mmm... god, I needed this so badly,” she said wrapping her arms around me, and moving her hips in circles. I felt every centimeter of her hot pussy and felt her tits and hard nipples against my chest.

“Tell me... María... how he looked at you,” just like that we had returned to the game.

“Mmm... well... he was looking... looking at my tits...”

“Yes...?”

“Yess... fuck... I love it like this, slow...”

“And what else?”

“Mmmm... he was looking at my tits and... ufff... it was... it was showing...”

“Fuck... Really?” —hearing that, I brought my mouth to one of her tits... I slobbered over them like crazy, I was beside myself, and I could tell she was very turned on.

“Yes... his cock was showing through his swimsuit...”

I imagined Edu standing there looking at her tits and his cock growing under his swimsuit... and her looking at that... and I felt like I was going to cum, suffering from María’s hip movements... while I continued devouring those big tits that Edu had been staring at without restraint.

“And his cock was growing?”

“Mmm... that wasn’t even the most incredible part...”

“Whaat??”

“Yes... while we were talking... he touched it...”

“What do you mean he touched it?” —My heart was racing at two hundred beats per minute while she continued killing me with her hip movements.

“He... kind of stroked it a little over his swimsuit.”

“But was he just adjusting it?”

“No, no, like outlining... the silhouette or shape... I don’t know how to explain it.”

“Fuck... María... what a bastard... was he doing it like ‘look what I have for you’ or what?”

“Haha... I don’t know...”

“And what did you do?”

“Nothing... I tried not to look... but I did look a little...”

When I heard that I almost exploded.

“Didn’t it grow while you were looking at it?” I asked.

“It’s just... uff... mmm... Like that...”

“It’s just what...”

“That I... didn’t want to look too much...”

“Why?” I asked without stopping licking and kissing her tits.

“Mmmm... god... that feels so good... because... I was embarrassed...”

“But you looked at it... and you watched him caress it.”

“Uff... god, Pablo... I love it like this... and you eating my tits like this... goood...” she moaned and even panted in my ear.

I had to ask her to stop so I wouldn't come, and I told her to turn her back to me. She placed her feet on the floor and carefully grabbed my cock before immediately sitting on it again, but now I could only see her gorgeous ass slowly rising and falling and her back partially covered by her long hair. I helped her movement with my hands on her ass, lifting it up and lowering it slowly, while she rested her hands on my thighs. We stayed like this for a while, both of us panting, moaning and gasping, our “ufff” sounds echoing through the living room as she tirelessly continued to rise and fall, covering and uncovering my cock. When I was close to coming, I wanted to explode inside her while experiencing even more excitement.

“You looked at his cock... didn't you... you watched him touching himself.”

“Mmm... a little...”

“And was it growing under his swimsuit?”

“Ufff... maybe...”

“It was growing because you make him hard... because he was looking at your tits and getting hard... isn't that right...”

“Mmmm... yes...”

María placed both hands on the coffee table to support herself, and by doing so, the image of her ass rising and falling became even more incredible.

“You turn him on so much... he wants to fuck you... tell me,” I whispered with half-closed eyes, still watching the hypnotic movement of her ass rising and falling and the lips of her pussy embracing my member that was about to explode.

“Uufff... yes...”

“Say it, María...”

“God... yes... I turn him on...”

“Say it again...!”

“Mmmm....! I turn him on so much and...!”

“What else...?”

“I turn him on so much... and... he wants to fuck me...”

“Ufff, María... say it again... shout it!”

“Mmm... yeeess...!! He wants to fuck me, damn it...!!”

“Can you imagine riding his cock, huh!? Just like now!?” I said, slapping her ass with an open hand.

“Mmm...!! Yees...!!”

“How would it be??” I said, giving her another spank on her buttocks....

“Auuu....!!! Ufff... I don't know...!”

“How would it feel to have his big cock inside you!?”

“Mmm...!! God...!! Give me...!! Give me more...!!”

I gave her two more slaps on her ass and shouted for her to answer me.

“Auuu!!! Goood...!! Fuck...!! I'd love to...! Sit like this...! On his big cock!!”

“Yeah?? Would you fuck him like this??”

“Goood...!! Yesss...!! Give me... give me more....!! I'd fuck him like this!! Fuck...!! All the way!!”

I gave her two or three more spanks... her buttocks were flushed and she kept rising and falling, and I announced that I was coming... As soon as I said it, I began to ejaculate inside her, and she brought one of her hands to her clitoris and touched herself while I was coming. With my eyes closed, I heard her screaming “I'm fucking him like this, damn it!!”, “I'm fucking Edu like this!!”, “Goood!!” and her body received more and more hot spurts coming from me as she began her orgasm... She writhed in pleasure and kept screaming those things as her pussy melted in a mixture of her fluids and mine... both of us exploding in two tremendous orgasms.

It had been the best sex in weeks. It was undeniable, even for her, that whenever we fantasized, we exploded in incomparable sexual encounters.

I kept thinking about Edu's gesture of caressing his cock in the middle of a conversation with María, just like that, without any preamble. It might seem that Edu's gesture wasn't more significant than the fact that he had groped her over her panties about ten days earlier, but the fact that they were both sober, at the beach, in broad daylight... that Edu would behave like that and that she didn't get scandalized or stop him... maybe she had even blushed or felt desired... I mean, it seemed even more exciting and even a bigger step forward than the groping after a few drinks. It wasn't exactly a question of one thing being more than another, but it was definitely great news just because things were happening between the two of them without me having to ask for anything or actively participate in anything.

In the middle of the morning the next day, María wrote to me saying that, just like on Wednesday, she was going to have lunch with them at their apartment. In a couple of weeks, it had become something normal. She was packing her beach bag and I asked her which bikinis she was going to take; her answer didn’t convince me much.

“You should take the red triangle one, the one you wore to the spa that day.”

“Haha, you’d like that...”

“I’m serious... it would be killer...”

“Forget it...”

“Come on, María... just put it in your bag... you can decide there if you end up wearing it.”

“Haha... fine, I’ll take it... but believe me, I’m not going to wear it.”

Finally, that Friday afternoon, she ended up wearing it...


CHAPTER 40

What surprised me most, what I could never quite get used to, was the emotional rollercoaster of that period. The only thing that remained constant was my fantasy about Edu and María strictly speaking. But everything surrounding it went up and down. I remember that Friday morning, shortly after asking María to wear the red bikini, I started feeling terribly bad. Bad about myself, as if I were failing myself. And I recounted all the mistakes, all the betrayals I was committing against myself and against María. Against myself for how I allowed Edu to treat me that way, and against María for having sent her photo to that idiot.

While I considered my double-dealing to be somewhat ethically questionable regarding my girlfriend, I hadn’t forced María to do anything, at least that’s how I saw it. What I mean is that I had in my head a kind of exoneration from guilt which consisted of believing that if something serious ever happened, something intense between the two of them, it would always be because María had wanted it; but sending that photo did seem like an unfair move on my part. María didn’t deserve it, surely she didn’t deserve my double-dealing either, but the photo thing even less so.

That morning I got pulled into two meetings at work that fortunately ended up breaking the cycle of negative thoughts I was trapped in. Plus, I had lunch with a couple of bosses which extended my ability to distract myself; for better or worse, the afternoon came and the workload decreased considerably.

I ended up texting María some rather romantic messages, to put it one way. But minutes and hours passed, and María didn’t respond. In those moments, I could never understand what could keep her so entertained that she wouldn’t check her phone for two hours.

And as if on a carousel, my mind began to race thinking she must be busy with that bastard Edu, and my romanticism turned into arousal. Once again at work having an erection every ten minutes thinking about what they might be doing at his beach apartment.

A few hours earlier I’d been writing her the sappiest messages only to later get hard imagining Edu feeling her up all over...

She didn’t respond and I didn’t hear from her until she appeared at home wearing a plain green beach dress, and from the knot at the neck, I knew she was wearing the red bikini underneath... The bikini must have been wet because the moisture had soaked through to the dress.

As if nothing had happened, she suggested going out for dinner after taking a shower. I told her that sounded good and asked her why she hadn’t responded to my messages, and she said she’d left her phone at the apartment and that when she saw the messages she was already on her way home. I was somewhat surprised, my messages were romantic or sweet enough, I thought, to warrant an immediate response.

While we were both in the bathroom, a message sounded on her phone and María picked it up, immediately handing it to me to read.

Edu: When you guys get back from Cantabria you should come spend a weekend here with your boyfriend. The four of us would have a good time.

I tried to hide my surprise, and María said:

“He’s crazy, don’t you think?”

“Why?”

“Well... spending a weekend... seems like a lot to me, I don’t know. Do you want to?”

“I don’t know, why not?”

“Really? I’m surprised you’d want to.”

“I don’t know, it’s something different.”

“There aren’t any ulterior motives behind you wanting to go, are there?” she asked, taking off her dress.

“Well...” I said with a half-smile.

I moved closer to her and we kissed. I put my hands on her waist and then quickly moved to her breasts... her red bikini was wet... that bikini was scandalous. I stepped back a bit to get a good look at her...

“So you wore it after all...”

“I brought three and ended up getting all three wet...”

“Wet on top or bottom?”

“You’re such an idiot... really...” she replied, kissing me.

Our kiss grew longer... I could feel her hot, playful tongue and I removed the top of her bikini, caressing her breasts which were hotter than the bikini, her nipples hardening by the moment.

“Didn’t he have a heart attack when he saw you in this bikini?”

“I don’t know... It was a really strange day, honestly...”

“Yeah? How so?”

“Mmm... I don’t know... how about we get dressed up and I’ll tell you over dinner?”

“Ugh... I can’t wait... María... tell me now...” I said, kissing her neck without letting go of her breasts... caressing each of her breasts with one hand.

Our mouths melted into another long, heated kiss. She was taking off her bikini bottom while I, improvising, got rid of my clothes, deciding to join her in the shower. I no longer felt that knot in my stomach for having sent the photo to Edu, nor did I feel bad about my double-dealing; once again, arousal enveloped everything.

Soon a hot stream of water was soaking us both, we were kissing, caressing and embracing each other, while I asked and she told me:

“Well... the morning was normal... and lunch too... then we went down to the beach and that's when they started... with whispers and weird things I couldn't hear. I don't know, it didn't seem very normal to me.”

“But were they talking about you?”

“I don't know. Well, I didn't go crazy trying to listen either, it was probably their own business. But it was a bit rude, and the worst part is that afterward... they started making out...”

“Haha, seriously?”

“Yes.”

“Well... they're dating... But was it a lot?”

“Not a lot, but come on, we're not fifteen years old, right?”

We were already lathering ourselves with soap that María was spreading on my chest and she moved downward until she began to caress my cock, soaping it up, and I was doing the same with her belly and her breasts...

“And so... I went into the water... came back... the truth is it was like being alone. Then they went into the water... and there well... it was kind of scandalous, honestly...”

“Why?”

“Well, they started like playing, then kissing, then she hugged him... and kind of climbed on top of him... you know... wrapping her arms around him... and her legs...”

“Damn... that's hot, isn't it?” I said, taking my time soaping her breasts carefully...

“Everything is hot to you...”

“Not everything... but that...”

“I don't know... I didn't even want to look.”

“But how deep was the water?”

“I don't know... up to their chest... or neck...”

“They couldn't have been fucking...”

“Mmm... I don't think so. Right?”

“I don't know, you tell me... I wasn't there.”

“I don't think so.”

“But how long were they like that?”

“I don't know, maybe five minutes.”

“And you didn't notice any rhythmic movements?”

“I don't know... what I did notice...” she said, soaping my cock with both hands and sliding my foreskin back and forth “what I did notice... is that she was making these faces...”

“No fucking way...”

“Yes, she was.”

“Damn, María... they were definitely fucking...”

“I don't know... I can't be sure. Besides, I wasn't looking much, just occasionally.”

“And did it turn you on?”

“No... why would it turn me on... I was just shocked.”

My hands went to soap her sex while what she was doing was no longer soaping me but clearly jerking me off... I kissed her and whispered:

“He was definitely fucking her.”

“I don't know...”

“And it must have turned you on a little...”

My fingers caressed her sex softly and slowly... letting her pussy open up on its own, eager for my hands, when she continued:

“Well, and then they separated and talked for a while and came back from the water.”

“And he didn't come out with a massive hard-on?”

“No, he didn't...”

“See? That means he'd already finished...”

“Haha... you think?”

“It's crystal clear, María.”

“Well, I don't know... afterward they went for a walk... and I went into the water... and when I came back I took advantage of them not being there and changed my bikini, because I wasn't planning to swim anymore, and I put on the red one you're always pestering me about... And then they came back from their walk and Nati said she was going to study for a while.”

“So you and Edu were left alone and you were wearing that bikini?”

“Yes.”

“Damn...” I said, pressing my body against hers... kissing her, and beginning to insert a finger inside her while her hand job became more intense.

“And... what else? Well... uufff, mmm” she moaned as she felt my finger enter her body “well... he suggested... going for a walk... and we went to the end of the beach... and... then we both went swimming...”

“You went swimming with him... wearing the red bikini?”

“Yes...”

“And was he looking at you?”

“Mmm... I don't know...”

“And he didn't stroke his cock while looking at you like the other time?”

“No...”

“Come on... I’m sure he did something... Are you seriously telling me he didn’t try anything when you two were alone?”

“No... ufff... I love this... god...” she gasped as she felt me adding another finger and slowly penetrating her “what did happen... uff..”

“What happened?”

“I don’t know... during the walk, and in the water... there were these uncomfortable silences... where I thought he might try something...”

“Oh really? Like... sexual tension...”

“Oh... I don’t know, I wouldn’t go that far...”

My fingers moved quickly inside her sex and her hand did the same on my member... my cock felt like it would explode any moment... I couldn’t take it anymore.

“María...”

“What...”

“I’m going to fuck you... I’m going to fuck you right here...”

I asked her to turn around and push her ass back, the stream of water soaking us both and washing away all traces of soap. María, with her wet hair, looked even hotter to me. I positioned myself behind her and guided my member to the entrance of her sex, placed my hands on her buttocks and waist and slowly invaded her... I pushed it all the way in and she screamed, drowning out my sigh.

I began to fuck her slowly before quickly accelerating the rhythm. Soon the sound of the shower water combined with María’s moans and the noise of my pelvis slapping against her ass. The bathroom became a festival of sounds, joined by our voices as I asked her if she had gotten turned on watching them in the water, even if she had felt envious... she moaned and panted, but answered no. I continued fucking her... penetrating her faster and faster... making the sound of our bodies colliding grow increasingly thunderous... I brought my hands to her tits and was amazed at how they moved back and forth with my thrusts... and how they hung enormously from her torso due to the position. I decided I didn’t want to cum yet, I decided I wanted to know more about everything that happened... so I pulled out of her, turned her around and face to face, between kisses, I said:

“Tell me something, admit whatever you want but make it true.”

“Mmm... okay... well... the tension yes... there definitely is some...”

“Sexual tension between you two?”

“I think so...”

“Ufff... María... Do you know how much that turns me on?”

“Yeah... and you... admit something to me too that’s true... not a fantasy... or what you want to happen...”

“Well I want... for us to hold back for now... go out to dinner... feel you up... and fuck you... and when I fuck you... I want you to call me cuckold again...”

“Really?” she said, kissing me again.

“Yes... I want you to scream cuckold at me, to... insult me... and to shout that you want Edu to fuck you...”

“Anything else?”

“And... I want us to go to his place that weekend... and I want you to tease him in front of me.”

“Uff...”

“What?”

“Isn’t that mess dangerous again?”

“Fuck, María... do you realize how turned on we get?”

“Mmm... yeah... god...”

We melted into another kiss and touched each other non-stop, as if we didn’t have enough hands. We almost started fucking right there again, but we managed to control ourselves. Just before getting out of the shower I told her:

“I want you to wear your most low-cut dress... so everyone can see how hot you are... and I’m going to feel you up constantly.”

“Oh really...?”

“Yes... and when we get back you know what...”

“Mmm... when we get back you fuck me... I call you CUCKOLD... and we imagine Edu fucking me...”

“You’ll imagine it too...?”

“Mmm... if you want... I’ll imagine it...”

I was incredibly turned on. I didn’t know how I’d managed not to cum, but the wait would make everything more exciting. María went to the bedroom to get dressed when her phone rang, and from what I could hear it was clearly a friend. I went to the living room to wait; I always start getting dressed after she finishes and goes into the bathroom to finish getting ready, but minutes passed and I could still hear her occasionally talking on the phone from the couch.

I was dying for her to hang up so she could get ready. I wanted to see her radiant, provocative, and feel her up and fantasize once more about Edu. I wanted her to finally admit that Edu turned her on. The sexual tension thing wasn’t enough for me, I wanted a sober and serious María to tell me in no uncertain terms “Edu turns me on” – that would be my goal for dinner.

I stopped hearing María talking, which made me happy, but the bad news came right after. My girlfriend appeared in the living room and already, before she even told me, just by her face and clothes, I knew she didn't want to go out. Indeed, she told me it had gotten late... that she was tired... and that we had the whole weekend ahead of us. The truth was that despite being Friday, and being the one not on vacation, I wasn't really tired, but I didn't push her too much either. She also told me she was going straight to bed, not even wanting to stay with me to watch some TV and fall asleep that way before going to bed.

I started watching a movie that had already begun and didn't take much more than half an hour before getting into bed, and María was already asleep. I thought she was right, that we had the whole weekend ahead of us, but I didn't know what the next morning would bring:

I woke up with some light already coming into the bedroom, through the window and the partially open door. María had already gotten up; I could hear the TV in the background, she was probably on the sofa with a coffee and her laptop. I grabbed my phone and saw it had run out of battery, so I opened the drawer of the nightstand to look for one of the chargers, and immediately noticed that María had been rummaging through things. It struck me as odd because that drawer only contained my stuff, like watches and my phone chargers, besides the famous enormous dildo we had bought. It seemed strange, but I was too sleepy to think about it. I got up and went to the bathroom, but with the lingering feeling that it was weird that María had been messing around in that drawer. After using the bathroom, I went back to the bedroom and sat on the bed. I always left the dildo placed horizontally in the drawer but now it was positioned lengthwise; as if some part of me was more alert than the rest, I picked it up, suspecting something strange, and that now awake and lucid part of me brought the object to my nose. I smelled it. And suddenly, everything became clear, incredibly clear; it smelled intensely of pussy. I immediately deduced that María had used it the night before, and since I was in the living room, she hadn't gotten up to wash it as she always did. María had preferred to masturbate with that plastic cock, that huge dick that had come to represent Edu's cock, rather than have sex with me.


CHAPTER 41

I found it hard to accept. María had always told me that since we’d been together, whenever she touched herself it had been during games with me, either in person or over the phone, or thinking about me. Using the plastic cock didn’t necessarily mean with absolute certainty that she hadn’t thought about me while masturbating, but there was a high probability.

At no point did I consider asking her about it. It seemed completely within her private domain. I couldn’t imagine myself, dildo in hand, demanding explanations for her using it, let alone asking her who she had been thinking about while pleasuring herself...

However, I started to get paranoid that she might begin looking for or aspiring to something more than me, a better lover than me, a better cock than mine, a better body than mine. What happened that Saturday didn’t help matters—we went to the beach, I was very touchy-feely, and she was rather evasive. Our kisses were initiated by me and ended by her, the caresses were mine and not hers, and any touching ended abruptly with a “come on, stop, people will see us.”

And things got even worse when that night I suggested going out for dinner, with all that entailed, and she preferred to stay home. Alone on the sofa, while she went to bed, I wondered if she had grown tired of my fantasy and this was her way of avoiding it, or if—what could be worse—she was getting tired of me, sexually speaking.

But, as always during those months, every rational thought I developed was accompanied by a dose of morbid excitement linked to the situation. My puzzlement over her attitude went one way, and my arousal at the thought that she might be in bed masturbating to thoughts of Edu went another. It was as if, instead of an angel and a devil on each shoulder, there was a reflective, rational Pablo and an excited Pablo constantly thinking about taboo thrills. I began to imagine María, legs spread, inserting the dildo, thinking about Edu and alert in case I came to the bedroom, flushed with desire, who knows if even texting something to Edu... and I got up from the living room to the dining table to grab some napkins... soon I was on the sofa frantically jerking off, imagining María coming like crazy... now using her hands to calm her pussy and sucking the plastic cock, acting out as if she were giving Edu a blowjob. I came trying not to make noise, spilling onto the napkins, while perhaps María was having an orgasm simultaneous to mine, each of us coming at opposite ends of the house.

On Sunday I ended up asking her what we were going to do about Edu’s proposal for the four of us to stay at his apartment. I asked if she had already responded to him, and she told me she had stalled, saying we were still undecided, which revealed to me that she had been texting with him without telling me. It wasn’t hard to convince her to accept Edu’s proposal this time.

Given how things were, nothing would have pleased me more than for María to go to Edu’s apartment on Monday, but we had decided some time ago that María would visit her parents during the week, taking advantage of the fact that I was working. Someone else who knew María would be away Monday and Tuesday was Edu, to my surprise, and he texted me on Sunday suggesting I visit him at his apartment Monday night.

There was something in me that didn’t feel right about meeting up with Edu. I wasn’t comfortable talking to him in person about María... as if it suddenly went from an innocent game to a calculated betrayal... but, in the end, the temptation, the thrill of hearing certain things from his mouth, was too enticing... I still didn’t trust him at all, but my morbid curiosity had chosen him.

I had no doubt that week was going to feel really long. The following week I would be traveling with María, and the week after that would end with the weekend at Edu’s apartment. And long, but above all uncomfortable, was how that Monday felt at work, knowing that at the end of the day I would be seeing that guy who always ended up making me feel inferior, no matter how much I told myself I couldn’t allow it.

It was really awkward to face someone who, among other things, had repeatedly laughed at me, at my cock, at my attitude, but it was especially uncomfortable because deep down it turned me on, I felt hypnotized by that attitude of superiority he had with me.

I left work and had a quick dinner at home to avoid lingering too long at his place. My only intention was to have one or two beers at his apartment, hear his version of the past few weeks, as well as his plans with María, and go back home.

I couldn’t help being really nervous, but I tried to fake confidence from the very beginning, from the moment he opened the door to his apartment and offered me a beer. We went out to the terrace and I looked at everything, the living room, the kitchen, with a strange and special interest in knowing that María had been there several times.

Edu’s attitude confused me at first, it seemed as if he was in a hurry, and he quickly got to the point. He started with what had happened on the Friday of the dinner his office had. He told me that when María had agreed to go with him to the club, just the two of them, he thought it was a done deal, especially at the bar, and even more so when they had been grinding against his car... I listened to him attentively, desperately wanting him to tell me something I didn’t know, something María had omitted or downplayed, but their versions matched and I felt disappointed on one hand, though also happy and proud of María on the other.

Edu, leaning against the terrace railing, drank his beer with particular cockiness, dressed only in swim shorts and a very loose t-shirt, and I could barely hold his gaze as he told me, as those blue eyes were tremendously intimidating. His version matched María’s in terms of facts, although obviously he told it differently:

“When I was touching her ass... damn, I got so hard. I touched her ass all I wanted, under her dress, and the bitch would turn away when I tried to kiss her... She wouldn't even let me touch her tits... and when I tried to touch her pussy I barely grazed it before she pushed me away... but, damn, I think I've told you before, her face was telling me to fuck her right there, but then there was no way, she always pushed me away.”

I continued with my mix of emotions: on one hand it excited me, on the other I felt strange hearing this in person, and I was glad their versions matched exactly, but at the same time I was a bit disappointed. It had been many days waiting for this moment when Edu would tell me his version, and my mind had wandered to imagine that something more had happened. Our beers were going down, I barely interrupted him, and he continued:

“Damn... but the best part wasn't just how red she was... the best part was that... damn, she looked nervous.”

“Nervous?” I took a sip of my beer, trying to pretend that this aroused my curiosity, that it didn't affect me too much, when in reality my heart was pounding.

“Yeah, damn, you can tell, when I put my hand between her thighs... under her dress... I'm not saying her legs were shaking but... she wasn't that cocky María from the office, you know...”

“Yeah...”

“Yeah, I don't know how to explain it... but damn, she was incredibly tense... I'll tell you the truth, if I didn't fuck her that night, I think it's because the girl doesn't want to cheat on you... I mean, if she were single she would have asked me to fuck her herself, and not just at my place, I think I would have fucked her right in the car.”

I could feel my face burning and my cock moving on its own as I listened to all this. With difficulty I brought the beer to my mouth, my hands trembling. The bastard was making me as nervous as I was excited.

“That's the thing, Pablo, it's up to you, but the girl is there, holding back, holding back because she's with you, otherwise I would have been fucking her for two months now.”

Edu took out two more beers and told me he was in a bit of a hurry, that Alicia would be coming any moment.

“Alicia? You mean Nati,” I said.

“Haha, no, no. Alicia, that posh Andalusian girl... you know, damn, I even sent you a photo of her sucking my cock, haha.”

“Oh, shit...”

“Yeah, it's just that Nati... she told me last week she studied terribly here... and that this week she'd study at her place, so fine. That's her choice.”

After a brief silence, Edu began to give me a summary of the days María had spent at the apartment, at the beach and at the pool with Nati and him. Edu, more animated, perhaps from the second beer, unleashed his full arsenal of profanity and vulgarity, describing María in a bikini everywhere. He said that no matter how much María tried to cover her tits with her hair, they were uncoverable, he remembered perfectly a green bikini that had made him get incredibly hard, as well as the red triangle bikini. He told me he had gone swimming with her while María was wearing the red bikini and that he had to readjust his cock underwater because it wouldn't fit in his swimsuit.

“Yeah, with the red bikini... she's... powerful,” I said after a swig of beer.

“You can say that again, Pablo, when I saw her in that bikini I thought 'she wants war.' Damn... how I wanted to fuck her when I saw her like that, god... I didn't care that the beach was packed, with that bikini damn... I would have fucked her right there. I would have put her on all fours on the towel and 'slap, slap,' damn... I'd spank her ass and fuck her with people watching.”

I listened to him attentively, terribly excited, and he continued talking, speaking about her amazing body, about everything he would do to her... until he surprised me:

“Damn, Pablo... you're getting hard!!! Fuck!!! Hahaha!!!”

I didn't want to look down and I shrugged, pretending normalcy, when in reality he had left me breathless.

We fell silent, I didn't know what to do. He stared at me with those blue eyes and his half-smile... That bastard intimidated me, but at the same time I knew I couldn't let him always get the upper hand.

Edu went back on the offensive, telling me about when at the beach, with him standing and María on the towel, he had stroked his cock looking at her, but, again, when it seemed he was going to tell me something I didn't know, their versions matched completely. If my erection was obvious, my look of disappointment must have been too, because that bastard Edu seemed to read my mind:

“You don't seem impressed by what I'm telling you... Look, I have the feeling you came here fantasizing that more things had happened than actually did... because I don't know what kind of thing you and María have going on, but I know she tells you what we do when you ask her. I have the impression that she's told you everything about how I felt her up that night and how I touched my cock at the beach looking at her, and even, I don't know, if I had to bet I'd say you two get turned on when she tells you about it. But the fucked up thing is that you come here believing I'll tell you we did more and it's written all over your face that you wish more had happened.”

I was frozen. It seemed like he was reading my mind... so much so that I began to wonder if María had told him something about my fantasy, which I quickly dismissed, it didn't seem like something she would do. Edu continued, and I felt like a kid being scolded:

“I’m sorry, Pablito, but so far nothing else has happened, the facts are what they are. If you ask me if I think I’m going to fuck her, I’d say yes. And if you ask me why in however many months we haven’t gone beyond a couple of groping sessions, it’s because the girl is incredibly faithful, one of those who believes that the day I fuck her your relationship is over. That if you break up, I’d be fucking her morning, afternoon, and night the next day—all three of us know that. But María, at least for now, thinks with her head. And she’s not a girl I can just pounce on like a horny bastard in the middle of the afternoon at the beach; she literally escapes every time we’re alone. We go swimming and, discreetly, every time I get close she does something to keep me at least a meter away.”

I was trying to digest all of that. He had completely changed his demeanor. It was a kind of cockiness mixed with disinterested advice... when the doorbell rang. Edu put his beer on the table and walked to the living room, answered the intercom and opened the downstairs door, leaving the upstairs door open, and as he approached the terrace again, I wanted to change the subject, and asked him to tell me about his proposal to spend the weekend together, the four of us. He told me his idea was to get rid of Nati at some point and that with a few drinks, if I left them alone, he could try his luck with María, and that perhaps María, already in the mood and drunk, would accept anything... He said it with astonishing calmness, as if he didn’t know the weight those words had on me. He said it with absolute seriousness.

I heard noise at the entrance and soon Alicia appeared, dragging a trolley as best she could through the living room. We went out to meet her. The girl was incredibly pretty, wearing denim shorts and... the shirt she was wearing, with blue stripes, I would soon know why it looked familiar.

Alicia was a bit surprised by my presence. Edu introduced us and I could hear her voice with its Andalusian accent, somewhat posh at the same time. We exchanged two kisses and I was struck by the feel of her cheeks. She was nothing more than a kid, she looked very young, but she had harmonious and soft features that left you amazed. She walked past us toward the hallway, revealing a little ass to die for.

I finished my beer and asked Edu where the bathroom was. Once there, I discovered that my underwear was soaked and the tip of my cock was smeared with pre-cum. I was really realizing how turned on Edu had been making me. After finishing, I took my phone, quickly looking for the photo Edu had sent me of Alicia. The one where the girl, on her knees, stuck out her tongue and there Edu placed his cock, with that enormous, wet glans that almost completely covered Alicia’s tongue. Coincidentally, the girl in the photo was wearing the same shirt I had just seen her in... I couldn’t stop looking at that photo... between how Edu talked about María... that photo... having seen Alicia... knowing he was going to fuck her as soon as I left... my cock was so ready to burst that I was tempted to jerk off right there.

I couldn’t take it anymore. It was too much.

I tried to calm down, splashed water on my face, and tried to think about something else to make my erection go down... until I felt ready and left the bathroom. And, for better or worse, I ran into Alicia... who smiled at me sweetly, leaving me looking like an idiot... it certainly wasn’t easy to look at her with, let’s say normal eyes, when seconds before I had been looking at a photo of her... with Edu’s cock in her mouth.

Alicia went into the bathroom and I went to meet Edu in the living room.

“Well, Pablito, this is as far as you and I go for today.”

“Yes, I’m leaving now.”

“Yes, although well... we could practice today.”

“Practice what?”

“Fuck... I fuck Alicia and you watch, what do you think?”

I went pale. I never knew what he might come up with next. Or if he was messing with me or being serious. And the worst part was that I was left stunned, not knowing what to say to him.

He stared at me and I still couldn’t react.

“Hahaha. Fuck, what kind of face is that? If I told this girl I was going to fuck her with you watching, she’d have a heart attack. Not saying she wouldn’t end up doing it, but fuck, she’s just a kid. For something like that, you need a woman like María, right?”

“Yeah... sure.”

“And besides, the funny thing is that you’re her fucking boyfriend, right? Otherwise, where’s the fun?”

“Yes, that’s true. The girl is very pretty, huh.”

“Damn right she’s pretty... and she fucks... she fucks like crazy. I think the neighbors know perfectly well when the blonde is here and when the brunette is, hahaha. By the way, María takes the pill, right?”

“Well... yes.”

“It’s just that this kid doesn’t, and I checked earlier that I only have one condom left.”

I didn’t know where he was going with this, but I soon found out.

“There’s a 24-hour pharmacy down this street, and the second street on the left, you’re going to have to do me a favor. Here...” he said, looking for some keys. “Go down and buy me a little box, will you?”

I took his keys like an automaton while he told me the brand and XL size.

“When you come back, leave the keys and condoms here on the table, okay? We’ll talk soon. Thanks, man.”

I walked out the door without having reacted in the slightest. As tense and aroused as I was, deep down I knew that this was certainly humiliating. I left the complex and walked down the street looking for the pharmacy. As I walked back, I couldn’t stop thinking about three things: how it was possible that I ended up obeying what he told me, how and when I was going to stand up to him, and whether he would already be fucking Alicia by the time I got back.

I opened the door carefully and didn’t hear anything. I left the condoms and keys on the table, and figured his bedroom must be behind one of the doors I had seen at the end of the hallway. I was still tremendously aroused. I debated whether to move a little closer, stealthily, down that hallway to see if I could hear them fucking, and I thought about what it would be like if he wasn’t with Alicia in that bedroom, but with María... if Alicia turned me on... thinking about him fucking María while I slowly approached down the hallway until I could hear María’s moans... God!! Just thinking about it made my cock feel like it was going to explode...!! It made me so horny...!! Fuck...!! I couldn’t resist and began to walk silently down that hallway.


CHAPTER 42

I was walking down that dark hallway completely on edge, I’d even say overwhelmed. If they came out of any of those doors I could see at the end, I would die of embarrassment. I was getting so scared that I stopped about four or five meters from the doors. I couldn’t hear anything except my heart pounding.

The thrill once again got the better of me and I took another step forward, when the creaking of the wooden floor beneath me left me completely still again. I remained silent, as frightened as I was expectant, when I heard a sigh in the distance. A sigh of pleasure that almost made my heart leap out of my mouth. It was impossible to feel more tension; suddenly my nerves weren’t about the risk of being discovered, but about the excitement of what might be happening in that room. When after that sigh of pleasure I heard something like a moan, something guttural, like a mixture of pain and pleasure... then another moan, a sigh... my imagination began to work overtime, it seemed like Edu was penetrating her... and that she was taking everything he gave her with pleasure, but also with some discomfort or pain. I had seen Edu’s cock in that photo, that thickness... and I could understand that the body of that posh girl might struggle to take all of that. Another moan and an “uff” of pleasure and impression almost made me die right there, and when I thought I couldn’t handle the excitement anymore, my imagination played a trick on me and I imagined that the one being skewered, impaled by Edu wasn’t that Andalusian girl but María, and my cock moved on its own and I felt my legs giving way.

I heard the sound of bodies moving and I got scared. I knew it was unlikely that someone would come out of that bedroom in the middle of the action, but I chickened out: I retreated with short, quick steps, on tiptoe, trying not to make noise, but each “clack” on the wood sounded thunderous to me. When I stopped, I tried to listen to them again. From my new position, a couple of meters further away, I had to decide whether to leave or approach again. I regretted it many times, but what I did was leave, I think it wasn’t so much about being afraid of getting caught but that the image of María being fucked by Edu; that it was her who could be on the other side of the door and that I could hear her sigh, moan, or complain about receiving his cock... was so powerful that it overwhelmed me, and I had to back away, until I reached the living room and carefully closed the door, leaving his apartment.

On the way back home I tried to calm down but I couldn’t. I imagined opening that door and finding Edu and María in bed... and María looking at me... and... it was just too much, too exciting, too arousing, it was the most exciting thing in the world taken to another level. I felt that hallway had changed me, that alone, in the dark, in that hallway, I had discovered that yes, it was inevitable, I wanted it, I needed with all my strength for Edu to fuck María in my presence. It had always been something that was in some corner of my mind, something latent, like in my subconscious that I had pushed aside, something I didn’t want to seriously reflect on, but in that hallway I discovered that I couldn’t deny it to myself anymore, that it wasn’t about getting excited knowing that María turned Edu on and them telling me about it. No. It was definitive. There was no turning back.

I got home and didn’t masturbate. Not at all. I was still so blocked that I couldn’t even do that.

The next day María arrived. We were at home... I looked at her when she wasn’t aware. I saw her radiant, beautiful, tanned, exuberant.... and I began to think that I was an idiot, how could I want that jerk Edu to fuck my girlfriend... but while thinking about it my cock got completely hard.

On Thursday afternoon María went to Edu’s apartment and as soon as she got there she wrote to me:

“Nati isn’t here, seems like she’s studying at her place, what a drag.”

I knew that situation would happen, but I hadn’t told her anything. Nati, without being María’s favorite person, seemed to be like her support, or her way of avoiding the awkwardness of being alone with Edu, that awkwardness that I interpreted as sexual tension. Night came and while having dinner with María I didn’t ask her how it went with Edu when they were alone, I began to feel the need for her to take that step. I was climbing the walls wanting to know if they had done anything, if Edu had tried anything, but for some reason I had the feeling it was better to wait.

On Friday María didn’t go to his place, she told me she wanted to pack calmly for our trip.

I was still... no longer in shock... but still affected by what I had discovered within myself. So much so that in the car, on the way to Cantabria with María, in silence, I wondered if it wouldn’t be better to get it all out, talk about it, put all the cards on the table. I kept thinking about how to tell María, how to do it without her sending me straight to hell... but it wasn’t easy. How to tell your girlfriend “I want you to fuck Edu, and I want to see it, I want to see how he fucks you. I’m sorry, but I can’t take it anymore, and I can’t help it.” No matter how much I thought about it, that was the truth, and there was no way to present that with softer words than those.

I wasn’t able to, and besides, I didn’t want to ruin the vacation. So I decided to postpone my confession to another time.

If that was a problem I wanted to postpone, there was another one that I would soon discover whether it had been an isolated incident or if I could truly start to classify it as a problem; and that was a possible lack of sexual appetite from María towards me. I hadn’t forgotten for a second how one night, or perhaps two, María had preferred the dildo to having sex with me. That dildo was in my suitcase and María didn’t know it yet.

The first night we were at the hotel in Cantabria cleared up my doubts. I kept the dildo hidden and María showed me that there was absolutely no lack of sexual appetite, quite the opposite, we had barely settled into the room and we didn’t just have sex, she fucked me. She sucked me, she devoured me, she got on top of me and rode me without giving me a break... she screamed as if there was no one in the hotel and I could barely keep up with her... I had rarely seen María so turned on.

The next morning we visited the city and spent the afternoon at the beach. We still weren't talking about her last day alone with Edu at his place, but that elephant in the room didn't prevent us from feeling completely comfortable, even especially affectionate. Lying on the towel we kissed several times, we hugged and kissed quite passionately and we felt each other up much more than we usually did when we weren't on vacation. As evening approached, we went for a swim in the sea. I couldn't get out of my head for a second that this swim... having her so close... wet... in a bikini... Edu had experienced this with her several times too. There we kissed, each time more obscenely. María was unrecognizable and wrapped her legs around me. My mind kept going to the fact that she had seen this scene from the outside watching Nati with Edu. I could feel her breasts against my chest, I grabbed her ass and the rhythm of the waves almost helped me find a rhythmic friction that gave us pleasure. I was somewhat hard but the temperature of the Cantabrian Sea wasn't helping much... but I could see in María's eyes that she wanted something to happen right there. She would look around from time to time, after particularly dirty makeout sessions. If I was feeling cold, she seemed to be feeling quite the opposite... she was practically begging me to fuck her in the sea as Edu had probably done with Nati. María was turned on like I don't think I'd ever seen her before.

But I couldn't do it... the water was really cold and the more María begged me with her eyes, the more pressure I felt and it was counterproductive. We ended up going back to our towels and I promised myself I would finish the job even if it had to be on the sand, when the beach emptied of people. We caressed each other, we smiled at each other, we hugged each other, I think there was no need to agree on anything, no need to talk about it; we looked at each other and knew that when we were alone we would try everything possible.

However, the situation couldn't happen, families gave way to more bundled-up people walking or people who simply put on a sweatshirt with no intention of leaving... we had to abort the mission and go to the hotel. Once there I got in the shower, and I wasn't expecting María to join me a few minutes after I got in. She didn't enter naked, she came in wearing the red bikini that I had asked her to use to turn Edu on. At that moment I didn't fully understand what that meant. She grabbed my cock firmly, kissed me, both of us under the shower stream, her tongue moved more eagerly than ever... and she herself took off her bikini bottom and turned around for me to fuck her against the glass door... We had an impressive fuck, I think her moans must have been heard two floors above and below... While I was fucking her I started to wonder what was causing María's insatiable arousal.

I could think that the vacation had turned her on... or I could think that Edu had something to do with all of this. Once María fell asleep I wrote to him:

“Hey man, María is really fired up, did something happen Thursday at your apartment?” — and I added an eyes emoji.

I waited a few minutes to see if he would respond. But he didn't. The next morning I checked my phone, and he still hadn't answered. He wasn't writing to me, but he was writing to María, that very afternoon:

I was with María at the beach and Edu wrote to her. They started texting, without talking about anything too interesting. My girlfriend was writing with me right beside her, implying that there was absolutely nothing to hide. She was sitting and I sat behind her, opening my legs. Her back resting against my chest. It came out of me, without thinking:

“It turns me on even when you two text each other, even if you're not saying anything.”

María didn't answer, only moments later, she turned slightly to kiss me and continued writing.

“At his apartment... you could turn him on again...” —I told her.

“Oh... here we go again...” —she answered and I felt that I had unintentionally broken the charm of the moment.

“What can I do, María...”

“But Nati will be there...”

“Well... so what... if at some point you two were alone... tease him again...”

“No, Pablo... that's it, we're fine like this.”

“Look, María... nothing special... imagine that Nati is around somewhere and you and I are on the sand... and Edu goes for a swim... would it be too much to ask for you to go swimming with him...”

“Pfff... what a fantasy...” —María interrupted me.

“I mean... that you'd swim with him... and turn him on... and I'd watch from the shore. It's just an example.”

María didn't respond, she continued typing for a few seconds, until she finished and threw her phone into the beach bag. She turned around. We kissed... and she said:

“I don't know, Pablo... I still don't know where this is leading. We're good like this, I don't know why you want more.”

I had a strange feeling. It was as if María had Edu as present in her mind as I did, but she didn't want to talk about him. Sex in the water... the red bikini in the shower... that was all about Edu but without talking about it, however, at times I did need her to be more precise, to put into words what was happening.

On the last night we went out for dinner. She wore a light blue dress with a neckline that was to die for. If I snuck a glance from the side I could see half of her breasts... it was impressive how hot she was. It wasn't premeditated but we started drinking more wine with dinner than we were used to. In no way did I intend to drink to uninhibit us or to get her to tell me things, it just happened naturally, her pupils dilated, our laughter became more eccentric and soon my mind began to imagine questions to ask her. I don't even remember how the topic of Edu came up, but I do remember that this time, it didn't diminish the magic of the moment, there was no frown or an “here we go again” or anything like that, it was as natural as the wine flowing through our veins.

She told me about that Thursday without Nati, their walks, their trivial conversations, but she also acknowledged his furtive glances toward her and her discreet looks when he was going to or coming from the sea. I didn’t want to ask if she looked at him with desire, as I feared she would say no. When María finally told me that something had happened that would drive me crazy, she couldn’t imagine my eagerness to hear about it. I think María had wanted to tell me all week, and the wine was either the trigger or the excuse, but she told me that Edu was such a “player” who could be distant and cold one moment, then say things with such casualness that even important things didn’t seem so significant. I didn’t quite understand until she explained that while they were both wet on the towel, just back from the sea, Edu had literally told her that in that white bikini, her pussy was visible through the fabric. I froze, imagining María’s wet lips outlined... just a meter away from Edu... and my cock was hardening by the second... My girlfriend told me she blushed and told him to fuck off, half-jokingly, half-seriously. María was drunk enough to tell this with the exact words, and I was drunk enough to ask what I asked, which was for her to write to him, to send him a photo of herself. She said I was crazy, asking what for, and I insisted. María laughed, and I eventually suggested she take a selfie with a sad face, writing to him that her vacation week was ending. It took some convincing, but after a few minutes and several attempts, until she looked pretty enough in the photo, she ended up sending it. I asked her to show more than just her face, to include some cleavage, but she wouldn’t agree to that.

She left her phone on the table and Edu wasn’t responding.

“When he responds, tell him you wore the white bikini today... the one that shows everything.”

“Haha, yeah... you’re crazy,” she replied.

We left the restaurant without Edu responding and went to the hotel, where I intended for María to see what I had brought in my suitcase.

While she was in the bathroom, I took out the dildo and sat in an armchair almost directly across from the bed. I partially concealed it, and María didn’t see it when she returned to the bedroom and lay down on the bed on her back.

“He responded,” she said.

“Oh yeah? What did he say?”

“‘Haha.’”

“Just that?”

“Yes, just that... see... sometimes he’s more distant...”

“Tell him about the bikini,” I said seriously.

“Haha, the bikini but what, what should I say?”

“What I told you before. Something like... I wore the white bikini today... and nothing shows through.”

“I’m not going to write that... you’re crazy. Besides, if he’s being boring, I’m not writing him that or anything else.”

We fell silent... until I finally revealed the dildo and tossed it onto the bed. I expected a look of surprise from her, but she looked at me seriously. She picked it up. She looked at me. And I pulled down my pants... and my underwear. She wasn’t surprised either when, as I undressed, I revealed myself completely erect.

I brought my hand to my cock and began to stroke myself slowly, to which she responded by pulling her dress up to her waist. And when I expected her to get rid of her panties, she pulled them slightly upward. They were white panties that stood out for their thinness and whiteness... and as she pulled upward, they outlined her pussy... again transporting me to what Edu had experienced with her, to things he had seen of her body. I let out a “what a pussy you have, María...” and swallowed hard, impressed... and began masturbating while she fixed her gaze on me and continued playing with those panties, pulling them up a bit and then lowering them a bit more... with such eroticism... such femininity that it almost made me cum.

She ended up releasing the straps of her dress and getting rid of her bra. She also removed her panties and, covered only by her dress tied at her waist, she took the dildo with the clear intention of using it in front of me... first she caressed her pussy carefully... dilating... opening what I could already see glistening from two meters away... and soon she inserted the tip, letting out a sigh... heartfelt and soft... and I inevitably began to imagine that if that cock were Edu, he wouldn’t be as subtle as she was being. So my mind went to Edu making his way into her pussy, and I had not the slightest doubt that she was thinking the same thing.

Soon she was taking half of that cock and could no longer maintain eye contact with me as the pleasure forced her to close her eyes. She was putting that thing in with one hand and caressing her tits with the other... giving such a slutty image that I didn’t know where she had been hiding it. María was hornier than she had ever been... and that cock began to appear and disappear from her body while I saw how even her breasts seemed to redden and swell, giving the image of a complete woman, a female in her prime, with those colossal tits and the enormous areolas of her nipples... And I remembered when Edu had said that Alicia was too much of a girl to let herself be fucked while being watched, that such things were reserved for women like María... I think I had never seen María so womanly, so female, as that night, she was stunning, impressive, exuberant.... She took that cock with such composure that I began to think she deserved it, that such a woman deserved a brutal cock to calm her...

I stood up. I masturbated standing next to her. I looked at her. She looked at me... she panted shamelessly and my masturbation accelerated... I felt like I was cumming every time she took it all the way in... I began to feel the need to go to her, to position myself on top of her, to penetrate her... I slowed my masturbation while she pulled that thing all the way out, leaving a dark hollow in her pussy... and I said to her:

“Should I...?”

To which she responded with teary eyes... and putting that cock back inside herself... shaking her head no... Seeing that response, I jerked my cock twice and started cumming on the floor, completely gone and panting like crazy... closing my eyes and dying of pleasure...

When I was finishing my orgasm, I heard her say in a faint voice:

“Would it be like this?”


CHAPTER 44

Her question was clear and distinct. As was her serious tone. It was no longer a playful or fantasy question.

I looked her directly in the eyes while she continued inserting that thing without stopping. Her pussy was taking that cock with complete composure, and my stunned gaze was a clear “yes.” A yes that hopefully Edu would mount her, fuck her, and I would watch them and masturbate until I couldn’t anymore.

I don’t know if it was my face, my expression, or that María suddenly returned to reality, but she turned over and positioned herself face down, and then began to insert that cock that represented Edu in this new position, with her face turned away from where I was. To continue masturbating, she had to flex her knees slightly, and all I could see of her was her back, her ass, her legs, and her hands pushing in and pulling out that monstrous dildo.

Despite having just climaxed moments ago, I approached her wanting to feel her. I positioned myself beside her and placed one of my hands on her naked ass, caressing it with subtlety... It was wonderful to feel that touch while hearing her moans muffled by the sheets. María was writhing with pleasure and when I caressed more insistently, María uttered a “leave me” that froze my blood. I withdrew my hand reflexively... and let her continue masturbating without interruption. I stepped back a couple of paces and thought that perhaps the act of changing position, of turning away from me to touch herself, wasn’t due to embarrassment, or at least not only that, but perhaps she needed me absent so she could imagine.

I wanted to give her time. Her space. And I went to the shower. Not knowing if what was happening was good or bad, and above all wondering what was behind such a change.

Shortly after, María entered the bathroom and carefully washed that dildo in the sink. She didn’t say anything to me. Nor I to her. I cleaned the floor of the room, we turned on the TV and fell asleep. Without talking.

The next day a long drive awaited us, and it wasn’t until mid-afternoon that we began to talk with some semblance of normality, though not about what had happened the night before. I knew María and I could sense she was embarrassed or flushed. It was obvious that she had been imagining Edu fucking her while I watched, and it was obvious that it had made her tremendously aroused. What I still didn’t know was whether this would remain just an isolated incident.

It was past seven in the evening and without any real reason, I placed my hand on her bare thigh while driving. My hand, little by little, traveled along those legs that were only covered by shorts, reminding me of the first months as a couple when we would feel each other up everywhere and at all hours. I wasn’t planning for anything to happen, they were just simple caresses. I was looking at the road, not at María, until, after a few minutes, she said: “It’s a shame I’m not wearing a skirt.” I turned my head toward her for an instant and her expression suggested she was interpreting those caresses as something more. I continued caressing her, but now with less innocent intentions, until I placed my hand between her legs and pressed firmly on her denim shorts. María began opening and closing her legs. She was genuinely aroused... We ended up stopping at a service station.

I had barely parked in a somewhat secluded area when María hardly even let me kiss her. She took her hands to my pants, opened them, pulled down my underwear... and took out my semi-erect cock right away. After two or three strokes, she brought her mouth to my cock and began to devour it with a craving and hunger that I hadn’t seen in her for years. She began giving me such a brutal blowjob that I could barely keep my eyes open to watch if anyone saw us. She jerked and sucked at such a speed that my small pleas for her to do it more slowly were completely disobeyed. The car filled with that sucking noise from her mouth and the precum coming from my cock, and also with the sounds she was making, as I could hear her panting and sighing, and almost moaning... In just two or three minutes I was cumming, holding onto her head... and discharging upward into her mouth... She didn’t stop jerking and sucking until I had completely finished. I even had to ask her to stop after ejaculating... because she kept going.

She closed her mouth and brought her hand to her lips to avoid spilling anything. She opened her car door and spat out everything I had released...

I suggested... not having sex there... but at least rewarding her for what she had done, and she said no. That it was getting late. She told me this, moreover, with some shyness or discomfort.

We resumed our journey and I, besides being amazed... felt something strange about her. Like she was going from lust to embarrassment and from embarrassment to lust at full speed. And again those silences that were only broken if, little by little, we started talking about any other topic that wasn’t the underlying issue.

We arrived home quite late and what I least expected happened. While we were both on the couch, my phone began to light up. Edu was calling me.

Fortunately, María hadn’t seen my screen and I hurried to reject the call. Then I reclined in such a way that if he called again, María wouldn’t see it. I thought that perhaps he had called me by mistake, but immediately afterward he called me again, and I rejected the call again.

Edu wrote to me:

—“Pick up the phone, Pablito.”

Still surprised and not understanding what this was about, I replied:

—“I can’t, I’m with María in the living room.”

—“I don’t care, I feel like telling you what I want to do to María when I fuck her.”

That statement of his seemed completely out of place. He had never been so direct. It didn’t make sense.

I replied that I couldn’t talk to him with her at home, which was so obvious that it started to seem like all Edu wanted was to mess with me or force things with me. But he wouldn’t give up, and María was about to ask me who I was texting with so much when he wrote that I should go to the bathroom and take a picture of my cock, that he wanted to laugh.

I ended up responding rudely, first telling him to leave me alone, and then telling him to go to hell. Things got heated and the argument ended with a threatening "well, face the consequences" from Edu.

He was a bipolar jerk, but he had me by the balls, because if he told María anything about what I’d set up, I’d be in serious trouble. However, despite not trusting him one bit, I didn’t really think he would say anything to María over that absurd and childish argument.

The next morning, at work, I was about to text María asking what she planned to do that Monday, with the clear intention of finding out if she was going to Edu’s beach house any day that week, when, as if reading my mind, Edu texted me:

“You were acting pretty stupid yesterday, huh. Go to the bathroom at work and jerk off.”

I had thought that what happened the night before would just be one of his whims, but no. I told him no again and we went back to arguing over text. Until he said:

“Well, I’m getting tired of this. You know what? María isn’t coming to my house today. Not tomorrow either. She’s coming Wednesday and Thursday.”

I didn’t understand anything. I didn’t even respond. I didn’t understand what game he was playing.

But he wrote again:

“You’re going to lose your smoking hot girlfriend because you’re an idiot.”

That phrase seemed so unpleasant that I immediately closed the conversation; I didn’t want that nonsense to stay in my mind.

Shortly after, I texted María and she told me she was going to run some errands and meet a friend from outside the office for coffee. Nothing special.

Tuesday came and mid-morning I called María and we started talking about trivial things until I directly asked her if she was going to Edu’s apartment that afternoon or any day before we both went on the weekend. Her answer surprised me; she said not that day, but she would go the next day, Wednesday. I asked her why she wasn’t going that afternoon if she had nothing to do, and she said she didn’t feel like it, that she would tell Edu about going on Wednesday. The way she said it seemed strange to me.

I got home Tuesday night and on the couch I started caressing María with the clear intention of taking things further, but she didn’t seem very interested. It seemed like the heat from the trip had cooled off a bit, and she was more like the normal María, more like always.

I was brushing my teeth when Edu texted me:

“Hello, Pablito. Tomorrow María is coming to my house, as you probably know. She’s going to come with one of her green bikinis and that red one that’s to die for.”

I froze. I was getting increasingly bad vibes about what he was saying and how he was saying it. I was going to respond, but he seemed so idiotic that I managed to resist.

The pressure I was beginning to feel because of that bastard was unimaginable. At times I thought he was capable of anything. That Wednesday at work I kept cursing myself for having chosen him for all that fantasy with María. What he had said about María’s bikinis seemed like a tremendous bluff to me, but at the same time I feared him.

I wrote to María what I had never written while she was at Edu’s house. And she responded very occasionally and with what seemed to me like evasive answers. I asked her if Nati was there and she said yes, and I almost asked her to send me a photo...

My nervousness increased. I arrived home late at night and heard the sound of the shower, so I knew María was in the bathroom. I passed through the kitchen and discovered that she had already had dinner. I went to the bedroom and reached the beach basket. It was obvious what I was looking for; there was the red bikini, wet from swimming... and a green bikini... exactly as Edu had said.

I sat on the bed. Pondering what was happening there. When I heard the shower faucet turn off.

I wanted to clarify all of this, but I couldn’t say anything to María about the bikinis without revealing myself...

I went to the couch and ate something while listening to the noise of the hair dryer. María finally appeared and without giving me time for almost anything, she told me she was exhausted from all the sun, that she was going to bed already.

“Aren’t you going to tell me anything?” I said quickly.

“About what?”

“About your day with Edu, what else?”

“Well... nothing, a normal day.”

“Normal?”

“Yes, normal,” she replied.

“And what is normal?”

“Well... what’s this all about?” she said seriously.

I was left not knowing quite what to say. I didn’t know if I felt anger, curiosity, or what the hell it was.

“Can I go to sleep or do you have any more questions for me?” she said with a bit of attitude.

“Are you going back to his house tomorrow?”

“Well, I don't know. Are you going to be up long?”

“Me? Up long doing what?”

“I mean, are you going to stay watching TV for a while?”

“Maybe. I don't know.”

“Well, don't make too much noise when you come to bed, okay?” she said in a tone that sounded somewhat conciliatory.

María disappeared down the hallway and I grabbed my phone. I didn't know what to do. I was even surprised that Edu wasn't texting me to gloat about this kind of victory.

I spent about half an hour watching television, occasionally glancing at my phone, and I noticed something surprising... María was online almost the entire time...

I let another half hour pass before I quietly approached the bedroom. I didn't hear anything.

I undressed in the dark, trying to make as little noise as possible, and got into bed. From María's breathing, it seemed clear she was asleep. I opened the nightstand drawer... and felt around with my hand until I reached the dildo. Nervously... I brought that plastic cock to my nose... and it reeked brutally of pussy again.
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I put it back in its place. There wasn’t the slightest doubt that María had just used it. But this time I was starting to feel things that weren’t solely arousal and excitement; I was beginning to feel a certain sense of lack of control and also concern.

I lay down in bed, next to María, who was sleeping, and in the darkness of our bedroom, I started thinking for the first time that I could lose her. Yes, from March to August with all of this, and I thought about it at that moment for the first time. I had been so obsessed with asking María if she was attracted to Edu, pushing her to be so, that perhaps I had been pushing her toward something more than just sexual. It was only the shadow of a doubt, a possibility. And yet, on the other hand, I knew María and couldn’t imagine her having a “crush” on that cocky guy. María had always shown that she’d seen through him from the beginning, besides being a mature and intelligent woman who wouldn’t fall into the trap of that delusional, snobby beach bum... but on the other hand, Edu knowing which days María would go to his house and, above all, which bikinis she would wear implied a level of flirtation that perhaps you wouldn’t have with someone you’re merely attracted to. I didn’t know. But that complicity of asking her which bikinis to wear and her obeying had me confused. At what point? What kind of bond do two people have for one to ask that and the other to agree or obey? Was that kind of game possible without having hooked up? Because on the other hand, I knew, I was absolutely certain they hadn’t hooked up. I saw María acting strange at times, and without a doubt Edu could turn her on... and she masturbated perhaps or almost certainly thinking about him, but if they had hooked up I would have noticed it; besides, it didn’t make sense. But then again, that phrase from Edu: “you’re going to lose her for being an idiot”... it weighed on me... it was like a burden on my body.

I had trouble falling asleep that night, and the next morning, when I was leaving for work, María was still sleeping. I couldn’t leave without gently waking her up and asking what she would do that day. She told me she didn’t know.

It didn’t take long for the third party to appear, as Edu texted me at noon. His message didn’t surprise me at all; he was gloating about having guessed correctly about the bikinis, asking me if it bothered me or made me happy, with a kind of sadism, like with a resentment that I didn’t know where it came from. I tried not to argue with him, since that guy was a ticking time bomb and it wasn’t in my interest to be on bad terms with him, but it was impossible; he pushed until I had no choice but to tell him to go to hell. He asked me again to go to the bathroom at work, and I refused. At one point, I had been attracted to fulfilling certain requests like that from him; the comparison of his dick with mine excited me because of the difference it could make for María, but his humiliation out of mere sadism and while we were on bad terms made no sense. The conversation ended badly, and I was left even more worried. I saw him as increasingly dangerous, and I began to wonder if I really wanted to go with María the next day to spend a weekend with him under those circumstances. The desire to see them together was one thing, but the panic that he might reveal our secret face to face was another, and, besides, I was seeing it as less and less impossible.

I called María to find out what she would do that day. It was a strange call, but I needed to hear her voice. She told me that since we had the wedding of one of her coworkers the first weekend of October, and Paula was already back, they would have lunch together, and in the afternoon they would go look at dresses for the wedding. I was glad. For the first time in six months, I was happy that she wasn’t meeting with Edu.

All afternoon I was turning over in my mind whether or not I wanted to spend the weekend at that guy’s house. I still felt all the imaginable arousal, but his instability and that fear that... I didn’t know how to explain it... that María might feel something for him terrified me. I also wondered if María would be honest with me for once, and if it would come from her to tell me what game she had or had had with Edu for him to tell her which bikinis to wear.

Thursday night arrived. I was exhausted from the workday and all the tension. Already in bed, María was wearing a pink nightgown with polka dots... she looked incredible... and it had been approximately a week since we’d had sex... She was reading a book, and I found her so beautiful, I felt such pure love for her that I said without thinking:

“I don’t want us to go to Edu’s house tomorrow.”

I was hoping to get some clue from her response about what she thought or felt. But she uttered such a neutral “okay” that I didn’t know what to interpret.

I lay down beside her, and while I was checking my phone and she was reading, she ended up saying:

“Well, then I’ll write to him to tell him we’re not coming.”

I was surprised that she didn’t even ask me why I had drastically changed my mind. She put down her book and picked up her phone to write to him.

When I expected her to write a sentence and then put the phone back on her nightstand, what happened was that she wrote one sentence after another. Without stopping. And it wasn’t that she was blatantly turning away so I wouldn’t see what they were writing... but she was doing it subtly.

I thought Edu would be asking her why we were canceling our plans, but when more than five minutes had passed, I knew they must have been talking about other things for quite some time.

I got up to brush my teeth. I left her there, texting with him... and I began to feel an impressive arousal... When I came out of the bathroom, I already had a more than significant erection. I entered the bedroom and María, illuminated only by the bedside lamp, was still writing, leaning against the headboard, with her legs bent... revealing black panties, tousled hair, and breasts so colossal that they seemed to be spilling out of her nightgown, but the crowning glory of her image was how her nipples showed through the pink silk of the nightgown.

I looked into her eyes. She looked at me. It was true that it was hot simply because it was August, but her cheeks showed a higher temperature. I took off my underwear and she continued texting...

I positioned myself at the foot of the bed and she pulled her nightgown up to her waist... as if telling me what I needed to do... I moved closer to her and began kissing her thighs... which were burning hot.

My kisses moved from her legs to her panties, placing several kisses there, and she kept typing and blushing. I stuck out my tongue and felt her lips through the fabric, which were swelling by the moment, she began to breathe more heavily and still wouldn’t stop writing. You didn’t have to be very smart to know that whatever they were saying to each other had a spicy component or who knows if not something stronger.

“What are you two writing to each other?” I whispered, unable to resist any longer.

She, without answering, put her phone down on the bed and removed her panties. Before me appeared that dark beauty, with trimmed hair, and with such an intense scent that I could smell it perfectly from the eight or twelve inches where my face was from her pussy. I ran a finger down the middle, dividing her pussy in two, and she shuddered. I stuck out my tongue as she lowered the straps of her nightgown and freed her enormous breasts. When her phone lit up and she hurried to pick it up and read. As soon as she read it and I licked, her back arched and she let out such a heartfelt moan that my cock twitched just from the sound. A second lick, another arch of her back, another moan, more pussy scent on my face, and she gripped her phone tightly, preparing to respond.

My hands went to her breasts, and her left hand to my head, while with her right she tried to type, but I had the feeling that Edu was writing more than she was, and, without a doubt, María liked what she was reading from that bastard. I began to feel how her pussy melted with each message that came in. It was incredible how each time she read something, it became easier for my tongue to reach the deepest part of her. I ate her pussy for about ten minutes without stopping. First with my tongue, then with my tongue and one finger, and then with my tongue and two fingers... and she was permanently focused on her phone, sometimes writing and almost always reading. I felt her thighs trembling and my lips soaking with everything she was releasing, that smell intoxicated me and I both wanted to know and didn’t want to know what they were writing to each other. I began to get so excited that I started jerking off while licking her from bottom to top without stopping.

But I wasn’t expecting what came next. Just when I thought she was about to come, and I was too, she asked me to stop. I pulled my face away without stopping masturbating, and she took her phone with both hands to quickly type some sentences. Then one of her hands went to her pussy and began to finish the job I had started. Her phone screen went dark for a moment before lighting up again, she read, her hand accelerated over her clit, she closed her eyes, I sped up my jerking off, she rubbed her pussy with mastery but brutality, her torso gave a sharp spasm, her mouth opened, her eyes closed, she moaned an “Ahhh, ahhh!!” very rapidly... and began to explode in an intense orgasm, opening and closing her legs and dropping her phone... seeing her like that, with her breasts incredibly swollen and her nipples enormously huge... her face, her moan... I began to ejaculate on the bed without caring how I was endlessly staining all the sheets...

I don’t know who finished their orgasm first, but I do remember how her screen wouldn’t turn off and I backed away until I was standing. María regained her composure and, to my surprise, turned on her side, as if half turning her back to me, and flipped her phone over without reading anything.

I went to the bathroom and got in the shower and didn’t know whether to be happy that María had fully entered into the game or if I was terrified that she might feel something for him.

I could hear María going from the bathroom to the bedroom while I showered, perhaps changing the sheets... I also heard the faucet, perhaps washing up, until I left the bathroom and leaned on the sink.

I immediately felt María behind me, hugging me naked, and she said seriously:

“We were just writing nonsense.”

“Well, you’ve seen that I haven’t asked you anything else.”

“It was just nonsense. But it was stupid.”

I turned toward her and kissed her on the lips while caressing her face:

“Just swear to me that if you do anything with him, you’ll tell me... or tell me beforehand...”

“You’re crazy. I’m not going to do anything with him. It was just nonsense. It shouldn’t have happened.”

“I don’t know, María...”

“You don’t know what...”

“I don’t know what I want.”

“I do know. Let’s drop the whole subject. It’s over. It went too far. You lost control at the beginning and I did now.”

We kissed on the cheeks and gave each other pecks on the lips, always without stopping hugging, there, standing, in the middle of the bathroom, for several minutes.

“Can I read what you wrote to each other?” I said, and I was even surprised that I had said it.

“I deleted it right away.”

“And why’s that?”

—Because... I'm embarrassed, because they were silly things, but silly things that shouldn't have happened.

—And do you two have more silly things going on between you?

—What? I don't understand.

From that moment on, I began to ask her in every possible way without revealing myself, about whether they had any foolishness going on, if just as they had written things to each other that night, if they had some kind of game, something that involved being turned on... I was obviously trying to get to the topic of the bikinis until it came up. María told me that for some time now he had been dropping hints about what clothes looked better on her and which bikinis... and that one day, half-jokingly half-seriously, she had indulged that sort of whim. I insisted on whether it was something as innocent as that and she swore it was.

We went to bed, embracing, and I felt she was ashamed of what had happened and as overwhelmed by it all as I was.

As was inevitable, the next morning, while I was at work, Edu wrote to me:

—DID YOU CHICKEN OUT, YOU BASTARD? Well, just so you know, I'M GOING TO FUCK HER ANYWAY, whether you come to the house or not, WHETHER YOU WANT IT OR NOT, WHETHER YOU'RE THERE OR NOT. Damn, yesterday I sent her a PICTURE OF MY DICK AND YOU SHOULD HAVE SEEN HER RESPONSE!!!
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You never know how you might react to receiving a message like that. At first, I found myself writing to ask him to send me screenshots, evidence of what he claimed. Curiously, I almost took it as true, but I wanted to see it. However, I ended up deleting my message without sending it. As if asking for screenshots would be completely siding with him and leaving María alone. It was absurd. Tremendously absurd, but that’s how I felt. Nevertheless, I would never forget that some kind of heated conversation by phone had existed, turning into something disconcerting, morbidly fascinating... that would inevitably keep me unsettled even if I wanted to deny it.

On the other hand, I felt good, I felt I had regained some control: I decided not to go to his house and we didn’t go to his house and he got angry. It was a rather deceptive sense of control because he could blow everything up whenever he wanted, and my attitude might push him to do so, but at least it was the first time one of my actions had caused him a setback rather than the other way around. Sometimes I thought Edu was both my ally and my enemy, something practically impossible to manage.

That Friday afternoon María went out with Paula again to continue looking for clothes for the wedding that was still more than a month away, and she told me that in the evening she was also meeting Amparo and two new lawyers who came from the same firm but from the Madrid office, a man and a woman. I felt a special bond with María every time something happened with Edu. As if we were experiencing an emotional conflict because of everything Edu implied, and each time something exploded, in the hours and days that followed we grew closer, loved each other more. I felt that without having confessed to her that I had come to fear she might fall for him, she, by her tone and what she had said after her kind of phone sex with Edu, had told me without needing to say it explicitly that it was all nonsense, a game, an entertainment. So I fully believed she wasn’t hung up on him without needing to ask her.

Friday night arrived and I went to pick up María who was having beers with all those people from the office. I already knew Amparo, a completely expressionless girl who went unnoticed, with no known boyfriends or flings, and about whom I never heard any gossip. She was my age and even physically was really unremarkable, neither ugly nor pretty, and never said a word louder than another. Paula was also there, who depending on the day either didn’t seem pretty at all or I found quite attractive, with fair skin and black curly hair down to about shoulder length, quite thin and slightly tall, with a large mouth and a wide smile and a somewhat hysterical laugh; I had never really liked her, but she was María’s best friend, at least at the office. If Amparo wasn’t known for many flings, Paula had some, but not much and nothing serious. And, apart from those three, there was a guy named Ángel who came from Madrid, thin and with glasses, about forty years old, and apparently married. And a woman named Patricia, also new, who I estimated to be about 36 or 37 years old, physically quite robust, over 5’7” and in heels showing generous hips and impressive breasts and chestnut hair, a little darker than María’s. I later found out she was divorced, and she seemed quite open and friendly.

I had a beer with them and went home with María, and that’s when she told me a bit about how Ángel was married and Patricia divorced and that they were starting on Monday and that Amparo knew them, as she seemed to know everyone, since she had even introduced Nati to Edu, when Nati had nothing in common with Amparo in terms of age or anything else, but I had never bothered to ask what connected them.

It had been a week since we’d had sex and I soon let María know this in bed. We started kissing in the darkness of our bedroom, I lay on top of her and explored her sex with my hands, which seemed especially closed. I admit I was really turned on by everything I was still experiencing and by that week without doing it, but her body was giving me signals that she wasn’t on the same wavelength as me. After a few minutes of masturbating her while kissing her, I prepared to penetrate her and she asked me to wait. Her hand went to my cock, which was as ready as her pussy wasn’t, and she began to jerk me off slowly. I ended up positioning myself on top of her again and this time she agreed. My cock began to enter her body, not without difficulty, and once I felt completely inside her body I began a slow in and out that was pleasurable for me, although she complained a little. Gradually her complaints dissipated and I increased the rhythm, she barely panted and I kissed her neck and breathed heavily and bit her earlobe to make her feel more.

The minutes passed and she placed her hands on my ass, setting the rhythm of my thrusts... I felt that she wasn’t fully engaged and I considered talking to her about Edu, but I quickly dismissed it. I ended up accelerating a bit and she knew what I was looking for and whispered in my ear a soft and sweet “come...” which was the little I needed to come inside her with devoted moans, without holding back too much, even knowing that this time she wouldn’t come with me.

The next day we went to the beach and I couldn’t stop thinking that it was the day we were supposedly supposed to go to Edu’s house, to whom, by the way, I hadn’t responded and had no intention, at least for now, of responding.

I wasn’t tempted to suggest going to his house, but I did have the feeling of a missed opportunity, since after so many months it had been me who had backed out of it, for fear of losing María, when that fear had been somewhat fleeting, as I found myself again with the full sensation that this thing with Edu was a morbid game without too much emotional danger. I think that with them ending their vacations, returning to routine and her not going to his apartment weekly gave me more peace of mind in that sense. As if at the office, having beers or drinks downtown there wasn’t the same danger of falling for him as with walks on the beach. Maybe it didn’t make much sense, but that’s how I felt. Anyway, that day at the beach I wondered what would happen if I finally told María I wanted to go to Edu’s house. How she would react. What would happen between María and Edu if we went. I tried to organize my thoughts and believed that Edu had to turn María on, but I didn’t see her doing anything... or at least nothing very serious with him. I also wondered if they had done anything more than what she had told me, but on one hand I trusted her and on the other I had the feeling that if they had crossed any line, Edu wouldn’t have hesitated to brag about it almost immediately.

That Saturday night María, Amparo, Paula, and Patricia went out for dinner. I drove María to the restaurant and Patricia caught my attention, looking more attractive than the day before, also more suggestive, with a skirt and a silky lace top that created quite a cleavage, making no attempt to hide that there was plenty behind that top and bra. She wasn’t my type at all—in heels she was my height or even taller—but she was undeniably eye-catching; she couldn’t hold a candle to María, but she was prettier or at least more stimulating and undoubtedly much more sexual than Paula and especially Amparo.

I had no plans that night and went home. In the tranquility of my couch, with a TV program playing in the background, I remembered again that this was precisely the night we were supposed to be at his beach apartment, but the reality was that María was out with three friends and I was home alone. From absolute excitement to the complete antithesis. I even considered responding to Edu... I wondered what to write... but I didn’t know what to say.

In the solitude of my living room, I started thinking about everything that had happened over those months. At first, I remembered how turned on María had been in Cantabria and that it must have been due to things that happened with Edu during those days at the beach. Had nothing more really happened than what she’d told me? It was an “I believe you and trust you” mixed with a feeling that something more must have happened, omitted or downplayed. That was definitely a door I needed to reopen.

But I decided to focus on the confirmed things... all those episodes between María and Edu... The first thing I remembered was Edu grabbing her ass in a pub bathroom... Then when he’d felt her up against his car, when he’d caressed her thighs during those work events... when he’d told her that her pussy was visible through her white bikini... María listening to him fuck Alicia... Everything María had said to me while we were fucking... that she wanted a cock like Edu’s, that I was a cuckold, that she wanted Edu to fuck her... that she masturbated with the dildo imagining his cock... when she hadn’t let me get close so she could finish her orgasm thinking about him... and, above all, what they had written to each other by phone... I imagined María receiving the photo of Edu’s enormous cock... what would she have replied? I began masturbating, imagining that while I had been eating her pussy two days ago, she had written to Edu that she loved his cock... Edu asking if she’d like to suck it and her saying yes... that she’d love to suck it... that Edu asked if my cock measured up and she said no... that she needed a good cock like his... that he asked her to tell him what she wanted and María begged that she needed his big cock in her mouth or in her pussy but she needed it now...

With all that in my head, I had an incredible jerk-off session. And one wasn’t enough, so I started another one remembering when Edu had driven her to the makeout spot near our house and had brushed her hair aside, and she had looked at his cock swelling under his suit pants, and when at the beach he had readjusted his cock while looking at her... a cock that she had presumably seen in a photo, on her phone screen, huge and swollen. A photo that, perhaps... she hadn’t deleted...

After those two masturbation sessions, it was past one in the morning and I went to bed. I texted María and she said she didn’t think she’d be much longer.

At around three-thirty in the morning, I was startled by the sound of María’s heels coming down the hallway. I heard her enter the bathroom and then approach the bed. I whispered a “how was it” and she replied:

“We were with Edu.”

Needless to say, I was immediately alert. As if I’d instantly woken up. There was something about when she said his name that was beyond my control.

Her eyes were glassy from drinking; I thought she’d arrive more sober since it was relatively early, but it was rather the opposite.

I asked her directly and, as she undressed, she told me that she had barely spoken to him. That Amparo had introduced Patricia to him and that the two of them had quickly become engrossed in conversation. That Edu left almost immediately and that Patricia had been quite insistent with her questions.

“What kind of questions?”

“Well... asking what he was like... if he had a girlfriend...”

“Seriously? If Edu had a girlfriend?”

“Yes, can you believe it... she doesn’t waste any time. Well, you saw how she was dressed.”

“How she was dressed... I didn’t notice anything special.”

“Come on, with those skirts... and on top... I mean, really.”

“And did you tell her he’s with Nati?”

“Well, Amparo told her she didn’t even know if he was still with Nati or not.”

María went back to the bathroom and came out wearing one of her nightgowns, this time a cherry red one that looked spectacular on her. I turned on the bedside lamp while she checked her phone and placed it on the nightstand.

“And what else?” I persisted.

“Well, nothing... You mean about her?”

“Yes, I don’t know.”

—Well after that she was super annoying about wanting to change pubs. I think she wanted to go somewhere else to see if we'd run into him again.

I wasn't particularly interested in whether Patricia liked Edu or not, but rather if María and he had exchanged glances... or how they had greeted each other... or if she had found him attractive... A thousand things. But none seemed appropriate to ask after that "It's over. We've gone too far. You lost control at the beginning and I did now" that she had said 48 hours ago and that had been etched in my mind. What I didn't expect was that as soon as she got into bed, her mouth would come to mine, her tongue would lick my lips, her smell of alcohol would invade my body and she would say: "Do you want to fuck me while talking about Edu?"


CHAPTER 47

That caught me off guard. Who knows how many times in six months I had wished she would be the one to suggest talking about him during sex, and it had come out just like that, suddenly. And this after telling me two days ago that the subject was completely closed.

Her kiss became warmer and she rewarded me with a purr as she kissed me. Her kisses felt especially wet and the smell of alcohol on her breath was very present, as if not much time had passed since she’d had her last drink. I was as surprised as I was alert and lucid; I felt that kind of sense of control that comes from being sober around someone who’s been drinking. I saw this as my opportunity to get things out of her about Edu that I couldn’t get in any other context.

I flipped her over until she was face down. She bent her knees and placed her hands on the bed, getting on all fours on the sheets, and I positioned myself behind her. I gathered her nightgown up a bit, just enough to uncover her ass, and before me appeared a pair of black panties that, despite having masturbated twice not long ago, I was eager to pull aside.

María’s ass in that position was to die for, but when I removed her panties, the image became infinitely more striking, as two thick lips emerged that, with her legs almost together, looked enormous... Her pussy when she was on all fours with her legs like that was so brutally attractive it took my breath away. I ran a finger between her lips and it slid with amazing ease, nothing like her closed pussy from two nights ago.

“How come you’re so turned on?” I whispered while caressing her buttocks with one hand and sliding a finger between her tender, wet lips with the other.

“Mmm... I’m not turned on... I’m just... normal...” she said, turning her head slightly.

“Normal?”

“Normal... with desire...” she whispered, brushing the hair from her face and closing her eyes each time my finger carefully parted her pussy.

I withdrew my hand, tenderly kissed her buttocks... and moved back a bit to see how her pussy protruded from her body in such a striking way. I grabbed my cock with one hand and felt it somewhat flaccid considering how it should be with María positioned like that... I moved the skin back and forth several times and asked her:

“Do you think Edu will fuck Patricia?”

“Tonight?”

“No, didn’t you all go home?”

“Yes.”

“Well... I don’t know, soon, in the coming weeks.”

“If he wants to... it’s clear that she wouldn’t have a problem with it...”

“No?”

“It’s obvious she wouldn’t... Come on... Pablo... put it in me...” she said, turning her head forward and lowering her elbows, making her pussy protrude even more.

I placed my fingers between her lips again and parted them without difficulty, leaving her pussy open, shaped almost like a diamond. Incredible... I truly couldn’t believe how María’s pussy looked that night... I continued stroking myself:

“Well if he fucks her... That would be Nati, the flirting with you... Patricia... the Andalusian woman from the conference...”

“Mmmm....” she moaned as she felt my hand on her sex again. “What Andalusian woman?” she asked.

“The one from the conference that you heard him fucking.”

“Yeah... from the conference, yes, but I don’t know where you got that she was Andalusian... Come on... fuck me now...”

I went white with fear. I had just exposed myself, but fortunately María didn’t seem to give it much importance.

“She wasn’t Andalusian? Maybe I made that up.” I tried to cover my mistake, cursing my error.

“Come on, Pablo...” she insisted with her head down, hidden between her arms.

My cock wasn’t completely hard, but with her pussy in that state, I had no doubt I could enter her without too much difficulty. I spread her legs a little, held her hip with my left hand and guided my semi-flaccid cock with my right. I rubbed the tip against the entrance of her pussy and María began to move her hips as if seeking penetration on her own... I continued rubbing against the entrance while she let out some incredibly arousing “ufff” sounds... until her pussy engulfed my cock with expertise and María expressed her gratitude for being invaded with a tremendous moan... despite the fact that she was only taking in my small cock, and a rather soft one at that... She began to move back and forth carefully and slowly, knowing that if I slipped out, it might be difficult to get back in...

She began a slow and meaningful in-and-out motion and I started to feel my cock hardening inside her, even as her pussy gradually dilated. I moved my hands forward and caressed her breasts that hung heavily... her nightgown was slipping toward her armpits and she kept her head between her elbows, moaning softly, acknowledging each small thrust with a gasp or a sigh so pure it gave me goosebumps. I could feel her body was very hot, much hotter than mine, her skin sweaty, and those slight moans were enough to drive anyone crazy.

While caressing her breasts and reveling in the hardness of her nipples, I asked her:

“Did Edu look handsome today?”

“Mmm... ahh... Give it to me like that, Pablo... slowly and caress me like that...”

María was visibly drunk and I had to take advantage:

“Come on, María... Weren’t we going to talk about Edu?”

“Ufff... yes... ufff... that feels good...”

“Did Edu look handsome tonight?”

“Mmm... yes... he was... hot...”

“Yes? Is Edu hot?”

“Mmm... yes... damn... he’s hot... Give it to me like that... god... a little faster.”

“Is that why it’s going in so easily today? Because you saw Edu?”

“Mmmm... faster, Pablo... No... I don’t know... I was just in the mood today...”

“Are you sure?” I said, thrusting much faster, to which she responded by burying her face in the pillow. “Are you sure you’re not more open because you saw him?” I insisted, penetrating her more forcefully, and she began to muffle what were becoming almost screams into the pillow.

The sex was becoming increasingly violent and the sound of our bodies colliding was almost thunderous. Me asking her if she was open because of him and her screaming into the pillow... the fucking was incredible and the contrast with our sex from two days ago when we hadn’t talked about Edu was tremendous...

I ended up thrusting so hard that she collapsed forward. My chest pressed against her back. Her nightgown wrinkled almost up to her neck, my body completely covering hers... and I spread her legs with mine to penetrate her better. The penetration became slower in this new position. My hands went to her breasts, each hand cupping one of her enormous breasts, feeling her nipples against the palms of my hands. I could feel her big tits were damp, somewhat sweaty... I loved feeling them like that... but I didn’t confess that to her, instead I whispered in her ear:

“Can you imagine him fucking you? Like this? Just as we are, it’s him putting it in you...”

“Mmm... god...”

“What would it be like...? Close your eyes and imagine it... and tell me what it would be like...” Perhaps it was my imagination but I felt her pussy melting when I said that...

“Mmm... he’d fuck me like this but harder...” she managed to whisper, her face lifted forward, legs completely spread, and eyes closed.

“And you’d feel it more, wouldn’t you? I know you can barely feel anything... because my cock is half the size of his...”

“Yes...”

“Yes what?”

“Yes... damn... Mmm! I’d feel it more...”

“Can you imagine him coming tonight and fucking you?”

“Mmm... yes... god...”

“Say it...”

“Fuck! He comes tonight and fucks me! He fucks me like this!”

“I’m serious, María, text him, tell him to come over...”

I didn’t even know what I was saying. Or maybe I did. It had just come out and I didn’t want to stop it.

“You’re crazy...” she whispered. And from her tone I could tell she wasn’t taking me seriously.

“Why?” I insisted. “He comes... half an hour, an hour... He fucks you. And leaves. No talking. No complications... He fucks you... I watch. He leaves. Monday at the office like nothing happened.”

It’s impossible to describe what was rushing through my body at the thought that it could happen. That we weren’t so far from it. That we were just a “yes” or an “okay” away from culminating all of this. Plus proposing it like this, with my cock inside her, with my body crushing hers... With my hands on her breasts and my words in her ear, licking and biting a neck and an earlobe where she received the wetness of my kisses and the impact of my words. Her responses were moans, gasps... hip movements to feel my cock more, and her hands gripping the top edge of the bed.

“Come on... María... answer me...” I said without stopping my rhythmic penetration.

“You’re crazy... Ummm... god...”

“He comes, fucks you, and leaves... and no overthinking... Just sex...”

“Mmm... you’re crazy Pablo...” she moaned, bringing one of her hands to my head, encouraging me to bite her neck more.

I looked to the side and saw María’s phone on the nightstand. Without stopping my penetration at the same rhythm, I picked it up and, to my surprise, Edu had texted her. I told her immediately and, pulling back slightly but without withdrawing from her, I handed it to her.

I thought that in such a situation she wouldn’t be curious enough to look at her phone, but it was quite the opposite. With my slower penetrations she came to her senses, unlocked the phone halfway on her side and looked at the screen, as did I.

Edu Office: "Are you still out?"

Without giving me time to suggest anything, she wrote:

"No"

It was incredibly arousing to still be inside her, though now barely moving, while she texted with him.

"Too bad, the new girl seemed eager." He replied.

After seeing that response, I positioned myself completely on top of her again and thrust all the way in with a single push. She moaned and looked away from her phone as she felt my cock once again reaching as deep as it could.

“Tell him,” I whispered in her now reddened ear.

“Mmm... what?”

“To come over.”

She didn’t respond, and I moved one hand to her hair and the other to her clitoris... I began to penetrate her faster again while caressing the peak of her sex...

“Ufff... Pablo...”

“What...”

“Like that... fuck...”

“What...”

“Mmm... you’re fucking me so good...”

“Tell him to come over...”

“Mmm... you’re crazy... I don’t know...”

“Just sex, María. He’s hot. He turns you on, damn it... He comes... fucks you and leaves...”

I raised myself up a bit again, until my hands were resting on the bed. My heart was racing. I felt I was incredibly close.

“Come on, María.”

I continued penetrating her, now more slowly. I had moved my chest away from her back. I was giving her space. She picked up her phone... and I thought I was having a heart attack. Edu hadn’t written anything else.

“Come on María... just fucking...” I said again, leaning toward her ear.

She placed her fingers on the keyboard. I thought I was dying. I had my chest against her back again and felt that she must be able to feel my heart pounding as if it were her own.

She began to type:

“Come to my place.”

Seeing that written, my cock got harder than ever. I felt it grow and almost explode inside her... I sped up the rhythm a bit, to make her feel more, to keep her from escaping that climax of lust we were in. Her phone lit up.

Edu office: "What about your boyfriend?"

“Tell him I don’t care.” I said immediately.

"He doesn't care." María typed.

Instinctively my mouth went to her neck and I bit her with some force. I was beside myself. Then my hand that was in her hair pulled hard on her mane and I thrust into her brutally. And when I thought I was being too violent, she put one of her hands on my ass and squeezed one of my buttocks hard, making me penetrate her even more forcefully...

“He’s going to come... he’s going to come and fuck you...” I moaned in her ear.

“Mmm... bite me... bite my neck... hurt me...” María begged me with her eyes closed, completely surrendered, almost unrecognizable to me.

“Yeah?” I said, pulling her hair even harder while driving into her to the hilt again until she screamed.

“Owww... Yes!!! Fuck...!”

“This is real María... he’s going to fuck you...” I told her and immediately noticed that her phone had lit up. It was Edu asking for the address.

María saw it and put the phone back on the bed.

“Come on María, give him the address,” I whispered without stopping my penetration and without letting her close her legs even an inch, almost forcing her to keep them as wide open as possible.

“I don’t know Pablo... it’s crazy.”

“Come on, send it... If he rings and you change your mind, we won’t open and he can go to hell.”

“Uff... I don’t know...”

“Come on... María.”

Finally María wrote him the address, with one hand, trembling terribly. While I bit her neck and continued impaling her relentlessly with my entire body on top of her.

In my head, "He’s coming," "He’s coming and he’s going to fuck her here" kept echoing. And the excitement was as immense as a feeling of disbelief, as if it were too good to be true, like when you want something so badly that you believe at any moment it will fall apart. My thrusts became gentler and my hand left her clitoris... we’d been fucking for about an hour... She turned over and in missionary position we began a slower and more sensual fuck, quieter, and thanks to that silence I seemed to hear everything in the building, even the sound of the elevator, anxiously awaiting that doorbell ring that would make my heart leap out of my chest.

Fucking, like this, slowly, with the tension of Edu's arrival at any moment was as amazing as it was unbearable, and I noticed it in María. She let herself be fucked but now a bit more absent. She didn't know where to put her hands as if she didn't have confidence with me. Her hands went from my ass to her head... or she adjusted her nightgown with embarrassment as if this were a one-night stand. I knew her and could feel her nerves increasing as her drunkenness decreased... Minutes passed and he didn't come.

We changed positions again and she lay on her side. Spooning. I positioned my member at the entrance of her pussy and it went in like nothing. I could barely feel anything anymore and she probably couldn't feel practically anything either with how open she was and the size of my cock. Our screams had turned to moans and then to sighs, and in that position, it was barely more than agitated breathing from both of us. Her nerves didn't disappear; her hands trembled when she caressed my face, and I ended up holding them and hugging her and thrusting very slowly, barely moving.

The minutes kept passing and I didn't understand what was happening. María's phone didn't light up. More minutes passed and I pulled out of her. My cock left her body and fell flaccid on her thighs. Neither of us had come, but my cock came out of her interior reddened and dripping from having been inside her for almost two hours... But I didn't withdraw my embrace. I kissed her on the face, on the nape of her neck, on her back. I told her I loved her and we remained in absolute silence.

Edu didn't come. He didn't appear or give any sign. I knew this when I woke up the next day, illuminated by the light coming through the window. María must have immediately noticed that I had awakened and clearly said: “If he had rung the doorbell, I wouldn’t have opened it. You know that, right? What we have is crazy, really.”

Her tone wasn't angry, but rather quite relaxed.



“I’m going to take a shower,” she said, getting out of bed.

“Hangover?” I asked her.

“With all the sweating I did... I think I sweated out all the alcohol,” she said, disappearing down the hallway.

I heard the sound of the shower and found myself tremendously hard. I couldn't believe how close we had been. Would she really not have opened the door? Was she so drunk that she agreed to have Edu come over? How could Edu have been such an idiot not to come? Before I knew it, I was masturbating, thinking about “what if.” What if Edu had come. How he would have fucked her... I imagined him ringing the doorbell and María opening the door and them already making out on the sofa, and him fucking her there while I watched everything. And then him fucking her in our bed while María sometimes looked at me and sometimes gave herself to him... I was so absorbed in these thoughts that I didn't realize María was finishing her shower and entering the bedroom with a towel. She looked at me. I looked at her. I was about to come. And I didn't stop. Her wet hair made her even more erotic, more sexual... I imagined that Edu, besides fucking her on the sofa and in bed, also did it in the shower and I could hear her screams from the bed, and I began to ejaculate on my stomach and chest while María stared at me without showing too much surprise... I spilled the first spurts of my cum on my body trying to maintain eye contact with her until I couldn't anymore and closed my eyes... shooting the last hot jets of semen with my eyes closed, enjoying the end of my orgasm almost in silence with my head on the pillow. There was absolute silence and I forgot about María's existence until she came with a roll of toilet paper that she tossed onto the bed.

“Here. You pig...” she said, almost laughing.

I opened my eyes. She had put on a yellow tank top and still had wet hair. She looked gorgeous. Spectacular. And with a sweet half-smile like I hadn't seen in a long time.

“A pig... but you love me like this, don’t you?” I said.

“I love you more,” she responded before going to the bathroom to dry her hair.


CHAPTER 48

That Sunday was María’s last day of vacation, and we decided to go to a hotel pool, one of those where you can pay to enjoy the loungers and the pool as if you were a guest. María was wearing a black bikini that covered her breasts quite well. The curious thing was that, especially when I saw her from a distance, with that bikini it seemed like she had much more chest than with others that showed more skin, because you could see so much black fabric from afar that you automatically knew there was a lot to cover up.

If I noticed that, so did some guys who were in the water. María was walking around the pool to take a shower before getting in, and they didn’t hold back at all in looking at her. I started feeling again what I had begun to feel when I met Edu, like she was physically too much for me, that she deserved someone at her level. It was complete nonsense, and I don’t think anyone in my position—anyone physically normal but with a spectacular girlfriend—would think the same as me, but for me it was impossible not to feel that way.

After swimming, she lay down on a lounger beside me. Her breathing was heavy and her wet chest rose and fell as she breathed. It didn’t take long for the subject in question to come up, the fact that if Edu hadn’t come up to our apartment, it had been due to a miracle beyond either of us. I still couldn’t understand why Edu hadn’t shown up.

I asked María if Edu had responded with anything else, and she said no.

“Not that I know of. Wait.” she said, rummaging through her purse. “No. He hasn’t written anything,” she said after checking.

“What an idiot not to have come.”

“Pfff, be quiet... you know I woke up and thought I had dreamed it?”

“Really?”

“Yes... it took me a few seconds to realize, and I thought I was going to die.”

María seemed calm. She didn’t appear to have any intention of blaming me for pushing her to write to him.

“Well, you weren’t drunk enough to think you had dreamed it,” I said after a silence.

“I was incredibly dizzy, Pablo. And between that and... well... I wasn’t thinking very clearly with that inside me.”

“What ‘that’?”

“That thing you have between your legs, idiot.”

“You lose clarity with this inside?” I said, also in a relaxed tone and feeling a small erection just from the conversation.

“Of course I do...” she said, leaning in a bit and giving me a kiss on the cheek.

“Hey, and Edu will be at the wedding, right?”

“Yes. Almost everyone from the office is going.”

There were five weeks left until that wedding. Five weeks after which I would face Edu one way or another. Who knows if we would meet before then. In those five weeks, many things would still happen, some of them quite strange.

On Monday morning, María texted me about something I couldn’t understand how I hadn’t deduced before. I think the relief she had felt Sunday morning upon realizing what had almost happened with Edu had blinded her to what it would be like to see him at the office on Monday. I read her message as if my subconscious had already figured it all out.

“I just passed Edu in the hallway. What a look of... I don’t know, like he has me eating out of his hand. What a super asshole.”

“What did you expect, María,” I replied.

“You haven’t seen his idiot face.”

“I can imagine it.”

“If he knew he could have been ringing the doorbell until dawn and we wouldn’t have opened, he wouldn’t have that stupid look on his face.”

“But was it for long?”

“Just passing each other and I already got it. He’s such a poser. Looking at me like I’m dying for him. What an arrogant idiot.”

“Aren’t you going to ask him why he didn’t come?”

“No fucking way, I’d rather die than bring up that topic. For me, that never happened.”

María was angry about something that was clearly going to happen. Also, we shouldn’t forget that they had exchanged who knows what messages not long ago. You didn’t need to be as conceited as Edu to imagine or assume that he had her in the palm of his hand. I didn’t want to rub salt in the wound by asking her about him when we met after work.

It was a strange week in which we had sex before sleeping on Monday, as well as Tuesday, but they were really bland encounters. We were back to those five or seven-minute sessions where I would come and that was the end of it, without going for a second round or anything similar. During those days, I kept wondering why Edu hadn’t come over, wondering if somehow he had contacted Patricia and had preferred her to María. Sleeping with Patricia when María tells you to come to her house was crazy, but my relationship with Edu wasn’t exactly in a place where I could ask him about it.

At work, I was sometimes tempted to write to Edu. I had even drafted a message telling him that his not wanting to come to her house didn’t mean I wanted to stop our game, as demonstrated by the fact that María had invited him over. But I couldn’t quite bring myself to send it. The truth is, just thinking about writing to him made me quite nervous.

On Wednesday night I was having sex with María and already during foreplay it was clear that it was going to be another rather dull session, so I asked her about Edu. About whether she had finally asked him why he hadn't come over. If she ran into him. If they would be assigned any cases together. If there were any upcoming events they would attend together. She first told me that she hadn't asked him why he hadn't come and never would, then responded to other questions evasively, and finally ended up asking me not to talk about him anymore. That sexual encounter ended exactly as it had promised from the beginning, and I went to bed that Wednesday feeling somewhat annoyed.

Considering she didn't want to talk about Edu, I was surprised when the next day, Thursday, María texted me from the place where they were having beers, very alarmed and scandalized because Patricia and Edu had sat together and wouldn't stop talking and according to her “flirting.” I almost responded that “I thought you didn't want to talk about Edu anymore,” but I let her continue texting me that Paula was also freaking out, that Patricia had no shame, about what miniskirts she wore... that she was almost 10 years older than him, etc, etc.

I understood that this type of gossip is experienced more intensely from the inside, but it seemed excessive that later, at home, in person, she would tell me about it again. That Thursday night I didn't even bother trying to turn María on to have sex, nor on Friday either. It was as if I was somewhat wounded in my pride seeing a María who was somewhat apathetic sexually speaking. Sometimes it seemed like a tragedy and sometimes I simply attributed it to her returning to work, routine, or stress.

Saturday night I went out with some friends and María also went out with Amparo, Paula, and Patricia. I didn't understand how suddenly they were going out so much, as if having one more person in the group motivated them more, or perhaps it was Patricia pulling them along, but the fact was that they had gone out three times in ten days.

That night I got home before her. Around two-something in the morning. And I found myself thinking about how we had been so close to something really intense happening between Edu and María, in our house, and suddenly it seemed like nothing had happened at all. How Edu could just drop the subject just like that, and how María didn't want to talk about him on one hand, but was so attentive to the gossip with Patricia on the other.

It occurred to me that Edu had the photo of María that I had sent him. That one with her legs spread in the hotel, her hair disheveled... her shirt open... covering her breasts with her hair and holding one breast with one hand while covering her pussy with the other. I wondered if Edu would masturbate to that photo or if he wouldn't give it much importance. I also wondered if Edu had really sent her a photo of his cock and if she had deleted it...

Just thinking about that made my cock rock hard and it wasn't long before I was masturbating while looking at that photo. While jerking off, I took for granted that Edu had countless wanks with it. That although he acted like María was just another girl and if she fell for it fine and if not there was Patricia or Nati or Alicia or anyone else, deep down who he really yearned to fuck was María, and he had jerked off to that photo until he was exhausted. My masturbation accelerated, first imagining Edu jerking off to her and then imagining that photo was real, that the three of us were in that hotel room, and that I was jerking off sitting in an armchair while Edu, standing on the bed, approached María and put his big cock in her mouth, and she, without stopping covering her pussy with one hand and grabbing her breast with the other, began moving her head back and forth and swallowed his cock halfway. Then, María, with her mouth full and her cheek bulging from the piece of meat she was devouring, opened her eyes and looked at me... That made me explode in a tremendous orgasm and start ejaculating non-stop... semen sliding from the tip downward, over my fingers, for a few seconds during which the image of María looking at me with his cock in her mouth wouldn't leave my mind.

I went to bed and fell asleep before María arrived. She came home shortly after. She arrived quite sober and I, somewhat tired of Edu only being discussed when she wanted, said without preamble:

“Did you see Edu?”

Her response was immediate and her tone annoyed me:

“Nooo... you're obsessed.”

Being called obsessed for asking just once when I hadn't even mentioned his name since Wednesday certainly irritated me. But I was almost more bothered that she started talking about Patricia, saying she was dressed too provocatively, that she'd been flirting with some guys, and so on.

“If you don't like her, I don't know why you go out with her.”

“I don't dislike her, I'm just surprised she acts that way.”

It wasn't that I had any interest in defending a stranger, but María's attitude seemed strange and out of place to me. She had always done her own thing, without bothering anyone, knowing she was beautiful but not engaging in rivalries. Her attitude seemed absurd and somewhat childish to me. My slight anger wasn't soothed when I wanted to have sex with her and she didn't want to because she was too tired. I turned to my side of the bed thinking that we had gone from one of the most incredible sexual encounters after years of relationship to having sex infrequently and poorly with no apparent reason.

The following week things didn't improve. She came home late a couple of times after shopping with Paula and, when she did get home, our sexual encounters continued to be lackluster. Out of pride, I didn't want to bring up Edu, but I was increasingly concerned that the story with Edu would die at the shore, after how close we had been.

I was getting more and more desperate. I spent a long while at work considering whether to write to Edu or not. I knew that if I did so suddenly, everything would be in his hands, it would be somewhat abandoning my position of privilege after having been the one who hadn't responded to his anger about not going to his house. But it was beyond me. I truly needed things to be reactivated, so I wrote to him. I sent him a terse: “Are we continuing our game or are you too busy with the new girl?” Not two minutes had passed since sending it and I already regretted it. Regretted writing to him and the content, because rereading it sounded childish and gossipy, like a high school boy. Besides, I had the absolute feeling that he wasn't going to respond, and as the hours passed, this was confirmed.

Saturday night, of course, the four of them arranged to go out again. After dinner at home, María went to get dressed and when she came to the living room, I couldn't believe my eyes.

“Damn, María.”

“What?”

“Nothing, it’s up to you. But I think it’s over the top.”

“Don’t exaggerate.”

“I’m not exaggerating, María.”

“Is it that obvious?”

“Hell yes, it’s obvious...”

“Well, it’s done now. I don’t think it’s that bad.”

María went to the mirror and didn’t back down. We said goodbye with a peck and she left. More made-up than usual. With her hair much straighter than she normally wore it. With incredibly high-heeled sandals and quite ripped modern jeans. On top, a silky blouse with light-colored patterns and no buttons, long-sleeved, but open almost all the way down where it tied together. Without a bra. Clearly without a bra. I didn’t know if this was her attempt at absurd competition with Patricia, but what scared me was that this wasn’t María.


CHAPTER 49

I had no doubt that such a blouse could be worn without a bra by skinny girls weighing 45 kilos or by influencers taking photos, but María with her massive breasts... that was, well... anyone who saw her in a pub would have to rush to the bathroom to jerk off the instant they saw her. I often thought that María wasn’t really aware of the huge tits she had, or the real effect they had on men.

It wasn’t so much that her nipples showed through, though they did a bit, because the fabric, while silky, was relatively thick. The problem was that anyone standing to her side who glanced down her neckline would see almost half a breast, and half of María’s breast was a lot of breast. Plus we’re talking about a girl with a beautiful face and a good body, so it wasn’t the image of some attractive floozy, but of a knockout who was half-naked...

I was getting tired of trying to figure out what was behind these changes in María. On one hand, those messages with Edu that she had said were nonsense, but I still didn’t know what they’d written to each other; on another, her way of criticizing Patricia; then dressing like this; and finally, how having sex without talking about Edu led to such mediocre encounters. This last aspect seemed both morbidly fascinating and alarming at the same time. It was curious how for months I’d fantasized about Edu turning her on three times more than I did, and now that everything seemed to indicate that was precisely what was happening, it excited me, yes, but it also wounded my pride. But most importantly, I wasn’t entirely sure to what extent María had decided that everything related to our game with Edu was completely over.

I fell asleep on the couch firmly convinced that I needed to lay all the cards on the table with María as soon as possible.

I couldn’t have been sleeping very deeply because from the couch I heard the elevator opening, María’s heels, and her key in the door. I looked at the clock and it was just after two in the morning. I was surprised it was relatively early. María came in and I think she was surprised to see me there, in the dim light, sprawled on the couch, but she didn’t say anything and went to the kitchen for a glass of water. She returned to the living room. We hadn’t exchanged a word until I said:

“How was your night?”

“Fine. Normal,” she responded somewhat curtly.

There was silence while María drank a few feet away from me. She seemed completely sober. In the half-light of the living room she looked really hot, with her hair less in place than when she left, a bit looser, she looked more beautiful. The blouse was still in place, but it opened slightly whenever she moved her torso, and I wondered how many times during the night she’d had to close it a bit with her hand to avoid showing everything.

“Aren’t you going to ask me about Edu today?” she said before taking another sip.

Her question surprised me. It seemed a bit challenging. I didn’t want to back down:

“You only tell me about Edu when it suits you...”

“Do you want me to tell you about the night or not?” María’s expression softened. Perhaps she hadn’t expected me to push back. I sat up a bit on the couch, letting her know I was all ears, and she began to tell me:

“I can sum it up in a minute. We were having a drink on a terrace and we saw him across the street going into a pub. Eventually we finished our drinks and went in. I saw him from a distance. Patricia went to the bathroom and stopped to talk with him. They started chatting. Paula and I waited for a while, but they kept talking so we decided to leave. Amparo went over to join them and that’s it.”

“And did Edu see you?”

“I don’t think so.”

“Too bad he didn’t see you like this.”

It was obvious why I said that. I got up and approached her, who wasn’t saying anything more. After a brief silence I said:

“Hey, just so I’m in the loop, where do things stand with Edu?”

“Where do things stand with what?”

“You and Edu, or the three of us. I never know what to call it.”

“Things don’t stand anywhere. It’s over, I already told you. I have enough dealing with how he looks at me like I’m pining for him. Let’s hope he hooks up with Patricia, if they aren’t already involved, and it’ll be over.”

I didn’t really understand what him hooking up with Patricia had to do with our game, since from the time we’d known him he’d also been with Nati, Alicia, and who knows how many others. I stood next to her, and indeed, from the side her cleavage was to die for.

“We came so close,” I said.

“We weren’t close to anything, Pablo. They were just some half-joking messages and that thing the other day... which I wouldn’t have opened the door for him anyway, not in a million years.”

“The other day when you wrote to him to come over and fuck you because you were drunk, right?” As soon as I said it, I realized it sounded harsher than it had in my head.

“Look, Pablo, I don’t feel like arguing. The Edu topic is closed, I always tell you we went far enough. It’s easy for you, you don’t have to see his smug face Monday through Friday.”

“The Edu topic is closed on one hand, but then when it comes to Patricia you can’t stop talking about him.”

There was silence again. I surprised myself wanting to... not so much argue as to bring things out in the open, and I felt she was on the verge of snapping, but I didn’t care.

“Tonight we could fuck while talking about him,” I said, placing my hand on her waist.

“No, seriously, I can’t deal with this topic anymore.”

“Just as a farewell then. The last time.”

“No, seriously, I can’t take it anymore. I mean it. We’ve been at this since March. I’m begging you. I can’t anymore.”

“Not even one last time...? Tonight when he might be fucking Patricia...”

“I don’t care what they do. No, seriously. It’s over.”

María put her glass on the table and headed toward the hallway. It really pissed me off that conversations ended when she wanted them to and that the Edu topic also ended when she decided.

We got into bed and I was expecting some vague approach from her, but it didn’t happen. And I didn’t want to push it any further either. I was restraining myself, with difficulty, but I was restraining myself.

The next week started and something happened that left me stunned. On Monday and Tuesday she went to work wearing skirts I hadn’t seen before, mini skirts she must have bought with Paula the previous week. They were much shorter than usual and paired with heels that were on the borderline between elegant and inappropriate. María had always been very discreet at work. Sober. Elegant. Classic, almost stuffy. And this was pushing the limits toward being flashy. On top, a blouse one day and a thin t-shirt the next... both items also new. I didn’t say anything or give it too much importance, until Wednesday when she put on an extremely short gray skirt, another pair of black high heels, and on top, a blouse that wasn’t new, but it was that salmon-colored or faded pink one that many months ago I had asked her to unbutton one button because buttoned up she looked like a nun, but unbuttoned it was to die for, and she had refused because according to her, if she did, her bra would show. She left the house with that button undone, as if it were nothing. Something that months ago was almost insanity now didn’t seem to bother her at all.

Seeing her leave the house like that, also wearing more makeup than usual, with her hair more styled and straightened than was typical for her... with part of the lace of her bra easily visible... perched on those high heels... I began to seriously wonder if this was a competition with Patricia or if it was to get Edu’s attention. Or both. It turned me on tremendously to think that María was dressing like that for him... I got so hard thinking about it that I had to masturbate before going to work. I truly felt that my girlfriend was dressing so provocatively, to put it mildly, to get that bastard Edu’s attention. I didn’t know to what extent she wanted to claim his attention, but it was clear something was going on.

On Thursday she wore another short skirt and a dark silky v-neck t-shirt that spectacularly outlined the shape of her breasts... Again I let her leave minutes before me so I could have an incredible masturbation session thinking about the tremendously sexual image she must be projecting at the office, about the erections she would be causing there, and, above all, thinking, imagining, believing, that all that display of new and provocative clothing was aimed at getting Edu’s attention.

As for our sex life, we hadn’t done it since the previous Thursday. I was relieving myself with those morning masturbation sessions, which María obviously wasn’t doing, plus at night we would have dinner and go to bed together, so I couldn’t quite understand why María hadn’t made any moves to have sex on any of those nights.

That same afternoon I felt the urgent need to talk about Edu with María. If it couldn’t be while fucking, then it would be how she wanted it, that is, through gossip about Patricia. I was at work and I knew they would already be having beers, so I wrote to her asking about Edu and Patricia, knowing that this way she would talk to me about him. Indeed, she gave me a live update that they had sat together, that she had them diagonally across from her and that at times they maintained parallel conversations, and she also wrote that she was beginning to think that perhaps they were already involved. I tried to steer her a bit toward my territory and wrote: “Doesn’t it turn you on that he might already be fucking her?” Her response was categorical: “Not at all.”

That Thursday night María didn’t suggest doing it either, so I, probably out of pride, allowed myself to fall asleep without approaching her. It might be absurd, but I told myself that I was satisfying myself just fine with the morning masturbation sessions watching the spectacle of how she dressed for work to get Edu’s attention, and therefore the one who suffered most from the lack of sex was her.

Friday morning arrived and María’s outfit took another leap in quality if possible. I was having breakfast with her and couldn’t believe what I was seeing. Sure, it was Friday and at her office that day people dressed more casually, but María had never paid attention to that kind of rule and had always dressed just as soberly.

That skirt, besides being new and quite short, wasn’t exactly a suit or dress skirt, but was made of leather. Combined with high heels and a dark red, almost burgundy, gauzy, very thin blouse... it gave her a stunning look. I didn’t know how many clothes she had bought those days. She left again, leaving me amazed, treating me to the sight of her ass wrapped in that leather and a black bra that was slightly visible through the thin and probably expensive blouse. I had been wishing she would leave as soon as possible so I could sit on the couch and have a truly tremendous masturbation session, undoubtedly the best of the week... especially because of that short leather skirt... God! How it turned me on that she was dressing like that for him! And while I masturbated I had not the slightest doubt that indeed that change was because of him. That the competition with Patricia was there, but she wasn’t dressing like that just to be the hottest lawyer in the office for no reason. That if Edu didn’t exist she would have let Patricia win the war of the most eye-catching lawyer in the office, to use a euphemism.

That Friday it was pouring rain, and at work I remembered when Edu had picked her up at the office and taken her in his car to the esplanade of the shopping center, next to our house, that kind of parking lot that was essentially a makeout spot and a nest for voyeurs. María wrote to me that she was going shopping with Paula again, and it seemed both surreal that she would buy more clothes and arousing to me... so much so that the idea began to float through my mind to ask her that very night to show me what she had bought. Without telling her that I knew, or at least clearly presumed, who she was buying it for.

I went to pick her up in the car. I saw her saying goodbye to Paula. She put some bags in the trunk and got in. She was a bit wet from the rain and the burgundy shirt was clinging to her body; to top it off, she fastened the seat belt between her breasts just as Edu had told me she’d done that time. Suddenly everything teleported me back to the day when Edu had taken her to the makeout spot. My masturbation sessions relieved me, but they couldn’t counteract going more than a week without sex, combined with María’s whole clothing performance. Suddenly I found myself taking the uphill street next to our house, and while María was asking me what I was doing, why we weren’t going to the garage, I was parking where Edu had taken her.

I didn’t even know exactly what I was trying to accomplish with this. I parked and there wasn’t any car nearby. María asked me again why we weren’t going home, but obviously she already suspected. I turned off the engine and asked her if she remembered those times when Edu had brought her there, but she didn’t seem to like the question:

“What do you mean ‘those times’? It was only once.”

“Only once?”

“Yes, only once.”

There was a silence that she broke:

“Seriously, Pablo, let’s go home.”

It was true that it was certainly surreal to be parked fifty meters from our street. I didn’t know what I was doing there. I was just asking the first thing that came to my mind:

“And what’s going to happen at the wedding?”

“At the wedding? Because Edu will be there? Nothing’s going to happen.”

“Is Nati going?”

“He’s not with Nati anymore, but nothing’s going to happen and I don’t want to spend the wedding feeling uncomfortable because you’re asking me to say things to him... or dance with him and so on. I can already see where you’re going with this. Let’s go home, come on.”

Everything I said to her was a dead end.

I started the engine just as a small blue car was parking nearby.

“And all that shopping?” I asked.

“What shopping?”

“It’s not to make Edu see you looking hot or to compete with Patricia, is it?” I blurted out without thinking.

“My God, Pablo, you’re in bad shape. Every September I buy seasonal clothes. What stories you make up... seriously.”

“Now you’re going to tell me that skirt, those high heels, or the clothes you went out in on Saturday are normal.”

María remained silent for a moment until she said:

“I don’t know, Pablo. You’re impossible. I really mean it.”

It was hellishly hot in the car. So hot that the windows were fogging up. I lowered the windows and saw that in the car next to us there was a young couple. But they were with fast food, eating in the car as if nothing was happening. At least for now.

María pulled me out of my daze by saying:

“Look, Pablo, either start the car or I’m walking home, but I don’t know what we’re doing here.”

“Well, let’s see if the people in that car start fucking or if some voyeur shows up.” I didn’t even know what I was saying. I just knew I didn’t want to go home.

“For what?” she asked.

“It would be arousing.”

“Everything would be arousing. Everything except normal sex is arousing to you.”

“What you call normal sex, we haven’t done for like eight or nine days.”

“I’ve had my period since Sunday until yesterday. You’re so obsessed with your fantasies that you don’t even notice that. Let’s go home, seriously, please, I’m asking you, Pablo.”

“We go home and then what?”

Another silence. This time really long. María looked at me, I held her gaze. Her look seemed to say “you’re crazy,” but she didn’t seem completely angry. She ended up unbuckling her seat belt and moved subtly closer to me, clearly in peace. She kissed me on the cheek and I caressed her face. My lips went to hers and I felt the wetness of her mouth, causing practically all the tension from the conversation to be released.

“Let’s go home and fuck,” I whispered, tangling my fingers in her hair. “But let’s talk about Edu while I fuck you,” I said, biting her lips a little.

“Mmm... Pablo... no...”

“The last time.”

“No...”

“Come on... the last time.”

“Swear it...” she whispered.

“The last time... but getting everything out.”

“Getting everything out?”

“Yes... I might tell you things you won’t like...”

“While we’re doing it?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“Let’s go, come on.” she said as if she didn’t fear anything I might say to her.

If this was truly going to be the last time we fucked while talking about Edu, I was determined to push María to the limit. Completely to the limit.

We got home and I immediately knew those masturbation sessions were insufficient anesthesia for everything I was experiencing. That skirt and those high heels for Edu... María’s more than likely jealousy of Patricia in a war over him... it was too much for me. I barely let her put her shopping bags down in the entryway, and within two minutes, without foreplay, without undressing... I was already inside her, thrusting against the sofa. With her knees supported, receiving my thrusts, with dry, heated strokes from behind. With her skirt at her waist, her panties pulled down to her thighs, and my pants at my ankles, she received all my lust with composure and so far barely moaning. She was, however, considerably wetter and my cock had entered more easily than other times despite the complete lack of foreplay. This wasn’t going to be just another fuck.

In my enraged thrusts there was much lust, but also quite a bit of resentment because Edu was only discussed when she allowed it, and also a lot of wounded pride because she dressed up for him, something she had never done for me. It didn’t help my anger that she wasn’t moaning.

I soon leaned in and whispered in her ear:

“I really like your skirt and all your new clothes. I bet they stare at you a lot at the office.”

María didn’t flinch. She didn’t turn her face. She simply tucked her hair behind her ear. As if nothing was happening. Receiving my words and my cock with complete dignity. As if nothing affected her.

“I’m sure Edu doesn’t miss a detail of your new slutty outfits...”

I surprised myself saying those crude phrases, but she still didn’t respond. Didn’t moan. Her body moved back and forth to the rhythm of my thrusts and she held onto the back of the sofa and panted slightly, at most, as if her way of counterattacking my physical onslaughts and verbal insults was by not moaning.

Despite her not moaning, I could feel her pussy perfectly lubricated and hot. I felt her thighs and buttocks burning and sweaty as I caressed them... and I insisted, whispering in her ear:

“But Patricia has the real slutty look. You know you can’t beat her at being a slut, right?”

She remained silent... I, bent over her, unbuttoned her shirt... caressed her bra and pulled it down with two tugs... freeing her huge tits to knead them forcefully with one hand, while with the other I grabbed her neck and said:

“Besides, Patricia has bigger tits than you. Still. And a bigger ass. Her ass is twice the size of yours. She’s twice the woman you are...”

While telling her this, the hand that was grabbing her neck moved to her buttocks to spank them. I insisted that her ass was too small for Edu, that he was looking for a bigger one. I accelerated the rhythm of my thrusts. You could hear my pelvis slapping against her ass from the intense fucking. But she still wouldn’t moan or respond.

“He’s probably fucking her already. In the end, he preferred to fuck her instead of you.”

There María did respond. With a composure that pissed me off. As if she wasn’t being fucked, or having her tits squeezed, or her ass spanked. She simply said in a serious tone as if nothing was happening:

“Well, then everyone’s happy.”

I grabbed her hair and pulled it slightly to make her lift her head and said:

“After everything, he chose her. And it pisses you off. You dress up for him and he ignores you... I bet he doesn’t even look at you.”

Her response came quickly. Finally showing, at least, some anger:

“Shut up and come already, damn it...”

“Already?”

“Yes... Finish already, you bastard.”

“No, no. I’ll come in a minute, don’t worry, but in your mouth.”

“Forget it. Come inside and come now.” she said extremely seriously.

I sped up the rhythm and pulled her hair harder. I didn’t recognize myself, but she neither complained, nor screamed, nor moaned. And the fewer sounds she made, the more turned on I got and the more furious I became. Her tits bounced with each thrust, the sound of our bodies was thunderous, but she not only wasn’t panting, she even kept her mouth completely closed and her eyes open. I accelerated even more with the clear intention of coming, but I wasn’t going to give her the satisfaction of obeying and coming inside. I pulled out just before feeling my orgasm and barely had time to tell her: “I’m going to come on your whore skirt...” and I started jerking off until I ejaculated abundantly, with my eyes closed... I felt how several spurts left me and landed on her leather skirt and beyond. One after another, those thick, hot shots kept spurting out and she didn’t flinch. Didn’t turn around. Didn’t say anything. I shot at least six or seven spurts and when I finished ejaculating, I opened my eyes and rested my cock on her skirt, right where there was more semen, which was already running down over her buttocks. When I opened my eyes, I saw that I had also stained the lower part of her back, on her shirt, and quite a lot.

I moved away. Leaning back, and immediately afterward María turned around and stood up. She checked where I had stained her and she didn’t like it:

“You stained my shirt and it’s silk, you idiot, and it won’t come out. You’re an asshole.”

Her face showed tremendous anger. Perhaps even hatred. Never in years of our relationship had she looked at me like that. She took off her shirt and put her hand on her butt as the semen was dripping down, and with the shirt in one hand and her other hand behind her, she went to the bathroom.

That night I didn’t even want to go to the bedroom. I threw myself on the sofa and slept there. As I was falling asleep, I thought that sex had been strange, bizarre, bordering on unpleasant... I hadn’t recognized myself at all, but it was also true that María’s way of handling things by dressing like that for Edu, preventing me from fantasizing about him and deciding when we talked about him and when we didn’t, seemed infuriatingly selfish to me. I accepted the blame for that aggressive and grotesque sex, but I didn’t confess to being guilty of everything that was happening to us.

We didn’t make up the entire weekend. And the worst part was that María’s birthday was on Tuesday and I didn’t want to reach that night like this. But during the weekend she didn’t make things easy for me either, with curt responses and a distant attitude.

On Monday she went to work in more discreet clothes, whether because of what I had said or not. And on Tuesday she wore a new, rather short gray skirt again and a shirt that wasn’t new. And Tuesday came, and what seemed like it was going to be a problem, her birthday, ended up helping me out or helping us both, as the dinner was great from start to finish. I gave her the gifts, some of which had quite a sentimental component... so we ended up in a hug and a kiss and telling each other that we were idiots and that we were looking for problems where there weren’t any. It was a strange reconciliation, as if there was nothing to reconcile despite everything. As if the facts were still there but the approach was different.

That night we were having sex, in missionary position, and María, between smiles, said to me: “come on, talk about Edu, you’re dying to.” “And you?” I asked her. And she smiled, adding to her gesture: “but without the crude stuff or Patricia...” That caused our sex to increase in intensity, desire, excitement, lust... and we ended up exhausted and telling each other how much we loved each other.

During the next two weeks, María combined normal clothes with daring clothes at work, so I was no longer 100% sure that she was dressing for him. On the other hand, our sex was sometimes without talking about Edu and sometimes talking about him, she didn’t go so far as to call me a cuckold but she went back to saying that Edu would know how to fuck her, that his cock would satisfy her, not like mine, that he was hot even though he was cocky and so on, and it also came up quite naturally, as if we were perfecting when it was appropriate to imaginarily bring him into our bed and when it wasn’t. Everything seemed to be normalizing, both her clothes and our sex life. Apart from these two elements, María continued with her gossip about Patricia and Edu; she still suspected they were already involved but said she couldn’t know for sure and, apparently, Patricia wouldn’t be going to the wedding, as she was still a newcomer at the office. And she continued going out with the girls some nights, sometimes more modestly, sometimes more daringly, though never reaching the extreme of that night when she had gone out without a bra.

One of the issues that remained to be resolved was what they had written to each other that night of the kind of sex by messages. Taking advantage of the fact that we were on good terms, I asked her again, but asking for exact phrases, and she said she didn’t remember exactly, but that it had started because Edu had told her that once while doing it with Nati he had thought about her. That María had been surprised and had asked him what things he had imagined or what he was doing with Nati more specifically and Edu had told her... but that she had never really interacted by saying her own things but had limited herself to asking him questions. That confession disappointed me a little, while at the same time it completely fit with how María was, who found it horribly difficult to write dirty things to me despite our trust.

Apart from this, it was very notable how our love had increased tremendously, to put it somehow; it had always been there, but now it was more noticeable, as if it were more liberated; we told each other that we loved each other more frequently, we slept embraced, we told each other things about work with special understanding and involvement, we had sex talking about Edu without shame... as if reaching an even higher level of trust than we were used to.

And so the day of the wedding approached. A day that I didn’t know if Edu had marked in his calendar with fire or if he was already completely and absolutely over me, María, and our whole story.


CHAPTER 50

Within that emotional roller coaster of the past nine months, María and I found ourselves at a genuinely high point of affection and complicity. To the extent that my fear of her falling for Edu seemed remote. María was too mature, too much of a woman to be impressed by him; she might be attracted to him more or less, just as I was to many women, but for her to feel something more, being who she was, she would need to feel an esteem or admiration that simply didn’t exist.

Regarding Edu, of course he hadn’t responded to my message, and I doubted he wanted to continue conquering María, for lack of a better term. I didn’t doubt this because he hadn’t responded to me, but because during those weeks they hadn’t had any cases together, nor small meetings where they were both present, according to what María told me. And I was certain that if Edu wanted to, he could easily arrange with the bosses to share cases with her and, with great ease, call meetings and see her face to face. Even at Thursday beers, Edu didn’t seem to show much interest in María. Patricia? From what María said, it seemed she was the one pursuing Edu and not the other way around, so I didn’t think she was the cause of Edu’s indifference. I found it very difficult to read that guy, which drove me crazy. I was still expecting a new attack; I couldn’t believe he wouldn’t try to finish the job with María after everything.

As the wedding day approached, I realized it was simultaneously the thing I least wanted in the world and the thing I wanted most. On one hand, a wedding where I practically knew no one, about sixty miles from home, with the tension that seeing Edu in person generated in me. But on the other hand, the possibility of seeing them together, of seeing if Edu would attempt one final attack there, and I say final because it seemed like the perfect context; if Edu “passed” that day, it would mean he had completely removed himself from our game, his conquest, or whatever you wanted to call it. Curiously, in that regard, I found myself surprisingly calm; I was tense, but fairly good. During those days, I told myself that if something had to happen, let it happen, and if Edu did nothing, I would have no choice but to forget about it. But after so many months, I needed a yes or a no. I was arriving with brutal psychological and emotional exhaustion, and this had to end, one way or another.

The wedding would be in a church on the outskirts, and afterward the reception and dinner at a Parador. Some would sleep in a building adjacent to the Parador itself, which was like a hotel, and others of us had found a nearby hotel. María had preferred not to stay at the Parador, according to her to avoid being “in the middle of all the commotion,” and that seemed fine to me.

Fortunately, the heat had subsided a bit, which was appreciated since I would obviously be wearing a suit. María, for her part, was still undecided almost until the eve of the wedding between wearing a green satin dress with some cleavage or going with a long-sleeved white silk blouse and a pink “puffy” skirt according to her, something I didn’t understand what it was until I saw it. With the dress she looked more striking; with the skirt and blouse she seemed a bit more girlish. In the end, she decided on the latter look, which on one hand disappointed me because I thought the dress would attract Edu more by highlighting her figure, but on the other hand, it was true that perhaps she did look prettier this way than in the dress.

But everything changed on the wedding day. We arrived at the hotel, I showered, and while doing so, a feeling began to invade me that started as a small tingling and ended up completely paralyzing me. The lukewarm water didn’t relieve me; I felt I was facing something truly momentous—after so much time I was going to see him, and I was going to see him with her. In his environment, for hours, with alcohol involved, it seemed impossible that he wouldn’t try everything that day, and just thinking about it made my head freeze, my heart beat uncontrollably, and my cock get hard.

I considered jerking off right there, but I decided to try to calm down, to convince myself that whatever had to happen would happen. That there was little I could do. That it wasn’t in my hands. Not even in Edu’s hands, but in María’s.

I got out of the shower and María went in to shower; I went to get dressed and the heat was suffocating, perhaps because we had traveled sixty miles inland, despite it being October. I was going to be too hot in the suit jacket, by far, at least until nightfall.

I decided not to get dressed yet; I would have time while María was getting ready. I lay on the bed naked and listened to the sound of the shower. I was tense, burning hot, I’d even say dizzy, and with a rock-hard cock for quite some time. I again considered jerking off, but what I did was enter the bathroom, get into the bathtub, and position myself next to María, who wasn’t surprised to see me and joked about me wanting to shower twice, although we both knew that wasn’t my intention. We both knew what was happening. María knew just as well as I did the importance of that day, and I think you only had to look at my face to discover my state.

The stream of water, somewhat hotter than I expected, fell on our heads as my mouth went to hers and I began to kiss her tenderly. She received my kisses unhurriedly, and I wondered if that mouth would be mine and only mine for the last time... I brought my hands to her breasts and began to caress them until her nipples hardened, and I wondered if those big tits would be only mine at that moment, but for the last time. And my hand began to caress her pussy while I wondered if that pussy would open for someone other than me.

Her hand went to my cock, grabbed it firmly, and without stopping our kissing, she began to stroke it slowly but setting the pace in such a way that I felt I could come right away. Words were unnecessary. She no longer needed to look at my face. María knew I couldn’t take it anymore. That my cock so hard represented seven long months with the same thing in my head. My cock was asking her to release all that, and she seemed to understand. My hand began to rub her pussy a little faster until I heard her first moans, and we stayed like that for a few moments where I felt I was almost coming and also felt that she was very far from doing the same. She subtly moved away my hand that was masturbating her, as she always does when she notices I haven’t quite got the right spot, and brought one hand to my balls and used the other to continue stroking me, while our tongues merged in the air and under the water without stopping.

María finished the job impeccably, never stopping kissing me and squeezing my cock firmly before my orgasm and with a bit more delicacy while I was coming. Stopping the stroking at just the right moment, and letting my semen mixed with water impregnate her belly. We didn’t stop kissing at any point while I was coming, as if by doing so it united us more, as if through it there was more connection and understanding.

We continued kissing for a while, as I let the water clean my member and she soaped the area I had impregnated, until I finally got out of the shower. Somewhat more relaxed, but far from being calm.

After a while I was putting on my suit and the heat wouldn’t subside. I glanced sideways as she dressed and with each look she seemed to get more and more beautiful. The shirt, even being loose, when tucked into the skirt, couldn’t disguise her more than remarkable breasts. Moreover, being so white highlighted her tan even more, transforming her from beautiful to radiant. The skirt at knee level or a little below... with those high-heeled sandals... gave her impressive legs, slender yet powerful and feminine. She didn’t wear much makeup, she didn’t need it being so tanned. And her hair fell freely down her back giving me the impression that it had never been so long.

“How handsome you look in a suit...” she told me.

It seemed like a joke to me that she would say that about me, when she was the one who looked spectacular. And I remembered, since I had the subject permanently in my head, that she had said more than once that Edu looked good in a suit. I was about to bring up the subject, but I let it go. For now.

After putting on my tie, and because the room wasn’t very large, we ended up face to face and I had no choice but to kiss her. The calming effects of the masturbation had almost completely disappeared... She tried to keep the kiss short, but I held her to make it not only long, but somewhat obscene. She didn’t pull away and I brought her hand to my crotch, over my suit pants, and made her move it up and down over my member that was already throbbing down there. María finally pulled away a little and smiled. My hands went to her ass, over her skirt, and I looked into her eyes. I loved her madly, but she must have understood something else in my gaze because she asked me: “What do you want me to do?” without her hand having left contact with my crotch.

Needless to say, the idea of María, dressed like that, and minutes before seeing Edu, kneeling and taking my cock out of my pants... and putting it in her mouth, would be something brutal for me, but it seemed like I was already taking advantage of her understanding quite a bit.

“I want you to... nothing. Just finish getting ready or I’ll have to get in the shower dressed like this because of how hot I am...” I told her before kissing her.

We called a taxi that would take us to the church. My tension wasn’t just increasing by the moment, but it couldn’t go any higher. I was getting angry with myself for not being able to control my nerves. The curious thing is that once we arrived, everything happened so quickly that I didn’t have time to make things worse.

I saw Edu suddenly and didn’t have time to react or get more nervous. He was with a group of people, I assumed from the office, and he shook my hand as if I were a stranger. He gave María two kisses with complete dryness. Not even a “you look very beautiful” or any joking comment to break the ice as one usually does. He was still very tanned, as usual, and having seen him in a suit because he worked like that, he didn’t seem different from when I had seen him other times. It was me who felt stranger and out of place. María immediately greeted Paula and other friends more effusively, and I stuck to her as best I could, in a rather uncomfortable situation. The bride and groom arrived and María didn’t seem to have much of a relationship with her colleague who was getting married, let alone with the bride, but she knew about fifteen or twenty people so she looked quite comfortable and relaxed.

I didn’t have Edu in sight again until after the church, when we had already been taken by bus to the garden of the Parador where they had set up the reception. He was still with his colleagues and María with her friends. I tried to join the girls’ conversation with difficulty and without much desire or grace.

It was by chance that while trying to pick up a piece of ham with a toothpick, I ended up grabbing it with my hand because it was tedious, and then I heard a rather hoarse voice that said: “Better that way” and smiled at me in a way that was both complicit and serious. That was the excuse for me to be able to talk to someone other than one of María’s friends and get out of that loop a bit. The man turned out to also work at the office, but apparently he wasn’t a lawyer but rather kept their computers and other IT things running. His name was Víctor and he was about 45 years old and physically quite peculiar, tall, thin, with rimless rectangular glasses, quite outdated, and brown hair in a ponytail while having notable receding hairline. He also wore his suit with much less style and presence than those from the office, but he didn’t lack a certain charisma; he had a curious magnetism, and a raspy voice as if he had lived a lot. To my surprise, I found myself asking him somewhat indiscreet questions, unusual for me, and within about ten minutes I was asking him about his life, something I don’t usually do. After telling me that there were many single women at the wedding, but that picking up women like this had never been his strong suit, I asked him if he had come alone and he told me that he was divorced and had a son who was already twenty years old. While I was wondering what he had meant by “picking up women like this,” a group photo with the office people was proposed and I asked him why he wasn’t going and he said seriously: “no, no, I don’t want to ruin the photo.”

I stood watching as they positioned themselves for the photo and the photographer, ordering people from here to there, ended up placing María next to Edu.

“See? Nobody misses me,” said Víctor.

I remained silent and he continued:

“So, what do you think? It’s going to happen tonight, isn’t it?”
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That phrase left me so stunned that I couldn’t react. It was as if too many questions were assaulting me at once. Meanwhile, the photographer was gesturing for the partners of those from the firm to join the group. As I approached, I glanced toward Víctor, but couldn’t read anything from his face. The photographer was asking us to move closer together, but I could barely hear him, only the voice in my head saying “what does he know,” “why does he know it,” “who else knows.” It was unequivocal, there was no doubt his question was directed at María and Edu. I searched for him with my eyes while Edu and I flanked my girlfriend. Víctor was bringing a piece of ham to his mouth while clearly looking not at me, but at María.

As I heard the sound of that damned camera, I felt myself crumbling inside; collapsing from helplessness, from suddenly feeling that I wasn’t in control of the situation. For months I had felt in control, assuming that I was managing all the information, with the only loose end being whether Edu might run his mouth, or certain moments María had spent with Edu that I hadn’t wanted to force her to tell me about. Suddenly I felt that perhaps it was just the opposite, and that I was actually the one who had been completely out of the loop.

The group dispersed and I lost sight of Víctor. I didn’t see myself chasing him around the tables either... The situation had been strange, as his comment had been almost too natural, as if he assumed I knew that more people knew about it, or that I found it normal to offer my girlfriend to a work colleague.

Things didn’t improve when they seated us at the tables for dinner. I barely noticed our dinner companions, just enough to realize that I didn’t know anyone and that María wasn’t at all happy with how the guests had been distributed. I was still a bit out of it; I looked at the faces of María’s office colleagues, most of them placed at another table about fifteen meters away, and I had the feeling that everyone knew everything, a paranoia that almost immediately gave way to another one, as I began to reconsider all those moments, especially from the last two months, when I hadn’t asked María what had happened between her and Edu.

It wasn’t long before my girlfriend interrupted my mental ruminations by asking if something was wrong. After denying that anything unusual was bothering me, she whispered that they had seated us at the table for the “married couples,” in quotation marks, and that the fun would be at “the other table”; I looked up and that table was where Paula, Amparo, Edu and the others were sitting. Víctor was at another table, and I felt that if I was keeping an eye on him, he was keeping an even closer eye on me. She insisted on asking if something was really wrong when my mind was back in August, the second week, a Friday. María had spent the day at Edu’s beach house, I remembered that day María had told me that Nati had been with them for a while and then had gone to study, that day my girlfriend had worn the red bikini, supposedly because she had gotten all the others wet... After showering we had agreed that we would go out that night... but someone had called her on the phone and after hanging up she had told me she was tired and was going to bed. I remembered that day María had come home saying that perhaps Edu and Nati had fucked in the sea. It was the night I had noticed someone had been through my nightstand drawer... and had taken our plastic dildo... and it smelled like pussy...

So, suddenly, my greatest concern was no longer about who knew what, but about what had happened that Friday afternoon in August, whether the call had really been from Edu... what conversation they had had... and, above all, why I had been such an idiot not to ask her what had happened.

At no point did I feel jealousy. Rather, above all, a loss of control.

I found myself forced to participate in the table conversation, temporarily setting aside the analysis of those gaps that after weeks I needed to fill. Across from us was one of María’s coworkers, someone named Irene, and her husband, Marcos, a guy who seemed strange from the start, with a shaved head, both around our age, and he couldn’t take his eyes off my girlfriend. It didn’t surprise me in the least since his wife wasn’t at all attractive. He glanced at her out of the corner of his eye as he brought his fork to his mouth, even when the conversation was happening elsewhere at the table. It even seemed to me that he was looking at María’s tits, which were inevitably outlined under her blouse... and I again felt that excitement at sensing the desire she provoked. “You want to fuck her too... and Edu... and probably Víctor...” I felt bad when those thoughts echoed in my head, but I couldn’t help it, just as I couldn’t help that, along with the tingling of that excitement, my cock began to leak onto my underwear as I saw the dirty desire in that guy’s eyes.

María, oblivious to her sleazy admirer, kept looking toward the other table. She exchanged glances with Edu, or maybe that was my paranoia, maybe she just felt envious about not being there with her friends, or maybe a bit of everything. My mind was still half there and half ruminating, ruminating on why María had been so horny in Cantabria. Before that trip, she had spent another day with Edu at the beach, a day when, according to her, Edu had told her that her pussy was visible through her white bikini. Just that? That’s all that had happened in however many hours with him? Suddenly, disorganized questions assaulted me... about her obeying and wearing the bikinis Edu told her to, about agreeing to write to him to come up to our house, even though she had later said she wouldn’t open the door for him.... All those questions bombarded my head while my eyes saw that man looking lustfully at María and her constantly looking toward Edu’s table.

I remembered another day, after returning from Cantabria, when María had taken the bikinis that Edu had guessed to his house. Guessed? Asked for? Ordered? And there I was, on the couch, knowing María was in bed texting with him... and once again her dildo had reeked terribly of pussy....

María pulled me out of my daze by standing up slightly to reach one of the wine bottles on the table. The shaved-head guy tried to pass it to her and their hands touched... I couldn’t understand how María or even his wife didn’t notice the way he was looking at her... Or did María notice? She sat back down with a half-smile. Was she enjoying herself? Was she enjoying being desired? He did an extremely poor job of hiding his attempt to peek down her blouse. I began to imagine offering her to him too. Did he know something? I imagined that amid everyone’s silence, I kissed María, she responded with lust, and I whispered to her that she had the entire table completely turned on... I imagined unbuttoning her blouse... she whispered for me to stop, but I ended up pulling down her bra cups... and she stopped kissing me... and the guy could see how her massive tits left the entire room breathless... I was getting hard imagining it... getting hard seeing how he devoured her with his eyes.

Another glance from María toward Edu’s table brought me back to reality. It was starting to annoy me while simultaneously keeping me on edge with excitement... Was there really a game of glances going on? The uncertainty was killing me. My mind jumped from the creepy guy to Víctor, to the gaps in those months and back to Edu, always back to Edu, whom I had chosen from the very beginning, and I wondered if María hadn’t chosen him too. Just like that? Without anything else? I had certainly been thinking of this wedding as the ideal place and time to push her toward him, and now I was seriously considering whether everything was already decided without any need for me to do anything. I considered it and immediately denied it. It couldn’t be.

They brought the second course, the wine was flowing, and I tried to rejoin the conversation until I saw Edu passing near our table. My heart began to pound forcefully as I glanced sideways to see if María would look at him. He didn’t stop, went straight to the back of the hall and disappeared down the stairs toward the restrooms.

It took María less than ten seconds to stand up and go in the same direction.
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I soon realized I wasn’t the only one watching María intently as she walked away; the shaved-head guy once again wasn’t holding back at all and, while his wife was laughing with the woman next to her, he had completely turned his neck around. My girlfriend disappeared down the stairs, increasing my nervousness, which didn’t decrease when that voyeur turned toward me and looked at me. He made a kind of grimace when looking at me. I didn’t know if he was trying to say “what a gorgeous girlfriend you have” or something that made me even more nervous, perhaps he wanted to express “I know about it too.”

Fortunately, he looked away and returned to his plate. I wondered if María was really going to do something with Edu, if they had actually exchanged glances looking for an encounter. But it couldn’t be... María wasn’t like that; I had been working my skin off pushing her toward him for 9 months with no apparent result... I was starting to think that the wine and what happened with Víctor had triggered my paranoia, but I felt compelled to find out. A few minutes later, I was also heading toward the restrooms. I looked around for Víctor but couldn’t find him. I felt like I had so many open fronts that I couldn’t put practically anything in order.

I went down the stairs and walked down the hallway, and remembered that time at Edu’s house when I was silently heading to his bedroom while he was with Alicia, the posh Andalusian girl... that night when I knew for the first time that I wanted to go all the way with this.

On the right was a door to the ladies’ room and the next one was probably the men’s. I heard conversation in the distance, in the men’s room, so I carefully entered the women’s. What did I want? I didn’t know. What did I think I was going to see? No idea. I only knew that my hands were shaking, that I was hot, but sweating cold in an unbearable way.

As soon as I opened the door, I saw María, alone, leaving the sink and standing in the middle. There didn’t seem to be anyone else.

“Are you lost?” she laughed.

I didn’t know what to say, I remained silent. María looked at herself in the mirror.

“What’s wrong with you? Aren’t you going to the men’s room?” she asked.

What to answer to that. How many questions I could ask. I just spoke:

“I don’t know, María... we need to talk.”

“About what?”

“Well... about everything... about all this.”

“What is ‘this’? You could have talked at the table, where you’re being more boring than I don’t know what. You could make an effort.”

“No, María, about this, about... for example... what happened on... I think August 11th... at Edu’s house.”

My girlfriend’s face was suddenly a poem, like a snort of weariness that surpassed any unpleasant word she could have uttered. I knew perfectly well that I had sounded like a psychopath.

“I don’t know, María, there are many days when I don’t know what happened.”

“Seriously, Pablo, please, don’t do this to me. Not tonight.”

“Don’t do what to you?”

“Come on, I’ll go back up, you go to the bathroom... or whatever you want...” she said, approaching me to leave.

“No, María.”

“No what?”

“Tell me, tell me what happened that day and other days too.”

“You want me to tell you now?”

“So things did happen.”

“I didn’t say that. Please, that’s enough. Let me pass.”

I moved aside a little. I couldn’t tell her that I knew Edu had guessed correctly about the bikinis without exposing myself. I couldn’t ask her if Edu had sent her a photo of his cock without exposing myself... The only thing I could blurt out was that I had smelled that plastic cock on this or that occasion and discovered it, but it seemed like she would fly into a rage and shut down completely.

“What’s wrong with you, Pablo, really?” she said after crossing the doorway, in a more conciliatory tone.

“Nothing’s wrong with me. I just see the looks you’ve been giving.”

“What looks? What are you talking about?”

“Nothing, forget it. Let it go.”

“And what about the looks you’ve been giving?”

“What are you talking about, María.”

“What do you mean what am I talking about? To Paula. We can all see her thong showing through her jumpsuit, you don’t need to look at her like that.”

“I’m not looking at her in any particular way, I think this counterattack you’re doing is really cheap.”

“Anyway, anything else? Any more reproaches you want to make?”

“Well, in Cantabria... why were you so horny? Was it because of him? Tell me. It’s fine. Obviously I’ve pushed you into this. I just want to know, that’s all.”

“Look, either you’re drunk, or you’re back to your overheated imagination. I thought... after you’d relieved yourself at the hotel you’d be calmer.” I didn’t like at all the way she spoke to me.

While we were talking, I began to hear voices approaching. As María finished that sentence, I saw Edu and another guy coming closer. Without time to react or respond to my girlfriend, Edu stood beside her and, while his friend walked past, said:

“Can I tell you something in private?”

María looked at me and said:

“Yes, of course.”

She turned her back on me almost immediately. I had the feeling she was doing it to piss me off.
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I stood there frozen, blocked. Edu looked at me and immediately put his hand on María’s waist to guide her a little further away. My girlfriend allowed it, without turning back to look at me.

I went back the way I came with a pressure in my chest. I started climbing the stairs and inevitably turned my head to see them in the middle of the hallway, talking, whispering; he kept his hand on her waist.

Sitting back at the table, I didn’t know whether to get angry or die from the morbid excitement. One moment I was furious at María’s attitude, the next I was imagining them entering the restrooms... and... fucking... him slamming her hard against the sinks or María climbing on top of him, unleashing all her desire to be fucked after so many months.

Could I really not do anything? Do what? For what purpose? What did I want?

I felt bad about myself when I wished they would do it. And bad about her... though I wasn’t sure how fair that was after everything. But all those negative feelings always ended up overlapped by morbid curiosity.

A few minutes later they returned to the main hall. Talking. Without too much intimacy, but not distant either. María sat down beside me and said nothing. She didn’t even look at me.

Patience has never been one of my virtues. I don’t think more than a minute had passed when I blurted out in a low voice:

“Did you hook up?”

I got no response. María continued eating as if nothing had happened.

“Aren’t you going to answer me?” I insisted.

“I don’t respond to nonsense,” she said without even looking at me.

“It doesn’t seem like nonsense to me. What’s the matter? He didn’t want to?”

This time she did look at me. She appeared flushed—was it the heat? The alcohol? Edu? My questions? Damn, she was radiant. That fixed gaze, her full lips, her tanned skin, her silk blouse that seemed to illuminate the whole table... the outline of her big tits under the fabric... her thick, long hair... she looked incredible.

“We’ll talk about it tomorrow,” she said dryly, but slightly conciliatory.

But I couldn’t take it anymore.

“I can’t wait, María. I just need to know if you hooked up or something.”

I was speaking carefully into her ear.

She didn’t respond. I insisted.

“Of course not, Pablo! Stop talking nonsense,” she exclaimed in a whisper, trying to be discreet.

“But you want to, don’t you?”

“No, I don’t want to.”

“You’ve imagined it, you can’t deny that. You’ve imagined or fantasized about... hooking up.” That “hooking up” sounded incredibly childish to me, especially because in my imagination I used much stronger words.

She didn’t answer. She took a sip of wine. She was becoming increasingly uncomfortable. In the hall there was quite a commotion, a constant buzz that muffled our conversation.

“What did you talk about down there? Why does he need to speak with you in private?” As soon as I said it, I realized that was the question I should have started with.

“Nothing. Just nonsense. That’s it, Pablo.”

“You have to tell me that, María. If only out of courtesy, damn it.”

She looked at me and whispered in my ear:

“It’s nothing, Pablo, please...” She sounded almost pleading, almost sweet.

“Come on, tell me...”

“Damn it... Pablo, nothing, it’s stupid. I just don’t want to create conflict between you two.”

“What do you mean, conflict?”

“It’s nothing, really, he told me to... to go to his table.”

“Now? In the middle of dinner?”

“Yeah, that’s why it’s stupid.”

“But why would he say that? I don’t understand.”

That conversation had taken a turn I didn’t understand.

She ended up telling me that he had told her to go to his table, that she’d have a better time there. And she had said no. Finally, after she asked him, apparently Edu had told her that he didn’t like me at all, that I was a bore or something similar.

“What an asshole... and what did you say to him?”

“That I’d join them during the dancing. With you and with them.”

“Damn it, María...”

“What...”

“And what are you going to do during the dancing?”

“What am I going to do about what? Nothing.”

“What do you mean ‘about what’? Don’t mess with me... you know what I’m talking about...”

We fell silent. It was obvious I was referring to her provoking him during the dancing... She knew as well as I did that this date had been marked on the calendar for that game.

“And there are also many questions I want you to answer,” I told her.

“Oh really? Well, choose. Either you ask me questions or... the other thing.”

“Both things.”

“You’re hopeless, really. And what do I get out of it?”

“That everything ends today. Whatever happens,” I said seriously.

“That’s not the first time you’ve said that.”

“This time I swear it’s for real. All of this ends tonight.”

“What are you two whispering about? Are we boring you that much?” the shaved-head guy surprised us, standing behind María, placing his hands on her shoulders, smiling, trying to be funny. I didn’t know if he was coming from the bathroom or from talking to people at other tables. María seemed as disconcerted as I was.

I looked ahead, toward his wife, who, visibly drunk, wasn’t giving him a friendly look, while María made excuses as best she could for our private conversation. And then I looked at that guy, who before removing his hands, shamelessly stared down my girlfriend’s neckline. I was certain that from his position, he could easily see half of her breasts; I began to think he had stood up solely and exclusively to get a look at them.

María kept her word and didn’t go to her colleagues’ table. I tried to act normal for the next hour. I decided to control myself until the music started. Many questions to ask María were assaulting me, but I felt I should choose the precise ones to avoid overwhelming her, and release them at the right moment. Whether she would answer me with complete honesty and how and to what extent she would approach Edu, I had no idea.

But when the dancing started and I thought María might fly freely toward her group of friends, and consequently toward Edu, something unexpected happened: the shaved-head man from our table began marking her so closely that she could barely interact with anyone else.

From the bar, I watched as that guy gave her no respite; visibly drunk, he was whispering in María’s ear while Edu, Paula, Amparo, and the rest of the group were enjoying themselves just a few meters away.

But I wasn’t alone at the bar; Víctor seemed to be watching me. He greeted me with a glance and I wasn’t sure whether to approach him. His disheveled appearance seemed to clash a bit less now that people were loosening up, but he still didn’t quite fit in with the atmosphere. I looked at María who was laughing timidly, half-harassed by that guy who, without his jacket and with his sleeves rolled up, was showing off a couple of tattoos that gave him a certainly thuggish appearance. The contrast between María, who in heels was his height or even taller, her slenderness, her class, and him, short but certainly broad and muscular, rough, was striking.

I sensed Víctor approaching me, watching him from the corner of my eye. He positioned himself beside me. We remained silent. Perhaps a minute passed until he said:

“At this rate... what was expected won’t happen.”

I tried to play dumb as best I could. The silences continued. My discomfort, because of him. Because of what he might know. Because of everything... I even ordered another drink. Until we began to engage in meaningless and irrelevant conversation. And then another silence. Finally he said:

“That guy doesn’t know anything, of course. That’s why he’s trying.”

“Trying what? His wife is around here. We had dinner at their table.”

“Irene? She’ll be drunk somewhere, throwing up in the bathroom or who knows where,” he said seriously and in an tremendously dismissive tone.

After another silence and bolstered by my intoxication, I gathered my courage:

“Seriously... aren’t you going to tell me what you know? Or who knows?”

“Hahaha, enjoy it, man. Just imagine if that guy ends up fucking her... Marcos I think his name is... Can you imagine it? Would that turn you on too?”

I felt as if I were being stabbed, but the incredible thing was that this stabbing produced in me more than anything a terrible excitement...

“You’re noticing it, right?” he asked.

I didn’t know why I was talking to him once it seemed clear he was just playing with me, but for some reason I didn’t cut him off.

“Noticing what?”

“That she’s not looking at you to rescue her.”

It was true. María was constantly looking toward the group where Edu was. Whether she was looking directly at him, I didn’t know. Something that Víctor apparently did assume. In that direction, a group of about ten people was dancing and laughing without losing too much composure. Apart from my girlfriend’s glances, it was notable how Paula and a somewhat redheaded girl were fluttering around Edu without holding back in the slightest. It was true that Paula’s butt was slightly visible through the jumpsuit she was wearing, but she had little chance against the redhead who, although a bit thin, looked quite prettier and with much more grace in a red dress that certainly drew attention.

I asked Víctor who all those people were while my gaze drifted toward María, who had been enduring the whispers in her ear for quite some time, as well as that thug’s hand on her waist. Did that bastard really think he could hook up with her? It was crazy considering he had come with a partner and obviously knew María was with me... but there was something exciting about his attempt... I began to feel that tingling, that flutter in my groin. It was true that I had chosen Edu, but it started to seem quite arousing that my girlfriend would allow herself to be desired, or at least not break away from, that grotesque savage...

Victor told me he didn’t know the girl in red, that she must be a friend of the bride. She couldn’t have been more than twenty-five years old, but she seemed to know exactly what she wanted... and Paula was getting the worst of it. Edu was whispering in the redhead’s ear. Marcos was whispering in María’s ear. They looked like two mirrors... I was beginning to see it as possible that Edu might hook up with the girl in red, and it also seemed that crazy Marcos was starting to think it possible to hook up with María...

Having another drink with that strange man, I was increasingly amazed that María couldn’t manage to get rid of that shaved-head guy; the truth was that at times she laughed and at other times she looked like she wasn’t understanding anything, but she never quite moved away from him. What had changed was that the girl in the red dress and Edu had moved a bit away from the group, and now, unmistakably, María’s gaze was constantly directed toward them.

I really started to get nervous when I saw that it was imminent. Edu was letting it happen and the girl was standing on tiptoe to whisper in his ear, already placing her hands on his chest. And my gaze went to María, who was tense, as expectant as I was. And I saw it. What happened I saw in my girlfriend’s face: she slightly pushed away Marcos who wouldn’t stop harassing her and barely sipped from her straw while, trying to hide it, she watched as Edu and the redhead’s mouths melted into one...

Victor said nothing. I said nothing. And María quickly turned her face toward the bar. Looking for me for the first time in more than half an hour. Everything was suddenly rushing forward. I wasn’t even aware that this could be the end of everything. I was just stunned by María’s reaction. Serious. Tense. Like a buried surprise. Disappointment? I wasn’t sure.

Marcos tried to capture María’s attention with the umpteenth, surely slobbery, whisper in my girlfriend’s ear, when it was Paula who took her hand to dance. Soon the scene consisted of Edu and that girl kissing minimally, without any special display either, and María and Paula dancing and smiling, though restrained, one defeated and the other confused. From the outside, it was almost ridiculous to see them trying to get attention, especially Paula, when everyone knew the focus was elsewhere.

“Do you think he’s going to fuck her...?” Victor said with obvious irony just as Edu placed his glass on a table and walked away with the redhead by his side. They made a brief stop for her to grab her purse and disappeared in the direction of the garden. It seemed clear they were heading to the room Edu had in the Parador itself.

Paula and María saw it perfectly. They whispered something to each other while dancing.

“I’m sorry, man.” Victor laughed.

“But why are you sorry..?”

He laughed again without answering me. As much as the alcohol gave me courage to ask him those questions, he always seemed to stay one step ahead of me by answering with a smile or outright laughter to each direct question.

Little by little I began to realize that this could really be the end of everything. María and Paula were now dancing, heated up, somewhat closer to the bar. Paula’s thong was so visible through her jumpsuit that you could distinguish not only the shape of the thong but perfectly see her buttocks... She was asking for trouble and even so hadn’t managed anything... It was surprising that she had tried with Edu; María had never told me anything about that possibility. The truth was that if I weren’t with María, I myself would have tried something with Paula in her visible moment of spite. But Paula wasn’t the only defeated one of the night; in a way, so was I, and so was Marcos, who, seated and visibly drunk, still couldn’t take his eyes off María.


CHAPTER 54

My girlfriend searched for me with her eyes and I decided to approach, feeling somewhat strange, as if until that moment I had been a mere spectator of everything and now I was placing myself at the center of the stage. I could also feel Victor’s gaze on the back of my neck.

When I reached her, I almost bumped into Paula, who was very close to really starting to draw attention, not only because of her drunkenness, but because of that rather small and thin butt that up close looked as if she wasn’t wearing anything due to the extreme thinness of the fabric that was supposed to cover it.

Not only did that catch my attention, but also the sweat on María’s body, as well as her eyes shining from the alcohol. I was clear about what I wanted; I wanted to get everything I could out of this, but to do so I had to earn her trust. We danced for a while, at times cuddling, at times more separated... until our faces came together for a moment and we gave each other a small kiss, after which all I could say was “how are you?” and she responded with such a charming smile that revealed a certain drunkenness. She moved away from me only to immediately press against me again and say:

“Well, it’s over, right?”

“Why?”

“Because he left with that girl.”

“Yeah... And it pissed you off.” I said without thinking.

“It would piss you off.” she said immediately and kissed me. I was surprised. We looked at each other. And we kissed again. This time no longer dancing. A kiss with tongue. Hot from the beginning. My hands went to her waist, and moved upward as the kiss lengthened. I wanted to caress those tits even if it was over the white silk shirt... but she pushed my hands away and broke the kiss.

She was turned on, her look said it all. I insisted:

“It pissed you off, don’t deny it...”

Her gaze was challenging. She wasn’t responding, but something told me she wanted me to keep talking. Which I did:

“Now he’s probably fucking her upstairs. You wish it was you, don’t you? You wish he was fucking you.”

María moved closer. She pressed her chest against mine. The music was going one way and we were going another. And I whispered in her ear:

“He’s putting his huge cock into that girl. He’s making her die with pleasure. Do you remember when you heard him fucking that girl at those conferences?”

María wasn’t responding but she pressed herself closer and closer. When I finished speaking, I bit her earlobe and blew on it... Her whole body was begging me to keep talking.

“I know you’ve masturbated quite a few times imagining him fucking you... I know you’ve used our plastic cock thinking about him... come on... deny it...” I said before kissing her neck.

“Damn, Pablo...”

“What...”

“Nothing...”

“No, tell me.”

“You’re... killing me...”

“Am I? Then deny it... deny that you put that plastic cock inside you thinking about him...”

María responded by taking my hands and placing them discreetly on her tits. Both of us completely pressed against each other...

“Deny it, María...” I insisted in her other ear...

“Uff...” she moaned with her eyes closed while I felt her swollen tits under the thin shirt that felt surprisingly sticky and damp... cursing that her bra couldn’t disappear.

“Damn, María... I can almost feel your nipples... Do they get like this when you think about him?”

“Mmm... fuck... I don’t know...” she said before kissing me again... trapping my lower lip with hers, pulling it a little before releasing it.

I insisted:

“I know that night when we were going to go out for drinks but you decided to stay home... he called you... and you ended up masturbating... I know in Cantabria you were horny because you couldn’t stop thinking about him... and that... that time when you were texting while I was eating your pussy wasn’t nonsense... but that he told you what he could put inside you and just thinking about it made you come apart in my mouth...”

María moved away a bit after hearing that and looked at me with teary eyes. She was incredibly horny and wasn’t holding back in showing it to me. I could see her tits more swollen, her hair more disheveled... it was pure lust; I felt half bad thinking about it, but it seemed as if she had been born to be fucked...

I approached her again. I took her hands. We kissed again... We let go of each other’s hands and her right hand went to my abdomen and then felt my crotch over my suit pants. Discreetly, but I felt it like never before. With our faces pressed together, I whispered:

“Why are you touching this cock? Huh... if you know it’s tiny...”

I bit her earlobe and insisted:

“Isn’t it tiny? It’s a pathetic cock. Tell me.”

“Yes...”

“Yes?”

“Yes, it is.”

“Would you like me to have a bigger one? Tell me.”

“Yes...”

“Like Edu’s?”

“Yes...”

“Have you seen it?”

“No... Well... no”

“What do you mean well no? When did you see it?” —I literally bit her ear and blew on it again.

“Mmmm... god... he sent me a photo” —she said, shuddering and making me shudder too... as she felt my crotch again. She had to be very drunk, or very turned on, or both to finally admit that.

“Oh really? And what’s his cock like?”

“I don’t know...”

“Come on... squeeze my pathetic cock while you tell me what it’s like” —I whispered, both of us with our eyes closed.

“It’s... impressive...” —she moaned, squeezing me hard... as if no one else existed.

“Yeah?”

“Yes...”

“And you’ve fantasized about him fucking you with that cock...”

“Yes...”

“Fuck... María...”

“What...”

“I need him to fuck you... you should be that girl he’s with right now...”

“Yeah...” —she sighed without letting go of my crotch, pressed against me.

“Would you want to be her?” —I said, knowing the importance of that question.

“Yes... but I’m with you...”

“If you weren’t with me... how long would he have been fucking you? Admit it...” —I said, undoing a button on her shirt and caressing her cleavage.

“I don’t know...”

“Tell me... María... how long would that bastard have been fucking you if you weren’t with me...”

“I don’t know... uff...” —she sighed, squeezing my cock harder — “well... since summer...”

“Really? He would have been fucking you since summer?”

“Mmm... yes...”

“Yes? Tell me. Tell me how he would fuck you.”

“God... He would have been fucking me senseless since... since August.”

I opened my eyes and tried to check if what we were doing was more discreet than scandalous or vice versa... It didn’t seem too bad... people were quite drunk and it wasn’t too brightly lit. I couldn’t find Marcos, and the bar was behind me, so it would have been too obvious to check if Víctor was watching us. María released my member, we kissed, and I whispered to her:

“Marcos wants to fuck you, you know that, right?”

“Mmm... yes.”

“Would you fuck him? If you weren’t with me?”

“Mmm... no.”

“No? Right now? With how turned on you... are...” —I whispered, caressing one of her breasts... at the level of her nipple...

“Ufff...”

“What...”

“The way I am... right now... if I wasn’t with you...”

“With how turned on you are right now... if I didn’t exist... you’d fuck that thug...”

“Maybe...”

“Fuck, María...”

“What...”

“Nothing...”

And then María said something that almost made my cock literally explode. I felt like I could come just by rubbing against her face to face...

“Do you want me to turn him on?”


CHAPTER 55

Marcos, Víctor, Paula, that girl in the red dress... After so many months focused on Edu, these practically unknown people emerged before me, expanding a range of possibilities and uncertainty. I couldn't deny that Edu was still the epicenter of everything, but imagining her turning on Marcos was killing me with lust...

Our arousal wasn't disappearing, but we returned a bit to reality. I looked around and saw how the room had emptied considerably, with no more than twenty or twenty-five people left, the lighting seemed increasingly dim and the music louder. I immediately noticed that Víctor had barely moved from his spot, while I couldn't locate either Marcos or his wife... I hoped he hadn't left. I desperately wished his wife wasn't there, but that he was. I felt I deserved that after the bad luck I'd had with Edu and that damned girl in the red dress.

“Looks like he's not here,” I whispered to María again in her ear. And I gave her another kiss. I didn't know what might still happen that night, I wasn't giving up, and a sixth sense told me that, even though things weren't looking good, I had to keep María as turned on as possible.

We decided to go get a drink at the bar; I let María walk in front of me. Quite drunk, hot, sweaty... but still elegant and maintaining her composure. Once there, I positioned myself behind her and she ordered two drinks from the bartender. She had to repeat herself several times, as he couldn't hear her, and he took the opportunity to look her up and down... The look at her cleavage was less dirty than the ones Marcos had given her at dinner, but no more discreet... I then remembered that she hadn't buttoned up the button of her blouse that I had undone minutes before...

While the guy prepared the drinks, I pressed my crotch against María's ass and hugged her from behind. My chest against her back, and I whispered:

“Another one who wants to fuck you?”

She smiled and brought a hand to my neck to kiss me. The kiss became wet and my member throbbed, wedged between her buttocks, covered by that skirt that to me was a tremendous obstacle.

After the kiss, I looked around. Víctor was still there, Paula too, but no sign of Marcos. I thought about more people from the office, and remembered Patricia.

“Isn't it strange that Patricia didn't come?” I asked.

“Not really... she wasn't invited. She just started at the office. Why are you thinking about her now?”

“I don't know.”

We took our drinks and faced each other. María sipped her drink and, with that button undone, you could see the beginning of her tremendous breasts... no wonder the bartender hadn't held back.

“Did you know Edu has... you know... with her?” María surprised me.

I moved closer to her. Our faces together again.

“Has what with her?”

“Well, that he's fucked her... Remember that night we were in bed and jokingly wrote to Edu to come over?”

“Yes.” I replied, not wanting to debate the “jokingly” part.

“Well, he was with her that night.”

“So, he was fucking her while we were writing to him.”

“More or less...”

“Damn... he fucks them all...” I whispered, kissing her on the cheek. “And how long have you known?”

“I don't know, I haven't known for long.”

Immediately after, I remembered those weeks when María hadn't stopped criticizing Patricia, and had started dressing much more provocatively... entering into a kind of competition to capture Edu's attention. I tried to talk about it without seeming too blatant:

“Didn't it bother you that at the moment when it seemed most like Edu was going after you, he changed targets and went after Patricia?” I whispered, placing one of my hands firmly on her waist.

“It was Patricia who went after him like crazy.”

“Like crazy or like a slut?” I said in her ear, raising my hand until minimally brushing one of her breasts.

“Well... like a slut...” she whispered.

“The girl from the conference, the one tonight, Patricia, Nati... He fucks them all...”

“Yeah...”

“And he doesn't fuck you, but only because you're with me...” I whispered while trying to unbutton another button.

“Shh... stop...”

I pulled my fingers back a bit from the button but continued subtly caressing that breast. I wasn't giving up:

“Damn, María... Marcos isn't showing up. Edu has left... And I'm so turned on...”

“Me too...” she moaned in my ear.

“You could turn on Víctor...” I said without thinking.

“Who?”

“Victor, the guy who fixes your computers or something like that...”

“I don’t know who you’re talking about... you talk a lot out there... oh, the IT guy, the one with the dirty hair.”

“Yes... that’s the one.”

“That nerdy guy? You’re crazy.” she concluded definitively.

María stepped back a bit and told me she was going to the bathroom. She looked a little dizzy. I asked if she wanted me to go with her, but she said no, she was fine. Soon I found myself alone at the bar. Just a couple of meters away from Victor, who seemed determined to stand guard until everyone had left. There were probably no more than fifteen people left. No sign of Marcos, but to my great surprise, Edu and that redhead appeared, as if nothing had happened. She went over to some friends and he headed toward the bar. Her intention seemed clear—to leave with her friends, who were visibly questioning her while she played it cool and kept her answers brief. That was what I could guess from the distance where I was standing. Just as that group of girls was heading over to the newlyweds to say goodbye, Edu approached Victor, not far from me, while slower music played at a much lower volume.

I couldn’t hear their first few sentences. I moved a little closer, discreetly. Until I caught something:

“Damn, that fucking girl... I gave it to her hard and she wanted more...” Edu was saying to Victor, in a serious tone. He ordered a drink. He didn’t even look at me.

“Well, you know how they come these days.” Victor said.

Once Edu had his drink, he didn’t hold back in describing what had happened in great detail. Without giving me even half a glance, but being fully aware that I was listening to absolutely everything. I had almost forgotten what he was like when talking about women, how he had talked about Alicia, or how he talked about María with me, about the things he would do to her and so on, when we were on more or less cordial terms, before he went off the rails for some reason I still didn’t know.

He had no problem whatsoever telling how he had taken her up to the room and fucked her without a condom. That he had put her on all fours and she wouldn’t stop screaming, and every now and then she would say “put something on, Edu put something on, put on a condom” and Edu imitated her, laughing at her. He said he ended up pulling out and she had been sucking him for a while, that he was slapping her face with his cock... He also told how he had eventually put on a condom and, when he had her on all fours again, she had asked him to put it in her ass... that he hadn’t listened to her and had ended up coming, and that right after he came, she had taken off the condom and started sucking him “like a dirty pig” and asked him again to put it in her ass.

“You have to put this in my ass, you have to put this in my ass!” Edu laughed, mimicking her.

“Damn, she was persistent. So what did you do? Did you end up giving it to her in the ass?” Victor asked casually.

“Nah... I had just come and I was fed up with her. I let her suck me off a bit longer, I don’t know, out of pity, and I ended up telling her to get lost.” he laughed.

Victor didn’t quite laugh at the joke, but he seemed entertained by the story, and Edu continued:

“She was so annoying about the fucking ass. Speaking of asses, you should see how Paula came dressed today, another ass that’s asking for it.”

“You can see right through it, that’s true.” Victor replied.

“Damn right you can see through it. This girl had a nice ass too... small tits... if any at all. Fuck... I’m dying to get my hands on some nice tits... Where’s María?”

Hearing the word “María” almost made my heart skip a beat.

“Damn, what I’d give to fuck María properly with those big tits bouncing... Shit, sorry, I can’t, her boyfriend is here.” he said, looking at me for the first time.

“I can’t fuck her because you’re her boyfriend, right?” Edu asked me, halfway between challenging and making fun of me.

I felt submissive before him again. Not knowing what to say. Or rather, not being able to say anything. Victor whispered something in his ear while I, frozen, couldn’t deny that I was excited again hearing him talk about María like that...

Now I couldn’t hear them. I was afraid they were talking about me. And I felt bad again. I felt bad because the worse he talked about what he had done with that girl, or the more crude he was when referring to María, the more excited I got. I remembered that my girlfriend had gone down to the restrooms quite a while ago. I had two options: try to listen to what Edu and Victor were saying or go down to see if something had happened to María. I chose the latter.

I went down the stairs and as I approached the ladies’ room, I began to hear María talking to Amparo quite normally. I arrived just as Amparo was leaving and was able to be alone with María.

I couldn't get Edu's arrogance out of my head. Images of him putting that seemingly modest young girl on all fours kept flashing through my mind. I remembered how he had referred to María, about devouring her breasts... giving her a good fuck... her big tits bouncing... Edu was a bastard, an unbearable asshole, not to mention a complete son of a bitch, but I didn't know why the more disgusting he became, the more I felt it had to be him. That it had to be him. That I needed to propose it to María one last time. This time, yes, for the last time.


CHAPTER 56

I crossed paths with Amparo who barely greeted me, and I entered the ladies’ bathroom. María was touching up her makeup in the mirror. She wasn’t surprised to see me; in fact, she said “come in if you want, there’s no one here.” I approached her. She had that gleam in her eyes from being a bit tipsy, but not too much. I didn’t know if her arousal had diminished, but mine had done quite the opposite after hearing Edu. I positioned myself behind her. We both looked at ourselves in the mirror. She put her purse aside, putting away what she was using to touch up her makeup. I pressed my crotch against her ass...

“Today you keep attacking me from behind...” she smiled.

“Yeah... well... I have something to tell you.”

“Oh really? Good or bad?”

“Well... now that you mention it, let’s say there are two things, one good and one bad. Which do you want first?”

I was already placing my hands on her waist; half on her white blouse, half on her mauve skirt. I looked at her through the mirror; that provocative gaze, those full lips, the voluptuousness of her breasts... her bra showing through her blouse, her thick chestnut hair falling to below the middle of her back...

“Mmm... the bad one first,” she answered.

“Well... the bad news is that there’s no sign of Marcos.”

“Haha... well I don’t know if that’s bad or not. That guy kind of scared me.”

“Why?”

“Because he was looking at me with such a crazy face... Plus playing with him without anyone finding out... I don’t know how I was going to do it...”

“Yeah, well... I guess he must have left. There aren’t many people left now.”

“Well, so what’s the good news?” she asked.

I swept all her hair to one side of her neck to leave one side exposed, pulled the collar of her blouse aside a bit and gave her a small kiss. I pressed my crotch against her ass until almost forcing her to take a step forward. After a second kiss, I whispered in her ear:

“Well, Edu has shown up again.”

“Oh really?”

“Yes...”

At that moment I cursed myself for not trying to see her face when she heard that.

Without changing position, I moved my hands to her blouse, from the front, and confirmed that she had buttoned up the button I had unbuttoned that had driven the bartender crazy. She placed her hand over mine, as if to stop me:

“No, Pablo... anyone could come down at any moment.”

“Come on, María, there aren’t more than ten people up there. Besides, if someone approached, we’d hear them coming down the stairs.” I said this to convince her to let me continue; I still didn’t know what I wanted to happen in that bathroom, and the truth was that I wasn’t telling her any lies.

Her hand remained on mine but she allowed me to proceed. I unbuttoned one button and caressed her cleavage. She closed her eyes for a moment and I continued:

“What do you think about Edu coming back, huh?”

“Well... I don’t know...”

“You don’t know? What if we go back to plan A... turning on Edu instead of Marcos...?” I whispered, kissing her on the neck again. We both knew that Edu wasn’t just plan A, he was everything.

“God, Pablo...”

“What...”

“You’re killing me kissing me there...”

“Yeah?”

“What if I kiss you and do this?” I said, kissing her on the neck and unbuttoning another button... after which I put my hands on her breasts over her clothes, and caressed them with some force, groping her more than just brushing against her.

“Mmm.... stop...”

“Why?”

“What if someone comes...”

“No one’s going to come... Do you want to know what he did with the girl? With the redhead?”

“Mmm... maybe...” she half-smiled.

“Should I tell you?”

“And how do you know?”

“I overheard a bit... he was telling Víctor...”

“Seriously?”

“Yes... Should I tell you and then you go upstairs to turn him on?”

“Mmm... I don’t know Pablo, there are people from the office up there. The newlyweds, Paula, Amparo...”

“Well... what if I tell you that... he fucked her on all fours without a condom as soon as they got to his room...”

I said this while making eye contact with her in the mirror. Maybe it was my imagination, but I got the impression that she was blushing. She didn’t say anything.

I loosened her blouse a bit, which was tucked into her skirt.

“What do you think?”

María didn't say anything.

“He fucked her like a bitch... When he'd barely known her for an hour...”

My girlfriend still didn't respond. But she was undoubtedly blushing.

“If you unbutton another button, I'll tell you more,” I said.

María, still looking at me through the mirror, brought her hands to her blouse, and with almost tearful eyes, very slowly unbuttoned another button. After doing so, she slightly opened her blouse... The large yet refined cups of her bra were now almost completely visible. I continued:

“Good. Well... apparently, she kept asking him to put on a condom and he ignored her, until he finally pulled out and she started sucking him like crazy.”

“Really...?”

“Yes.”

“He told you guys that?”

“Well, not me directly, but Víctor, yes.”

There was silence. María, with her arms limp at her sides, continued looking at me. I was trying to gauge how much my words were affecting her body. How much imagining Edu fucking that girl excited her... The image of her bra showing, her hair to one side, and her blouse almost completely open was incredible, but even more so was her gaze, her gaze and those cheeks that were burning.

“If you want me to continue, you know what you have to do,” I told her.

She, visibly aroused, and with uncertain hands, managed to unbutton another button.

“Okay. Well... she was sucking him off... she was taking that big cock in her mouth... and he was slapping her face with... he was hitting her face with his dick...”

“Did he really say that?”

“Yes...”

“What an asshole... seriously...”

“Why?”

“I don't know, I don't know how you guys can be like that.”

“How he is, more like...”

“He's such a... tremendous... asshole...”

“Is he?”

“Yes...”

“And does it turn you on more that he's like that?”

There was a silence, after which she whispered:

“He's... a son of a bitch...” she whispered, saying it more to herself than to me.

María's cheeks were only getting more flushed...

“Your turn,” I told her

Then she brought her hands to the last button and I whispered to her:

“He's a son of a bitch... but he turns you on... he makes you hornier than anyone...”

She unbuttoned it, looking at me, without responding, but her eyes said it all. Her tanned, bronzed torso, contrasting with the white blouse and only covered by her bra created an incredibly erotic image.

I pressed my chest even more against her back. I opened her blouse and put my hands on her bra. On the cups. As if ready to pull them down at any moment. She pushed her ass backward. Seeking contact with my crotch with her movement.

“And what... else?” she asked with a purr.

I pushed her a little. Pinning her against the marble surrounding the sink. I pulled her hair slightly and kissed her neck.

“Well... He put on a condom and fucked her doggy style again... What do you think?”

She didn't respond, but brought one of her hands to the back of my neck and the other to my ass.

“He was fucking her like that for a while and she started begging him to put it in her ass.”

“Fuck...” she whispered, as aroused as she was surprised.

I moved my hands to her back... Inside her blouse. I was surprised at how sweaty her skin was. My fingers reached the clasp of that strapless bra and I gently freed her breasts.

“Pablo...” she whispered.

“What...”

“If someone sees us...”

“Nobody's coming.”

I took her bra and placed it on the marble with one hand, while with the other I caressed her stomach. Still not moving up to her breasts.

“Look,” I said, opening her blouse until the immensity of her breasts and her enormous pink areolas were perfectly visible in the mirror. The image was incredible. Striking. Her nipples were more erect than ever.

“Yeah...” she managed to respond upon seeing herself so exposed... in a public place.

“Can you imagine him fucking you like that... the way he fucked her?” I said, accompanying my words with a back and forth movement.

“Damn, Pablo...”

“Him fucking you like this, huh...” I repeated, this time caressing one of her breasts with extreme delicacy... “Do you think he fucked her like this or harder?”

“Harder...” she responded immediately.

With one hand I subtly caressed one of her breasts, just with my fingertips, with minimal touches, making her skin tingle... her nipple was getting hard and I enjoyed that incredible sensation... of her extensive areola... I was dying to caress her more forcefully, but I knew this excited her more. With my other hand I held her by the waist, as if I were fucking her. As if it were Edu who was fucking her.

I continued:

“Yes? Harder? He probably fucked her roughly, until he came. That’s what he said, that he came with the condom on, but inside her. Imagine how that girl must have screamed...”

“Fuck...”

“Can you imagine Edu coming in”

“Fuuck...!side you and moaning in your ear?” I whispered while continuing to caress her breast and pretending to fuck her, fitting my member between her buttocks.

“Can you imagine it, huh? Coming inside you while he moans... and whispers that you’re a bitch...”

“Fuck, Pablo...!!”

“What?”

“God...!”

“Imagine him putting that huge cock in you and telling you you’re a slut... that you’re the biggest slut and that’s why he wants you so badly...”

“Uff...!” María moaned, now with her eyes closed.

“Imagine him emptying his balls inside you... while...”

“Fuck... Pablo...!” she interrupted me.

“What...”

“Ufffff... God... fuck me..!! Fuck me right here if you want!!”

“Really??”

“Yees!!”

“Is that what you want?”

“Yes, fuck...!! I don’t care if we get caught...!! Put it in me now...!!”

“...I have a better idea... Go upstairs like this, and tease him... tease him all the way.”

I stopped moving.

She pushed her body backward, but immediately saw that my idea was non-negotiable.

“Don’t be an asshole...” she begged.

But I managed to stay firm. As much as I was dying to fuck her... And I began to button up her shirt. Slowly.

María, as serious as she was breathless and tremendously turned on, grabbed her bra, but I asked her not to, not to put it on

“Are you crazy...? You expect me to go up like this?”

“Like this. Like that day in the office, like the day when it all began.”

“Everything shows through, Pablo,” she said, but in a more docile tone. Nervous.

I finished buttoning her up. The image was incredible. Not just the silhouette of her naked breasts, but her areolas were completely visible through the fabric, and her nipples dramatically marked the material.

“Fuck, Pablo...”

“There’s much less light upstairs... Come on, it’s now or never. You know it as well as I do.”

María hesitated. I insisted. She turned around. We kissed. I caressed her breasts over the white silk and felt it was almost like touching her naked... I caressed her subtly, but the kiss was hot... a kiss that I interrupted...

We separated a bit. My body language told her there was no turning back, that we wouldn’t fuck in that bathroom, that the idea was for her to go up like that and provoke him.

“You bastard...” she murmured.

She managed as best she could to stuff her bra into her purse, which wasn’t very big to begin with.

“And what do I say to... you know... to turn him on? And how far do I take it?”

“As far as you want...” I was going to say “you already know how far I want you to,” but I omitted it.

We kissed again, I couldn’t help it. It was torrid, hot, wet... María put her hand directly on my cock, which was rock hard.

“Are you going to tease him until you touch his cock?” I asked in her ear.

“I don’t know...”

“If you end up touching that huge cock, would you be able to stop?”

She didn’t respond and I insisted, breathing into her ear:

“A real cock... not this thing you can hold with two fingers...”

She pulled away. She looked at me, and said:

“I truly hope we never regret this.”


CHAPTER 57

She went up alone and I locked myself behind one of the toilet doors. When I took my cock out of my pants, I was shocked at how soaked everything was with pre-cum; my underwear wasn’t light blue anymore, but dark blue in the front. I hadn’t been aware of releasing so much fluid... if María was half as excited and wet as I was, I couldn’t imagine what her underwear must look like.

I started to urinate and felt dizzy. I thought perhaps I was drunker than I’d assumed. Drunk and horny, just like María was drunk and horny... it was the perfect context and the persistent feeling of a last opportunity.

I imagined her going up alone. To find him. To turn him on. To provoke him. Where? How? Dancing? At the bar? I hoped almost nobody was left; it seemed María was more worried about her friends seeing her without a bra than about Edu himself. It seemed María was more held back by the idea of her friends seeing her flirting with Edu than by the flirting itself.

I went back up the stairs wondering what I would find. I imagined them dancing, brushing against each other... him feeling her up and her in a constant “no, but yes” state... and my cock was getting ready to burst, once again making my underwear suffer the consequences.

I was surprised by how few people I saw. The bride and groom weren’t there. Marcos definitely wasn’t either, whom I’d already given up on. Nor was Víctor, which surprised me since I thought he would stay until the end, like a guardian of the whole situation. My eyes were searching for Edu and María, but I couldn’t find them. Leaning against the bar, I could see a small group dancing, whom I recognized as friends of the bride. A couple of people at the bar. Nothing else. I looked toward the back and saw people sitting at two tables. And I saw them. At one table were Paula and Amparo, looking somewhat defeated, and at the other, the one where I’d had dinner with María, were she and Edu. She was sitting and he was standing, facing her, leaning against the table.

They weren’t dancing. Nor were they close together. But they were alone. And something surged through my body that made me turn around quickly. Even the bartender seemed surprised. I ordered a drink, to pretend, to hold onto something.

It was what I wanted. For months. To leave them alone, but to watch them. Knowing that María would try to turn him on, knowing that Edu wanted to fuck her, and knowing that María had fantasized about him fucking her. Almost all the elements were in place.

I turned around again. They were still in the same position. They were talking. Each with their drink. María with her legs crossed, separated by half a meter. Edu standing and her sitting... he must have been able to see absolutely everything, he had to know she wasn’t wearing a bra... he had to be terribly hard seeing that.

Minutes passed and the situation didn’t change. Amparo and Paula with their backs to them. That group dancing... only I was watching them. But they weren’t doing anything. They were talking, but nothing more. I was drinking from my glass compulsively. Every time Edu moved even slightly, I thought he was going to approach her. At the umpteenth false alarm, something inside me drove me to go toward them.

I didn’t go directly; I approached casually, until I reached their table, coming from one side. I managed to get really close, a couple of meters from them, and they didn’t even look at me.

They were talking about the mojito Edu had; apparently Paula had given it to him because she didn’t like it, and Edu was willing to give it to María. Indeed, Edu could see my girlfriend’s tremendous cleavage and the silhouette of her breasts under the white silk. I, being at the side, couldn’t see, but Edu, facing her, was surely seeing how her nipples and even her areolas were visible through the shirt.

María ended up agreeing to exchange drinks. To do so, she leaned forward. Edu looked at her but didn’t say anything. He complained that her glass was dripping, and she tasted the mojito. Looking at him, fixing her gaze on him, pretending I didn’t exist, and, above all, the most striking thing was her tremendously flushed cheeks. Embarrassed? Tense...? Excited?

When she finished drinking, an almost imperceptible piece of mint or something from the mojito remained beside her lip. Edu immediately extended his hand, ready to clean it. She remained motionless, more flushed, and when it seemed he had already cleaned it and would withdraw his hand, he took advantage of the situation to caress her lips... and her lower lip.

María ended up pushing his finger away, without too much abruptness. Edu’s response was immediate. It surprised me, as it pulled us all out of that little peace.

“What’s wrong? Don’t you want to play?”

María remained silent. And took another sip of her drink. I, upon hearing that phrase, felt uncomfortable. His typical phrase that always seems out of context; I was about to take my phone out of my pocket to pretend I wasn’t spying on them, but it was so obvious, and so obvious that they were going to pretend I wasn’t there, that I did nothing.

Given María’s silence, Edu began to provoke her:

“You know I can see everything... right?”

María pretended to be confident, but I knew she wasn’t. Her eyes... her flushed face...

“And I can see you too,” she said in a serious tone, gesturing with her eyes toward Edu’s crotch.

He was almost sitting on the table. If his cock was visible under his suit pants, I couldn’t see it.

Edu made a gesture as if opening his legs slightly and then closing them, and adjusted his pants a bit. They were staring at each other.

“How come you and I haven’t done anything... Huh?” he asked.

María didn’t flinch, but I could feel that every phrase from him had a tremendous impact on her.

My girlfriend remained silent until Edu finally sent my pulse racing:

“It’s not because of this guy, is it?” he said, clearly referring to me.

I wasn’t expecting María to defend me, and she didn’t:

“Not because of him.”

“Then why?” Edu asked casually.

“Maybe it’s because I don’t... want to... Not every woman is going to want you.”

“Really? Are you sure there’s no other explanation?”

“No... and because... when something could happen, you act like an idiot.”

“Like now?”

“Maybe...”

“Cut the crap... María... you came here directly to... play.” María blushed even more. “Can you tell me why you took off your bra and you’re showing me your tits? I’m not very observant, but I know you weren’t dressed like this before.”

The tension was suffocating. Even though she had gone to meet him with the intention of provoking him, he was undoubtedly the provocateur. María was trying not to crumble.

“Because I’m hot,” she said without any conviction.

“Haha. Don’t bullshit me... So your tits are sweating then....”

María said nothing. Edu was harassing her; it seemed like an interrogation. Or a reprimand. With that impeccable suit that hadn’t moved all night, his medium-length hair, that voice, that look. He was putting her down terribly. A girl who makes anyone’s voice tremble just by talking to her.

“Maybe my cock is sweating too.”

At that moment, I even began to fear that the bastard would expose me.

“No. I’m hot, but my tits aren’t sweating,” María tried to recover. But her eyes said otherwise.

“Stand up. Get on your feet,” Edu said.

María took a sip of the mojito, uncrossed her legs, and stood up. She did it with extreme slowness. I thought she wouldn’t do it, but she did. She was doing it to appear confident, but it gave the impression that it was having the opposite effect. When they were face to face, just inches apart, she placed her glass on the table beside her. And I thought Edu would go for her mouth and it would be over, or everything would begin. The tension was unbearable. It was sexual tension disguised as anger or argument, but the argument was just a mask for what was underneath. I knew María, but you didn’t even need that. Anyone who saw her looking at him, who saw her blushing, would know that something could happen at any moment. My girlfriend turned her head to locate her friends, who weren’t there. In the bathroom? Dancing? I didn’t know and neither did María. There was no one from the office. It was just the three of us, or rather, the two of them.

Edu calmly set down his glass... I could barely breathe... And he put his hands on her waist...

“Why do you want me to stand up? Huh.” Her question didn’t sound credible. And even less so her exclamation. She was completely nervous. It was obvious. And Edu didn’t answer. And he moved his hands to a button on her shirt. María looked at me immediately. She didn’t move. Neither did I. My pulse skyrocketed. She was looking at me with tearful eyes. Did she want me to stop it? To tell her to stop it? Or perhaps to tell him? But Edu didn’t give time for more. He unbuttoned that button... you could see her chest palpitating... her neckline went from suggestive to brutal; it was impossible not to explore that... and he didn’t wait.... he slipped one of his hands into her neckline. I thought I was dying. That time was stopping. So brazenly. With his whole hand. He slipped it inside her shirt and caressed one of her breasts until he held it entirely in his hand. María closed her eyes. Damn, she closed her eyes with pleasure and I thought I was dying. I could feel how turned on she was... I had never seen her with that face. Edu didn’t remove his hand and his mouth went for hers. It was done. He was going to kiss her while caressing that sublime breast, while feeling that enormous nipple... but María moved away slightly. Just enough so that two small kisses from Edu only reached the corner of her lips with the first and her cheek with the second. My legs were trembling and with each second my cock released one drop after another into my underwear....

The image of him kissing her on the cheek... her with her eyes closed... his hand inside her shirt grabbing her breast... my girlfriend... trying to kiss my girlfriend... the look of tremendous excitement on her face being caressed by him... it was killing me in multiple ways.

Edu whispered something in her ear. I couldn’t hear it. María listened to him with half-closed eyes while he, with his free hand, took one of her hands and directed it to his crotch, to his cock, over his pants. The journey of her hand lasted a couple of seconds, and when it reached its destination, María exhaled, exhaled with her eyes closed as she touched that bastard’s cock.

My girlfriend opened her eyes minimally... looking at me. She was looking at me while rubbing a cock that wasn’t mine and while that bastard caressed her breast until she trembled...

Edu tried to kiss her again and she subtly dodged him... but without removing her hand from his cock and without pushing away that intrusive hand from inside her blouse.

Those were eternal seconds during which my heart raced, until Edu finally withdrew his hand from her breast and made her step back, subtly. Leaving in my field of vision her open blouse, creating a neckline that reached halfway down her belly, her swollen breasts... her nipples brutally visible through the silk.... And now she did release his crotch and stood in front of him, as if waiting for his next whisper, his next move... his next idea.

María’s nipples could be seen from meters away. Her flushed cheeks were a sight to behold. Her hair slightly disheveled... everything about her was a contained bomb, a bomb about to explode.

She turned her face slightly and I followed her gaze but we didn’t see her friends... Back with her eyes on Edu, he buttoned up that button of her blouse that he had unbuttoned and grabbed her other breast with some force... over the blouse, something strange, and gave her a small slap on the breast. María said nothing. And he did it again. As he did it, her breast bounced inside the blouse, her nipples became even more erect, María blushed even more and I felt more and more that I couldn’t handle that pressure. I didn’t know if it was morbid, bizarre, humiliating or ridiculous... but María didn’t change her expression, didn’t change her expression of being turned on... probably that made her feel even more aroused, perhaps for feeling dirty, perhaps because of the grotesqueness of the situation, perhaps precisely because she denied him nothing, like so many others.

Edu was in his element, that was clear, and he wasn’t going to stop. After those two slaps he squeezed that breast with some force... María let out a sigh, a moan with a component that wasn’t just morbid... but directly sexual... and he said:

“Look what you’re doing to my cock...”

María looked at his crotch and then looked back again.

“Why don’t you adjust it for me, huh?”

She didn’t respond. But he kept pushing it. He insisted, told her that his cock was pointing downward, and that it was uncomfortable, that he wanted it pointing upward. I thought María would look at me, that perhaps she would ask for permission with her eyes again... but she didn’t... She moved closer again and placed her hand between his legs. She made a small gesture, as if to move it upward.

“Unless you put your hand inside...” he said, extremely serious, as if he were talking to a child.

María pressed closer, to disguise and cover him with her own body, and brought her other hand there, to maneuver with both. She was going to put her hands inside his pants. She put one hand on his abdomen and Edu leaned back a little. María was about to slip her hand in and grab his cock in a few seconds... I thought Edu would look at me, that with his eyes he would say “your girlfriend is about to grab my cock, and you’re watching like an idiot,” but looking beyond María he said:

“Shh... let go of my cock, come on, your friends are coming over there.”

María was startled. She didn’t even turn her face. She simply stepped back a couple of paces and quickly buttoned another button and tossed her hair forward to cover her breasts... I saw how Paula and Amparo, visibly drunk and clearly oblivious to everything, were approaching. María was tucking part of her blouse into her skirt where it had come out a bit, but without revealing that she was putting herself back together.

I didn’t know whether to curse that interruption or be grateful that it stopped. Again, the most absolute conflicting feelings... Edu was such a son of a bitch... the way he spoke to her... and seeing her so submissive, obeying him... it was killing me, but at the same time it gave me so much excitement that it made me need more and more.

María barely managed to say something intelligible while saying goodbye to Amparo who was already leaving. Her face was burning so intensely that only Paula and Amparo’s drunkenness prevented them from realizing that something had happened, that they had interrupted something. It was also scandalous that she wasn’t wearing a bra despite throwing her hair forward. Fortunately, they didn’t say anything about that. I also said goodbye as best I could... The problem came when I realized that Paula had no intention of leaving. But that surprise was overshadowed by the next one, which was that she proposed that the four of us go up to her room for one last drink. It was almost dawn. I still couldn’t contain the beating in my chest. I could barely breathe. I couldn’t get the image out of my head of Edu slipping his hand under her blouse and cupping one of her enormous breasts with his hand while she placed her hand on his cock. That image wouldn’t leave my mind. Nor Edu’s slaps afterward... Until precisely he pulled me out of my thoughts:

“You and Pablo go order the drinks, we’ll wait for you here and then we’ll go to my room, which is bigger.”

When I realized what was happening, I was walking beside Paula toward the bar, leaving María and Edu behind me.


CHAPTER 58

Paula was talking to me, but I wasn’t listening. In my head, other voices were echoing, and they were Edu’s, in those phrases to María. That guy said things that seemed taken from a movie, or as if his way of flirting or addressing women or provoking them was drawn from a script pre-written by himself. He was so cocky and provocative that he seemed like a stereotype. It seemed impossible that he could really be like that, that he would be that way with people he trusted.

I couldn’t assume that María disliked him as much as I did, but it was undeniable that at times she found him unbearable. In María’s gaze, I had seen desire as well as disgust. Knowing her, she was probably feeling guilty for being attracted to him.

During the short journey to the bar, I looked back twice to see if Edu and María were doing anything, but again they were just talking without any further approach. I wondered what would have happened if her friends hadn’t interrupted them. Or what would have happened if they had been completely alone... I remembered that look María gave me... when she touched his cock... asking for permission? Asking me to stop it all? Telling me she couldn’t stop anything anymore?

While they were serving our drinks, Edu moved away from María, heading toward the table where he had eaten dinner. Perhaps to get something, I didn’t know. And my girlfriend took her phone out of her purse and began typing. I could feel her nervousness from meters away.

We approached with the drinks, and I didn’t know what I wanted, nor did I know to what extent Paula’s appearance altered everything. She was heading toward Edu to give him his drink and I toward María. I thought that thanks to this I would have at least a few seconds for my girlfriend to tell me how she was feeling, what was happening... how she saw it... But it wasn’t possible; when I was about to give María her drink, Edu and Paula were already close enough that we couldn’t speak privately. It was then that I saw on my girlfriend’s phone that she had written to me.

A bad feeling came over me; I thought I would read on my screen that she couldn’t continue, that she was asking me to stop it, that she was asking us to go to our hotel, that she was asking me not to push her more toward him.

It was no more than five seconds, but they felt eternal, until, moving away a bit, I took my phone and read:

“Why is Edu acting like he knows about our game!!!???”

I froze. I wasn’t expecting that. And I couldn’t hide the nervousness that ran through my entire body. It was another blow to a heart that couldn’t take any more.

Obviously, if Edu didn’t know what he knew, he wouldn’t have acted that way with a girl who had a boyfriend. Right in front of her boyfriend. In his face. María, as drunk and aroused as she was, realized that what had happened wasn’t normal. Not even coming from Edu. I only had one way out, and that was to remind her that on that night when we had invited Edu up to our place, he had asked her about me, and supposedly she had told him that I didn’t care. However, it was true that no one would have acted as Edu had just done after receiving that message... And I had the feeling that she knew it, that she knew that just because she had told Edu that that night... there had to be something more, he had to know something more about all this...

María, with trembling hands, glancing at me while Paula and Edu talked among themselves, wrote again.

At that moment, I didn’t know what to think anymore. María, flushed, feverish, was nervously typing with one hand, and it seemed like her phone could fall at any moment.

Finally, her message arrived:

“Damn.... I’m going to kill Paula!”

Edu put his hand on María’s waist and said something in her ear, without me being able to hear it or digest what my girlfriend had written. She prepared to put her phone back in her purse without removing that hand.

And we left, heading toward the garden. The four of us. María and Edu in front and Paula and I behind. We looked like two couples, but mine, at least at that moment, was certainly not María.

There was already the glow of dawn. We were walking along a path of stones embedded in the grass. Paula and María were trying to step with the heels of their sandals on the stones to walk better, making a noise that suggested there were more than two girls. But the most striking thing was that Edu’s hand was helping her along the way, holding her by the hand or waist; he alternated between drinking from his glass and assisting her, not chivalrous by any means, but attentive. Meanwhile, Paula observed the scene from behind, with me, both of us in silence.

We arrived at the hotel lobby. We called the elevator. Even there, we weren’t four, but two and two. I wanted, needed, twenty seconds alone with María, although I didn’t know what to say to her.

We entered the elevator, and that artificial light dazzled us. The atmosphere was strange because it wasn’t festive. These weren’t four friends continuing the party. There was silence. All four of us drank from our glasses. During the three-floor ride up, I searched for María with my gaze and finally found her. Her eyes were burning, yet tearful. She was nervous. Some time had passed since that groping by Edu, since he had caressed her breast and tried to kiss her, but she didn’t seem to have recovered from it. Her cheeks were still flushed and her hair disheveled, just as at the moment she had been surprised by her friends. I didn’t know if her mind was now thinking more clearly, but as for the signals from her body, they were the same as during that attack from Edu.

María was trying to hide her swollen, bare breasts under her shirt with her hair, but one of her nipples pierced through the shirt and separated her hair, protruding... that nipple betrayed her, but so did her gaze and that heat she couldn’t disguise. And it even gave the impression that she herself knew she was projecting a flush that revealed her more naked than the lack of a bra.

The doors opened and once again the heels made a thunderous noise. We arrived at Edu’s room door and I started to get really nervous. Very, very nervous. Edu went in. María went in. I went in. A normal room. A bathroom on the right and then a long table in front of a bed. Very messy. The bed unmade. Then I felt something behind me. It was Paula:

“Can you come for a moment?”

I didn’t understand anything. Paula left the room and I walked those couple of meters to meet her in the hallway.

“Come with me for a moment, I want to give you something,” she said, as serious as she was drunk.

“Give me what?” I asked.

Paula began walking and I instinctively pulled Edu’s room door almost closed. I insisted again asking what she wanted, what she was going to give me, while she rummaged through her purse to take out a key and open a door about four or five meters away from Edu’s. We went in there. Paula closed the door behind me and again her butt, barely covered by that thin jumpsuit and that tiny thong, passed in front of me.

She sat on the bed and began taking off her sandals.

“Well. Tell me,” I said, already quite desperate.

Paula seemed not to want to listen to me. She sighed as she freed her feet. And, with an obvious dizziness, she reclined on the bed before saying:

“Leave them alone.”

“What?” was all I could say.

“Leave them alone. Don’t pressure her anymore. Let them do what they need to do and that way you’ll both get it out of your heads.”


CHAPTER 59

Her statement caused a stab in my stomach. Not only because it revealed that she knew about my game with María, but also because of the value judgment it implied. “So YOU BOTH can get it out of your heads,” not just me, but María too. That phrase was a hard blow, and I didn’t think she had the right to say it.

“Leave them alone,” I said aloud, though I was really saying it to myself.

Paula seemed to get dizzy after lying back and quickly sat up. I thought she might go to the bathroom to throw up.

I couldn’t bring myself to ask if she was okay. She ended up standing and clumsily pulling the curtain closed. After doing so, she took a couple of steps back and, as she lay down on the bed, I caught myself straining to hear any sound coming from Edu’s room. What did I expect to hear? I had no idea, but the more I strained to listen, the tighter my chest felt.

Paula lay down on the side of the bed closest to the window, on her back, half turned to the side, and covered her face with one arm as if the light still bothered her. I took another couple of steps back. What options did I have? Go back to my hotel alone? Try to sleep next to Paula? Could I really do that knowing that Edu and María were almost right across from us? Finally, the urge to hear some sound coming from Edu’s room made me leave Paula’s room, pull her door nearly closed, and walk slowly down the hallway, my heart pounding. I had a terrible hole in my stomach, a dry mouth, and was extremely dizzy from the alcohol. It felt as if I wasn’t really there, as if I were watching myself from outside my body.

I reached the door, which remained ajar just as I had left it, and pushed it gently open. At that moment, despite feeling tremendous dread and uncontainable panic, I wished that yes, María and Edu were giving in to what they obviously felt for each other… I didn’t know to what extent, but at this point, I, like them probably, needed that next step.

However, what one wishes for can become too powerful to the point of being almost unbearable once it actually happens.

I crossed the threshold and saw it. In an instant, I took in the whole scene. And it was an impact I wasn’t prepared for. María, standing with her backside against the table, was receiving Edu’s kisses and almost bites on her neck with her eyes closed, her fingers intertwined in his medium-length hair. He was also fully dressed except for being barefoot and without his jacket. María’s other hand was on Edu’s chest, and his hands were fondling her breasts over her shirt. But what really killed me was María’s half-open mouth, showing a contained moan… Her closed eyes, her open mouth, and her slightly parted legs that allowed Edu’s groin to push between her legs...

I, standing two meters away, thought I would die, not because of what I was seeing, but perhaps because of what was obviously coming. Two, three, four, five seconds during which they continued like that, and already my cock began telling me that it didn’t understand fear or any kind of mental block, unlike the rest of my body.

And then what was impossible not to have happened already, if it hadn’t happened yet, did happen: Edu’s lips moved from her neck to my girlfriend’s mouth, and she, with her eyes still closed, received his lips eagerly. Yes, eagerly, and she was the first to open her mouth to receive Edu’s tongue with her own. I saw the two tongues touch before being hidden by their mouths… The kiss was tremendous, as torrid as it was surely desired. Edu was kissing my girlfriend in my presence, and my soul was breaking while I couldn’t take my eyes off them and my cock was showing signs of desperation.

Edu pushed harder with his waist, as if he were fucking her with their clothes on, and she didn’t let go of his hair, and the hand that was on his chest went to his back, but it was trembling… showing that she was completely overwhelmed, showing that probably, like me, she wanted to be there, wanted this to be happening, but at the same time didn’t want it or was terrified by it.

It was he who ended the kiss and returned to her neck, and then María opened her eyes slightly, but enough to glimpse my presence. With her face turned toward me, it was easy for Edu to continue kissing and nibbling her neck while she fixed me with a tearful gaze… It wasn’t surprise. It seemed that her state of arousal prevented her from feeling anything else. Finally, she whispered:

“Pablo… please… go…”

I was petrified.

María’s fixed gaze on me didn’t last more than a couple of seconds, as a small bite from Edu forced her to close her eyes. And that bastard couldn’t pretend any longer that he hadn’t noticed my presence, and he whispered in her ear, though it could be heard clearly: “Let him… watch and jerk off…” After saying that, he left María’s neck to look at me and said: “Although he looks more like he’s about to cry.”

Edu stepped back a bit and began to remove his tie and shirt, and María, even more flushed and with a faint thread of a voice, insisted:

“Pablo, please, go… we’ll talk later…”

I, again, as in the hallway, felt that I wasn’t exactly myself, that I wasn’t in control of my actions, as if I weren’t really there. I managed to take a step back, but after doing so, Edu approached María again and quickly found the zipper of her skirt, and in two seconds it had fallen to the floor, pooling around her sandals. María’s long legs came into view, impressive on their own and even more so perched on high heels. And Edu’s perfect torso had also come into view, with perfectly defined pectorals and a toned stomach. Tanner than ever, with strong arms and that gaze fixed on María, I understood why almost no woman denied him anything.

María's hands gripped the edge of the table. Not knowing what to do with them, not knowing what to do in general, or not daring to. She looked at Edu's torso while simultaneously not wanting to look at it, sometimes averting her gaze and almost sighing, nervous, terribly nervous.

But when she really tensed up was when one of Edu's hands went to her thigh and began to slowly move upward. She simply closed her eyes, and it was noticeable how her hands intensified their grip on the edge of the table. Edu noticed it, as did I, and withdrew his hand in a caress, whispering to her: “Shh, relax...” and she opened her eyes and they exchanged a quick peck on the lips. Edu caressed her face and gently moved her hair to one side of her neck with something almost like tenderness. I didn’t know if it was an act or if he truly felt real affection for her.

After moving her hair aside, he gave her another peck that transformed into a kiss and then again into quite a heated kiss, a long kiss during which she didn’t move her hands while his went to her shirt and began to slowly unbutton, one by one, all the buttons. As she felt this, she finally placed her hands on his chest and abdomen, feeling his skin, the contours of his abs... And Edu, once he had unbuttoned all the buttons, pulled back slightly and opened her shirt, subtly moving the white silk to either side of her breasts, savoring something that he had probably had in mind for a long time, which was to uncover them, to unbutton that shirt himself and calmly contemplate her breasts. Enormous, colossal, they emerged, and they seemed bigger and more beautiful to me than ever, as if they knew they had to not only measure up, but demonstrate a confidence that the rest of María's body wasn’t showing. The extensive areolas and nipples that seemed to protrude from her body made even Edu say to himself a “damn...” that all three of us could hear.

María in sandals, open shirt and panties, presented a stunning image. And I felt completely inferior, recalling that thought from months and months ago that consisted of the idea that physically I didn’t deserve María, that her body deserved something more, much more. Even if just once, those bodies deserved each other, to truly create a balance, to establish a natural order.

I was going to leave. All of this was as erotic as it was painful. And I understood what was happening to me, which was that the kisses hadn’t even been the hardest part, but rather seeing her so exposed. Surrendering. Her look toward him, toward his body, one of surrender, of no longer being able to deny the undeniable, produced such dizziness in me that I had to lean against the wall for support. And I felt that I wouldn’t be able to bear whatever step they took next.
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Before leaving, I needed one last image, a kind of snapshot of that moment. Something final to take with me. And my eyes focused on María, and I realized that exposing her torso, her stunning breasts, hadn't given her the confidence I thought it would. Instead, she seemed to have blushed even more; because despite acknowledging the beauty of her breasts, she had always thought they were too large, and showing them like this to Edu, knowing him, meant exposing herself to any unpleasant comment from him. María surely thought that Edu might even laugh at her for having such enormous breasts.

Both she and I knew that Edu was behaving in an almost sweet manner, but the Edu we knew could reappear at any moment.

María wasn’t looking at me because she didn’t want me there, and she wasn’t looking at Edu because she was embarrassed or too intimidated by him, so she was looking toward the window or at any random point. Her discomfort particularly affected me.

Edu seemed to notice and began to kiss her cleavage and neck tenderly while holding her face with both hands… He whispered a “relax…” and turned her face slightly to kiss her again… and María opened her mouth without hesitation, and played with Edu’s tongue again, merging into the same saliva, but without moving the rest of her body. His hands moved from her face to her cleavage, and then to her breasts… caressing them with tenderness and delicacy, holding each one with one hand, and sometimes gathering them up, lifting them slightly and letting them fall again… he also played with his fingers over her nipples. This was a more restrained Edu, no trace of the one who had squeezed and even slapped them an hour earlier… As if he knew it wasn’t the time to provoke and risk ruining everything. Not anymore. Because now he was too close.

I was about to turn around. That was it. I would leave with that image, of them kissing and him caressing her breasts in such a subtle way. And I said to myself, “that’s it… he’s going to fuck her.” In a minute, in ten, or in half an hour, but María wasn’t going to leave that room without having been fucked by Edu. Her extreme nervousness could be an impediment, but I didn’t really believe she had the strength to resist him anymore.

Just as I was turning around, Edu took one of her hands and brought it to his crotch. Like in the wedding hall, María placed her hand on his suit pants. And I saw her face, her gasp… “Was it really that impressive?” I thought to myself. But to my surprise, she withdrew it after a few seconds. María was getting increasingly tense, while the excitement in her eyes only grew, as if with each passing second she realized more and more that yes, it was going to happen, she was going to fuck Edu after all.

Edu interrupted the umpteenth kiss upon noticing María’s withdrawal and whispered to her:

—“Relax… it’s okay… Slowly” –while, with even more delicacy, he guided María’s hand back to his cock… and helped her trace the outline of his member. Feeling it from bottom to top and top to bottom… slowly, over the dark pants. María’s eyes were a poem while Edu guided her and kissed her on the cheek.

I began to feel an unbearable pressure in my member inside my underwear. And I remembered Edu’s phrase: “let him jerk off watching.” I really began to consider that idea. If I didn’t do it, it would be out of shame, or even cowardice. I didn’t know what would hurt me more, a phrase from Edu or a look from María.

I was torn between two extremes: taking it out right there and jerking off or leaving. However, Edu didn’t give me time to decide, as he surprised me by stepping back. Just enough so María could no longer touch him.

—“Undress me. You undress me.” –he said seriously, in a somewhat strange phrase.

María obeyed and opened his belt, while he allowed himself to be undressed. My girlfriend’s trembling hands tried to open the button and lower the zipper, but for some reason she couldn’t. Her hands were shaking and she was gasping, from nerves, excitement, embarrassment…

—“Damn, I can’t do it…” —she finally said while still trying.

—“It’s okay… don’t worry…” —he smiled, docile, even approachable. And he helped her until his pants fell to the floor.

—“There” –she said quickly.

He smiled and partially closed her shirt, just enough to completely cover her breasts. As if he had noticed that when she exposed her breasts she had become even more nervous, and he wanted to calm her down this way. Even though he was a bastard, he undoubtedly had the ability to read what was happening, what she was going through, to know when to accelerate and when to slow down.

Edu in his underwear showed an enormous outline, but it didn’t stand out as it was clearly positioned downward. María didn’t look there, though I did.

And then Edu went for her mouth again. And this time he didn’t allow her arms to fall dead and graceless, but guided her hands to his ass. And so with her hands on his underwear, squeezing and releasing his buttocks, and his hands tenderly on her face, there was a bombardment of kisses on the mouth, of licks in the air, of little bites on the lip… Their kisses were intense, as were María’s closed eyes… Sometimes Edu would suddenly withdraw his mouth and María’s tongue would be left orphaned, and then he would go back to calm her. Sometimes his lips would go to her neck and whisper something in her ear, and she would squeeze his ass harder and he would go back to invading her mouth with his tongue.

I was going to take my cock out now. I couldn't take it anymore. When Edu stepped away again, took a step back and said to her:

“María, take it out of my underwear. Take out my cock.”

My girlfriend tried to feign decisiveness. She even tried to pretend she was setting the pace when no one could believe it anymore, and first placed her hand on his abdomen. And she looked at him, but there was no confidence in her face. Edu’s expression was serious, not as friendly as seconds before.

María brought her hands to the waistband of his underwear and began to pull it down... After so many times fantasizing about his cock, first at my request, and then by her own decision, María was about to encounter that member that we knew was tremendous, but that we had only been able to imagine... And the underwear went down more, and more, and until almost mid-thigh his cock wasn’t fully exposed. It was dark and tremendously thick, even being very far from its fullness it would be difficult to wrap a hand around it... María uttered a “my God...” that sounded incredibly erotic to me. “Uff, my God,” she repeated, still without touching it, just admiring that monstrosity...

Edu finished getting rid of his underwear completely and brought his hands to the straps of María’s panties. She instinctively brought her hands there too, as if to stop him but without any intention of stopping him. And he began to pull downward, and something happened that left me stunned, which was that the sides of her panties came down but not the fabric covering her pussy, as if her pussy was desperately clinging to that fabric, until the force exerted was such that it finally separated and we discovered that what was preventing her panties from separating from her pussy was a dense and thick mass of liquid that was settled there. And it was a thread of transparent liquid that originated in her pussy and ended in her panties that revealed to us that María had been soaking wet down there for some time. María was embarrassed, but said nothing. Edu savored the moment, but also said nothing. And I could see the thick stain on her panties from two meters away...

Edu, with María’s panties in his hand, observed her naked pussy, her tremendously swollen lips that seemed about to burst out of her body, her dark hair, trimmed just enough... And with his free hand he pulled back some of the skin of his member, and with two shakes his member was now pointing forward. It would now take more than two hands to cover that thing.

I couldn’t take it anymore and began to open my pants. In a few seconds I pulled down my pants and underwear a bit. Edu was jerking off looking at María, I was jerking off looking at both of them, and she looked at me; I expected a gesture of surprise, or reproach, but it was the most absolute skepticism.

“Touch me, damn it, come on.” he said to María in a sentence spoken at full speed, with authority and impatience, in the purest Edu style as always.

I was jerking off slowly, my member wasn’t completely erect because of how nervous I was... I looked at Edu’s cock and looked at mine and didn’t feel envy but simply accepted that kind of humiliation. I was jerking off with two fingers and could cover it entirely with one hand while watching how it would perhaps take almost three hands to cover his.

At that command from Edu, I thought María would challenge him, that she would feign confidence again, that she would fight against herself. But I don’t know if she was overcome more by nerves or desire, so her erratic hand obeyed and reached out to touch, to grab that thing.

My girlfriend surprised me by uttering, in a very low voice, a “fuck, Edu...” He showed no surprise at the compliment and, caressing her face, ordered her to hold it with both hands.

María extended her other hand creating a brutal image: she placed one of her hands after the other and pulled the skin of that huge cock back and forth, covering a swollen and colossal glans with each movement. “My God...” she said, as if insisting, alarmed by that size. We all knew the reason for her concern.

“Relax, we’ll go slow,” Edu said again trying to calm her.

She continued masturbating him slowly and he alternated between caressing her face and caressing her tits over her shirt with one hand, while with the other he continued holding her panties. The handjob was slow and heartfelt. His cock began to grow to the point where María could no longer close her hand to surround it. His member began to lubricate in such a way that soon you could hear the sound of his skin back and forth, back and forth. María looked down, saw it for a second, tried to put on a face that it didn’t affect her, but immediately afterward needed to look away, toward any point. Until once she looked at me. And she saw my cock, small in itself and ridiculous in comparison... it gave me a terrible thrill that she could now, finally, make that comparison that degraded me...

“Are you going to touch yourself for me...?” Edu whispered in her ear.

“What?” she asked. And he stepped back a bit and she took a step back. Separated, he insisted:

“Touch yourself... don’t be embarrassed,” he said seriously.

It was obvious what that phrase implied. Edu knew it was necessary for María to open a path in her body if she wanted to accommodate something that she was undoubtedly not used to.

María blushed and Edu’s response was not to insist verbally but to begin masturbating in front of her. At a faster speed than she had done it. Focusing on jerking off more the tip of his cock. María again sometimes looked and sometimes had to stop looking, until she armed herself with the necessary courage to lower one of her hands to her crotch. There, standing, resting her ass against the table, she lowered first one hand and then the other and began to caress herself there, not to calm it down but to ignite it more. And she looked, she looked at him jerking off. Both stared at each other, admiring their bodies and their potential... Both had been containing an uncontainable desire for each other for months and now they were masturbating, increasingly surrendered, they looked at each other wanting to merge into one, in an unsustainable tension, an unbreathable atmosphere, an unbearable heat.

“That’s it... that’s it...” said Edu. “Touch yourself... touch yourself more...” After saying this, seeing that María was becoming less inhibited, he completely opened her shirt, pushing it to either side of her breasts with two quick movements... and continued stroking himself while contemplating how, as María masturbated with her torso naked, her arms pressed her breasts together, pushing them forward in a striking image. Her breasts moved rhythmically as a consequence of her hands’ movements while masturbating... María, extremely flushed, opened her mouth slightly... almost panting, sometimes looking at Edu’s face, and other times at his cock. My girlfriend was giving herself an incredible masturbation session standing there in sandals and an open shirt, her hands becoming soaked with her own wetness, pleasuring herself, panting, admiring Edu’s body, his face, his torso and his enormous cock that he was compulsively stroking.

“Put a finger in... put a finger in now...”

After Edu said this, María began to slowly penetrate herself and I had to stop masturbating to avoid exploding...

“That’s it... that’s it...” Edu was saying, contemplating the mastery with which he had enticed her to obey him, and observing the skill with which María inserted one of her fingers from one hand, while rubbing her clitoris with tremendous speed using two fingers from the other...

“Fuck...” he exhaled. “Turn around. Fuck, turn around. Bend over against the table.”

María continued masturbating for a few more seconds before obeying. She abandoned her pussy and slowly turned around. She placed her hands on the edge of the table and turned her face. Toward me. Her expression was one of total surrender. And I saw no reproach there. Nor was her face asking me to leave anymore. I didn’t think she wanted me there either, but it seemed she no longer cared. Only one thing mattered to her now.

“Touch yourself. Come on.” Edu insisted, and María remained supported with one hand while taking the other to her pussy.

“You like it... you like touching your pussy in front of me, don’t you?” said Edu, who didn’t stop stroking himself, who didn’t stop sliding the skin of that cock back and forth half a meter from María’s ass.

She masturbated with her eyes closed, her face toward the wall.

“Look at me,” he said authoritatively, “and she turned her face and continued masturbating while looking at him...

The outcome was inevitable. The moment Edu wanted to... He was finally going to penetrate my girlfriend, in my presence, and not as a favor, not to fulfill a fantasy of mine, but because María completely desired that asshole to impale her against that table. After so many months he was going to fuck her. Edu was going to fuck María.

“That’s it... María... look at me... Look at what you’re going to take inside you...”

María closed her eyes and bit her own lip as she surrendered to her fingers giving herself pleasure...

He moved closer and continued stroking himself now just inches away from her, who whispered a “fuck, Edu...” as if having him so close frightened her. He gathered up the lower part of her shirt a bit to uncover her ass and placed his cock there, on one of her buttocks... letting a drop and a thick strand of pre-cum settle there. And not content with that, using both hands he unwrapped the panties that had been crumpled in his hand for some time, opened them and, finding the exact spot where María had left that thick stain, he brought them to his nose. Those silk panties that I had seen on her so many times, that I had removed so many times to make love to her, were now in that asshole’s face, who with half-closed eyes enjoyed the aroma of my girlfriend’s pussy, an aroma produced by her desire for him. And he knew it, that’s why he wasn’t in a hurry, that’s why he didn’t even look at me, that’s why he let María continue compulsively masturbating pressed against him. For eternal moments María looked back and almost closed her eyes seeing how he smelled her pussy through her panties, and with one hand he held them against his nose and with the other he slightly pulled the skin of his cock back and forth, seeking more semi-transparent drops to stain that burning buttock of my girlfriend.

I thought I couldn’t take anymore. With each second I thought about leaving that suffocating cubicle. Because of the anguish, the pressure, the pain of imagining him putting it in her, ramming it into her right there. I was practically certain that I wouldn’t be able to bear seeing her face contorted with pleasure at the moment Edu invaded her.

Everything was spinning around me... it really seemed like a dream... a dream where everything happened in slow motion... until Edu stepped back and said seriously:

“Should I put on a condom?”

María hesitated for a moment. She stopped her hand and said with a trembling voice:

“I don’t know...”

“You don’t know? Do you want to feel it without anything?”

“I don’t know... whatever you want...” she said again, timidly, in a way I had never seen her with anyone nor could have imagined.

María responded to him looking toward the wall. Not wanting to see what was coming. And I thought Edu would first feel the pussy he was going to fuck with his fingers, but no. He put one of his hands on her hip and María closed her eyes and exhaled. No longer caring about showing herself as tremendously frightened and vulnerable. Edu threw the panties, which landed on the table, next to María’s hands, and grabbed his member to guide it.

“Spread your legs a little.”

María obeyed. Without turning around. Without opening her eyes. Damn, he was going to fuck her. He was going to put it in her two meters away from me.

Edu brought the tip of his cock to the entrance of my girlfriend’s pussy... and rubbed the tip between her visibly thick and swollen lips...

“Edu, please...” María begged, almost crying.

“What...”

“Be careful... please...” she implored him.

“Relax...” he said, gathering her hair with delicacy, until placing it all along her back.

María gripped the table more firmly and Edu released his cock and placed his hand on María’s shoulder. And so, with one hand on her hip and the other on her shoulder. With María’s eyes closed, looking straight ahead, staring at the wall, clutching that table, with her high-heeled sandals anchored to the floor and her shirt open, Edu pushed carefully but firmly, and at the same time with all the desire accumulated for so long and began invading her, violating her insides with that enormous cock and María started a whimper that mutated into panting and then into moaning. Edu was penetrating her, slowly making his way inside her, drilling my girlfriend’s pussy in my presence and I couldn’t do anything but masturbate slowly, with my fingers soaked, and remain stunned watching him fuck her. Yes, he was fucking her, putting his cock halfway in, in a single thrust, María’s pussy was accommodating that huge dick with considerable fortitude and her face was contorted with pleasure. “Goood...” María whispered and it sounded like a thunderclap in that room where there was no air left... “Fuck... keep going... keep putting it in me....” She moaned knowing that enormous cock had no end... enjoying to the fullest that dick that was finally filling her... And Edu, with half his cock embedded in my girlfriend’s body looked at me, looked at me and said:

“Take it, take it all yourself” —And María pushed her body backward, letting out an “Ahhhh,,, mmmm, fuuuck!!”... until she had it all inside her, down to his balls. María herself sought to impale herself completely and when she felt she had it fully inside she moved her hips in a complete circle, savoring every inch of that cock inside her... Edu, still looking at me, said “you were eager, huh” and María, pushing her body forward until half his cock was visible again said “Godd... fuck... yesss...”, “Do you like my cock?”, “Fuuck... I love it... Godd I love it... fuck me... fuck me like this... Edu... fuck me like this...”

Their bodies almost gleaming, tanned, finally merged into one. The tension in Edu’s arms, holding her, mirrored the brutal tension in María’s legs, semi-flexed, to make it easier for Edu to penetrate her. Their humid bodies, already sweaty... María’s face of pleasure was brutal, I had never seen her make that face of enjoyment... Edu gathered María’s shirt a bit and thanks to that I could see how her enormous breasts hung down... and her nipples appeared incredibly hard. After that movement María looked back, toward him and gave him an impossible look, a look not only of tremendous pleasure but of gratitude. She was thanking him with teary eyes for how he was fucking her...

“Touch yourself... touch your tits...” Edu told her, dominant, and she obeyed, and with one hand she held onto the table and with the other she grabbed a breast that she could barely encompass with her hand...

The in-and-out was slow, María was panting, gasping, and trying to keep looking at him but when she felt fully invaded she couldn’t help closing her eyes.

Edu stopped holding her to put his hands on his hips and said:

“Stay still.”

María obeyed, and expectantly watched how Edu withdrew a bit... slowly... until pulling his cock out completely. That tremendous cock came out of there soaked, with veins bulging, the enormous and especially pink glans and a thick liquid connecting its tip to my girlfriend’s pussy. A transparent liquid that you couldn’t tell if it came from her, from him, or from both.

After pulling it out completely, with his hands on his hips, he thrust it in with a single stroke, and he let out a guttural “hmmmm” that overlapped with a tremendous “aahhhmmm” screamed by María. Edu pulled it out completely again and repeated the movement, skewering her again, and again his snort contrasted with her scream. While doing it Edu closed his eyes and lifted his face slightly, enjoying that moment which had much of satisfaction and surely much of victory.

And I couldn’t take it anymore. It was too much. Something that seemed impossible months ago was happening, that guy was fucking my girlfriend in front of me... It was desired but at the same time tremendously unbearable... So shocking... so painful... that I got dizzy, I think I even lost consciousness for a fraction of a second... and I turned around and barely managed to leave the room.


CHAPTER 61

My heart was pounding so hard I thought I was going to have a heart attack. I pulled the door almost closed and found myself in the middle of that hallway, completely disoriented. For some reason, I didn’t want to go back to the hotel alone; I neither felt capable of it, nor did I want to face the real world outside those walls.

I went to Paula’s room, entered, and saw that she hadn’t changed position, and I noticed it was past nine in the morning. The hotel was silent, with no movement, probably because it was mostly occupied by wedding guests.

I lay down on that bed, next to that stranger. Why? I didn’t know. I knew it was practically impossible that I could sleep knowing what was happening just a few meters away.

I sat up slightly to remove my jacket and tie and lay back down. It was hot but nothing compared to the temperature in Edu’s room. And I closed my eyes, and a multitude of images crossed my mind. The last image, of him with his hands on his hips and eyes closed, impaling my girlfriend while she screamed and held one of her breasts, never stopping looking at him, thanking him for how he was fucking her... Her face, María’s face of pleasure, almost ecstasy... I had never seen her like that; it seemed like she was approaching orgasm just from having him inside her...

Paula noticed my presence and moved her arm from her face, rolled toward me, and her face ended up in front of mine. She opened her eyes slightly and said something unintelligible. I truly didn’t care what she said, until on a second attempt and with her eyes closed, she asked in a whisper:

“What... are they... doing...”

I didn’t answer her. And I closed my eyes again. My heart had calmed down a bit. My drunkenness, however, didn’t seem to have diminished, and much less my dizziness from lying down... And I tried to sleep, at least rest from that madness... but during the following minutes, with each sound heard in the distance, my heart jumped. I didn’t open my eyes, but my heart raced. Every sound attacked me, but I couldn’t discern if it was a moan, a scream, a bang, or nothing at all. A door slamming, the elevator noise, a pipe creaking. Sometimes I was almost certain it had been a moan from María, and other times I thought they were products of my imagination. And I couldn’t help but imagine the position in which he would be fucking her, and my cock throbbed, trapped under my underwear and pants.

I didn’t know how many minutes had passed, if I was sleeping or not. I didn’t know if those sounds were real or not. Until I thought I heard a scream that made me suddenly open my eyes, and for a few seconds I wondered if I had dreamed it, but Paula revealed it to me.

“Holy... shit...” she said quietly.

Face to face. Just inches apart we heard an “Ahhmmm” undoubtedly from María... and then another and another. Rhythmic... My cock was exploding... I looked at Paula. She looked at me. We both knew what was happening... our noses touched... and our lips met. I don’t know who made the decision, if it was her, me, both of us or neither, but at the umpteenth brutal scream from María, my lips were kissing some extremely dry lips... strange lips, a different touch, a different smell... When I realized it, someone opened their mouth and our tongues touched. We kissed slowly. Without special involvement, without special desire. I didn’t feel bad, just strange; and I didn’t feel bad, among other things, because it was as if I wasn’t there, but with María and Edu.

I don’t know how many seconds it was, maybe a minute, in which we kissed, sweaty, dizzy, smelling of alcohol, with the background sound of María’s moans so abandoned... What pleasure she must have been feeling to uninhibit herself like that, to scream like that in front of Edu, to acknowledge to Edu with those screams that he was killing her with pleasure... to acknowledge to Edu that he was winning, that he was fucking her too, like just another one, like just another slut of the many he fucked, her being the second one of the same night...

Paula lowered her hand to my crotch and I pushed it away almost immediately, and I didn’t do it because I didn’t want her hand there, but I did it out of shame, shame that she would discover the almost ridiculous size of my member... I pushed her hand away and when I was going to kiss her to tell her with the kiss that I didn’t want to take a step further, but that I was enjoying her kisses, something happened that almost made my heart jump out of my mouth: And that was that the sound of two bodies colliding began to be clearly heard, at high speed, overlapped by more and more screams from María. Edu had to be fucking her like a beast.

“Fuck... he’s going to break her...” she whispered, and I, with my eyes open, looked at Paula, who looked up. We both continued to hear that thunderous sound of their bodies colliding and María’s screams, and Paula insisted, without malice, but in a crude and unfeminine description, and without being aware of the weight of her words on me: “...fuck... what a fucking he’s giving her.”

But the rhythm of that rhythmic and brutal sound accelerated even more, until María screamed an enormous “Aaaaahhhh!! Auuuuu!!”... and I sat up, leaving Paula there, and frightened, dizzy and feeling as excited as humiliated, I went out into the hallway again.

As soon as I pushed the door to Edu’s room open a bit, I knew that hadn’t been a good idea. If I had left there half an hour earlier precisely because of the unbearable uneasiness of seeing her fucking with him, but in a more or less contained fuck, it made no sense to witness a much more shocking and brutal scene.

However, I realized that the greater the pain, the greater the morbid fascination, that the greater the humiliation, the more desire. The more negative a feeling was, the more its opposite was triggered, the more it hurt me that María was enjoying herself, the harder I got. The more complete and alive I felt.

The first thing that caught my attention was the tremendous heat I felt as I crossed the threshold of the door. It was truly suffocating, to the point where any incipient drop of sweat activated and moved just from entering there. And the second thing that caught my attention was the increase in decibels, both from their bodies colliding and from María’s moans; additionally, being so close now, I could also hear Edu breathing heavily...

I walked silently the necessary steps until I could see them, although my silence wasn’t necessary amid that din. What I saw impacted me in a brutal way.

Edu, with his back to me, naked, kneeling on the bed, was brutally thrusting into my girlfriend, who was on all fours with her shirt and sandals still on, receiving those brutal assaults as best she could. And I say “as best she could” because she was resting her elbows on the bed, with her head down... and she was gripping the sheets tightly to avoid being pushed forward... It was a brutal in-and-out where if from a distance you could hear the hollow sound of Edu’s pelvis hitting María’s ass, there, so close, you could hear the wet sound of Edu’s cock attacking a drenched pussy... I had never heard that sound when making love with María... and María had never screamed for me that way...

The image of Edu’s ass contracting with each thrust, his muscular back... grabbing her by the hip so she wouldn’t escape... was more agitation for my heart and for my cock, which was just two shakes away from exploding... I noticed her soaked shirt, all down her back, where her hair rested was a puddle on the silk of her shirt; also on her neck, but the most striking part was at her breasts, where the shirt should have fallen down due to her posture, but it was sticking to her breasts. I remember being surprised at that moment that it could stick like that from sweat.

Edu didn’t seem to like that she lowered her head, and he pulled her hair a bit to make her lift her face. She exhaled. She moaned. But she didn’t protest. And when Edu did this, he noticed my presence. I don’t know what expression I had, but he barely flinched. He continued fucking María but now at a slower pace. Her screams changed to moans... and the moans turned into gasps... Edu eased up on both the rhythm and the pulling of María’s hair, which ceased to be a pull and simply consisted of him holding her. María, with her eyes closed and her face raised toward the headboard, said to herself in a low voice “mmm, yes... yes... give it to me... like that” producing different sensations in Edu and me, as I trembled and he smiled.

And the thing is, Edu decelerated with a purpose, which was to stop completely only to immediately withdraw... withdraw his cock from inside there, from inside María. And he did it by grabbing one of her buttocks a little, separating it from the other, to show me more clearly María’s completely open pussy. An enormous, tremendous hollow. An impressive cavity... And reddened lips, soaked and so enormous that they seemed not to belong to her body. Edu lingered to the point of taking one of those swollen lips and pulling it further apart. I stared in amazement at María’s brutally decomposed pussy, as well as the tension, hardness, and wetness of his cock; I couldn’t get used to the size of that thing, and I was amazed at the level of excitement María had reached to accommodate that inside her.

María ended up turning her head and saw me. But she was so aroused that her expression didn’t change. She was so turned on that it gave the impression that even if there were ten more people in the room, she wouldn’t care. Her face was one of surrender, of lust, of desire... of sex, and she wasn’t going to change it just because she saw me.

Edu got off the bed and went to the table. And he proceeded to drink from a large bottle of water. María, on all fours, didn’t move at all, as if simply waiting for him to be good enough to continue fucking her. She turned her head forward. She fixed her hair a bit and rolled up her shirt sleeves better to her elbows... it gave me a tremendous turn-on seeing her like that... simply waiting for Edu to continue fucking her.

“Turn around. Get in the same position, but facing the door,” said Edu just before taking another drink from the bottle.

Facing the door meant facing me.

Perhaps I didn’t measure the importance of my movement, but I couldn’t take it anymore and wasn’t capable of thinking about anything, so I pulled down my pants and underwear to my knees... and María whispered “what a bastard” which I wasn’t sure which of us she was referring to...

María repositioned herself, with her knees, sandals, and hands resting on the bed. Facing me, but without looking at me.

Edu put down the bottle and noticed María’s panties lying beside it. He picked them up and positioned himself behind her. He dropped the panties on my girlfriend’s back and with all the parsimony began to masturbate behind her to get himself completely hard, if he wasn’t already. María waited, waited for him to finally fuck her again. And she looked at me. She raised her face and looked at me. She didn’t look at my sad cock that I was shaking minimally to avoid coming, but she looked at my face and I could read there a certain reproach, a “well, you’ve got what you wanted, it’s what you wanted”; there was pleasure in her, excitement, impatience, but also a certain recrimination.

Edu brought one of his hands to María’s pussy and she immediately trembled, gave a start, and looked back. He positioned himself well and again began to put it in her, and she maintained eye contact with him, with her eyes open for as long as she could. She wanted, again, to thank him with her gaze for how he was fucking her. Eyes that reproached me and thanked him.

María turned her face toward me and Edu didn’t take long to transform that gentle penetration into something much more aggressive. Within seconds, the thrusting had become truly intense, María was once again barely withstanding his pounding, again the sound of their bodies colliding, again María’s moans and then screams, again those frantic “aaahhh” “aaaahh” from María and again his labored breathing. María opened her mouth, closed her eyes, and Edu gripped her waist with one hand while with the other he peeled the shirt away from her breasts and grabbed them forcefully. He leaned his torso forward and mounted her, like an animal. I couldn’t even touch myself, I just felt my legs weakening... the heat was inhuman, as inhuman as the rhythm that sex was reaching. María’s screams were brutal, abandoned, shameless... truly incredible how she was giving herself to him like that...

My girlfriend wanted to lower a hand to her clitoris... as she always did when she wanted to come... and Edu understood it just as I did and allowed it, whispering in her ear, “go ahead, come...” And she, already eager to explode in an orgasm, began to rub herself at full speed and Edu took the panties that were still on her back and brought them to her mouth, in a brutally erotic scene that made my heart stop... María, with her panties hanging from her mouth and eyes bulging from their sockets with each thrust, now moaned in muffled screams, long and shameless “mmmmm!!” “mmmmm!!” as rapid as her fingers destroying her clitoris... And when she was about to explode, Edu removed her hand and wouldn’t let her come... and he accelerated the rhythm even more and she had to put both hands back on the sheets...

“You’re going to come like this... fuck... you’re going to come without touching yourself...” he whispered in her ear, varying the speed, penetrating her not so quickly but doing it in a less direct way, instead seeking out the corners of her pussy, moving his hips in more curved movements... and María showed her appreciation with those “mmmmm” each time Edu’s cock seemed to reach a place it had never reached before... And he began to whisper in her ear... “I love how you eat your panties”... and he thrust into her again and she let out another “hmmmm” and her eyes opened wide again... and he whispered to her again “your pussy drives me crazy... fuck” and he kept fucking her, until accelerating a bit more again... so much that María’s tits began to move frenetically and the collision of their bodies returned... in unison their bodies collided and María’s breasts went back and forth, in a scene that María tried to stop by bringing one of her hands to her breasts to prevent that ridiculous movement...

And so with Edu fucking her at full speed, me unable to even move, and María with her panties in her mouth, holding her breasts and moaning in that strange way, Edu chose to slap her ass, which produced nothing more than a blush and a different kind of moan from María. And Edu read her incredibly well, and he removed the panties from her mouth and after another spank and another now liberated moan from María, he said: “You like me spanking you, huh!! You’re going to come like this, huh...!! Fuck... you’re going to come because I’m spanking your ass...!! You’re going to come because I’m treating you like a whore, huh!!” and María completely lost control... If she was already excited, those slaps and those phrases made her explode and she burst out with “Fuck!!! I’m coming!!!” with a “fuck I’m coming you bastard!!” “ahhh ahhhh!! goood give it to meee...!!” and Edu spanked her ass and she moaned and screamed and exploded in an orgasm with her eyes completely closed... And Edu brought his hands to her mouth and she screamed into them, and opened her eyes and looked at me. She looked at me while she was coming and screaming into Edu’s hands and he was saying to her “come...!! fuck...!! come...!! slut!! like that...!!”

Before me I saw something so brutal that I didn’t even have the capacity to touch myself... I just felt, felt more than I had ever felt in my life... surrendered to the two of them and amazed at the pleasure a woman can feel... amazed at the absolute ecstasy my girlfriend could reach with a real lover, a lover like him.

María collapsed onto the bed... exhausted, and Edu stood up, as if it were nothing. Exposing again that swollen, tremendous member, which wasn’t going to give my girlfriend the slightest respite.


CHAPTER 62

Edu went for the water bottle again and María, lying face down, hearing him drink, propped herself up a little and he handed her the bottle with strange cordiality. It truly seemed like there was no connection in terms of personality, but it was as if they both knew they were the perfect bodies to enjoy each other.

My girlfriend ended up lying on her back with her head toward the headboard, knees bent, shirt open... her breasts swollen... and immediately a flash came to me, a memory of that photo she had sent to Edu... months ago... because in that photo she was also wearing a white shirt... in the photo María covered her breasts with her hair, and her pussy with her hands, but this time her breasts breathed freely and enormously... and her pussy was not only uncovered but protruded outward, swollen and proud of the tremendous pleasure it was receiving, the more swollen and exorbitant it was, the more it reflected the pleasure she had just felt.

Edu positioned himself between her legs. He covered her with his entire body and she spread her legs so he could enter her. He aimed and she wrapped one hand around his neck and placed the other on his back. It didn’t take him long to find the point where that cavity was located, suddenly so familiar, and he invaded her again... and she closed her eyes and dug her nails into his back... receiving that intruder inside her again... feeling filled once more... as if enjoying everything that had been contained for months.

In the missionary position, he began to fuck her slowly... He kissed her on the mouth... on the neck and she moaned more sweetly and gasped quick, gentle “ahh” “ahh” sounds in his ear. I started masturbating again, also slowly, and, exhausted, I finally dared to lie down on the bed. Next to her. Sometimes on my back and sometimes turned more toward her... as she wrapped her legs around Edu and pressed his back with her arms... I, just inches away, experienced that fuck in the most intense way... and I don’t know if it was the alcohol, the excitement or desperation that led me to take a risk... led me to seek a kiss from her, but she denied me by turning her face away...

Edu pulled out of María’s body. He withdrew his huge, swollen cock, and I don’t know if he wanted to laugh at me or what he was looking for, but he said to me:

“Pablo, you aim and put it in her.” I didn’t understand what he meant, and he positioned the tip of his cock millimeters from the entrance to María’s pussy and insisted. He clearly wanted me to take his cock and guide it to put it inside my girlfriend.

I looked at Edu and saw no mockery, but perhaps even some complicity, and I wondered if he really, if he really meant it seriously. María wasn’t saying anything and I, or what was left of me at that point, extended my hand, which came to touch his cock, the rock-hard, hot shaft, and immediately afterward I let go, as if it burned, and lay back down beside María pretending nothing had happened. And it was María who gripped it firmly, parted her pussy lips with the tip and inserted it herself, all the way in, pulling him toward her and sighing an “ohhhmmm god...!” inches from my face. She turned her face toward me and moaned another “ohhmmm...” at the second thrust Edu was already making... and I sought her lips and she gave them to me and I sought her tongue but she wouldn’t let me, she didn’t open her mouth except to pant... to tell me to my face the pleasure she was receiving again... and so we stayed for a few minutes while I caressed my girlfriend’s face and gave her little kisses on the lips while Edu fucked her slowly and María with her eyes closed panted non-stop... her enormous breasts moved, rising and falling with her and her hands decisively went to grab Edu’s ass so he would fuck her more deeply...

But what killed me most was when María, between pants... between kisses... began to whisper “yesss... fuck me...” “Fuck me like that...” and Edu, who wasn’t oblivious to this, said to her: “you like how I fuck you, huh...”

“Yes... I love it.. I love how you fuck me...” María responded.

“You prefer it like this... slowly...”

“Mmm... now like this... now fuck me slowly...” she moaned with her eyes closed, in my face.

“You like the... cock... the cock you’re taking...”

“Mmm... yes... I’m crazy about your cock...” and she moaned... emphasizing “your cock...” in my ear...

“I love fucking you, damn...”

“Yess... then fuck me... fuck me more...” she sobbed in front of me... and squeezed his ass hard..

“Damn, María... I’m going to cum...” said Edu, and María didn’t flinch. As if half-asleep, she continued moaning slowly until he quickly pulled out of her and began frantically jerking off on his knees in front of her. María opened her shirt wider and pushed her breasts together with her hands while kissing me... just with her lips.. sweetly... and a short, quick “ohh” was heard from Edu and María trembled as she felt the first white, hot lash on her belly, and Edu continued discharging... the sound of his skin moving back and forth could be heard, and releasing different spurts that landed on María’s pussy, her dark hair, her belly, and one particularly dense and especially white lash crossed one of her breasts, marking it completely...

Edu withdrew and María continued slowly caressing her breasts… and she opened her eyes and I wanted to kiss her again but she turned her face away, saying: “no, Pablo…” in an almost inaudible tone.

We remained in silence… me with my cock dripping onto the sheet, my shirt that was too much, my pants and underwear at my knees… And María still with her legs open, lying on her back, sandals still on and her shirt open with her torso and pussy bathed in that thick, whitish liquid…

We heard the sound of the shower and I, finding myself without Edu and seeing that María was denying me that kiss, began to crawl downward… I kissed her neck, kissed the breast that hadn’t been stained and kissed her belly where it wasn’t wet. And I contemplated María’s distant gaze, ecstatic with pleasure, her incredibly swollen breasts, her pussy lips now beyond themselves and her pubic hair soaked, from herself and from what had just erupted from Edu.

I kissed that hair without caring if that wetness came from María or from him, and María, reading my intentions, whispered a more severe “No, Pablo… please…”. I kissed her soaked thighs… and brought my hands to her breasts, one hand becoming impregnated with Edu’s hot semen. “No, Pablo… seriously… please…” María begged me not to do it, but she didn’t stop me either… and I brought my mouth to the entrance of her pussy, and let all that emanating heat flow into my face and I immersed myself in her pussy smell… and especially the smell of cock that lingered there, and I stuck out my tongue and separated lips that I noticed were softer than ever, as if they had lost their consistency after increasing in size… and the umpteenth “Pablo please” from María was the prelude to my tongue launching itself to lick, to suck and to become impregnated with everything that both had released in there. And my cock was about to explode when I caught an especially strong smell of cock. I tasted that pussy with maximum excitement and involvement… and my hands went to her belly, to her breasts… and they became soaked with Edu’s semen and I spread that semen over María’s breasts, areolas and nipples…

I looked up and María lowered her gaze to connect with me. We truly connected for the first time that night, and perhaps we truly connected for the first time in our relationship. And one of my fingers, the most stained one, went to María’s lips, which she sucked, without breaking eye contact…

We no longer heard the sound of the shower, but we were alone, and I began to enjoy her pussy like never before, because its smell, its taste and its touch were different… everything was different, it tasted like sex, smelled like cock and its touch was more tender, more relaxed… Edu had left her pussy perfect for a cuckold like me to lick it and clean it… perfect… impeccable… beautiful…

After those minutes in which we also continued playing with Edu’s semen on her torso… I moved up until my mouth reached María’s ear and whispered: “I’m going to fuck you now…” And María extended her hand, took my cock with three fingers and inserted it inside herself… We felt nothing. We felt nothing and it was absolutely magical to feel nothing. My ridiculous cock was swimming in the immensity of the pussy that Edu had opened; and María surprised me by kissing me, opening her mouth and merging her tongue with mine. And I discovered that her mouth tasted brutally of cock.

It was a wonderful time in which we enjoyed, contradictory as it may seem, not feeling the slightest friction. So much so that my cock ended up shrinking and leaving her interior as if by its own decision.

I moved to one side. I didn’t know what time it was. I didn’t know how much time had passed. Everything seemed like a dream, and with María, by my side, with me, I managed to fall asleep in just a few seconds.


CHAPTER 63

I woke up. For a moment I didn’t know where I was, much less what time it was. When Maria’s heels brought me back to reality. Standing, with her skirt on and her back bare, she was rummaging through her purse on the table. I knew we were alone.

My dry mouth, my dizziness, my sensations... nothing had completely disappeared. I looked at the clock, it was just past twelve; the sun was streaming through the window with tremendous determination, making the heat an inevitable constant. I realized that my pants and underwear were still around my knees when Maria, while putting on her bra with her back still to me, spoke to me; as if a sense developed through years of living together had announced to her that I was awake.

“Let’s go.”

Her tone was firm. A firmness that I hadn’t felt for hours.

I sat up, pulled up my pants and went to the bathroom, while Maria picked up her shirt, which was a complete mess.

“Let me have your jacket,” she said, and I deduced that she was planning to return to our hotel in her bra with my jacket on, since her shirt would be terribly damp from sweat and who knows what else.

I splashed water on my face and returned to the bedroom. I looked around for my jacket and tie until I remembered that I wouldn’t find them there.

“It’s in Paula’s room.”

“Well, I can’t wear this.” she said without surprise.

I didn’t feel the slightest desire to knock on Paula’s door, and I quickly assumed, or at least thought it quite likely, that Edu would be there.

“Wear his or take one of his sweaters or something,” I don’t know why I wanted to avoid saying his name.

“I’m not going to rummage through his things,” she replied.

She finally opted to put on her jacket. I think she assumed, as I did, that going to look for my jacket in Paula’s room would mean running into Edu, and we both wanted to avoid that encounter.

We went out into the hallway and I finally had a second to think, to savor that I felt happy, but cautiously happy, as I was tense not only because Maria might have very different thoughts but also because she might think my happiness was inappropriate.

While we waited for the elevator, my girlfriend radiated tremendous discomfort, clearly worried that someone might see her, or see us there, with her shirt in her hand and Edu’s jacket, which was enormously big on her, and me without a jacket or tie and disheveled; we gave the impression of having spent a wild night in someone else’s hotel, but no one who saw us could imagine what had happened.

In the elevator I became aware of the number of uncomfortable silences that would follow if no one did anything about it, but neither of us took the initiative. Waiting for the taxi, in the taxi itself, all were suffocating silences in which I wanted to read Maria, but without asking, how she was, what she was thinking...

We arrived at our hotel, at our room, and Maria threw her shirt on the bed, quickly took off the jacket, as if it were burning her, took off her sandals and, with her back to me, removed her skirt to head to the bathroom. She went in and closed the door somewhat abruptly, and I began to worry that Maria’s feelings were the polar opposite of mine.

The image of Maria taking off her skirt was etched in my mind... as she suddenly offered me her bare ass when she did it, and her panties? They weren’t there. For a moment I thought they might have been left in Edu’s room, by accident? Impossible. I even thought... it was hard to believe, that she might have left them there on purpose.

While I listened to Maria brushing her teeth, I went to her purse. I opened it, and was disappointed, because there were her panties. After that small disappointment, I picked them up and felt they were damp... tremendously damp. And I smelled them. That aroma attacked me so violently that a brutal erection reminded me that, after all, I hadn’t even had my orgasm. I put the panties back in her purse. I undressed and saw Maria’s shirt on the bed. I picked it up. I smelled it. I felt like a sick man, but naked and aroused I got dizzy from the eroticism of that smell of sweat and semen on that white silk.

Terribly aroused and no longer caring what Maria might think, I entered the bathroom. She was turning on the shower that was beginning to fall on her body, she turned around and said nothing to me. She saw me with my cock pointing at the ceiling and said nothing. I got into the bathtub as she was starting to soap herself and I tried to kiss her when a “no, Pablo, we need to talk” came out of her mouth.

“I want to smell you.”

“For God’s sake, Pablo...” she said in a whisper of weariness.

I crouched down in front of her. I needed to smell her. Smell her before she washed herself. I wouldn’t be able to distinguish in her pussy the smell of me or Edu, but I needed to smell the scent of cock inside her before she cleaned herself.

Maria let me. She let me kiss and even lick her lips down there. She even grabbed my hair when I smelled semen inside her... as I inserted my tongue as far as I could into that pussy that seemed to still be under Edu’s effects.

After a small purr she asked me to stop. I stood up and asked her “How are you?” as I intended to be the one to wash what I, and especially Edu, had stained. But she wouldn’t let me. She stopped my hand and said:

“Go, please. That’s enough.”


CHAPTER 64

I returned to the bedroom not understanding anything. María was letting me, but not letting me, and I started to get a little angry. If she wanted to talk, nothing was stopping her. I showered, we got dressed, and decided to eat something before heading home. A meal filled with silences that no one was preventing her from breaking.

Once in the car, María soon closed her eyes and pretended to sleep. If she didn’t want to talk, I wasn’t going to be the one to do it.

During the drive, it wasn’t just inevitable, I actually wanted to hold onto what we’d experienced. I began to feel panic at the thought of forgetting; forgetting the phrases, the faces, the images, the sounds of that morning in Edu’s room. Every time an image came to my mind, my heart would race and my cock would throb, pressing against my pants.

The first thing that came to mind was when he penetrated her for the first time, when Edu, standing with his hands on his hips, let her push her body backward to take him in. His triumphant face, his cockiness... I thought that perhaps this was ultimately what had driven both María and me to that madness. I thought it wouldn’t have been possible to convince María of that if I had chosen a nice guy, even if he were as handsome as or more handsome than Edu. She could deny it, as she had been denying it for months, but there was no doubt that the fact that Edu was so full of himself... the permanent latency of that roguish quality, had been tremendously crucial.

I also thought that no matter how many images I retained in my mind, I was missing at least half an hour when I had been in Paula’s room. Paula... I remembered for the first time that I had kissed her. I had completely forgotten about it. It had all been so strange, so absurd and incidental that it didn’t feel like infidelity at all. What would happen if Paula told María? After what had happened in Edu’s room, what had been happening simultaneously... it seemed absurd to worry about that.

Among the multiple images that began to assault my mind, there were several that helped me guess what had happened in my absence: I remembered when María, on all fours, received Edu’s thrusts and how her shirt clung to her breasts in an incredible way. I remembered thinking it seemed very difficult for the silk to stick to her breasts just from sweat... and that, combined with the smell of semen on her shirt later at our hotel... Without a doubt, Edu had, at some point, cum on María’s breasts or her shirt... When I had returned to his room, Edu had already ejaculated on my girlfriend... And I suddenly remembered how María denied me a kiss when I lay down next to the two of them. Edu was fucking her and I tried to kiss María, but she denied me her mouth. Why? Later, without Edu, she had agreed to kiss me and her mouth smelled of semen, of sex, of cock, of Edu’s cock... I tried to reconstruct everything while driving. María continued pretending to be asleep while I felt the pain of my cock wanting to escape from my clothes... And I reconstructed that when I left the room, Edu had probably withdrawn and ordered María to suck him off... María had sucked that bastard’s cock... until he decided to cum on her. Perhaps she had tried to keep his semen in her mouth until she couldn’t anymore and let all that thick liquid fall onto her breasts and shirt. Or perhaps it was he who directly came on her breasts. Or... perhaps after sucking him off, he had ordered her to wrap his cock with her breasts, the titjob that he had once laughed at me for never having asked María for... Yes... Edu had probably let María suck him off to his heart’s content and then asked her to give him a titjob until he came brutally on her breasts.

Who could confirm it for me... I didn’t know. I didn’t know what Edu or María thought about what had happened. What would happen from now on... I had always thought that, once we reached the end, everything would be clarified, but I began to think that I was facing an uncertainty as marked as or more marked than at the beginning.

I tried to guess what María felt. Or what she had felt. And truly felt, not what she denied to me and to herself. I remembered her orgasm with him, when he spanked her ass and told her “you’re going to cum because I treat you like a whore...” What if that was it? What if among other things that Edu provided her, it was that humiliating treatment that had made María surrender. What if the sex I had had with her until beginning the fantasy with Edu, loving, respectful... had been bland for her... Would it really be the same if I behaved that way with her...? Or could only Edu treat her that way, as if it were something that wouldn’t fit coming from anyone else...?

We were arriving and María opened her eyes.

“Did you get any sleep?” I asked her.

“Actually, no.”

We were silent until we got home. And I remembered when Edu had asked or ordered me to guide his member toward María. I remembered the feel, hard, imposing, of his cock in my fingers, and how I immediately withdrew my hand. I wondered if the way I admired his member, his body, was normal, and with complete serenity deduced that there was nothing homosexual about it. Not at all. Recognizing his beauty, or even his masculinity, didn’t mean anything, absolutely nothing.

We arrived home. The silences went from uncomfortable to absurd. She sat on the sofa and picked up her phone. I sat on the other sofa without saying anything.

I had a hunch. And I wasn’t wrong. A couple of minutes later María brought it up:

—Pablo. I'm going to handle this with all the maturity possible.

I looked at her without having any idea what she might say to me.

—It happened. It's done. I'm a grown woman. I'm not going to blame you... or blame it on having been drinking...

—And where does that leave us? —I have no idea why that phrase came out. At no point had I thought that what happened could ruin our relationship. But it was like lightning that came from the deepest, most subconscious part of me.

—What?

—Well, that... after this...

—Pablo, I'm not going to love you any less or any more for having... fucked that guy. I hope you feel the same.

At that precise moment, her phone melody rang.

—It's Paula. —she said before picking up and walking toward our bedroom.

I wasn't afraid Paula would say anything. She didn't strike me as that type of girl. And I even thought it quite possible that she didn't remember. I did recall that “I'm going to kill Paula” from María at the wedding. That phrase suggested that María had confessed our game to Paula. And Víctor? While my girlfriend talked with Paula, I thought it could be a good opportunity to clear up some things, and that thing was knowing who knew what. I went to the kitchen and saw there were several glass jars to take down to the recycling bin. Without thinking twice, I went out the door with the clear intention of using the opportunity to call Edu.

I don't know why I wasn't as nervous as other times about the decision to call him. His behavior in his room had been much less belligerent than one might expect. I threw the jars in the container and called him.

He didn't take long to answer. His tone was neutral. It wasn't triumphant or humiliating. No “little Pablo” or anything like that. More calm, he gave me confidence to speak, to tell him that I knew Víctor knew things and that I wanted to know if anyone else did.

—No, only Víctor knows.

—And what does he know?

—Well, he knows that you wanted me to fuck your girlfriend.

—Just that?

—Doesn't seem like a small thing to me.

—Are you sure nobody else knows?

—I already told you no. I'm not like that. Besides, not for your sake, but for hers.

—What?

—Nothing, forget it. Anything else?

—No...

Before I knew it, we had hung up.


CHAPTER 65

When I returned, María was no longer on the phone. She didn’t bring up the subject again, and neither did I. At least not for now.

We had dinner watching television while I thought that if there were five people who knew about this, the situation was fairly under control. I tried to figure out why Víctor, since they didn’t seem to have much of a relationship, but it was pointless to waste time on that guessing game. I couldn’t know.

The next morning, at work, María would see Edu. And Paula. I asked María about my clothes.

“Yes, Paula has them. She’ll bring them to me tomorrow. I hope she gives them to me discreetly.”

“And Edu’s jacket?” I asked.

“He’ll ask for it when he wants it.”

There was a strange tension. Because despite what she had said, that “I’m a grown woman” didn’t clarify anything. I didn’t even know if she regretted it. And the key question was still missing: “what now?” which for some reason she wasn’t asking and I didn’t dare to ask.

We went to bed. I was completely exhausted. I had barely slept at all, and needless to say, the experiences had left me on the verge of collapse, both physically and mentally. For a moment I tried not to think about anything. I was desperate to fall asleep with a blank mind... but María surprised me:

Almost immediately after turning off the light, she turned toward me and began kissing my neck. Then her lips moved to mine and one of her hands got rid of my underwear. It was strange. Somewhat forced. María purred as she kissed me as if she were aroused... but she wasn’t.

The glow of the city lights filtered through the slats in the blinds, so I could see María in her cherry-red nightgown with some black lace, crawling downward until her mouth reached my cock. I put my hands in her hair as I felt the warmth of her mouth suffocating my cock until it grew to its maximum. She sucked me for a few moments, and when my imagination began to wander, she seemed to read my mind: she removed her mouth from my cock and whispered:

“Don’t think about anything... think about me... with you...”

I looked down and saw María swallowing my cock. And I thought it was tiny compared to Edu’s. But I wanted to obey and forget about him. And enjoy that blowjob that at times again took on exaggerated qualities, with murmurs and moans coming from her mouth that didn’t quite fit with what was happening.

María eventually got rid of her panties and prepared to mount me. It took us a little while to find a way for my cock to penetrate her. I felt the entrance was tight... and we spent about half a minute trying, until finally my member made its way in and María let herself be impaled, letting out a somewhat forced “oof.”

Then began a rocking of her hips. Forward and backward. Because if she moved up and down, my cock would slip out... She lowered the straps of her nightgown and offered me her breasts to lick. I felt their wonderful touch on my lips, licked her nipples and remembered, visualized those breasts stained by Edu and immediately afterward I refused, for her sake, to imagine, and I focused on feeling.

“You suck them so well...” María moaned... in a kind of strange theater performance. I was still trying to figure out what was happening.

I lay back again, savoring the image of María riding me. Gorgeous. With her hair falling down her back. With her nightgown at her waist. Holding her breasts, one in each hand, while she kept moving her hips back and forth... Her purrs turned into moans and I began to feel that she really wasn’t pretending anymore, that now it was real... until an “I love how you fuck me” came out of her mouth and I knew that wasn’t true... María brought one of her hands to her clitoris, to come, and I knew she would be able to come like this even if she wasn’t very aroused, and I knew that I would come like crazy as soon as I heard her genuinely moan... And I knew it then, or at least I had a pretty clear hunch about what was happening; María wanted to prove to herself that she felt the same desire for me as always, that the fact of having fucked Edu would not affect our relationship at all, nor our sexual encounters, that she didn’t need Edu to reach a brutal climax, that she desired me as much as or more than him...

Indeed, María rubbing her clitoris reached her orgasm without a problem, and I, upon hearing that “Ummm!” began to feel my orgasm... My usual orgasm with her. Her usual orgasm with me. But her face showed a fifth of the pleasure I had witnessed... and her pussy melted and exploded a tenth of what she had experienced hours before.

We both knew it.

María withdrew, murmuring an “uff... that was good...” that nobody could believe.

She lay down beside me. Both of us in silence.

I don’t know how much time passed. No more than five minutes. When the light of her phone illuminated and she picked it up right away. Out of the corner of my eye, I watched as she read... and anxiously decided whether to respond or not.

I turned over, giving her my back, to make it easy for her. And she got out of bed and went to the living room with her phone in hand.


Continuará.
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