

This is a translated edition of the following work, produced using Kindle Translate, Amazon’s AI-powered translation service for books: 

Original Title: EL PRECIO DE MIS NOCHES
Author: SELENA VALENTE
Original Publication Date: January, 2026

The primary text of the work has been translated. Supplementary materials, such as the original copyright notice page, may remain in their original untranslated form.


THE PRICE OF MY NIGHTS

.

Table of Contents

1.      An Abandoned Woman.

2.      Girls’ Night.

3.      No Guilt.

4.      Three’s a Crowd?

5.      The Exception Becomes Habit

6.      Vixens

7.      A Powerful Woman.

8.      Losing Direction.

9.      A Desired Woman.

10.      Mama Bantu.

11.      Having a wild night with you… With quite a score…

12.      Everything that can go wrong...

13.      When it rains...

14.      Alone

15.      Epilogue

16.      Synopsis.

All rights reserved.

The total or partial reproduction of this work by any mechanical, telematic or electronic means or procedure —including photocopies and distribution through the Internet— and the distribution of copies of this book through rental or public loans is strictly prohibited without the written authorization of the copyright holders.

	An Abandoned Woman.


I closed my eyes to Miguel’s absorbed face just two inches from mine. Then I started thinking about what I needed to do at the hospital. This week I was rotating to the emergency room, which meant a worse schedule. We were out of milk for breakfast, and I had to remember to buy toilet paper unless I wanted to end up using wet wipes. Maybe bleach too because the bathroom smelled strange. I need to remember all this while he thrusts harder and harder, faster and faster, as if he were running to reach some place that only exists in his head.

“Yes… yes, like that… ah!”

When I opened my eyes, I saw Miguel staring at me intently and giving me a nod. I was trying to keep away from one of the headboard bars that was hitting the crown of my head because of his thrusts. That look and that minimal gesture was the signal. It was time to lightly scratch his back (without hurting him, obviously) and to let out a couple of curse words to finish exciting him. And so I did, as always, also letting out a moan that didn’t sound too enthusiastic to me.

“Give me more! You bastard! Tear me apart with your cock!”

Those four words must have elevated his libido, because four thrusts later he finally pulls away from me. He comes with a muffled grunt and collapses a second before rolling to one side. The weight disappears. Freedom. I pull up my nightgown soaked with someone else’s sweat and long for a shower that I won’t have until tomorrow.

“Did you like it?” he murmurs as always between sighs while trying to control his breathing, still agitated from the terrible effort he made.

I don’t understand why he even bothers to ask since his lack of interest is obvious.

“Wonderful, honey. You were magnificent,” I reply obediently to avoid an awkward moment.

I turn over in bed, grateful that he had already finished, but I hold back a yawn, happy to have fulfilled and completed my weekly duty under the sheets and still feeling his semen sliding between my thighs. My heart is beating hard, but not from desire: from rage, from disgust, from a sadness so deep it almost burns.

I wake up in the darkness, and while I hear Miguel's loud snoring, I wonder if this is what passion is supposed to be.

When Miguel and I got married five years ago, I was inexperienced, fresh out of my parents' protection and the strict rules of the college dorm. I didn't wait to finish my degree before accepting his marriage proposal, since at that moment I felt he was the only man on earth. Ours had been a short courtship, sprinkled with quick sexual encounters.

I wanted to know. I wanted to burn. And Miguel was so handsome, so proper, so promising... I thought he would teach me.

The wedding night was the same: awkward kisses, unsure hands, three poorly executed thrusts and him falling happily asleep while I stared into the darkness with eyes wide open and a single word echoing inside me: “That’s it?”

Five fucking years later, I’m still waiting for something worthwhile to begin. And I don’t know if I hate Miguel more... or myself for still being here.

I lie still, on my back, legs still spread and body sticky. I press my thighs together desperately, searching for that tingling sensation that almost brushed against me a while ago. I slide one of my hands between my legs, but I only feel a certain disgust at the sensation of Miguel’s semen inside me. I feel a faint spark of something similar to pleasure, which is there, weak, like a match that goes out before lighting anything. I bite my lip until it hurts; I want... damn it, I want it to grow, but it slips through my fingers like water.

Miguel snores beside me, satisfied, as if he’d just won some damn prize.

Once I gathered the courage and told him. I told him I needed more, that I wanted to enjoy sex the way my friends said they did. He said he would try harder, but that maybe the problem was with me. He said it just like that, without blinking, while knotting his tie in front of the mirror. Later, when I dared to suggest that perhaps he could help me, that I had read things, that I wanted him to touch me differently, to take more time to warm me up, he looked at me as if I were a spoiled child and said that if I was unsatisfied, maybe it was because I didn’t know how to do it, that he was doing what a man was supposed to do.

Since then I’ve been terrified to say anything to him. “Are you starting with your nonsense again?” So I remain motionless, like a rag doll, and let him do whatever he wants.

Tonight it happened again. Just when he came inside me, I felt that sweet prick at the top, deep in my belly. For a second I thought that this time yes, I was going to explode. I tightened my muscles, I held my breath... and nothing. It vanished. Again.

Susi has explained it to me a thousand times, with that confident voice of hers: “It’s like a lightning bolt inside you, Mapi. It runs from the tips of your toes to the back of your neck, you twist, you scream, you cry from pure pleasure.” I listen to her and feel such enormous envy that my chest hurts. Because I’ve never screamed. I’ve never writhed. I just lie still, counting the minutes, faking moans of pleasure I don’t feel.

I feel like crying. I would beg him on my knees if he would give me just one hint, one single caress that wasn’t for himself. But no. For Miguel, sex is a formality that I have to pass with flying colors. And since I always fail, it’s my fault.

I press my thighs together harder, furious. The friction of damp skin returns an echo of a brief tingling. I hate myself for trying alone, here, next to him, with his semen cooling inside me. But I do it. I move my hips slowly, searching for that spot that Susi swears exists. I close my eyes and imagine hands that aren’t his: slow, curious hands that know how to wait. I imagine a mouth kissing me where I’ve never been kissed. I imagine someone who truly desires me.

The heat rises, timid but real. I hold my breath. For the first time in years, I feel I’m about to...

Miguel turns in bed, grunts something in his sleep and brushes me with his arm. The spell breaks. The heat dies out as if someone had thrown a bucket of cold water on it.

I freeze, with tears burning in my eyes.

Susi is right: no woman with an ounce of dignity would put up with this.

But I’m still here. Because I’m afraid. Because I don’t know who I am without him. Because sometimes, in the darkest part of the night, I still believe that I’m the frigid one and that no one will ever want to light this damn match I carry inside.

I breathe deeply, swallow my tears and promise myself, like every Thursday, that next week will be different. I know it’s a lie.

The next morning, I sit at the small table in the Emergency Room break room, with machine coffee burning my fingers and the smell of disinfectant stuck in my throat. It’s ten-thirty and I’ve already handled two traffic accidents, a digestive hemorrhage, and a child with a pencil stuck in his ear. My hair is a mess, my coat is stained with something I prefer not to identify, and my clogs look like they’ve survived a war.

And I think about how unglamorous our life is.

At this very moment, somewhere in Madrid, there are female lawyers who are now entering their offices in four-inch heels, perfect straight hair, black suits that cost what I earn in a month, and designer handbags hanging from their forearms as if they were natural extensions of their bodies. They sit in ergonomic chairs, cross their legs, and discuss million-dollar contracts while smelling of expensive perfume and victory.

There are account executives arriving in their freshly washed Audis, with impeccable silk blouses and blood-red lipstick, spending their days in meeting rooms with views of the Castellana, drinking capsule coffee and smiling with the confidence that comes from knowing that, if they want, tonight they can dine at Diverxo and sleep with whoever they please.

There are pharmaceutical sales reps who walk into consultations wearing pencil skirts, sheer stockings and a tablet under their arm, delivering clinical data with that silky voice that makes even the rudest surgeon stop to listen. They go out to lunch with department heads, have a glass of white wine on the terrace, and nobody asks them why they don’t wear a ring.

And then there's me, with my damn wrinkled green coat, smelling of chlorhexidine and night shift sweat, with dark circles that not even the best concealer in the world could hide and the permanent sensation of having something sticky in my hair (probably dried shit).

Because urban legend says that hospitals are a nest of sex: doctors fucking nurses in the break rooms, testosterone-fueled residents groping in the elevator, orderlies hooking up with anything that moves. And yes, it happens. I've seen Dr. Ramírez coming out of the supply closet with messy hair and wrinkled scrubs, and I know perfectly well who she was with. I've heard the moans coming from the Cardiology office at three in the morning. But that's the exception, the one percent that gives life to the fantasy.

The remaining ninety-nine percent of us are zombies with stethoscopes: exhausted, underpaid, smelling of vomit and antiseptic, with destroyed feet and libido buried under twelve hours of being on call. The closest I get to sex in the hospital is when I accidentally brush against the new orderly while passing a stretcher and feel a spark that immediately dies because I have to run to attend to the next patient.

I look at the clock. Susi is twenty minutes late, probably tied up with the patient in box 6 who won’t stop vomiting. I finish the bitter coffee and wonder if I’ll ever be like those women I see on Instagram: put-together, self-confident, with the look of someone who knows exactly what she wants and how to get it.

Then I think about Miguel, about his “you must be frigid” from last night, about my body that still doesn’t know what a real orgasm is, and I realize I don’t even have the energy to envy them. I just want to cry in the staff bathroom before I have to return to the emergency room.

The office door bursts open and Susi enters like a whirlwind, with her loose, shiny platinum blonde hair (how the fuck does she manage it with these shifts!), her coat open revealing a tight t-shirt that accentuates everything that needs accentuating, blue eyes still made up even at ten-thirty in the morning, and a smile that seems to say “life is too short not to fuck well.”

“Damn, Mapi, you look like a freshly unearthed mummy!” she blurts out without a filter as she drops into the chair across from me and steals half my donut from the tray. “Another night of mission impossible with Saint Miguel the Missionary?”

I laugh despite everything. With her I always laugh.

“Weekly, Thursday, punctual as a fucking Swiss watch,” I say, and shrug my shoulders. “The usual.”

Susi raises a perfect eyebrow.

“The usual? You mean the obligatory minute and a half, staring at the headboard and ‘that was great, honey’?”

“Ninety seconds if he’s not in a hurry,” I correct her.

She lets out a laugh that echoes throughout the office.

“Mapi, honey, what you need is to get properly railed. For real. Against the wall, on the floor, on the kitchen counter, wherever. To leave your legs trembling and your voice hoarse from screaming so much.”

I blush to my ears, though I shouldn’t. With Susi there are no surprises anymore.

“Not all of us can be like you, Susana.”

“And you shouldn’t want to be, but fuck, a middle ground!” She leans toward me, lowers her voice and fixes those eyes that know too much on me. “Last Saturday I hooked up with a guy at the club... God, Mapi, he lifted me up and fucked me standing in the bathroom. Standing up! My back still hurts from how rough he was.”

I bite my lip involuntarily. I can picture it perfectly: her with her legs wrapped around a stranger, moaning shamelessly, enjoying herself as if the world were ending that night.

“And you?” she asks, suddenly serious. “When was the last time you felt something other than duty fulfilled?”

I look at the cold coffee.

“Never,” I admit in a voice so low I can barely hear myself. “I’m starting to think Miguel is right, and that I’m completely frigid.”

Susi stays quiet for two seconds (a world record for her) and then takes my hand across the table.

“Listen to me. You’re not frigid. You’re a thirty-one-year-old woman who has never been fucked the way she deserves. That’s very different.”

“What do I do?” I ask, and it sounds pathetic.

“First: stop believing the bullshit your husband tells you. Second...” she stands up, grabs my wrist and pulls me to my feet, “this Saturday you’re coming with me. No excuses. I’ll put you in a dress that will make you sin in thought, word, deed and omission, and I’ll find you someone who will make you forget even your own name.”

“I can’t, Miguel...”

“Miguel can go fuck himself.” She looks at me intently. “One night, Mapi. Just one. If afterward you still want to go back to your life as a sexual mummy, fine by me. But at least you’ll know what it’s like to have someone properly rail you.”

Our pagers beep at the same time. We’re being called to box 3.

We look at each other. She smiles like the devil.

“Think about it,” she says as she runs out. “And keep Saturday free. Because you’re going to get railed until you see stars.”

We stand still for a second in the hallway, with the pager still vibrating at our waists, but neither of us moves. I lower my gaze.

“It’s just... there’s also Manuela,” I whisper. “She’s five years old, Susi. I can’t just disappear for a whole night.”

She crosses her arms, leans her hip against the wall, and looks at me as if I were the little girl.

“Mapi, honey, babysitters exist. My cousins exist, trusted neighbors exist, even Miguel’s mother exists if necessary (who quite enjoys showing off as grandmother of the year on Instagram). One night. Six hours. I’m not asking you to go on Erasmus to Ibiza.”

I open my mouth to reply and she raises her hand.

“No, wait. I can’t do all the work for you. I’m offering you the night out, the dress, the plan, and even the guy if necessary. But you have to take the step. I can’t get divorced for you, or tell him to go to hell, or spread your legs on the dance floor. That’s something you do yourself or nobody does it.”

I bite the inside of my cheek.

“Miguel is a good father,” I say, almost apologetically. “He’s wonderful with Manuela, he takes her to school, reads her stories, helps her with homework...”

Susi sighs, softening her voice a bit but not her gaze.

“I don’t deny it, Mapi. Miguel is a great father. He packs her backpack, cuts her nails, and buys her the right shoes. Perfect. But he’s not a good husband. And I’m not just saying this because of the shitty sex he gives you (though that too). I’m saying it because he diminishes you. Because every time you try to talk about your feelings, he tells you you’re crazy, or frigid, or exaggerating. Because for years you’ve been asking for crumbs and he responds by telling you it’s your fault for being hungry.”

She takes a step closer, lowering her voice even more.

“He diminishes you when he looks at you like you’re a malfunctioning appliance. He diminishes you when he makes you believe nobody else will love you. He diminishes you when he convinces you that your desire is a problem, not a right. And worst of all: you’re starting to believe it.”

A treacherous tear escapes me. I quickly wipe it away with the sleeve of my coat.

“I don’t know how to get out of this, Susi,” I admit, and it sounds like surrender.

She takes both my hands, firmly.

“Start with one night. Just one. Go out, get dressed up, have three drinks, dance until you sweat, and if you want to, let someone touch you like you’re the most precious thing in the world. And when you come home Sunday morning, with your shoes in your hand and your hair a mess, you’ll know two things with absolute certainty: that you’re still alive and that you can choose.”

“So?” she asks.

I swallow. My heart is beating so hard I think the entire hallway can hear it.

“So... Saturday,” I finally say, my voice trembling. “But I’ll find the babysitter myself.”

Susi smiles like she just won the lottery.

“That’s my girl. Now let’s go, the patient in box 3 is actually dying and we’ll be in deep trouble.”

I leave the hospital just in time, run to my car, start the engine with my heart in my throat, and honk twice at the awful M-30 traffic. I arrive at the daycare at 5:27 PM. Three minutes before they start looking at me like I’m the worst mother in the world.

I open the door to the older kids’ classroom and there’s Manuela, sitting on the carpet with her pink backpack at her feet and her smock on inside out because she insists on putting it on by herself. As soon as she sees me, her eyes light up as if she’d been waiting for this moment her entire life.

“Mommy!” she shouts, and comes running with open arms. She crashes into my legs and hugs me so tightly she almost knocks me over.

“Hello, my love,” I say, bending down to cover her face with kisses. “Did you have a good day?”

“Yeeees! We made a volcano that really exploded and it got my whole shirt red, look!” she lifts her shirt without any shame. “It’s lava!”

“Well, that’s very pretty lava,” I say laughing while signing the checkout sheet for the teacher, who’s already giving me that “next time be here at five-thirty again” look.

In the car, Manuela doesn’t stop talking.

“Mommy, did you know Lucas says unicorns don’t exist but I told him they do and that Daddy says when I’m older he’ll take me to see a real one?”

“Daddy promised you a unicorn?” I ask, raising an eyebrow in the rearview mirror.

“Yes! And also a bouncy castle just for me, and a ball pit at home, and...”

Right. Miguel and his father-of-the-year promises.

We get home. I open the door and the smell of expensive cologne hits me before I see him. Miguel is in the living room, with his suitcase open on the sofa, folding shirts with that precision he loves so much.

“What are you doing?” I ask, taking Manuela’s backpack off.

“I have a conference in Valencia,” he says without looking up. “I’m leaving early tomorrow.”

“It’s Friday,” escapes me.

He sighs, as if I were a child who doesn’t understand anything.

“Mapi, I don’t set the dates for conferences.”

Manuela runs toward him.

“Daddy! You promised me a unicorn!”

Miguel picks her up, gives her a quick kiss, and puts her back down.

“Of course, princess. When I get back from Valencia, okay?”

I clench my teeth and go to the kitchen. I prepare macaroni with tomato sauce and meatballs because it’s the only thing Manuela eats without complaining. Miguel bathes the little girl; I hear the laughter, the splashing, the “More bubbles, Daddy!”

The three of us have dinner. Silence. You can only hear the silverware and Manuela’s voice telling the volcano story for the third time. Miguel looks at his phone. I look at my plate.

When we finish, he picks up his plate and says:

—“I leave at six tomorrow. The flight is at eight.”

Something tightens in my stomach. It’s not just the conference. I know him. That way of not looking me in the eyes, that too-perfect calm.

—“Are you sure it’s a conference?” I ask quietly.

Miguel looks up, irritated.

—“What are you implying, Mapi?”

—“Nothing,” I lie.

Manuela yawns. I take her to bed, read “The Color Monster” twice, sing the little crocodile song until she falls asleep clutching her unicorn stuffed animal (life’s ironies).

I return to the living room. Miguel is already in his pajamas, checking his email on the laptop.

—“What time do you get back on Sunday?” I ask.

—“I don’t know. Depends on how everything ends.”

How everything ends. That phrase sticks with me.

We get into bed. He gives me a dry kiss on the cheek, one of those that mean nothing.

—“Good night,” he says.

Within five minutes he’s snoring.

I lie there staring at the ceiling, my heart beating so hard it feels like it might wake the child.

And suddenly I know: it’s not a conference. And suddenly I also know that tomorrow, for the first time in my life, I won’t be at home waiting for him to return.

	Girls’ Night Out.


Saturday, 07:14

Miguel is already gone. He closed the door with that soft click he always makes when he doesn’t want to wake us, but I’ve been awake since five, staring at the ceiling and feeling a mixture of relief and nerves churning my stomach.

I grab my phone.

07:17

I’ve talked to Marta (the trusted babysitter). She’s coming at 8:30 PM.

I’m going out with you tonight.

Susana

07:18

HOLY SHIT, YES!

About damn time, queen!

I’ll be at your place at 8:30 PM.

And no, I won’t take no for an answer: I’m picking you up because I don’t trust what you’ll wear on your own.

Me

07:19

You’re such a bitch

Susana

07:19

A bitch who’s going to turn you into the most fuckable woman in Madrid.

Love you, slut.

Get ready.

We both use the crying-laughing emoji and she adds the fire one. I stare at the screen with a stupid smile.

Manuela comes into the kitchen in her pajamas, dragging her blankie and with her hair looking like a lion’s mane.

—“Mommy, so I’m staying with Marta today?”

—“Yes, honey.”

—“Yaaay!” she jumps up and down. “But if I’m staying with Marta I want to watch ‘Frozen’ and also ‘Moana’ and eat popcorn and…”

—“Deal, but you’re going to bed afterward, okay?”

—“Okaaay!”

She hugs my legs and looks up at me with those big eyes she inherited from her father.

—“Mommy, are you going out with Auntie Susi?”

—“Yes.”

—“And will you come back very late?”

—“A little late, but Marta will sleep here and tomorrow we’ll have pancakes for breakfast together, okay?”

—“Okay,” she says, and suddenly gives me a tight hug. “I love you to the sky and beyond, Mommy.”

And I, who’ve been feeling like crap all week, feel that for the first time in a long time, I’m doing myself a favor.

At 8:27 PM the doorbell rings like a fire alarm. I open it and Susi comes in dragging two enormous bags of clothes and a cosmetic case that looks like a war medical kit.

—“Out of those pajamas, nurse! ‘Operation Resurrect the Dead Woman’ starts now.”

She slams the door shut, throws the bags on the bed and starts pulling out dresses like it’s a high fashion runway show.

—“I was thinking of wearing something simple...” I tell her, seeing the display on the bed

—“There’s nothing simple or normal here, honey, you can go to Zara for that. I have these gems that are perfect for what we’re doing tonight. You’ll look like a total slut. That’s what we want, right? A red satin one with a neckline that plunges down to where sin begins and a side slit that almost reaches the groin.”

A black satin one with an open back and two very thin straps that barely hold anything up.

A metallic gold one, short, tight, and with blinding sparkles.

And an emerald green one with a bardot neckline and front opening that screams “fuck me” in seven languages.

I stare at the mountain of fabric with a panicked expression.

—“Susi, this is total overkill. No way I’m wearing one of those.”

“Pick one, beautiful, because there's no other option. You've been running a five-year deficit, and we need to make up for it.”

She forces me to try on the red one first. I zip it up as best I can and come out of the bathroom with an “I'm going to die” face.

Susi looks at me, covers her mouth and blurts out:

“Damn, Mapi, you look good enough to eat... but not with those beige cotton granny panties... Take them off right now, for God's sake!”

I look at myself in the mirror and yes, the panty line shows up like a neon sign.

Then I try on the black one. Even worse: the cotton underwear I bought in a three-pack at Primark peeks out from the sides.

“Stop, stop, stop,” she says, breaking into laughter. “If this were a protected forest, the Amazon rainforest would be less densely populated than your pussy.”

I look down at myself. I've... well, let's just say that since Manuela was born, maintenance hasn't exactly been my priority.

“We're fixing this right now!” she announces, and disappears into the bathroom.

She returns with Miguel's shaving foam and his razor.

“Sit on the bidet, open your legs, and trust me.”

“What?”

“Yes, woman! I've shaved myself a thousand times, I know what I'm doing.”

Between nervous laughter and embarrassment, I sit down. Susi applies the foam and with surgical precision, starts moving the razor. In two minutes, my pubis is smoother than a golf course.

“Now get on all fours on the bed,” she orders, without blinking. “And stick your butt up.”

“Excuse me?”

“Yes, your butt too. I don't want you to regret it tomorrow when you're in doggy style and look like a kiwi fruit.”

I turn as red as a tomato, but I obey. I kneel down, place my hands on the bed and feel the cool air behind me.

Susi whistles.

“Damn, there's enough wool here for a sweater... Don't worry, in ten seconds you'll be smooth as a doll.”

She runs the razor carefully, joking:

“Hey, whatever they say, butt hair keeps you warm. In winter, you save on heating.”

I laugh so hard I almost fall over.

When she finishes, she gives me a gentle pat on the behind.

“Done. Now you look like a thirty-one-year-old woman and not a teddy bear. Try on the green one, it looks killer on you.”

I look at myself in the hallway mirror: smooth skin, completely shaved, the green dress hugging me like a second skin, the neckline showing just enough, and the slit revealing leg up to where decency allows (and a bit more).

Susi stands behind me, arranges my hair and smiles with the face of a satisfied devil.

“Tonight, doctor, you're going to make more than one person forget how to breathe.”

Susi looks at me in the green dress and makes a face of disapproval.

“No. The green is fine, but today we're going to nuclear war.”

She pulls the metallic gold dress from the bag, holds it up and waves it like a victory flag.

“This one. The gold one. It's a fucking statement of intent. A weapon of mass destruction.”

I slip it over my head and, my God... It's a tube of shiny gold metallic fabric that reaches mid-thigh. The plunging neckline is so deep you can practically see my belly button. If I breathe deeply, my breasts threaten to escape. If I lean over slightly, everything shows. If I dance... well, half of Madrid will know what my ass looks like, and the back is completely exposed down to the start of my buttocks.

I look in the mirror and I'm stunned.

“Susi... this is... this isn't a dress, it's a crime! No fucking way I'm wearing this. I'll stick with the green.”

“Negative, Houston,” she says, giving me a pat on the butt. “Today you're going to be the sexiest bitch on the planet. Don't argue.”

She comes closer, looks me up and down and clicks her tongue.

“And no panties, obviously.”

“What?”

“It's hot, Mapi. And with this dress, a panty line would be a crime against humanity. Besides,” she lowers her voice and winks at me, “this way, if someone gets lucky tonight, there's no time wasted on nonsense.”

I blush to my ears.

“You're crazy.”

“And you're about to be resurrected, so shut up and obey.”

She strips in two seconds and slips into a tiny black strapless dress, so short it borders on illegal. No bra. Her nipples stand out as if saying “hello.” She looks in the mirror, adjusts her breasts and smiles.

“Perfect. Today we both get laid or die trying.”

I go to the closet for my shoes: black medium-heeled sandals I bought for a cousin's wedding.

Susi looks at me with a face like she's witnessing a crime in progress.

“Are those shoes or orthopedic torture instruments? Take those off, come on!”

She runs to the car and comes back with a box.

“Here. Elegant, five-inch heels, thin gold straps that wrap around the ankle. With these, you’ll walk like you’re being fucked with every step.”

I put them on. They’re incredibly high. I wobble.

“Susi, I’m going to break my neck.”

“Or your pussy, which is what we’re aiming for,” she answers, bursting into laughter.

She stands in front of me, grabs me by the waist, and looks me in the eyes.

“Listen, queen: tonight you’re going to forget that someone named Miguel exists, forget about a conference in Valencia, and the word ‘frigid’ is going to disappear from the dictionary. Tonight you’re going to move like the world is yours, and every guy in the club is going to want to get on his knees to kiss your feet. Got it?”

I swallow hard. My heart is beating so fast I think it might pop out of my cleavage.

“Got it.”

“Repeat after me: ‘I am a goddess and tonight I’m going to be devoured whole.’”

“I am... a goddess... and tonight I’m going to be devoured whole.”

“Louder, damn it!”

“I AM A GODDESS AND TONIGHT I’M GOING TO BE DEVOURED WHOLE!”

“That’s more like it. Now let’s finish with the paint job.”

Susi sits me on the edge of the bed, with my head tilted back while she draws my eyeliner with sniper precision.

“Hold still, damn it, if you blink I’ll take your eye out.”

I don’t answer. I’m staring into space, my stomach in knots.

She notices I’ve suddenly gone quiet, lowers the eyeliner, and looks at me through the mirror.

“What’s wrong, queen? You’ve got that funeral face again.”

I sigh so deeply that my breasts nearly pop out of the dress.

“It’s Miguel… That conference in Valencia smells like bullshit. I’m almost certain he has a mistress.”

Susi doesn’t even flinch. She shrugs as if I’d just told her it was raining.

“More than likely, love. In fact, I’d be surprised if he didn’t. Guys like him always have a Plan B to feel fulfilled as men.”

I turn to her, my eyes filled with tears.

“What if it’s true? What if he’s been laughing at me for years?”

Susi takes my face in both hands, forces me to look at her.

“Listen to me carefully: if Miguel has a mistress, that poor woman will last about as long as an ice cream in the desert. Because, Mapi, with all due respect… your husband fucks like a rusty robot. A minute and a half, then off to sleep. The woman will get bored by the third date and cheat on him too. So relax: karma is already doing its job.”

I laugh despite everything. A bitter laugh, but still a laugh.

“Besides,” she continues, while applying mascara to my lashes, “tonight you’re the one who’s going to be laughing.”

She sits next to me on the bed, crosses her legs, and looks at me with that mischievous face she makes when she’s about to drop a bomb.

“I’ve arranged to meet two guys who are… oof. God-level. I’ve sampled both of them, Susi’s word. They fuck like machines, they last as long as you need, and they’re actually nice guys.”

My mouth drops open.

“Both of them?”

“Both. One last month and the other last week. And since I know you have refined tastes… I’ll let you choose.”

Option A: Javi. Dark-haired, a couple of tattoos, serpent tongue that knows how to use it...

Option B: Kike. Blond, not an Adonis, but he’s got it…” —she gestures with her hands, as if holding two Coca-Cola cans stacked on top of each other— “this thick and long. Literally. Left me walking funny for three days.”

I cover my face with my hands, caught between embarrassment and a fit of laughter.

“Susi, for God’s sake!”

“What? It’s relevant information! I recommend Kike, because the first time he put it all in, I thought he’d split me in two… from pleasure. But you choose, queen. Or both, that can be negotiated too.”

She looks at me, winks, and concludes:

“Mapi, you’re going to discover that your pussy works perfectly fine… when it’s handled by someone who knows how to handle it.”

We arrive at Kapital when there are still more lights than people. The doorman looks at us for two seconds and lets us in without waiting in line (Susi has that superpower, and by the look he gave me, I must have been close to her level). Inside it smells of perfume, dry ice, and air freshener.

We position ourselves at the main bar on the ground floor and order two gin-tonics with Hendrick’s. The bartender, a guy in his early twenties with a tight black t-shirt, doesn’t hide it: he serves mine and his eyes go straight to the cleavage of my dress. I feel embarrassed and yet I like it. I hide a bit in the dimness of the room, which is still only half-full. Better this way.

The music is pure top 40: first “Poker Face” by Lady Gaga and then “Te felicito” by Shakira. The groups that arrive exchange loud kisses, shout over the music, take photos.

I look at Susi and nearly fall off my chair.

She’s pressed up against a tall guy with slightly long blond hair. He’s wearing a black t-shirt that shows off every muscle. She’s devouring his mouth like the world is ending in five minutes. Her strapless dress has slipped down so far that one breast is about to declare independence. I turn around and see several girls dancing in a tight circle on the dance floor.

Suddenly I feel hands covering my eyes from behind. I smell Susana’s fresh cologne.

“Surprise,” I hear her voice in my ear. “Meet tonight’s hottie.”

The hands disappear and I turn around.

Oh my God.

He’s tall, over six foot one, dark blond, very light gray eyes, perfectly scruffy three-day beard, and a smile that should be illegal. He’s wearing a black shirt and dark jeans that fit him... dangerously well. I concentrate on not looking at his package.

“Mapi, this is Kike,” says Susi, winking at me. “Kike, Mapi. My most gorgeous friend who’s in desperate need of some action.”

He looks me up and down without hiding it, bites his lower lip, and extends his hand.

“Pleasure to meet you, Mapi. Susi’s told me a lot about you.”

I give him my hand and, instead of shaking it, he pulls me in and plants two kisses that are anything but formal. The first one grazes the corner of my lips; the second is almost mouth to mouth. And his hands... God, his hands go straight to my bare back, running down my spine to my waist where they stay, firm, without asking permission.

Susi leans toward my ear while Kike keeps looking at me with that “I’m going to devour you” smile.

“I told him you’re not wearing panties,” she whispers. “His eyes nearly popped out. Don’t worry, he’s discreet... but he’s dying to find out for himself.”

I blush so hard I think I’m glowing brighter than my dress.

Kike leans slightly toward me, without letting go of my waist.

“Want to dance?” he asks, his voice husky. “Or if you prefer, we can stay here and keep getting to know each other...”

His fingers slide down two more centimeters, right where the dress begins and decency ends.

And I, who haven’t felt anything for five years, suddenly feel a lot, a lot of heat between my legs.

“Let’s dance,” I say, and my voice sounds more confident than I feel.

He smiles, takes my hand and leads me to the dance floor. We step in just as Flowers by Miley Cyrus starts playing, with that deep voice that reverberates in your chest. The room is filling up now, but there’s still space to move. Kike takes my hand and positions me in front of him, with my back to him, without asking permission, as if we’d danced together a thousand times before.

His hands return to my waist, fingers spread, pressing just enough for me to feel trapped... but in the best possible way.

“Move with me,” he whispers in my ear, so close I can feel his breath.

I start moving my hips slowly, following the rhythm. He presses completely against me: his chest against my back, his thighs against mine. I can perfectly feel how hard he is already, and the dress is so short and thin there’s no way to hide it.

His hands move a little lower, to the curve where my butt begins. He caresses me over the dress, slowly, as if testing how far he can go. Instead of pulling away, I press myself harder against him. I don’t know who I am tonight, but I love it.

Just as the dance floor really starts to fill up, Kike takes my hand and leads me toward the side, where there are some tall black leather sofas, still half-empty.

“Come here, just for five minutes,” he says, raising his voice above the music. “I want to see your face when we talk, not just your ass when we dance.”

I laugh, nervous, and sit beside him. He turns slightly toward me, rests an arm on the back of the sofa, behind my head, without touching me.

“First night out in a long time?” he asks, direct, with that calm smile.

“Is it that obvious?”

“A little,” he answers. “You look like you’re not sure if this is real. But you also look like you want it to be. I like that combination.”

I bite my lip.

“The truth is... I don’t usually do this. Never, actually.”

“I know,” he says, still looking into my eyes. “Susi gave me the highlights. And she also told me not to overwhelm you. So here I am: not overwhelming. Just chatting with the most beautiful woman I’ve seen in months.”

I laugh uncomfortably, though flattered.

“Thanks, but I’m not that beautiful.”

“Mapi,” he cuts me off, serious. “You’re spectacular. And I don’t mean the dress (though my God, the dress). I mean how you move when nobody’s watching you, how you bite your lip when you’re nervous, how you’re looking at me right now like you’re both scared and eager at the same time.”

I fall silent. Nobody has ever talked to me like this... ever.

“What about you?” I ask to change the subject. “Do you always go around rescuing women who never leave their houses?”

“No,” he laughs. “I’m usually more of a ‘hi, how are you, let’s hit the dance floor’ kind of guy. But with you... I don’t know. I want to take it slow. Or at least pretend to take it slow for five minutes,” he jokes, and winks at me.

He moves a little closer, but doesn’t touch me yet.

“Can I ask you a personal question?” he says.

“Sure.”

“Bad marriage?”

I swallow hard.

“More or less.”

“Damn,” he whispers, as if it pains him. “That’s a crime. A very serious crime.”

He stays quiet for a second, looks me up and down, but with a different gaze: not just desire, but something resembling tenderness.

“Okay,” he finally says. “Rule for tonight: you’re in charge. Of everything. If you want me to stop, I stop. If you want me to speed up, I speed up. If you want us to stay here talking until dawn, that’s perfect with me. But if you decide to continue... I promise you won’t even remember your own name.”

And then, very slowly, he rests his hand on my bare knee. Just his hand, warm, calm, without moving up even an inch.

“How does that sound?” he asks.

I take a deep breath, feel the heat of his palm burning my skin, and nod.

“Good... I guess. I don’t know.”

While Kike and I are talking on the sofa, I turn my head for a second looking for Susi and... I find her.

She’s on the other side of the main dance floor, right under one of the red spotlights that move up and down. And she’s putting on a show that people could charge admission for.

The tall guy with long hair has her pinned against the mirrored wall, one hand on her waist and the other lost somewhere that can’t be seen from here. Susi has her head thrown back, platinum blonde hair cascading down, and her mouth open in a laugh that transforms into a moan every time he bites her neck.

The strapless dress has already lost the battle: one breast is completely exposed, her nipple hard and glistening under the flashing lights. Javi seems to care exactly zero that there are two hundred eyes around; he slowly runs his tongue over her chest, moves down to her nipple and sucks it like he’s alone in the world. Susi arches her back, grabs his hair and lets out a “fuck” that can almost be heard above the music.

There are people watching, people recording with their phones, people laughing and people getting turned on. Susi doesn’t give a damn. She’s in her element: pure fire, zero shame, one hundred percent pleasure.

At one point she looks up, catches me watching and winks with a smile from ear to ear, as if saying: “See? This is living, you idiot.”

Right at that moment “Unholy” starts playing. The bass thumps, the lights turn red and he smiles slyly. Kike suddenly turns me around to face him. He takes both my hands, puts them around his neck and pulls me close to him again. Our waists meet, separate, crash together again. Every time I lean forward a little, the plunging neckline does its job: my breasts nearly spill out and he doesn’t miss a detail.

“Do you know how hard it is for me not to feel you up right here?” he says, his mouth against my neck.

“Then don’t hold back,” I answer, and I don’t even recognize my own voice: husky, confident, hungry.

He laughs, takes my face in one hand and kisses me. It’s not a tentative kiss: it’s tongue, teeth, desire. He bites my lower lip and I moan into his mouth. His other hand moves down to the hem of my dress, slides underneath and caresses my bare ass, pressing me against him.

“No panties...” he whispers against my lips. “Susi wasn’t lying.”

His fingers slide a little further, brushing the skin right where the heat begins. I’m already soaking wet, I can feel it. I don’t care that we’re surrounded by people. Only he and I exist.

He turns me around again, pulls me back against his chest and we start moving as if we were fucking with our clothes on. His hands travel along my sides, move up to brush the underside of my breasts, then down again. I tilt my head back, resting on his shoulder, and he kisses my neck, licks my earlobe.

“Kike, I need you to slow down!” I shout over the pounding music. “It’s been years since I’ve been in a club!”

He laughs, cups my cheeks for a second with both hands and plants a quick kiss on my forehead.

“We’ll go at your pace, don’t worry! The night is young,” he says, and his voice sounds so close it warms my ear. “Have you missed it much?”

I laugh like an idiot, take his hand and pull him toward the back of the dance floor, where Susi and Javi are putting on their own show.

“So much!” I answer as we make our way through the crowd. “I’d forgotten this even exists!”

We reach them just as a hit song that plays every two hours on the radio comes on. Susi sees me, opens her eyes wide and lets out a war cry:

“Mapi!! ” she grabs my arm and pulls me into her circle. “Javi, look what queen I brought tonight!”

Javi greets me with a “damn, you’re gorgeous” and continues dancing pressed against Susi as if they were one person. I feel amazing. I’m aware of the stares and I love it.

I start moving, without thinking, just feeling. The beat is so relentless it feels like my head’s been stuffed into a washing machine on spin cycle. Everything is noise, heat and the smell of perfume.

Kike positions himself behind me again, but this time more gently: one hand on my waist, not pressing too hard, just marking the rhythm. I let myself go. I raise my arms, close my eyes for a second and when I open them I see at least four or five guys staring at me shamelessly. One even bites his lip. And I, who would normally hide, rise to the occasion. I smile. I move my hips more. The gold dress shines as if it has a life of its own.

Susi takes my hands and we dance face to face for a second, shouting things at each other that can’t be understood but make us laugh like crazy.

Suddenly I realize I’m sweating, panting, and my legs are trembling.

“I’m exhausted!” I shout to Kike, laughing. “I’d completely forgotten how tiring these places are!”

He comes closer, puts his arm around my waist and pulls me against his body for a moment so I can rest.

“We haven’t even really started yet,” he whispers, with that playful smile. “Do you want water, air, or to keep sweating with me?”

I look at Susi, who already has her tongue down Javi’s throat again, and decide I don’t want to stop.

“Keep sweating,” I answer, and give him a quick kiss on the lips before I start moving again.

We keep dancing, me laughing with my mouth wide open like a kid, feeling the bass in my stomach and the music in my bones. Suddenly, in the middle of a turn, the full weight of what’s happening in this club with this guy hits me. Manuela is at home with Marta, and I’m here acting like a slut, letting a stranger touch me. What the hell am I doing? I’m an irresponsible mother.

I know that Miguel, although he’s probably with someone else right now, doesn’t deserve this, or at least I’m not that kind of person.

I feel such a strong pang of guilt that I get dizzy. I look toward the exit, searching for my purse, my jacket, an excuse.

Just then I feel Kike’s hands wrapping around my waist from behind, firm, warm. He lowers his head and kisses me slowly on the neck, right where my pulse is racing wildly.

“Hey,” he whispers, just for me. “Where are you going?”

“This isn’t right. I’m married… and I have a little girl. I shouldn’t be doing this.”

I turn around in his arms, look into his eyes, and guilt and desire fight in my throat.

“If you want, I’ll take you home,” he says calmly.

The truth is I want to bite his neck, to throw myself at him. Guilt and desire battle like lava from a volcano when it meets water. Finally, I let myself go…

“If you want to fuck me, let’s go,” I tell him, almost breathless. “But now. Before I change my mind.”

He doesn’t ask questions, doesn’t smile with superiority, doesn’t make any jokes. He just nods, serious, takes my hand and starts making his way through the crowd toward the exit. And I, who have never done anything like this in my life, follow him with my fingers intertwined with his. And I don’t think anymore.

We get out of the taxi barely speaking. The ride has been a slow torture: his hand on my thigh, moving up and down unhurriedly, brushing the edge of my dress but never quite reaching where I’m already burning. Every time the car stopped at a traffic light, he would look at me out of the corner of his eye and smile; I would squeeze my thighs together and breathe through my mouth.

We go up in the elevator. As soon as the doors close, he pushes me against the wall, takes my face in both hands and kisses me as if we hadn’t seen each other for years. His tongue opens my mouth, slow, deep, unhurried. I moan involuntarily and he responds by pressing harder, letting me feel how aroused he is.

“Relax,” he whispers against my lips. “In my apartment, no one will interrupt us.”

We arrive at the penthouse. He opens the door, turns on just one dim lamp, and I stand still in the middle of the living room: The floor is dark wood, there are huge gray sofas, floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking all of Madrid lit up. But I don’t have time to look much.

He grabs me by the waist, turns me around and presses me against the glass. The city shines below us. His chest against my back, his hands slowly moving up my sides, brushing the sides of my breasts, going down again.

He takes off his shirt unhurriedly, throws it on the floor. I see him in the reflection of the glass. His torso is defined, but not excessively so, his skin tanned, a small tattoo on his side that I want to lick right now.

His hands return to my dress. He lowers the zipper centimeter by centimeter, as if he were opening an expensive gift. The dress falls to the floor and I’m completely naked, with only the city lights bathing me.

“Damn, Mapi…” he whispers, and his voice sounds broken.

He turns me around slowly, looks me up and down, bites his lip. I tremble, and not from cold.

He kneels in front of me, unhurriedly, opens my legs with his hands and kisses me just above my clitoris, softly, as if testing. I grab onto his shoulders because my knees are weak.

“You’re beautiful. Do you want me to continue?”

I nod, unable to speak.

His pupils are so dilated they almost fill his entire iris, and the tension he transmits makes me shrink slightly.

“No,” he says in a husky voice. “Don’t hide from me.”

He takes me by the wrists, gently but insistently, and moves them away from my body. My heart is racing as his eyes lustfully scan my nakedness.

I know I’m not doing the right thing, but my mouth is unable to articulate a single word. A part of me, that eager and needy part, forcibly hidden for so long, is screaming at me to continue, and I listen to it.

I can’t take my eyes off his soft hands moving over my body, with long, strong fingers that caress my stomach with warmth. He traces the underside of my breasts with his fingertips, cupping them in his palms. I feel my areolas hardening until they become rough and rigid.

While he caresses me, making circles on my areolas with his fingertips, he kisses me softly on the mouth, barely inserting the tip of his tongue. He shows no rush at all. He savors each caress, each gesture.

“You like it, don’t you?” I feel his warm breath in my ear.

With his fingertips, he continues tracing the upper part of my breasts. I feel a rosy blush spreading across my skin. I swallow hard when I feel his hands moving down my sides, briefly grazing my buttocks before quickly moving to my trembling thighs. The palm of his hand caresses my pubis. I’m infinitely grateful for Susi’s work with the razor.

Hypnotized by the warm, husky cadence of his voice, I let him gently part my thighs, exposing my sex to the eyes of a guy I’ve just met. I feel like a slut, but I don’t want him to stop. I feel the wetness in my sex, and how the tender folds of flesh are swelling, moist and glistening, responding to his caresses.

Slow, deep, with his tongue and fingers, unhurried, as if he had all the time in the world. I lean against the glass, the city a blur behind me, and for the first time in a very long time, I feel myself getting truly aroused.

He lays me on the bed, kisses my neck, my chest, my nipples until I arch my back. Then he stands at the edge of the mattress and slowly pulls down his jeans.

When I see it, my breath catches.

It’s enormous. Thick, veiny, straight, with a shiny, swollen head. Much bigger than anything I’ve ever seen before. I stare at it as if hypnotized, my mouth slightly open and a liquid heat between my legs.

He notices and smiles, slowly.

“Do you like it?”

I nod wordlessly. I sit up on my knees on the bed, crawl toward him and take it with both hands (even so, there’s space left over). What a cock this guy has! It’s hot, hard as steel, pulsing under my palms. I bring my face closer, breathe in his scent, and a moan escapes me.

I open my mouth and start slowly: I lick the tip, trace the thick vein underneath with my tongue, kiss it as if it were the most delicious thing in the world. He grunts, takes my hair in a loose fist and guides me.

“Deeper, beautiful.”

I open my mouth wider, take him in as far as I can. I reach halfway and already feel him at my throat. I salivate, breathe through my nose, push more. He pushes a little too and I gag. Tears come to my eyes, but I don’t stop. I love it.

I start moving my head faster, making noise, with saliva dripping down my chin and falling onto my tits. Every time I take him all the way in, I hit bottom and choke for a second, but I come back for more. He pants, grips my hair tighter.

“Fuck, Mapi... like that... you’re going to kill me.”

I stick out my tongue, lick his balls, take them into my mouth one by one while jerking him with both hands. Then I go back up, swallow him until my nose touches his pubic hair and stay there, swallowing, until he lets out a broken moan.

“Wait, slow down a bit, crazy girl... like that... I won’t last at all.”

He lifts me up and begins to softly kiss my lips, then buries his head between my breasts and takes a nipple in his mouth.

“Let’s go to the bed....”

He takes my hand and guides me to the bedroom. He gently pushes me onto the bed, and I start taking off my sandals.

“Keep them on.... There’s nothing sexier than a naked woman in heels.”

He lays me on my back looking at the ceiling, while he continues sucking first one nipple, then the other. The most hidden part of my body responds with a wave of heat that I feel between my legs.

When his exploring fingers rest on my clitoris, moving in circles, a stifled moan escapes me. I feel the folds of my vulva becoming slippery.

The inside of my sex is so drenched that I feel something dripping between my buttocks. The caresses on my clitoris, with these rhythmic movements, cause slight contractions in my pelvis. I notice how I open myself to him instinctively, inviting his fingers to continue that delicious sensation.

He positions me with my back to him, sitting on the edge of the bed. He grabs me by the hips and lowers me slowly, very slowly, until I feel I’m full of him. The biggest cock I’ve seen reaches deeper than ever before, and I feel every inch rubbing against a spot that no one has ever touched.

I start moving on my own, up and down, slowly at first, seeking more and more.

He grabs my tits from behind, pinches my nipples and whispers in my ear:

“Right here, right? Right here...”

And yes, it’s right there.

Every time I go down, the head of his cock presses exactly there, that place that with Miguel never existed.

It’s like lighting a fuse inside me.

I speed up.

My hips move on their own, desperate.

The pleasure spirals upward, fast, too fast.

I feel a liquid heat growing from deep in my belly, squeezing me, burning me.

“Kike... I can’t... I’m going to...”

“Come, beautiful. I want to feel you.”

It’s as if, suddenly, something inside me breaks into a thousand pieces... but in the best possible way. First I feel a heat that concentrates right there, where he’s pressing, a heat that grows so quickly it scares me. Then comes a kind of knot, a tension that tightens my belly and makes me hold my breath without wanting to. I think I’m going to explode, that something’s wrong, because I’ve never felt anything so strong. And then it explodes.

An electric current runs through me from the depths of my pussy to the tips of my fingers, so intense that my whole body arches and a scream escapes me that I didn’t know I had inside.

My entire body goes rigid and at the same time melts: my legs tremble uncontrollably, my belly contracts again and again, as if something were squeezing and releasing me in waves.

I feel myself coming inside, getting wetter than ever, feeling something hot and liquid flowing out that I can't stop.

It's pleasure, but also fear, because I don't understand what's happening to me.

And I explode again. Turns out I'm capable of coming twice in a row. What a useless man you are, Miguel. This doesn't resemble anything I've felt before.

I had never come like that. Not once in five years of marriage. And now I'm crying on top of a stranger, trembling, with my body on fire and my soul in pieces. He holds me tight from behind, kisses my neck, my ear, my temple. I sit up and hurry to finish the job. I take that enormous piece of meat into my mouth. It tastes like me, like the fluids I've soaked it with. I lick it again from his balls to the tip of the head. I feel like I want to swallow it whole, I'm craving cock and this time I want the final prize.

“Don't stop... I'm coming...”

And he explodes.

Hot, thick, a lot. The first jet hits the back of my throat and I swallow without thinking. It continues, jet after jet, and I keep swallowing, moaning, with my mouth full of him. When he finishes, I stay a second longer, gently licking, collecting every last drop, until he pushes me away, trembling.

He looks down at me, breathing hard, his eyes full of desire.

“Come here,” he says with a broken voice. – and he does something I thought could never happen. He kisses me. Our saliva mixes with his semen and my fluids. I taste the true flavor of sex. Nothing had prepared me for that.

	There is no guilt.


The phone alarm vibrates at seven o'clock sharp. I open my eyes and the sun is already filtering through the slats of the blinds. I'm alone, naked, in a bed that smells of sex and him. Rumpled sheets, my gold dress thrown on the floor like evidence of a crime. I sit up suddenly and feel a mild dizziness: my body feels deliciously heavy, but it also reminds me of everything I did.

I get dressed in a hurry. The dress sticks to my sweaty body from last night, the heels make me wobble. I look at myself in the bathroom mirror: smeared mascara, tangled hair, swollen lips. I look exactly like someone who's spent the entire night fucking. And I both love it and am horrified in equal measure.

While I quickly wash my face, I do a mental review:

I came three times (three).

I screamed, I cried, I begged.

I did things I didn't even know could be done.

And I'm smiling like an idiot... until I remember Manuela and guilt hits me like a hammer.

I'm a slut.

Officially unfaithful.

And I even like it.

I walk into the living room with a criminal's face. Kike is in the kitchen, in boxers, making coffee. He looks at me and smiles with that calmness that disarms me.

“What's wrong?”

“Look at the state I'm in...” I whisper, pointing at myself. “It's one thing to go out looking like this at night and another to come home during the day. If any neighbor sees me...”

“I'll drive you.”

“No need, I'll call a taxi.”

“I'll drive you,” he repeats, firmly, and he's already grabbing the keys.

We go down to the garage in silence. He opens the passenger door for me as if it were the most normal thing in the world. During the journey we don't talk much; he puts on music at low volume and occasionally caresses my thigh over the dress. I look out the window at the already awake city, feeling like I'm in a bubble that's about to burst.

We arrive at my street. He stops the car two buildings away from mine.

“Thank you,” I say, and my voice comes out small.

He leans in, takes my face in both hands and gives me a slow, deep kiss, the kind that promises more.

“I'll call you this week,” he says against my lips. “And that's not just a line.”

I smile, nod, and get out of the car with my legs still trembling.

I tiptoe into the house. The living room smells of cereal and cartoons. Marta is in the kitchen, already dressed, looking like she hasn't slept much. When she sees me come in like this, her eyes open wide.

I open my mouth to make something up, but she quickly raises her hand.

“Not a word, please,” she whispers. “The night got away from us... a lot.”

She smiles knowingly, understanding.

“Don't worry. Manuela has been an angel.”

I give her the agreed payment plus fifty euros extra, walk her to the door and call her a taxi.

When I close the door, I lean against it for a second, my heart racing.

I've been unfaithful.

I've been happy.

And I don't know which of the two scares me more.

I'm coming out of the shower wrapped in a towel, with my hair dripping and still smelling of him on my skin, when my phone starts vibrating like crazy on the bed.

Susi. Of course.

I answer and I can already hear her shouting before I say hello.

“SLUTTY NURSE, OPEN THE CONFESSIONAL DOOR!! Where the fuck are you? I've been calling you for half an hour!”

“I just got out of the shower, pest,” I answer, laughing. “What's up?”

“What's up? WHAT'S UP? You have to tell me EVERYTHING! Did you fuck him or not? Don't leave me in suspense, I'm dying here!”

I throw myself on the bed, still wrapped in the towel.

“Yes, I slept with him.”

“YESSS!! I knew my girl had the balls! And? And? And? How was it? Can you still walk or are you still crawling?”

“Susi...”

“Talk, damn it!”

I sigh, covering my face with my hand even though she can’t see me.

“I’d never had an orgasm in my life. Three times. Three. And I cried, Susi. I cried like an idiot.”

Three seconds of silence (a world record for her).

“HOLY SHIT!! I KNEW IT!! Kike is a fucking Greek god with a pneumatic hammer between his legs!! Didn’t I tell you? Two Coke cans stacked on top of each other, I told you!!”

I burst out laughing.

“More like three and a half cans. I think I still have it inside me.”

“HAHAHA!! That’s my girl!! And the taste? Did you swallow it or did he paint you like a canvas?”

“Everything. To the last drop.”

“You’re my hero!! I award you the medal of sexual merit!! Hey, and now what? Are you going for round two or was it just a one-night thing?”

“I don’t know... He said he’d call me.”

“He’s going to call. And if he doesn’t, we’ll call him and remind him where you live. But come on, after three orgasms and tears, that guy is praying you’ll give him another chance.”

I laugh, but a sigh escapes me.

“Susi... I feel terrible too. Manuela, Miguel...”

“Hold up. Miguel is in Valencia (or wherever the hell he is) probably doing the same or worse. You deserved this and more. And Manuela had cereal for breakfast and watched Frozen twice, she’s happy. So now enjoy your sexual hangover, queen, you’ve earned it.”

I stay quiet for a second, smiling like an idiot.

“Thanks, crazy.”

“Thank YOU for giving me conversation material for weeks! Now send me a picture of your well-fucked face because I want to see it!”

I hang up laughing hysterically and, for the first time all day, I allow myself to feel a little proud of myself.

My phone vibrates again just as I hang up with Susi.

Video call. Miguel.

I answer with my heart in my throat, still in a towel and with wet hair.

The image opens and... yes, he’s at a conference.

White background, long tables, men in suits, pharmaceutical sponsor banners, the typical noise of coffee and conversations. There’s no luxury hotel or mysterious woman behind him. Just him, wearing the blue shirt I gave him for his birthday and looking tired.

“Hi...” he says, and his voice sounds softer than usual. “How are you, Mapi?”

“Good...” I lie, trying not to show anything.

Before I can say more, Manuela runs into the living room in her pajamas, her hair full of messy curls.

“DADDYYYYY!!!”

He smiles genuinely when he sees her.

“Hi, princess! Have you been good for mommy?”

“Yesssss! We watched Frozen and then I ate popcorn!”

Miguel laughs, and I stay in the background while they talk about unicorns, school, and a tooth that’s starting to wiggle. It’s the same conversation as always, but today it sounds different to me.

When Manuela gets bored and runs off to get her toys, Miguel lowers his voice.

“Hey... before I hang up. I wanted to tell you that... I’m sorry for being such a jerk the other day. I was stressed and I screwed up. I shouldn’t have spoken to you like that. I’m really sorry. It’s just that I’m tired of all this extra work.” I freeze.

“It’s fine,” I lie again.

“No, it’s not. I’m serious.”

An awkward silence follows. I clutch the towel against my chest as if I could hide inside it.

“I’ll be back Sunday afternoon,” he says. “Let’s have dinner, the three of us, okay? And... we’ll talk calmly.”

“Okay,” I whisper.

He hangs up.

I stare at the black screen.

And suddenly I feel like the biggest piece of shit in the world.

Him asking for forgiveness, wanting to fix things...

...and I just spent the night screaming on top of another guy, swallowing to the last drop, discovering that my body works perfectly when touched properly.

I feel dirty.

A textbook cheater.

And worst of all: a part of me, even if it’s small, still wants to do it again.

I collapse onto the bed, close my eyes, and feel a treacherous tear escape.

What the fuck have I done?

The weekend passes in bubble mode:

Manuela and I on the couch, blanket, popcorn, and a marathon of Encanto, Frozen, and Moana on repeat. We go to the park, swings, chocolate ice cream that falls on her shoes, laughter. It’s perfect and, at the same time, I feel like I’m wearing a mask the whole time.

Sunday at seven fifteen, the doorbell rings.

I open it and there’s Miguel, with his small suitcase, three-day beard, and the face of someone who hasn’t slept much. He looks at me for a second, as if measuring me, and gives me a kiss on the lips: quick, routine, but with something different... less automatic than usual.

“Hi,” he says, and his voice sounds tired but gentle.

“DADDYYY!!!” Manuela shoots out and throws herself at him.

He picks her up, covers her with kisses, and I stand at the door watching the scene as if it were someone else’s movie.

“I’m going to take a quick shower,” he tells me, leaving his suitcase on the floor. “I’m exhausted.”

While he’s in the bathroom, I prepare the usual dinner: Spanish omelet, salad, and the fish sticks that Manuela likes. The three of us eat together. Miguel tells anecdotes from the conference, Manuela shows him the drawing she made of the science volcano. I smile, nod, cut the fish into small pieces... all on autopilot.

When Manuela goes to brush her teeth, Miguel takes his plate, carries it to the sink, and stands there with his back to me for a moment. Then he turns around.

“We need to talk,” he says quietly.

My heart skips a beat.

He comes closer, sits back at the table, and takes my hand across the tablecloth.

“Mapi... I’ve been thinking a lot these days. I feel like I’m not taking good care of you. Not as a husband or... well, not as a man either. And I don’t want us to continue like this.”

I’m speechless.

“Look,” he continues, “the other day I was an asshole. And I know that for a while you’ve been... I don’t know... kind of switched off. And part of that is my fault.”

I swallow. My throat burns.

“I’ve booked a hotel in the mountains for next weekend and a romantic dinner. Just the two of us. We’ll leave Manuela with my parents, we’ll escape Friday afternoon and come back Saturday. No phones, no rush. Just you and me. Let’s see if... if we can fix what’s broken between us.”

He squeezes my hand, looks into my eyes, and waits for an answer.

And I feel like the universe has just slapped me in the face.

Because forty-eight hours ago I was crying on top of another man, discovering that I can come until I lose consciousness... and now my husband is asking me for exactly what I’d been wishing he would ask for years.

“Okay,” I finally whisper, because nothing else comes out.

He smiles with relief, leans in and gives me another kiss, this time longer, more intentional.

“Thank you,” he says. “I promise this time will be different.”

And I smile as best I can, while inside I’m screaming:

Different?

Miguel, honey... you have no idea how different everything already is.

The week passes in a kind of soft fog.

At the hospital, I request a transfer to the fourth floor (Internal Medicine).

The ER burns me out: twelve-hour shifts, blood, screams, people dying while you’re looking for a vein. At least on the floor you can talk to patients, change a catheter without getting splashed, drink coffee without an alarm going off every five minutes. I feel calmer... or so I tell myself.

Susi, of course, doesn’t leave me alone.

Every time we meet in the break room or in the hallway, she throws her usual tactless comments:

Horny nurse... have you returned to the fold or is your pussy still in “Do not touch, recent use” mode?

Does it hurt when you sit down or have you already forgotten the memory of those two Coke cans?

Has Miguel discovered yet that you now know what a good orgasm is, or does he still think you’re frigid?

On Friday, during the coffee break, she catches me alone and sits across from me with her protein shake and that “I want information” face.

Come on, spill it. How’s it going with your redeemed hubby?

I tell her about the weekend in the mountains, Miguel’s face, the hand he held, the promise that this time would be different.

Susi listens, crosses her arms, and lets out a theatrical snort.

“Classic reaction of an expert-level repentant slut,” she says, without any tact. “You get properly fucked for the first time in your life, discover that you have a clitoris and that it works, and suddenly you get the Virgin Mary syndrome. ‘Oh, my husband, oh, my daughter, oh, what a bad person I am.’”

“It’s not that, Susi...”

“Of course it is. You feel guilty because you’ve been happy without permission. And now Miguel throws you the bone of ‘let’s go to a hotel alone’ and you’re already watching the Sunday afternoon movie with a happy ending and reconciliation in bed.”

She leans toward me, lowers her voice, and smiles mischievously.

But listen carefully, queen: Kike is going to call you. And when he does, he’ll remind you exactly how your voice sounds when you really come. And then you’ll have to decide if you prefer to keep faking moans with Miguel... or feel alive again.

I remain silent, stirring my cold coffee.

“I don’t know if I want him to call me,” I half-lie.

“Liar,” she replies, winking at me. “Your pussy has already voted and won by absolute majority.”

She stands up, gives me a slap on the ass, and walks away swaying her hips.

And I’m left there, phone in hand, waiting for a notification that doesn’t come... and wishing with all my might that it would.

Friday afternoon I pack my suitcase with a mixture of nerves and guilt.

Susi has lent me an electric blue sequined dress that shines without being flashy: a deep V-neckline that’s still elegant, fitted at the waist and falling just above the knee. With it, she’s loaned me black stiletto heels and thigh-high stockings with garters.

“So he has something to remove slowly,” she said with a wink.

Miguel arrives at six, enters the bedroom while I’m putting on my earrings, and freezes in the doorway.

“Damn, Mapi... you look...”

His sentence trails off. I see how his gaze travels over me, from shoes to eyes, and something ignites in him that I haven’t seen in a long time. Then he frowns for a second.

“Aren’t you a bit... excessive?”

I smile inwardly.

If you had seen me last Friday, honey, in that gold dress with no panties in the middle of the club...

“Don’t worry, it’s elegant,” I say, turning slightly so he can see the back. “Besides, it’s a special occasion.”

He nods, still a bit dazed, and kisses me on the temple.

“I’ve reserved a table at El Mirador. At nine.”

The dinner is lovely: candles, views of the mountains, cold white wine. We talk about normal things, work, daycare, and at one point the topic of summer comes up.

“Where would you like to go this year?” he asks, pouring me more wine.

“To the south,” I answer without hesitation. “Cádiz, Tarifa, somewhere with a real beach. Sun, sand, beach bars... and where Manuela can run around all day without us having to worry about her constantly.”

Miguel smiles.

“Sounds perfect. I’ll book something with a pool for her.”

I take a small sip of wine and, without thinking too much, add in a playful tone:

“And if you want, I’ll go topless. After all, it’s normal on those beaches.”

He freezes with his glass halfway to his mouth.

“Topless? With our daughter there?”

“It’s not a big deal, Miguel. People do it everywhere in Europe. Manuela wouldn’t even notice.”

He shifts uncomfortably in his chair.

“I don’t think it’s appropriate, honestly. There are children, families...”

I lower my gaze to my plate.

Of course.

Appropriate.

I’m sure Kike would love to see me topless... and completely naked too.

I scold myself immediately. Stop it, Mapi! You’re having dinner with your husband, the father of your daughter, the man who organized this weekend to fix things.

And here you are thinking about another guy.

Miguel takes my hand across the table.

“Hey... I want this weekend to be for us. No phones, no distractions. Just you and me, okay?”

I smile as best I can.

“Okay.”

But while he orders dessert, my mind is already on another beach, with another gaze, with other hands that don’t ask permission for anything.

And I hate myself a little for it.

Under the table, I discreetly slip off one shoe and slowly raise my foot up his calf.

My nails are painted dark red and my feet are freshly done; the skin is soft, silky. I start tracing slow circles on the inside of his thigh, going higher, higher...

Miguel suddenly tenses, the dessert spoon frozen midway.

“Mapi...” he whispers, looking around. “People will see us.”

I smile mischievously and increase the pressure.

My foot continues upward until I feel it: hard, hot, pressing against the fabric of his pants.

I caress it with the sole of my foot, slowly, from bottom to top, pressing a little at the tip.

He swallows hard, gripping the edge of the table.

“What are you doing...?” he whispers, his voice husky.

“Shhh...” I tell him, still moving my foot. “Unzip your fly.”

He turns red as a tomato.

“Are you fucking kidding me?”

“No,” I answer, giving a gentle tap with my toes right on his zipper. “I want to really touch you.”

He looks left and right: the couple next to us has their backs turned, the waiter is far away.

He’s incredibly aroused, I can feel him throbbing under my foot, but he’s resisting. He clenches his teeth, shifts uncomfortably in his chair.

“No... not here, please...”

I slowly lower my foot and put my shoe back on.

I smile politely, pick up my wine glass and take a small sip.

In my head, however, I’m no longer here.

I’m imagining Kike at this same table.

Kike who wouldn’t look around.

Kike who would unzip his pants without hesitation, grab my ankle and guide me himself, firmly, without asking permission.

Kike who would fuck me with his eyes while I give him a footjob under the tablecloth and would whisper in my ear “come for me right now, without making a sound.”

And I get wet just thinking about it.

Miguel clears his throat, uncomfortable, discreetly adjusting himself.

“Are you okay?” he asks, confused.

“Perfect,” I lie, with the sweetest smile in the world.

And inside I keep telling myself:

“Mapi, you’re a mess. You’re here with your husband... and wishing it was someone else touching you.”

We arrive at the hotel bedroom. The room is nice: A large bed, soft lighting, lavender scent. Miguel closes the door, hurriedly takes off his clothes and lies on his back, naked, waiting. He doesn’t come over to undress me, doesn’t kiss me, doesn’t touch me. He just waits.

I sigh inside, take off my dress by myself and remain in my thigh-high stockings and stilettos. I get into bed just like that, crawling on top of him.

“Take off your shoes, will you?” he says, almost like an order.

I kick them off and lie down beside him.

He starts caressing me: first my shoulders, then my breasts, with movements that want to be sensual but are clumsy, as if he’d read a manual but didn’t know how to apply it. He kisses my neck, pinches a nipple too hard and then too softly. I can tell he’s making an effort, that he wants to do it right, that he’s watched porn or read some article on “how to reignite the spark.”

He gets on top, positions himself, enters slowly.

It’s the same missionary as always, but this time he tries to vary the rhythm: faster, slower, circles with his hips. He asks if I like it and I nod, moan a little to encourage him.

He takes one of my legs, puts it on his shoulder (damn, that’s something new) and thrusts deeper.

A “fuck, you’re beautiful” escapes him and he looks me in the eyes for a real moment.

And then, surprising myself, I start to feel it.

It’s not like with Kike, not that brutal wave that breaks me into a thousand pieces, but it’s... something.

A gentle warmth that rises slowly, steadily.

I close my eyes and, without meaning to, visualize other hands, another rhythm, another voice whispering dirty things in my ear.

I feel ashamed, but I can’t stop the image.

And with that forbidden mixture, with Miguel on top giving me the best he knows how and me thinking of someone else, I come.

It’s small, sweet, almost timid compared to last week’s, but it’s real.

A long moan escapes me, I grip the sheets, my legs tremble a little.

Miguel notices, gets excited, speeds up and comes too, grunting my name.

He collapses beside me, panting, happy.

“Was it good?” he asks, with the voice of a child expecting a grade.

“Very good,” I half-lie, and kiss his forehead.

He falls asleep in five minutes, as always.

I lie staring at the ceiling, my body still warm and my head a mess.

I’ve come with my husband for the first time in years... but I had to think about someone else to achieve it. And that makes me feel more lost than ever.

Miguel snores softly beside me, lying on his back, with his arm over his face.

My phone vibrates on the nightstand.

I open it and there it is: a photo of Kike’s cock, hard, enormous, his hand barely fits around it.

Below, a single message:

Kike 01:14

thinking of you...

see you tomorrow?

I stare at the screen as if hypnotized. My heart is pounding in my throat.

Me 01:15

I’m away with my husband. We’re returning to Madrid tomorrow afternoon.

Kike 01:15

Doesn’t matter. Send me a photo now. I want to see you.

I look at Miguel: still out cold.

I get up quietly, grab my phone and go into the bathroom. I lock the door, sit on the toilet with the lid down, spread my legs and take a quick photo: my shaved pussy, thigh-high stockings still on, swollen and glistening lips. I send it to him.

Kike 01:17

Fuck beautiful

Now another one peeing. I want to see you taking a little piss.

I freeze.

Me 01:18

No fucking way.

Kike 01:18

Come on, just for me. I know it turns you on.

I bite my lip so hard it hurts.

I look at the door. Miguel is still snoring.

I stand up, lift the lid, sit back down and… I do it.

The stream falls, warm, loud in the bathroom’s silence.

I take the photo right as it’s coming out, with my legs spread and my flushed face reflected in the bathroom mirror.

I hit send before I have time to regret it.

Kike 01:20

Fuck, Mapi…

I’m jerking off like crazy

Tomorrow I’m going to fuck you until you cry again

The phone vibrates again. He’s sending me a video file. After downloading, an eighteen-second file appears.

I open it with a trembling finger and the volume at zero.

First image: Kike’s phone screen. He must be using a second phone to record.

There I am, sitting on the hotel toilet, with my legs spread, and the stream of urine falling, my face red and my eyes bright.

Above my photo, his enormous cock, hard, right in the center of the screen.

His hand starts moving, fast, hard, merciless. I turn up the volume of the video slightly.

You can hear his heavy breathing, a stifled moan.

“Fuck, Mapi… look what you do to me…”

His hand speeds up. The tip is swollen, glistening with fluid. Suddenly he stops, squeezes the base and… explodes.

His cum shoots out in thick, white jets, falling again and again onto the screen, onto my photo, onto my face, onto my spread pussy.

Each spurt is more abundant than the previous one, as if he hadn’t cum in days.

You can hear the wet impact against his phone screen, his long, broken moan at the end.

“All this is for you… all of it…”

The video ends with the image stained white and his breathing still agitated:

“I need to see you, queen. You make me so fucking hot.”

I turn off the phone.

I’m soaking wet.

Literally.

I can feel it dripping between my legs, my clit throbbing so hard it hurts. I slide back into bed without making the slightest noise so as not to wake Miguel. My hands are shaking, and my breathing is ragged. My hand moves down and finds the wetness. I bite my lip to keep from moaning out loud.

Miguel continues sleeping beside me, oblivious to everything.

I trace circles around my clit. I explore myself just as they say every woman should do to know her own body. My body is on fire from Kike’s video of him cumming on my peeing photo. My pussy is throbbing so hard it seems to have a life of its own.

I look at Miguel. Still asleep. He didn’t even move when I got up to go to the bathroom earlier. I breathe deeply, very slowly.

I slide my right hand under my ass, between my buttocks, inch by inch, as if I were afraid someone might catch me. I open my legs a little. The cold air of the room brushes against my wet pussy and makes me shiver.

I close my eyes. And there he is. Kike standing in front of me, naked, with that enormous, hard cock, pointing at me.

I imagine his husky voice in my ear: “Open wider, beautiful. I want to see all of you.”

With the tip of my middle finger, I start to rub my clit, very gently, in slow circles.

Every time I pass over it, I remember his tongue, how he looked at me while he ate me out, how he held my legs open to keep me from closing them. A moan escapes me, very softly. I move my hand lower. I insert one finger, then two.

I’m dripping.

I move them slowly, in and out, imagining it’s him, opening me, filling me until it hurts in the best way.

With my thumb I continue caressing my clit, faster and faster. With my other hand I circle my anus. The sensation is amazing. I even insert the tip of my finger. I’m going crazy…

I remember the video: his hand moving almost compulsively, the jets of cum falling on my image, his moan when he came.

Another moan escapes me, longer this time.

I cover my mouth with my left hand.

I speed up.

I push my fingers all the way in, curl them, searching for that spot he found the first night.

I find it.

My entire abdomen tenses.

I imagine Kike taking me from behind, opening my ass, slowly inserting the tip while telling me “relax, you’re going to love this.”

And I cum.

It’s a silent orgasm, but brutal.

The orgasm runs through me like an electric current: my whole body arches, I clench my teeth against the palm of my hand, my legs tremble, my pussy contracts around my own fingers again and again.

It lasts a long time. Longer than I expected, and longer than with Miguel.

When it ends, I’m panting, with rapid breathing and a soaked hand.

I slowly remove my fingers, bring them to my mouth, and suck them without thinking, tasting myself, imagining it’s him.

Miguel stirs slightly, mumbles something in his sleep, and settles back down, oblivious to everything.

I lie staring at the ceiling, my heart racing and my body still trembling.

Tomorrow I’ll have him for real. Tomorrow I’m going to let him do everything I’m imagining right now. And that certainty fills me with as much fear as desire.

I discreetly wipe myself with the sheet and turn to my side, my back to my husband. I close my eyes. And I daydream about him. Only him. Knowing that tomorrow I’m going to betray my husband again... and that I’m longing for it with all my soul.

We’re on the guided tour of El Escorial monastery.

The guide talks about Philip II, about austerity, about the hard bed where the king slept to mortify his flesh... and all I can think about is how much I want Kike to mortify my flesh, but in a very different way.

Miguel walks beside me, attentive, making occasional comments:

“Look how uncomfortable these beds were...”

“Notice the sobriety, how little luxury there is...”

I nod like a bobblehead, “yes, honey, of course, love,” while my mind is miles away.

I realize I need an alibi. I need Susi to cover for me. If she hadn’t introduced me to Kike, I wouldn’t be standing here with my pussy throbbing every time I remember last night’s video.

I discreetly take out my phone and write to her:

SOS. Need an alibi for tonight. Say yes.

Pleeeeeease.

Susi 11:28

HAHAHA

WE’VE GOT HER!

Another round of family-size Coca-Cola cans?

Or are you upgrading to the 40oz format this time?

Me 11:29

Shut up and help me, bitch

Susi 11:29

Relax, queen.

I’ll tell Miguel I’ve planned a “girls’ night” with you because I’m a mess and need to vent.

Dinner + drinks + sleeping at my place.

Totally believable.

Me 11:30

You’re the best fucking friend in the world

Susi 11:30

And you’re the biggest jumbo soda addict I’ve ever known

Do you have a dress? I have a red one that’ll knock even your own socks off.

Me 11:31

Bring everything you’ve got. Though I liked that black one you wore the other day. It’s very sexy, and I want to look good for him the moment he sees me.

Susi 11:31

Done.

And when you’re finished, tell me everything, down to how he smelled.

Enjoy, reformed slut!

I put my phone away, smile as if nothing happened, and take Miguel’s hand.

“Are you okay?” he asks, puzzled.

“Perfect,” I answer, squeezing his hand. “Just a little tired.”

And while the guide continues talking about hard beds and royal penances, I can only think of one thing:

Tonight I’m going to sleep very little... and very badly. And I can’t wait. I owe it to Susi. For introducing me to Kike and for covering for me. Susana and I met in our first year of Nursing school, at the old faculty building of Complutense University.

I was the typical small-town bookworm: high ponytail, clothes from El Corte Inglés clearance sales, never had anything stronger than a non-alcoholic beer. She walked into the classroom on the first day with pink-dyed hair, a tongue piercing, and a t-shirt that said “I want your SEX.” Within two minutes she was already telling me things you wouldn’t even tell your best friend.

I looked at her like she was from another planet.

She looked at me and decided she was going to “adopt” me. For four years she was my exact counterpoint: I would arrive at clinical rotations with a pressed lab coat and my hair tied back; she would show up hungover with smeared lipstick. I would quietly get straight As; she would fail exams and hook up with repeating students. I had never had an orgasm; she counted them like cups of coffee. Even so, we became inseparable.

She taught me how to apply makeup, how to look sexy and shed my small-town girl image fresh off the bus to Madrid.

I taught her to study more than just the night before an exam and not to hook up with married guys (though she never fully followed that advice).

When I finished college, I married Miguel and went into responsible-woman mode.

She remained the same hurricane as always. Right now I need her more than ever... and I also blame her a little for all this.

Lunch at the steakhouse will be the end of the romantic getaway my husband planned. It feels like it’s taking forever...

The steakhouse smells of charcoal and roasted lamb. Miguel is happy, relaxed, with his impeccable shirt, pouring house wine from a clay pitcher.

“Last night...” he suddenly says, lowering his voice and smiling with that big-kid face he makes when he feels proud, “was incredible, wasn’t it? It’s been so long since... well, since you came like that. I loved seeing you.”

I freeze with my fork halfway to my mouth.

“Yes...” I half-lie. “It was really good.”

And it was... in its own way.

But while he smiles remembering my soft moan from last night, I remember the screams I let out a week ago, the crying, the gagging, the taste of another man in my throat.

I feel such a sharp stab of guilt that I almost get dizzy.

Because right now I’m sitting across from my husband, who has made an effort, who has apologized, who organized this weekend to save our relationship.

And in a few hours I’m going to lie to him again, I’m going to dress like a slut in Susi’s clothes and spread my legs for another guy who isn’t even my lover... he’s my drug.

I feel dirty. I feel like a piece of shit. I feel like a horrible mother and a traitorous wife. And at the same time... at the same time I’m counting the hours until Kike splits me in half again, until I feel alive again, until I stop pretending that Miguel is enough for me.

Miguel takes my hand across the tablecloth.

“Are you okay, honey? You’ve gone very quiet.”

I smile as best I can.

“Yes, just tired.”

And while he orders roast lamb and peppers, I swallow my guilt along with the wine, knowing that tonight I’m going to betray him again... and that a part of me never wants to stop.

I leave the house before eight with the perfect excuse ready: “Susi is in a terrible state. Her boyfriend dumped her and she needs me. If you don’t mind, I’ll stay overnight with her.”

Miguel kisses me on the forehead, tells me to go, not to worry, that he’ll take care of putting Manuela to bed.

Manuela hugs my legs and asks me to bring her a present.

I smile, tell them I love them, and close the door with my heart in my throat.

In the elevator I look at myself in the mirror: light blue jeans, white blouse buttoned up to the neck, white sneakers, low ponytail, zero makeup. The perfect image of the responsible mom going to help a friend.

I look like the typical teenager who leaves home dressed like a nun and changes in the car or at a friend’s house to become someone else.

Thirty-one years old and I’m still doing exactly the same thing I did at seventeen when I snuck out to parties in neighboring towns.

Except now the party has a first and last name, and the biggest cock I’ve ever seen in my life.

In the taxi I have such a strong attack of guilt that I almost tell the driver to turn around. I think of Manuela asleep with her stuffed toy. I think of Miguel reading bedtime stories with his good-daddy voice. I think of the faces they would both make if they knew that their mother/wife was on her way to spread her legs for a guy she met a week ago. I feel dirty, a bad mother, a bad wife, a bad person. I want to cry. And at the same time... at the same time I’m soaking wet.

Just thinking about how Kike will look at me when he sees me in Susi’s red dress, how he’ll tear the fabric with his teeth, how he’ll penetrate me until I come like crazy... my pussy contracts and I have to squeeze my thighs together in the back seat of the taxi. It’s like I have two people inside me shouting at each other at once: one who wants to run back home and another who wants to be fucked until she can’t walk.

I arrive at Susi’s building with my legs trembling in anticipation of what I want to come.

She opens the door in pajamas, with a glass in her hand. She looks me up and down and bursts out laughing.

“Look who’s here! The good private school girl who’s going to transform into the queen of the ball!”

“Come in, Cinderella, your fairy godmother is drunk and eager to turn you into a goddess of lust...”

Susi’s bedroom is a mess. Clothes and accessories are spread across the bed. Shiny fabrics, lace, silk...

“Phase one: strip the good girl,” Susi announces theatrically.

I stand in the middle of the carpet. She approaches, looks me up and down, and begins to unbutton my blouse button by button, very slowly, as if she were peeling layers from an onion. Each button that falls is a year of marriage, a year of being a responsible mother, a year of monotony and feelings of boredom.

“Off with the perfect mom blouse,” she says, and throws it to the floor.

Then the jeans. She unzips them, slides them down my hips, takes them off at my ankles.

“Off with these jeans. God, what clothes you have, girl! No wonder you weren’t getting any...”

I’m left in a beige bra and cotton panties. She makes a face of exaggerated physical pain.

“My God, Mapi, this is a crime against humanity.”

She unclasps my bra with two fingers, throws it onto the pile of “responsible mother” clothes, and pulls my panties down to my ankles.

Now I’m completely naked, trembling a little, with goosebumps.

“Phase two: resurrect the slut,” she whispers, and smiles like a devil.

She opens the closet and takes out the black strapless dress.

She holds it up, looks at it, smells it.

“This dress has seen more orgasms than a gigolo,” she says.

She slips it over my head.

The fabric slides over my skin like a caress.

She pulls it down, adjusts my breasts until they look perfect, almost spilling out, with the neckline right at the limit of decency. What am I saying! There’s nothing decent about it. Quite the opposite.

She turns me around, adjusts it over my ass, pulls the hem up two more centimeters.

—Phase three: weapons of war.

She sits me down in the vanity chair.

She undoes my ponytail, brushes my hair until it falls in wild waves down my back. She applies dark eyeshadow, sharp eyeliner, two coats of mascara. She paints my lips blood red, gives me a kiss on the cheek that leaves a mark and then wipes it away with her thumb.

“Cock-sucking lips.”

Then the garter stockings.

She makes me kneel on the bed, slides one stocking up very slowly, finger by finger, from my toes to mid-thigh.

She repeats with the other leg.

“So when he pulls them down, it feels like he’s unwrapping a luxury gift.”

The heels. Black, 5 inches, with a thin strap that crosses at the ankle.

She puts them on me while kneeling in front of me, as if she were fitting me for a coronation.

Finally, she stands me up and leads me in front of the full-length mirror.

I look at myself. And it’s not me. I’m a woman I’ve never met: high breasts, defined waist, endless legs, red lips, and eyes I’ve never seen before. I surprise myself. The dress clings to me so tightly that even my nipples show through.

If I bend down an inch, I’ll show my entire ass.

Susi stands behind me, arranges my hair and speaks into my ear as we both look in the mirror.

“This is who you are when you want to be. The woman you’ve been denying for years. The one who deserves to feel desired.”

She turns me around, holds my face in both hands.

“Tonight you’re not Manuela’s mother, or Miguel’s wife, or the floor nurse. Tonight you’re just Mapi. And Mapi deserves everything that’s about to happen.”

Then she opens her bedside drawer and takes out a small black velvet box. She opens it ceremoniously, like someone showing an engagement ring.

Inside, on the black satin lining, there’s a medium-sized stainless steel piece, with a heart-shaped base and an embedded red gem that shines like a ruby.

“Here,” she says, placing it in the palm of my hand. “Your jewel for tonight. Don’t look at it like that. It’s new.”

I look at it, confused. It’s cold, heavy, beautiful.

“What is... this?”

“An anal plug, honey. Your ticket to the next level.”

I stare at it as if it were an alien artifact.

“And what for...?”

Susi sits on the bed, crosses her legs and speaks to me slowly, as if explaining an important subject.

“Look, Mapi, with the monster Kike is packing, there are two options: Either he tries to put it in directly and you end up in the ER with a tear I don’t even want to describe, or... we prepare the ground so that when the moment comes, you enjoy it like crazy instead of crying in pain.”

She nods toward the plug.

“This is the beginning. It’s the ‘beginner’ size: 3 inches long, 1.3 inches maximum diameter. Surgical steel, smooth, just heavy enough that you’ll feel it the whole time and keep you turned on. The gem on the outside is to make it look pretty when you bend over and, above all, for him to see it and go crazy.”

I blush to my ears.

“Do I have to... wear it now?”

“Now and until you get to his place. Look, I’ll explain, it’s easy: Go to the bathroom, apply lubricant (I’ll give you a water-based one, it won’t stain the dress). Insert it slowly, breathing deeply. The first time it feels strange, but in two minutes your ass gets used to it and you start to like it.”

You keep it in for the whole journey. Every step, every bump in the taxi, every time you sit down... you’ll feel it. And you’ll arrive at Kike’s place already wet and with half the work done.

When he discovers it, he’ll go absolutely crazy. I guarantee it.

My hand holding the plug is trembling.

“And does it hurt?”

“Not at all. Afterward it’s... addictive. It keeps you filled, touches things you didn’t know you had, and when he takes off your dress and sees it shining between your cheeks, he’ll lose his mind. And you’ll come in ways you can’t even imagine yet.”

She stands up, takes my chin and looks at me very seriously.

“This isn’t an obligation, Mapi. It’s a gift you give yourself. So that when the day comes (and it will), you let him fuck you from behind without fear and discover that you can have a completely different kind of orgasm.”

She gives me a kiss on the forehead and hands me the bottle of lubricant.

“Go on, to the bathroom. I’ll wait here. And when you come out, you’ll be wearing the most expensive and naughtiest jewel that no one will see tonight... but that he will definitely enjoy.”

I enter the bathroom with trembling legs. I close the door, pull down my imaginary panties (because I’m not wearing any), put lubricant on my fingers and, very slowly, insert it.

First pressure. Then a shiver that runs down my entire back. And finally... a smile that doesn’t fit on my face.

I come out of the bathroom.

Susi looks at me, sees my face and bursts out laughing.

“Welcome to the club of women who wear jewels in their ass, queen.”

Tonight you’re going to shine inside and out.

She gives me a tight hug, the kind that brings you back to life.

“Now go, queen. And stop tormenting yourself. Enjoy the night.”

I grab my purse, take a deep breath, and open the door.

The good girl has stayed inside Susi's apartment, buried under a pile of beige clothes. The woman who steps into the hallway is no longer afraid. She only has desire. Lots and lots of desire.

	Are Three a Crowd?


I get out of the taxi. Kike is standing casually leaning against the bus stop shelter. He greets me with a quick kiss and looks me up and down.

He takes my hand, and we start walking. Kike leans close to my ear.

“I doubted you would come, honestly.”

“So did I,” I smile. “But here I am.”

Kike nods and gestures to his right. “I’m going to show you a special place. I think you’ll like it...”

We arrive at a venue announced by a discreet neon sign. Summum. At the door, an impeccably dressed doorman in a dark suit opens the door for us with a slight bow of his head.

We enter the main room and, indeed, it’s a nightclub. The lights are dim and the music plays at much lower decibels than usual. There are many couples having drinks. And some making out. Few are dancing. I like this place.

“The name of the club is a preview of what you can find here: It means the highest degree to which something immaterial can reach, especially a quality...” he explains.

He moves through the venue like a fish in water. It’s obvious he knows it well. He greets a female bartender with a certain familiarity, and she observes me carefully. I don’t know whether to feel flattered or annoyed.

“This way leads to the special rooms. They’re places for participating, having threesomes... The couple decides.”

“What?”

“And at the back is the special games room.... And finally, downstairs there’s a pool...”

Obviously I understand we’re in a swingers club or something similar, I wasn’t born yesterday.

“Kike. I don’t know if I’m ready for this. I really don’t know how I feel about it.”

“If you don’t like the atmosphere, we can go somewhere else. I thought it might make you curious...” he says with some discomfort.

“It’s not that. I just wasn’t expecting it.”

“Do you want to leave?” He takes my face in his hands and gives me a gentle kiss. “We don’t have to do anything, okay? I just wanted you to see this place. But if you don’t feel comfortable, we’ll go. We can go somewhere more conventional. Although I assure you this place is unbeatable.”

I accept his hand and we return to the bar. I notice that my dress doesn’t attract any attention here at all. It could even be considered normal. He orders two gin and tonics. Mine lighter. He doesn’t realize I need something strong to process what I’m seeing.

“You told me you lived in a monotonous and boring marriage. This place is the antithesis of that. It’s a place to let everything flow. We could have a threesome...”

“I’ve never had a threesome.”

“Would you like to try?”

“I don’t know.”

“If you don’t want to do it, we won’t. Nobody is forcing us to do anything. We can also watch others, or even caress someone without fully participating. Or simply dance and have some drinks.”

“And why did we come here?” The atmosphere is seductive. Everyone is dressed to the nines. The women’s dresses are an ode to provocation and the men wear suits with and without ties. No one seems to have noticed us.

“Imagine this is just any nightclub. Only... here there are no surprises. Everyone knows what they’re here for. These people know what they want and what they need to do to get it. In this club there are rules and everyone follows them.”

I look around and see interactions of all kinds. I see a woman with two men. There’s also a man with two women, everything is subtle, but the gestures are unmistakable. Okay, I’m getting turned on. For the first time I’m aware of what I have inside my ass, and the wetness it’s causing me. Kike looks at me intensely, but with a certain doubt in his gaze. I can’t hold his stare.

A tall, blonde woman in a sophisticated sequined silver dress walks past us. She has impressive hair, red lips and nails. She runs her index finger along Kike’s shirt and I notice he can’t help but look at her. I detect recognition in their glances. She smiles at him. I feel a little jealous.

As the minutes pass, small groups of men and women form. I notice two girls kissing in front of one of their partners...

A very attractive guy approaches to talk with us. He’s tall and must have an impressive body. He shakes Kike’s hand. Obviously they know each other.

He must be about thirty, tall, dark-haired. He’s wearing a tailored charcoal gray suit that highlights swimmer’s shoulders and a narrow waist. Impeccable white shirt, unbuttoned at the first button, no tie. Kike goes from shaking his hand to giving him a quick buddy hug.

“Mapi, this is Víctor. Víctor, Mapi.”

Víctor turns, looks me up and down without hiding it and smiles with a confidence that gives me goosebumps.

“Pleased to meet you, Mapi. Kike had told me about you... but obviously he didn’t do you justice,” he says in a deep, educated voice.

“I told you she was special. I didn’t lie, did I?”

“Special is an understatement. That dress should be illegal in public places,” he said without taking his eyes off me.

I laugh nervously, but I can feel the heat rising up my neck.

“She comes with a surprise I haven’t fully discovered yet... but that I’m dying to show to someone I trust.”

Victor raises an eyebrow, smiles slightly, and takes a slow sip of his drink. -  Surprise? I love surprises, especially when they come so beautifully wrapped.

“Let’s just say Mapi is considering opening herself to new experiences. She might need a little encouragement to take the plunge. If she ultimately wants to, you know I’m the type who shares when the company is worth it.”

Victor looks me directly in the eyes:

“And what do you think, Mapi? Would you like to share... or do you prefer to be enjoyed exclusively?”

I lose my breath for a second. Kike caresses my waist with his thumb, right where my hipbone begins.

“I... It depends on who’s asking... and what they’re offering.” I can’t believe what I just said!

Victor lets out a low laugh and steps closer. Now we’re less than twenty centimeters apart. He smells of expensive cologne. I hold his gaze, but I can’t manage to open my mouth again.

“I offer zero rush. You set the rules.”

“Only if you want to, beautiful,” Kike whispers, kissing my neck. “But if you accept... tonight you’ll discover things you haven’t even dared to imagine. You decide.”

Victor looks at me... I look at him and make up my mind.

“I accept, but not here. Let’s go somewhere quiet.”

I say it with fear but also convinced that I’ll probably never be in a situation like this again.

“And I need another drink,” I say, turning toward the bar.

Victor kisses me very softly, sliding his tongue into my mouth. His saliva tastes sweet, his tongue is gentle. He promised not to rush, and he’s keeping that promise. Kike stands still, watching the scene. It excites me to see him observing me. I start feeling very hot. Kike approaches and gently kisses my neck while my tongue intertwines with his friend’s. I surrender to their caresses, forgetting that I’m a married woman, that I have a daughter who’s almost a baby. They do everything so delicately that I feel like I’m floating.

“I live nearby... Let’s go to my place,” Victor whispers to me.

And I let myself be carried away as if on a cloud. As I walk, I feel so wet that I’m afraid I’ll soak the stockings Susi lent me. I don’t give a damn. I’ll buy her new ones.

The taxi drops us off at a glass and steel building on Castellana. These two obviously have money.

We ride up to the penthouse in silence. Kike puts his arm around my waist, Victor walks behind; neither of them gets too forward, but the air is so charged I almost fear an explosion.

The door opens and we enter a huge apartment, all clean lines, light wood floors, white walls, white lights, and a glass wall overlooking the Bernabéu stadium, which is illuminated.

Victor leaves his keys in a marble bowl, goes straight to the bar, and calmly prepares three gin and tonics: good ice, a perfect lime slice.

He hands me the drink. It’s already my fourth of the night (I’ve lost count at the club) and I feel the smooth, sweet alcohol on my tongue.

Victor sits in a black leather wingback chair and looks at me.

“Come,” he says simply.

I approach, wobbling slightly from the heels and the drinks.

Kike remains standing, leaning against the bar, watching with that half-smile that tells me he’s enjoying the show.

Victor stands up, takes my hand, sits me in the chair, and, unhurriedly, removes first one shoe and then the other. He sets them aside carefully, as if they were made of crystal.

Then his hands move up to my thighs.

He looks into my eyes as he rolls down my right stocking from thigh to ankle, very slowly, centimeter by centimeter, as if he were unwrapping the most expensive gift in the world. I’m not wearing panties, and my dress has ridden up, but he doesn’t seem interested in that for now.

The nylon of the stockings slides across my skin and the cool air gives me goosebumps.

He repeats with the left one.

When he finishes, my bare feet are resting on his lap.

He observes them silently for a while, like someone contemplating a work of art.

“You have beautiful feet,” he whispers, voice deep. “Long toes, high arches... perfect.”

He caresses the sole with his thumb, gently, drawing slow circles.

Then he lifts my right foot and kisses it right in the center of the sole, a warm, moist kiss that makes my whole body shiver.

He runs his tongue along the arch, slowly.

For the first time in my life, someone is gently sucking my big toe, then the next one, then the next, taking them into his mouth one by one, looking into my eyes the entire time.

I moan involuntarily. It’s pleasurable. The alcohol, the plug in my ass, his lips... everything mixes together and ignites me.

Victor smiles against my skin.

“You like it, don’t you?”

I nod, biting my lip.

He lowers my foot and takes the other one.

The same routine: kisses, tongue, little nibbles on the heel that make me arch my back.

His hands massage my ankles, my calves, moving very slowly up my legs.

Kike, from the bar, takes a slow sip of his gin and tonic and speaks for the first time in minutes.

“I told you Victor had a weakness...”

And you’ve just become his new obsession.

Victor doesn’t answer.

He just takes both my feet, puts them together and kisses them simultaneously, licking between the toes, sucking with a devotion I never imagined could exist for this part of my body.

And I, who never thought my feet could be erotic, am soaking wet, trembling, with my pussy throbbing so hard I have to squeeze my thighs together.

Victor looks up. His eyes are dark, gleaming.

“Now I’m going to move up very slowly,” he whispers.

“And when I get to the top... you’re going to beg me never to stop.”

And he continues kissing, licking, worshipping every inch of my feet as if they were the most precious things in the world.

Kike has positioned himself behind me without making a sound. His large hands brush my bare shoulders, moving very slowly down my arms, along my sides, barely grazing the fabric of my dress.

Victor remains kneeling in front of me, kissing the inner side of my ankles, climbing centimeter by centimeter up my calves, behind my knees (a spot I never thought could drive me crazy).

His mouth is hot, wet, slow. Each kiss leaves a trail of fire. Kike now slides his hands around to the front, across my collarbone, along the upper edge of my dress. He reaches my breasts and pauses. With his fingertips, he barely grazes my nipples through the fabric, circles so gentle they’re almost air. My nipples instantly harden, standing out under the dress as if screaming for attention.

Victor is now at the inner side of my thighs. He separates my legs a little more, opens me carefully, like someone opening a book that has been closed for years. His tongue traces the sensitive skin, moves up, down, up again. His hot breath reaches my pussy and makes my entire body tremble.

Then he sees it. The red reflection of the ruby between my buttocks. He pauses for a second. He looks up, meets my eyes and smiles, a slow, dangerous smile, full of promises. He doesn’t say anything.

He just runs a finger over the gem, presses it gently, and the plug moves inside me. A long moan escapes me involuntarily. Kike seizes that moment. He pulls down the dress with one gentle tug and my tits are exposed to the air. His hands cover them completely, squeezing them, pinching my nipples with just the right pressure.

I arch backward. Victor continues his journey, now just millimeters from my pussy.

I feel his breath, his nose grazing me, but he still doesn’t touch me there. He just looks at me, opens me wider with his thumbs and blows softly on my swollen clit. I’m trapped between the two of them: Kike massaging my breasts, pulling my nipples until I’m gasping; Victor worshipping my thighs, playing with the plug, about to devour me whole. And all I can do is close my eyes, spread my legs wider and let them take me wherever they want.

Because there’s no turning back now. And because I’ve never felt so desired in my entire life.

Kike moves and stands me up. Victor protests but also rises. I feel a certain disappointment, but I don’t think I’m in any position to complain. They’re doing it so well that I think I’m going to come without them needing to touch me any more.

“Do you want to play, Mapi?” Kike asks me.

I respond with an affirmative murmur.

“You have to say it. Say what you want.”

“I want to play.”

Kike kisses me. Then he looks at Victor, who positions himself behind me. I look at Kike and feel how his friend unzips my dress, which falls softly to my feet.

My breasts brush against Kike’s chest and my nipples quickly become hard as stones. Victor kisses my neck from behind. I no longer know which hand or tongue belongs to whom.

And when I feel fingers grab my buttocks and spread them, I gasp. I feel his breath on my ass and it gives me goosebumps. My excitement is so great that I notice the wetness escaping from my sex and now, yes, it’s sliding between my thighs. Any remorse has disappeared, giving way to arousal and total abandonment. Kike smiles.

“Look what she has back here...” says Victor behind me, turning me around and spreading my buttocks.

Kike looks at me in surprise. He gives me a look with his eyes and I nod.

Victor’s hands travel all over my body. He touches my breasts, my waist with an agonizing slowness. When his fingers reach my pussy, he stops. I let out a moan of protest. But he doesn’t speed up. I feel like they’ve been teasing me for an eternity.

I close my eyes and focus on enjoying it. My legs tremble as they touch me and I savor their caresses.

“Don’t rush, sweetheart.”

I remember last night with Miguel. His hurried movements, his eagerness to come, and here I am between two experienced lovers who in more than an hour haven’t even touched my pussy, and yet I’m about to explode.

“How would you feel about us doing you at the same time? I know you’re dying for it. Do you want that?” – it’s the question I’ve been waiting for all night.

I look at them. I’m facing two prime specimens. I know I’m behaving like a slut, but I don’t want anything else.

“Yes.”

“You’re okay with us fucking you at the same time?”

My stomach contracts but, aroused, I nod affirmatively.

“You have to say it, Mapi.”

“Yes.”

“Perfect.” Kike smiles and I see how his eyes shine. Victor brings the drinks, and we drink. They remain dressed, while I’m completely naked without feeling the slightest shame.

Kike unzips his fly. Victor positions himself on my other side, calmly unbuckles his belt and lets his pants fall.

Two hard cocks, different, perfect, at the level of my mouth. I kneel on the floor. I feel like I couldn’t be more of a whore, but I want to devour those two cocks more than anything in the world.

I start with Kike. Better the devil you know... I know it by heart: thick, almost unreal with its fat, shiny head. I take it with both hands, bring it to my face and breathe in its scent.

I open my mouth as wide as I can and take it in slowly.

First the tip, licking the fluid that’s already coming out, then deeper. I can’t believe that sucking a cock could turn me on this much.

I get halfway and already feel my throat full.

I push more, it goes all the way in and I get my first gag reflex.

Hot saliva drips down my chin.

Kike grunts, grabs my hair and guides me: in, out, in.

I stick out my tongue, lick his heavy balls, take them into my mouth one by one while I jerk him with both hands full of saliva.

Then I go back up, swallow it whole again, stay there, swallowing around him until tears spring to my eyes.

Víctor waits his turn, stroking himself slowly, watching me with dark eyes.

I turn toward him. His is shorter, though more than respectable, straight, elegant like him.

I grab it by the base and take it in at once as far as I can. It fills my mouth differently, more comfortably but less wild.

I start moving my head quickly, noisily, saliva dripping everywhere, falling onto my tits.

Víctor holds the back of my neck, pushes a little more and I choke. He holds me there for a few seconds, until I’m out of breath, and lets me come up gasping.

I go back to Kike. Now they both surround me, standing, with me kneeling in the middle. I take one cock in each hand and suck them alternately: mouth on Kike, hand on Víctor; mouth on Víctor, hand on Kike.

Saliva everywhere, threads connecting my mouth to their cocks when I pull away.

I lick both sets of balls at once, try to fit them together in my mouth, they don’t fit, but I try anyway.

I take Kike all the way down again, I choke, stick out my tongue to lick his balls while my throat is full.

Víctor grabs my hair, turns me and pushes his all the way down too.

They fuck my mouth in turns, one inside while the other waits, jerking off watching me, caressing my cheek.

I’m lost: tears, saliva down to my chest, I feel the plug moving every time I lean forward. And I’m more turned on than ever in my life.

Kike is the first to warn me, his voice breaking:

“Mapi... I’m coming...”

I stay with him, swallow him whole and feel the hot jets hitting my throat.

I swallow, swallow, swallow, until there’s nothing left and I keep licking greedily.

Víctor turns me quickly, pushes his all the way down and explodes too.

He fills my mouth again, thick, hot, though different, thicker.

I come by myself, without touching myself, just with Víctor’s cock in my throat and the taste of both of them mixing.

When they finish, I stay on my knees, panting, my face a mess of saliva and semen, looking up.

They both look at me as if they’ve just discovered a treasure. And I smile, with my swollen mouth and broken throat. Because I’ve never felt so slutty... and so happy.

Kike takes my arm and sits me in the armchair. I take a sip of my drink and they position themselves on either side of me. I’m nervous. I feel like a little rabbit under the watchful gaze of two lions.

“Do you want more?”

I say yes and he puts one of his hands on my knee. He starts moving it up my leg.

“Open your legs,” Kike says.

I do it. He starts touching me. He slowly moves into the inner part of my thighs and, when his fingers brush against the jewel I’m wearing in my ass, he looks at me with desire.

“I love that you’re preparing yourself. You’re going to have an amazing time.”

He puts one finger in my pussy, then two. I recline more in the armchair and open my legs wider. Victor brings his mouth to mine and kisses me while Kike now penetrates me with four fingers.

“Yes. Fill me completely...”

He continues with his invasive game and soon I notice my whole vagina is dripping. Feeling his hand almost completely inside me is driving me crazy.

“Do you like it?”

“Yes.”

“Do you want more?”

“Yes. Put it all in.”

“What else do you want?”

“I want you... inside.  “I want... I want you to do whatever you want to me.”

“I see you’re up for anything?” Kike murmurs. “How about double penetration?”

Excited and with my legs spread, I feel them removing the plug. I’m turned on by my own image.

Kike massages my buttocks and gives me a hard slap. It hurts, but I like it. Then he runs his hand along my wet slit and puts a finger in my anus.

Heat takes over my body and I start to burn. These two touch me as they please and I like it. When I think I’m about to explode, I feel Kike stop touching me and position himself behind the armchair.

“Mapi... get up on the arms of the chair,” Victor asks me.

I obey and do what he asks. Though I don’t know what they want to do.

“Now I want you to offer the most intimate part of yourself to Victor and let him taste you. Do what you showed me yesterday. Víctor loves that.”

Victor looks at Kike, who gives him a knowing gesture. I look at him too, and he nods. He positions himself behind me and whispers:

“Do it.” – His tone allows no argument.

I feel no shame. Not even a little. I only feel heat, desire, and a freedom I’ve never had before. I take a deep breath, close my eyes for a second, and let myself go.

The stream comes out strong, hot, directly onto Victor’s face.

First I hit his neck, then I raise my pelvis and shower his face.  He moans, opens his mouth and catches it with his tongue when it reaches his face. His hair gets wet, his skin. The smell of sex fills the room. Kike from behind squeezes me harder, kisses my neck.

“That’s it, beautiful… give him everything.”

I continue, without control, enjoying the power of having him underneath me, seeing him soaked by my piss.

When I finish, the stream turns into drops that fall on his face and he licks them with his eyes closed, as if it were the most delicious thing in the world.

Kike slowly lowers me, turns me around and kisses me with his tongue, savoring my mouth while Victor gets up dripping.

Victor approaches, takes my face and kisses me too, passes his tongue wet with my own essence. And I, soaked with desire and urine, laugh like a madwoman. Because I’ve never felt so dirty.

They place me back on the arms of the chair and Victor crouches down again. My vagina is completely open in front of his mouth and he begins to play with it and my clitoris. His mouth slides from side to side while I feel how he moves me over it and I moan with pleasure.

Kike, who is in front of me, watches. In his gaze I see the gleam of lust and that excites me even more. He takes my head and kisses me while Victor continues his increasingly deep licking of my vagina. He puts a finger inside it and, while his tongue plays with my clitoris, it quickly enters and exits me. The heat grows and grows inside me, while I feel like a delicious toy in the hands of those fucking machines. I feel a finger entering my anus. That sensation is more than I can bear. I let out an intense moan and come on Victor’s mouth.

My legs tremble. For a second I think I’m going to fall, that they won’t be able to hold my weight. Without giving me time to recover, they make me get down from the chair and the three of us walk toward the bedroom.

I’m exhausted. I think I’m going to lose my mind at any moment. Kike opens a door and we enter the room.

Kike sits on the edge of the bed. He calls me over, and sits me on top of him. He slowly penetrates my ass. I slowly feel how he slides inside my tight sphincter. It causes pain, but at the same time a heat that surprises me. I just had a vaginal orgasm, and a completely different pleasure invades me. I feel that not even half of his monstrous cock has entered me. I exhale and lean back to help him. Each millimeter is a challenge. I think I can feel every vein, every fold that enters. Finally I see that he has it buried to the pelvis. The first part is done.

He opens my legs, bends them and offers me to Victor, who without speaking, gets between my legs and aims his glans at my vagina. They’re going to do it.

“Put it in now, damn it,” I murmur.

I realize that my words excite him. What I’m doing is absolute madness, but it’s what I want. I want to be filled by those two poles. I want them both inside at once.

For a second I think we should have recorded this, because what’s happening isn’t something just anyone gets to experience. I’m impaled on Kike’s cock while his party buddy runs his glans back and forth across my sex.

The orgasm is about to explode.

“More?” he says to me.

“Yes… fuck, put it in already!” I shout looking at Victor.

Victor, hearing me, moves and pushes. Kike opens my vagina with his hands. Victor pushes again, and his penis is completely inside me.

God… this is fucking amazing!

Kike barely moves, but I feel every inch of his cock in my ass. Victor moves his hips seeking more depth and achieves it. I pant… moan and Kike fucks my mouth with his fingers.

Victor continues his fucking. One… and another… and another time. I explode and writhe between the two cocks. I barely have a trace of consciousness left. After that orgasm that pierces me like lightning, I remain trembling, breathless, with blurry vision. Kike holds me in his arms, kisses my forehead, whispers that I’m the most incredible woman he’s ever seen. When I start breathing again, they look at each other and change positions without saying a single word.

Victor positions himself behind me. I feel his large hands carefully opening my buttocks. The cool air enters my ass and I feel lubricant dripping.

“Breathe, beautiful,” Victor whispers. “I’m going to enter very slowly.”

I feel the tip of his long, straight, hot cock resting at the entrance. He pushes gently, steadily. First just the tip, then more. My anus no longer offers the slightest resistance. He makes his way, stretches me, fills me. There’s no more pain, just a sweet tingling that transforms into pleasure in seconds.

When he reaches the bottom, he stays still, caresses my back, lets me get used to it.

In front, Kike is kneeling, holds my hips and looks into my eyes.

“Now me,” he says, and sinks into my pussy with a single deep thrust.

And there I am: filled from the front and from behind again, two cocks inside me, separated by a wall so thin I feel like they’re touching. They start moving at the same rhythm, slowly at first. Victor pulls out a little and Kike enters. As if they were one.

They speed up. Kike grabs my tits, pinches my nipples. Victor grabs my hair, arches my back and fucks my ass harder. There are no words. Just panting, grunting, the wet sound of our bodies colliding. I feel like I’m going to break from pleasure. And I do break. The orgasm comes from deep inside, from a place I didn’t know existed. It’s brutal, long, convulsing my entire body.

I scream, I really scream, without control. My pussy and ass contract at the same time, squeezing both of them. They grunt, drive themselves to the hilt and come almost simultaneously: Kike inside my pussy, hot, abundant; Víctor inside my ass, even deeper.

I remain trembling between them, impaled, filled, dripping down my legs.

I can’t speak. I’m just trying to normalize my breathing. Our bodies are wet with every bodily fluid one can imagine. I look at the clock. It’s six in the morning. We’ve been fucking for more than six hours. Six hours of non-stop sex, without breaks, barely breathing.

I need to leave. I get up and, as I walk, I feel a deep pain in my ass and pussy. I feel like I’ve been hit by a truck. My ass burns with a constant throbbing, my pussy is swollen, reddened, it stings when I walk, my lips are also inflamed, my hair is matted, mascara smeared down to my neck. I smell of sex, sweat, semen, gin, and something I don’t want to name. Carefully, I head to the bathroom.

I dress as best I can: my dress is wrinkled and stained, I can’t find one stocking, my heels hurt.

Kike walks me to the elevator, kisses my forehead.

“I’ll text you later, okay?” he says.

I nod, but I can’t speak anymore.

In the taxi back I’m quiet, with the window down even though it’s cold.

Madrid is dawning and I feel like I’ve just returned from another planet.

I arrive at Susi’s place. I press the doorbell briefly, as if afraid of waking the entire neighborhood. She opens the door in pajamas, with messy hair and the face of someone who slept straight through the night. As soon as she sees me, her expression changes.

“Holy shit, Mapi...” she whispers, and pulls me inside.

I look at myself in the hallway mirror and barely recognize myself: I have glassy eyes, purple and swollen lips, hickeys on my neck and breasts, twisted dress, trembling legs.

I smell of wild sex.

Susi closes the door, takes my hand and leads me straight to the bathroom.

“Shower. Now,” she orders, and for the first time in my life I see her truly serious.

She removes my dress carefully, as if I were injured.

When she sees my reddened pussy, inflamed ass and the marks, she sighs heavily.

“Damn, honey... you guys went hard.”

She turns on the shower, adjusts the temperature and puts me inside.

The hot water stings everywhere, but it also wakes me up.

She soaps me herself, slowly, without jokes: my hair, my back, between my legs very carefully.

I start crying silently.

“Hey, hey...” she hugs me under the water. “Come here. Did something bad happen?”

I lean on her shoulder and really cry. I tell her no, that it was crazy, but in a positive way. I don’t know if I’m crying from exhaustion, guilt, emotional hangover or all at once.

“Listen to me,” she says, voice firm. “What you experienced tonight I suppose was a brutal experience, and that’s fine... But you can’t reach this level every time, Mapi. Anyone can tell from three kilometers away that you’ve been out slutting around. You have the face of someone who’s been fucking for twelve hours straight, and I’m not exaggerating.”

She passes me the shampoo, washes my hair as if I were a child.

“Look at yourself, damn it. You have split lips, your pussy looks like a tomato, and your ass—you won’t be able to sit for three days...”

If Miguel sees you in this state, he’s not going to believe you slept at my place watching Netflix.

She rinses me, wraps me in a large towel and sits me on the edge of the bathtub.

“I love you so much, but this isn’t sustainable.”

You can be the happiest slut in the world, but you can’t show up at home like this. You need to dial it back a couple notches or you’re going to get yourself in trouble.

I nod, still trembling.

“I need to sleep,” I whisper.

“Then I’ll put you in my bed, apply some cream to your sore parts and you can wake up at three in the afternoon.”

And when you wake up we’ll really talk, okay?

She takes me to her room, removes the towel, puts one of her enormous shirts on me and tucks me into bed.

Before falling asleep, with my head on her pillow, I tell her with a broken voice:

“I’ve lost control, Susi... and I wasn’t like this before.”

She strokes my hair.

“I know, honey. And now you need to be a little smart too. Otherwise, you’re going to mess everything up.”

And I fall asleep with my body destroyed and my soul in flames. Knowing that I would do it all exactly the same again. And hating myself for knowing it.

	The exception becomes habit


The weeks after the night at Víctor’s penthouse aren’t an explosive drama. They’re a slow, silent fall, like when you realize you’re sliding down a slope and, instead of grabbing onto something, you decide to see how far you’ll go. At first everything seems controllable.

Kike texts me Monday morning:

“When are we doing it again? I miss being inside you.”

He attaches a photo of his hard cock in his hand.

I tell him I’m busy, and that I don’t have enough freedom to constantly disappear from home without an explanation, but by Tuesday I’m already at a motel on the M-40 at three in the afternoon, with my lab coat still in my car bag. It’s quick, dirty, perfect.

He fucks me standing against the door, covers my mouth so I don't scream too loudly, comes inside me and leaves me trembling.

I get home at eight, kiss Manuela, prepare dinner, smile at Miguel.

No one notices anything, or so I think. But I start needing it more. On Wednesday I meet with Kike again at his apartment for a drink.

We end up fucking until the early hours.

I return home by taxi at four in the morning.

I arrive, shower in a hurry, sleep for three hours and get up to take Manuela to school.

On Thursdays I try to behave myself.

It’s just one day. But by Friday I’m already texting Kike again. Susi notices something off about me at the hospital.

“Mapi, you have bags under your eyes down to your feet.

And your eyes are shining like you have a constant fever.”

She doesn’t know I’ve started taking ecstasy.

“You’re hooked, honey. And this isn’t sustainable.”

I tell her I have it under control. That it’s just a phase. That when I get tired of it, I’ll stop. I’m a terrible liar.

At home, the cracks start to show. Miguel asks me one night why I’m coming home so late on Tuesdays. I tell him I had an extra shift. He believes me.

Another night he finds marks on my neck. I tell him I burned myself with the hair straightener. He believes me again.

With Manuela, I start to fail.

One Thursday I meet with Kike after school. I lose track of time. I arrive twenty minutes late to pick her up. The teacher gives me a disapproving look. Manuela cries because she was the last one left.

“I’m sorry, sweetheart, mommy got distracted,” I tell her, hugging her.

She hugs me back, but I notice something has changed. At the hospital, I make small mistakes. One night I mix up a medication because I’m half asleep. Luckily the supervisor catches it in time. She scolds me in private.

“Mapi, your head is elsewhere. If you keep this up, I’m sending you to the emergency room.”

I nod, promise to do better. But I don’t improve. At first I think I have everything under control, but with each passing day I realize it’s an illusion. The fall isn’t a leap into the void; it’s a slow, almost imperceptible slide, until one day I look back and see that the starting point no longer exists.

On Tuesday it’s Víctor who texts me: “At four at my place. I have something I want you to try.”

I say I can’t, that I have a double shift, but by four-twenty I’m going up in his elevator, my heart racing.

He receives me dressed in black and very serious, takes me straight to the bedroom and shows me a box of new toys: vibrators, handcuffs, and a soft leather whip (I later discovered it wasn’t so soft).

He ties my hands to the headboard, blindfolds me and fucks me for three straight hours, stopping each time I’m about to come, until I’m begging like crazy. When I think it can’t go any further, Kike appears. They fuck me until it hurts, with the stereo turned up to cover my uncontrolled moans.

I come screaming, I come like never before with them, and when I finish I cry a little on Kike’s shoulder.

“Hey, beautiful, what’s wrong?” he asks, stroking my hair.

“Nothing,” I lie. “Just that I like you too much.”

He kisses me and tells me I’m special.

I get home at eight, with smeared makeup and my hair a mess. I’m destroyed, my body marked by the whip and my pussy swollen.

Manuela asks me why my face is red.

I tell her I ran to get home sooner.

Miguel looks at me a second too long, but doesn’t say anything.

Thursday is the day when everything really starts to go wrong.

I meet Víctor at his penthouse at five.

He tells me he has a surprise.

The surprise is a small bag of cocaine on the glass table.

White, pure. He arranges it in perfect lines.

“To take it up a level,” he says, smiling. “It’ll make you feel like never before.”

I hesitate for a second.

I’ve never taken anything so strong.

But I’m tired, my body aches from the previous nights, and I want to feel something new, something that will make me forget the guilt that’s starting to eat me up inside.

Víctor shows me how: he rolls up a bill, snorts a line and passes me the tube. I do it. It’s like someone flipped a switch in my brain. Everything accelerates: my heart, my breathing, my desire. I feel invincible, horny as a bitch in heat. Fucking with Víctor that night I come six times, scream until I’m hoarse, ask him for things I’d never dared to ask for before.

But the coke runs out at two in the morning. And the crash is brutal.

The arrival home is a ritual of guilt that I know all too well by now. It’s 04:57 when the taxi drops me off at the entrance of our building, where the streetlights reflect in the puddles from the rain that fell while I was in another world. The driver looks at me in the rearview mirror with that neutral expression of someone who has seen it all, and I pay with a crumpled bill that I pull from the bottom of my purse, not waiting for change. I get out of the car with trembling legs. It’s hard to walk in heels. The cold of the late spring night hits my exposed skin; my dress has ridden up to mid-thigh during the taxi ride, and I don’t even have the strength to pull it down. I walk unsteadily along the sidewalk, feeling my swollen feet, the sharp pain in my heels where the shoes have given me blisters and the straps have dug into my skin. My body is a map of sensations: I can feel my pussy irritated and reddened from hours of friction, my ass sore from so much fucking. I don’t remember all the things they put in there.

I climb the steps to the entrance with the key in my hand, my purse hanging from my shoulder like a dead weight. Inside I have the “decent” clothes I left home in: jeans, white blouse, and Adidas. I consider changing in the hallway, but I’m so tired that I decide to do it at home. The elevator rises slowly, with that familiar hum that on other nights has calmed me, but today sets my nerves on edge. I look at myself in the elevator mirror: mascara smeared like black tears, lipstick wiped off in irregular patches, hair a complete mess. I smell of sex, semen, someone else’s saliva, spilled gin. I try to fix my dress a little, run my fingers through my hair, but it’s useless. I’m a complete disaster and there’s no fixing it.

The door to the house opens with a soft click. The hallway is dark, but there's a dim light coming from the living room, that floor lamp that Miguel always leaves on when he stays up late reading. I take off my heels completely and place them carefully in the shoe rack by the entrance, trying not to make noise. Manuela is sleeping in her room at the end of the hall; I don’t want to wake her. I tiptoe across the parquet floor, which creaks slightly under my weight. My heart is beating so hard it seems like it could wake the entire building. I think about what I’ve done tonight: the threesome in Victor’s penthouse, the cocks in my mouth, in my pussy, in my ass at the same time. I think about the orgasms that left me breathless, the cocaine that made me fly, the ecstasy that made me feel invincible. And now, here, in this familiar hallway with photos of Manuela on the walls, I feel like an impostor.

I enter the living room and there he is.

Miguel sitting on the sofa, in pajamas. His legs are crossed, a half-empty glass of whiskey in his right hand. In front of him, on the low glass table, is his phone. The screen is still lit. He’s not watching TV, not reading. He’s just waiting for me, with his eyes fixed on the door, as if he knew exactly what time I would arrive.

I stand frozen in the doorway, the paper bag still hanging from my hand. The air gets stuck in my throat.

“Welcome home,” he says, voice low, calm, but with an edge I’ve never heard before. “A long night with Susi?”

I try to smile, but the grimace freezes on my face.

“Yes... She was feeling terrible, you know how she gets with her period...”

He gets up slowly, puts the glass down on the table with a sound that rings like a hammer blow in the silence. He approaches me, step by step, and I instinctively back up until my back touches the wall.

“You smell like sex, Mapi,” he says, now closer, sniffing the air like a hunting dog. “Like sex and alcohol. Like men’s cologne. Like a whore, basically.”

The insult hits me like a slap.

I open my mouth to deny it, to make something up, but nothing comes out. He stretches out his hand and snatches the bag from my hands with a quick, almost violent movement. He rips it open and empties it onto the table.

The decent mom clothes fall to the floor, and then, rolling with a metallic sound that echoes through the living room, the anal plug. I had taken it out in the taxi because I couldn’t stand it anymore, because it hurt as if I’d been torn open inside.

Miguel looks at it.

He slowly bends down, picks it up with two fingers, as if it were something contaminated, something repulsive. He examines it under the lamp light, the red gem gleaming like an accusing eye.

“My God,” he murmurs, and for the first time his voice trembles. “Is this what you put in your ass, Mapi? Is this what you do when you tell me you’re going to help Susi with her emotional crises? Or when you have an ‘extra shift’ at the hospital?”

He drops it on the table with a sharp thud.

The noise makes me jump. It’s a miracle it didn’t break the glass tabletop.

“I’ve been suspicious for weeks,” he continues, now pacing around the living room like a lawyer in court. “Weeks watching you come home at five, six, seven in the morning. How you shower as soon as you get in, as if you were washing away evidence. How you have bruises on your neck, on your breasts, on your thighs. How you don’t even look me in the face when you kiss me anymore. How you keep failing Manuela over and over: you’re late to school, you forget her snacks. Her teacher told me you’ve been late picking her up for weeks.”

He stops in front of me with his eyes locked on mine.

“I checked your phone while you were sleeping, Mapi. I saw the messages with those two guys. I saw the photos they send you.”

“And there’s more. I reviewed the bank statements: three thousand euros in two months on motels, taxis, and I imagine drugs. Because there are drugs, right? Whatever you take to keep up with these nights of debauchery. Your pupils are dilated. Do you think I’m an idiot?”

My knees buckle. I slide down the wall until I’m sitting on the floor, legs stretched out like a broken doll.

“No...” I whisper, but it’s so weak that even I don’t believe it.

“I talked to Susi,” he continues, relentless. “She tried to cover for you, as always, but I already knew everything. I had you followed. The detective told me it was an extremely simple job. He gave me dates, details, even photos of you leaving Susi’s house dressed like a whore. Like today...”

He crouches down to my level, grabs my chin with his fingers and forces me to look at him.

“I want a divorce, Mapi. Tomorrow I’m talking to my lawyer. And I’m going to request full custody of Manuela. I have more than enough evidence to prove you’re a negligent mother: the late pickups at school, the nights you’ve left our daughter with babysitters for no reason, the drugs, the alcohol, the promiscuity. The judge will give her to me, Mapi. And you’ll have supervised visits, if they grant them at all.”

He releases my face.

He stands up, runs his hands through his hair, takes a deep breath.

“I’m not going to yell. I’m not going to hit you. I’m not going to make a scene that wakes up our daughter. I just want you to leave this house right now. Take what you need and go. And don’t come near Manuela until a judge says otherwise. If you try anything, I’ll call the police.”

He falls silent, waiting for my response.

I open my mouth.

I try to say something, anything: an excuse, a plea, a lie. But nothing comes out. There is no response. There is no credible excuse. There is nothing I can say to fix what has been broken.

“Mapi, I don’t want you to say anything. It’s enough already. It’s not just about the infidelity anymore. My lawyer has already explained that it’s not grounds for changing custody of our daughter, but the rest is. The drug use, the late pickups at school... or the screw-ups at the hospital. If you fight me on this, I’ll go all out... So, spare yourself the ordeal of having all this come to light. I guarantee that if you do, I’ll destroy you. I won’t object to you seeing her whenever you want or to a visitation schedule that works for you. I’ll be very generous and understanding. For our daughter’s sake, not yours, because you certainly don’t deserve it. But if I notice even the slightest attempt to change any of the conditions I’m imposing on you, I’ll come at you with all my rage. I swear to God. You thought you could fool me like an imbecile, or worse, that I could accept this docilely, and no. I’m not a puppet in your hands, or one of those cuckolds who puts up with everything. I can be a fucking pain in your ass. I can be a... complete bastard. Don’t tempt me to pay you back with the same pain you’ve caused me. Because I swear that’s what my body is telling me to do.”

“Miguel, please let me explain...”

“I don’t want to talk anymore... That moment has passed,” he cuts me off implacably. “I don’t want to listen to you, forgive you, hear you or have you near me. It’s too late, damn it. This is the result of behavior I can’t even begin to understand. What the fuck happened to you?”

“Can we talk tomorrow? I’ll try to explain calmly...”

“No. There’s nothing to talk about. You’ve made sure everything blew up in flames.”

Miguel looks down at me, arms crossed over his chest, jaw so tight I can see the muscle trembling beneath his skin. The living room suddenly seems smaller, the walls closing in around me. The smell of whiskey hangs in the air, mixed with my own stench of sex, sweat, and cheap perfume that I no longer try to hide. The plug still sits on the table, its red gem gleaming like a silent accusation under the lamplight. The damp dress, the torn stockings... everything seems to scream what I am at this moment.

“If you try to fight for custody of Manuela,” he says, in a voice so low and controlled that it’s more frightening than any shout, “I will destroy you. I will destroy you in every aspect of your life. At work, with your family, with your friends. I have enough evidence to get your medical license revoked if necessary, to get the hospital to open a disciplinary file that you’ll never be able to close. To make your parents know exactly what you’ve become. So that no one, ever, looks at you the same way again. Don’t play games with me, Mapi. Don’t do it.”

His words hit me like punches to the stomach. I can’t breathe. I try to move, to go to the bathroom, to shower, to erase the traces of the night from my body, but he raises his hand, a sharp gesture that stops me in my tracks.

“No. Don’t shower, don’t change. You’re leaving exactly as you are, exactly as you arrived. With the clothes you’re wearing, with the smell you’re carrying, with everything you represent right now. I don’t want you washing anything in this house.”

Tears fall uncontrollably, hot and fast, washing away what little mascara remained.

I take a shaky step toward him, my legs failing me as if they were made of jelly. The hardwood floor seems to tilt beneath my bare feet.

“Miguel... please...” I whisper, my voice broken, barely audible. “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. I’ve behaved like a whore, like the worst woman in the world, like someone who doesn’t deserve anything she had. I know I’ve hurt you, that I’ve betrayed you in the dirtiest way possible, that I’ve destroyed everything we built. What we had probably can’t be fixed, I know that, I accept it... But Manuela... Please, don’t take Manuela from me. She’s my daughter. She’s the only thing I truly have. The only thing I have left. Please... don’t leave me without her.”

My voice breaks completely into uncontrolled crying. My knees give out entirely and I kneel on the floor in front of him, with trembling hands on my thighs. I grab the fabric of his pajamas, his legs, not caring how pathetic I look, not caring about anything but the terror eating me from inside. I cry with hiccups, my face buried in his knees, my body shaken by sobs I can’t control.

“Don’t leave me without her... Please... I’ll do anything... Anything... I’ll give up everything, I’ll leave if you want... But don’t take my daughter away from me...”

Miguel stands rigid as a statue.

I see him swallow hard. His eyes are red, his jaw still clenched. I feel his body tense. He bends down slightly, takes me by the shoulders with firm but not violent fingers, and forces me to stand up slowly.

“Stand up, Mapi,” he says, voice low, almost pleading. “Please. Don’t make this more difficult than it already is.”

He helps me to my feet. He lets go immediately, as if my touch burned him. He steps back, runs his hand over his face, takes a deep breath.

“I don’t want to leave you without Manuela,” he continues, calmer now, but still with that icy tone. “I want custody, that’s non-negotiable. It’s what’s best for her right now. But if your behavior is appropriate... if you control yourself, if you stop the craziness, if you prove you can be a responsible mother... I won’t object to you seeing her. But right now, leave. I can’t have you here tonight. I can’t look at your face, because what my body wants is to beat you senseless, and I don’t want it to come to that.”

I nod repeatedly, wiping away tears with the back of my hand, smearing my face more with mascara and sweat.

“Okay... okay...” I whisper between hiccups. “I’m going. I’ll do better, I swear...”

“You’ll do better...” he says sarcastically, shaking his head.

I pick up the bag from the floor with trembling hands, put the clothes inside, the plug. I don’t look back. I go out to the hallway, put on my sneakers without socks, grab my car keys and leave the house without fully closing the door, afraid of making noise and waking Manuela. In the elevator I collapse again. I sit on the floor, hug my knees and cry silently until I reach the ground floor.

I drive to Susi’s house like a robot. It’s five-thirty in the morning. I park badly.

I ring the doorbell with a trembling finger. Susi opens the door in pajamas with messy hair and eyes swollen from sleep. She looks at me for a second and her expression changes completely.

“Shit, Mapi... Come in, come in.”

I stumble inside.

She closes the door and hugs me tightly, not asking anything at first.

“I called you like twenty times yesterday,” she says, voice soft, stroking my back. “I tried to warn you. When I saw you weren’t answering, I called Kike to warn you... but I couldn’t reach him either.”

I break down crying, unable to speak.

“Miguel already knew. He told me everything, and I couldn’t deny it. I’m sorry, honey. I’m so sorry. He has evidence. The bastard hired a detective agency to follow you, and you... Well. You didn’t make it very difficult for them.”

I cry against her shoulder, with hiccups I can't control.

“You can stay here as long as you want,” she continues, brushing the hair from my face. “The sofa is yours, the bed is yours, the apartment is yours. For as long as you need. You’re not alone.”

She tries to cheer me up, as Susi always does, even in the worst moments.

“Look on the bright side,” she says, sitting me down on the sofa and bringing me a glass of water. “You don’t have to justify anything to Miguel anymore. You can do whatever you want. We can go out, we can have fun, without having to explain ourselves. You’re free, and you’ve escaped from a marriage that was suffocating you. You know it, even though right now you feel completely lost.”

I look up. I know my eyes are swollen, my face stained.

“But you need to take everything slowly,” she continues. “Without destroying yourself. Without destroying what’s left of you. You’re free now, Mapi. Truly free.”

“I don’t want to be free like this, Susi,” I whisper. “My priority is Manuela. I need to prove I can be a good mother, even if I’ve been a shitty wife. I need to be able to see her. That’s all that matters to me now.”

She nods, squeezing my hands tightly.

“I know. And you’re going to make it happen.”

I get up and go to the bathroom.

I look at myself in the mirror: an absolute disaster. I take off my dress, step under the hot water and cry, this time holding nothing back.

Free. The word sounds hollow, empty. Free from Miguel, yes. But a prisoner of what I’ve done. And of what I’ve lost.

	Bitches


I return the next day with all my belongings in a couple of suitcases. When she opens the door, I’m completely devastated. My life has gone to hell. I, who until a couple of days ago was living a normal life, married with a beautiful daughter, now find myself at the door of Susi’s apartment with my entire life in two suitcases. I don’t know how to handle this...

Susi throws her arms around me as soon as the door opens. I accept her hug, which I desperately need, and I feel safe.

“Who would have thought we’d end up sharing an apartment, huh?”

“I won’t bother you for long. I’ll look for a place to move into as soon as possible, but I appreciate you letting me stay here while I get organized.”

“Don’t be stupid, girl. You can stay as long as you want, there’s plenty of space. Come in. Besides, if we split the rent, you’ll be doing me a favor. It’s too much for me alone. I’m so excited to have you here!”

I enter her home with an uncomfortable smile, but at the same time, I don’t know why, I feel like crying. I guess it’s because of my friend’s understanding, because she makes me feel safe in the middle of the damn uncertainty my life has fallen into, and that’s what I crave and need most right now. Because Susi doesn’t judge me. She knows what I did, she even warned me I was going too far, but she tries to lighten the burden I carry on my shoulders. I judge myself enough, twenty-four hours a day for these last few years and for having sent my life to hell... But, above all, because she’s willing to accompany me in my worst moment. Although according to her, it’s going to become my best.

On the other hand, being with her makes me too aware of the situation I’m in. I can’t help feeling that when I’m alone, I isolate myself from what’s happening to me and fool myself into believing I’m free and happy, and when I think I’m fine, I push my two suitcases, which contain my entire life. I carry my whole life inside. Everything else has stayed at home... Miguel’s home, or I’ve thrown it away... Thirty years of life compressed into two suitcases and a backpack.

“This is your room, set it up however you want, really, it’s yours. And you can bring whoever you want.”

“I’m not going to bring anyone.”

“We’ll see about that. Right now you’re seeing everything as dark, but this will pass, Mapi. Everything will get back on track. You’ll see Manuela, you’ll continue with your job at the hospital... You’ll have some damn good sex. We’ll go clubbing, we’ll go out partying, and you’ll be what Miguel prevented you from being.” She flops onto the bed and props herself up on her elbows. “How did it go with him today?”

“Well... At first... when I said goodbye to...”

I stop talking because I start crying. Susi hugs me and encourages me to cry more. But I can’t, I can’t handle any more tears, any more pain. I don’t even know how much I’ve cried this past week and I don’t know when I’ll stop...

“It’s okay, girl. It’s normal to cry, okay? It’s a huge change in your life and it will take time to process. Right now everything seems dark, you can’t find a way out, everything seems like a disaster, but it will get better. Now you’ll be able to live your life. You’re going to be great, seriously.”

I smile at her, we hug and we look at our reflection in the closet mirror. We both see my red, trembling face and we laugh.

“What are you going to wear tonight?”

“Tonight? When?”

“To go out.”

“Susi, I just got here... I don’t feel up to it.”

“I’ve made plans with some friends to go out for drinks, so get ready.”

I don’t feel like going out at all. I don’t know how to explain it, it’s a physical and at the same time mental exhaustion. All I want to do is get into bed and sleep for several days. I look at my suitcases and my heart sinks. I wonder what Miguel and Manuela are doing. It’s Friday. Pizza and movie night. A tear escapes me. I hate myself for having hurt both of us so much. All three of us. When did it all begin? Why couldn’t I stop it sooner? Part of me wishes I could go back and hug him, tell him to forget what happened, to be the two people we were again, the couple that came home and prepared dinner excited about the movie we were going to watch, but that’s no longer possible.

I dry my tears and get up from the bed. The shower water feels good. The hot stream seems to wash away all the bad thoughts. I get out of the shower, dry my body, wrap my hair in a towel, and go to what is now my new room. I start taking out clothes and spread them on the bed. I have no idea what to wear.

“Girl... First thing Monday we’re going shopping. You can’t keep dressing like my mother. For fuck’s sake!” – Susi’s voice wakes me from my troubling thoughts.

“I don’t know... I’m feeling so listless... What do you think of this?”

“That blouse? It’s cool. With this, you’ll be a hit. Besides, we’re not going slutting today. Or maybe we are, but that’s not the goal. I want you to meet my friends. You need to renew your wardrobe, friendships, and many other things. Look, better wear this...”

I put on the burgundy leather skirt and a white top she lends me. I grab the leather jacket and... done. I put on makeup. With makeup I look so much better. Like all of us, I suppose.

“You look gorgeous.” Susi tells me, always optimistic. “Hey, do you want to talk about your situation with the girls... or would you prefer not to mention it?”

“I think I’d prefer not to say anything for now.”

“Well. They might ask you something. I told them you’re recently divorced.”

“Separated. We’re not divorced yet.”

“That’s just a technicality. You guys are ‘kaput’” – she says, making a cutting motion across her neck.

“Great, thanks. You’re an angel...” – I say sarcastically.

“Yeah, but if they give you a hard time, just shut them down. They won’t mind.”

We decide not to drive. It’s better to take a taxi, in case we drink (which we will). We ride in silence. I didn’t usually go out in downtown Madrid, and I’m surprised by the lively atmosphere on the streets. We’ve arranged to meet at a tapas bar. As soon as we get out of the taxi, a blonde with a youthful appearance runs up to us and throws herself into Susi’s arms.

“Giiiirl.”

She hugs her tightly.

“Damn, you look hot as hell, you bitch. And that dress? Weren’t we just meeting for a bite? You always do the same thing.”

“Come on, Mona. It’s just a simple spaghetti strap dress. It barely comes two inches above the knee!”

“You’re disgusting. You know that, right? Everything looks fucking amazing on you and makes the rest of us look ugly.”

“Yeah, sure.” – Susi laughs

“Let’s go in! Sole is already here!”

They’ve reserved a table at the back of the place. They don’t want a full dinner, so between beers, white wine and tapas, we’ll end up full. They introduce themselves. They’re two crazy women just like Susi. They talk like parrots. Sole is brunette with medium-length hair. A very common cut, though she’s cute and dresses quite youthfully. Mona is a wild version of Susi. She has curly blonde hair and a piercing in her nose. Not the typical bull ring hanging from the nose, but a small diamond on one side. She’s wearing a white miniskirt and high-heeled ankle boots. She completes the look with a top that leaves little to the imagination. Overall, she’s very attractive. The conversations are pure chaos. They talk about guys, their jobs, and sex. On that topic, they seem to be true authorities.

A waiter refills our glasses while “explaining” the tapas to us. It seems excessive. They’re just Gildas and canapés with quail eggs and Mallorcan sobrasada; they don’t warrant a five-minute speech. But Susi’s friends seem to like the guy, as they can’t take their eyes off him.

We toast with a tipsy laugh that warns me we’re dangerously approaching our alcohol limit. Mona is the most extroverted and talks non-stop with the vocabulary of a Romanian truck driver (it’s just an expression, no offense intended). She can’t stop talking about sex and describing in explicit detail the last time she got laid.

“Don’t tell me you ended up fucking that guy?” —Susi is also a bit drunk.– “He looked like such a bore...”

“You’re wrong... He was great in bed! Although I have to admit he should specialize in eating pussy. He’s brilliant at it.”

“Foreplay for the win!” —comments Sole.

“Yes!!! Nothing like a guy who takes his time! I hate those who get straight to the point and forget about everything else.”

“Well, Mapi knows a lot about that... Her ex was one of those. Quick missionary with the lights off.”

If eyes could shoot paralyzing rays, Susi would be a pillar of salt. I drill her with my gaze.

“Such a boring guy” —you know what I mean?

The girls burst out laughing, and I, though somewhat uncomfortable, keep my composure as best I can.

“But here where you see her... this quiet little thing has hooked up with Kike several times.”

“Kike, the 50 cl Mahou beer can? Wow. What a cock, girl!” – It’s obvious that Mona is also familiar with Kike’s attributes.

I can’t hold back a smile. My goodness, what a group. From Susi’s mischievous face and Sole’s laughter, I already know these three know him intimately. And that, in a way, bothers me.

“What a Rocco. Plus, he fucks like an angel,” says Susi, very quickly.

“With a good cock, fucking is easy. Not much merit there.” – Sole cracks up.

“Well... It’s true that with that dick it’s easier, but the guy also knows how to use it. Have you tried it from behind?” – Mona suddenly blurts out. – “The guy nearly split me in half!”

“God, you're such a beast!”

The look we four exchange lasts barely a microsecond, but it's enough to admit that, yes, he's put it in our behinds.

“Oh my God! Don't act all prudish now—he's stuck it in all of you just like he did to me. And you loved it.”

“Well, I know someone who besides Kike... also got Victor into bed.”

The faces of Susi's friends are priceless.

“At the same time?”

“At the same time,” Susi confirms.

I want to die. She's spilling everything and even her friends are scandalized. I feel myself turning tomato-red.

“That deserves to be told in detail,” Mona exclaims.

They laugh scandalously, and some glances focus on our table. Despite everything, I feel comfortable. They're fun. Susi orders a round of shots, to keep the night going. My God... I'm going to have to work more shifts this month if I keep spending at this rate. For a moment, I think about Manuela, and also a bit about Miguel. I know I've been a complete bitch to him.

“Tell us, girl!” Sole insists. “Who's better?”

“Calm down, you're scaring her!” Susi interjects.

“Well... Kike is... well, he's huge, and you know he knows how to use it. But Victor isn't far behind.”

“Did they do you at the same time?”

“Yes,” I answer, lowering my gaze in embarrassment.

Mona stands up and gives me an euphoric hug.

“That's awesome!”

“Well, Mapi, we're all waiting for you to spill the beans.” They all look at me with mischievous faces, but I know they won't stop insisting. These “girls' nights” can sometimes be annoying.

“Tell us everything, come on.”

“I don't feel very comfortable talking about that topic.”

Mona rolls her eyes and I nibble on something to buy time.

“Let's go somewhere more private...” I tell them.

“Why are you so red?” Sole asks me, laughing.

“I don't know,” I laugh, “this conversation topic isn't for telling here.”

They both nod, they already know what I mean. We leave the restaurant with a significant buzz. I don't usually drink, and my mind feels somewhat foggy. I think what makes them more excited is the anticipation of what I'm going to tell them rather than what we've been drinking.

We split the bill. (I swear that's just an expression.) They decide to go to some pubs for drinks.

I smile uncertainly as we enter the pub they've chosen. The doorman winks at us as we enter. I glance at him from the corner of my eye as I pass by, and he smiles at me, complicit.

The hallway carpeted in black with walls also painted that color leads to an enormous room. There are several round tables arranged around a circular wooden dance floor where a dozen people move slowly to the rhythm of the music played by the DJ positioned in a corner. It's catchy commercial music. The best for people like me, not too accustomed to nightlife. The bar is against the back wall and all the stools are occupied. The lighting is dim and creates a lot of dark corners sheltered from curious glances.

“The usual?” Susi asks.

Sole and Mona smile and nod.

“Gin and tonic?” she asks me.

It seemed like Susi knew everyone since people kept greeting her during her journey. She finally reaches the bar after waving to one person, exchanging a few words with another...

“It's an interesting place, don't you think?” Sole asks me, smiling at Mona's mischievous look.

They decide it would be better to sit at a table somewhat away from the dance floor. When Susi returns loaded with our four drinks, she looks at me with playful eyes.

“The house is treating,” she says. Then she puts the drinks on the table and looks around.

“Well, what do you think?” Susi asks, taking a small sip from her glass.

“About the pub? To be honest, I'm a little disappointed. I was expecting something a bit more... risqué!”

Mona bursts out laughing and applauds, amused.

“Damn, Susi! Mapi isn't a prude at all. She's a totally repressed wildcat. And those are the worst!!”

“But don't get confused, honey. Look at those women, for example.”

In a corner of the bar, there's a group of three women who are looking toward the dance floor and laughing among themselves. If Mona hadn't suggested it, I wouldn't have looked at them so carefully, nor would I have noticed them. But I start to observe them: large hands, quite athletic, and excessive makeup on their faces. They're taller than the average woman and there's something about their gestures that catches attention...

“They're men, aren't they?”

Susi bursts out laughing when she sees my surprised face and discreetly points toward the dark part of the venue that's across from us.

“Not everything is as simple as it seems.”

I'm aware of how outlandish the attire is that most of the clientele wears: black PVC dresses, others in leather. In many cases, the difference in sex between them isn't clear at all.

“Relax, we don’t judge here. We just fuck and drink.”

We sit down. The music is loud, but the table is in a corner where we can talk.

Mona raises her glass.

“A toast to Mapi: may your next fucks be better than your marriage ones, and may your ex eat his words.”

We clink glasses. The gin and tonic is strong, with lemon and cardamom. It burns my throat and feels good.

Sole leans toward me.

“Tell us, how was the moment when he caught you? Susi said it was epic.”

I sigh, but the drink loosens my tongue.

“I came in at five in the morning smelling like sex and with the anal plug Susi had given me in my purse. He emptied everything onto the table and... well, there was no possible excuse.”

Sole bursts out laughing.

“A plug! That’s pro level!”

Mona cracks up.

“Mine found condoms in my coat pocket. I told him they belonged to a friend who had left them with me. And he bought it. Men are stupid when they want to be.”

Susi winks at me.

“Mapi has gone from nun to sex zen master in six months. I think soon she’ll be giving us lessons.”

I laugh, though it hurts a little.

“Lessons on how to lose everything in record time.”

Mona takes my hand.

“No, lessons on how to resurrect yourself. Look, I got divorced two years ago. My ex was a controlling piece of shit. Now I have a boyfriend ten years younger who eats me out like it’s his job. And a married lover who pays for my trips and some luxuries. New life, queen.”

Sole nods.

“And I’m in total single mode. The other day I hooked up with two guys in the same night. One in the afternoon, another at night. They didn’t know each other. It was like having a tasting menu.”

The three of them laugh. I do too, though with a lump in my throat.

“And the little girl?” Mona asks, more seriously. “That’s the tough part.”

“Custody is going to him right now,” I say, taking a long sip of my drink. “Supervised visits at first. I have to behave myself...”

Susi squeezes my knee under the table.

“But that doesn’t mean you have to go back to being the nun you were before. You can be a responsible mother and a free woman at the same time. You just need to act with your head.”

Mona leans in.

“Hey, what about those guys from your wild nights? Have you cut them off or are you still in the game?”

“Cut off for now,” I half-lie. “I need time to rethink everything in my new life.”

“Lie,” says Susi. “Her phone is full of messages she doesn’t answer. But today isn’t about talking about dicks. Today is about celebrating that Mapi is free.”

Sole orders another round. I shake my head, laughing.

“First I want to be able to see Manuela without supervision. Then we’ll see.”

Mona puts her arm around my shoulder.

“That’s the attitude. Step by step. But tonight you forget everything and dance with us.”

With the second round of gin and tonics on the table and the mood looser, Mona and Sole lean toward me as if they’re about to hear a state secret. Susi, sitting beside me, gives me an elbow nudge and a knowing smile.

“Come on, Mapi,” says Mona, with gleaming eyes. “You’ve had enough time to process the threesome with those two Greek gods. Tell us everything. And uncensored!”

Sole nods, taking a long sip.

“With all the details. We want to know if it’s true that those two guys together are as good as they should be.”

I sigh, laugh nervously, and take a big sip of gin and tonic to work up my courage. The alcohol has already loosened my tongue enough.

“Okay... but don’t laugh too much, I’m still embarrassed.”

The three of them let out a “Ha!” in unison.

I begin.

“It all started at Kapital. I met Kike thanks to Susi. Tall, incredible body and... well, a cock that seems to be in another category. Two Coke cans stacked on top of each other, as she says,” I point to Susi.

Susi raises her glass.

“Confirmed. I sampled it before she did.”

Mona covers her mouth and bursts out laughing.

“My God, go on.”

“We danced, got hot, and eventually went to his place. That night was the first time I really came. Three times, or four, I can’t even remember anymore. I cried, girls. I cried from pleasure.”

Sole’s eyes widen.

“That’s expert level!”

“Exactly. The second time we met up, Víctor appeared. At a place called Summum. He introduced him as a good friend. He’s elegant, and very masculine. In the end, they worked me over. We ended up at his place. What I didn’t know was that he has a weakness...”

“What weakness?”

“Feet. He took off my shoes, slowly pulled down my stockings, massaged my feet and then... he kissed them, licked them, sucked each toe one by one as if they were the most delicious thing in the world.”

Susi bursts out laughing.

“I told you! Victor is a championship-level foot fetishist.”

Sole fans herself with her hand.

“Damn, I would’ve come just from that.”

“I almost did. Kike behind me, pulling down my dress, massaging my breasts, pinching my nipples exactly how I like it. Victor in front, moving up my legs, kissing the inside of my thighs... and suddenly he sees the plug I was wearing. The one with the red gem.”

Mona covers her mouth again.

“You were wearing a plug? You’re amazing!”

“Susi put it in before we went out. ‘Training,’ she said.”

All three burst out laughing. Susi raises her hand like a proud teacher.

“My star pupil.”

“Victor saw it, smiled like the devil himself and pressed on it a little. I moaned like crazy. Then he removed it slowly and... well, that’s when things got intense.”

I take another sip, my cheeks burning.

“First they both went down on me at the same time. One on my pussy, the other on my ass. Tongues, fingers, everything. I came so hard I nearly passed out.”

Sole lets out a “Holy shit!” and Mona applauds.

“Keep going, keep going.”

“Then I gave them both a blowjob. On my knees between them, alternating, saliva everywhere, deep throat... until they both came in my mouth.”

Mona fans herself.

“I’m getting wet just listening to you.”

“And the finale... Victor from behind. Kike from the front. Both at the same time. They filled me completely. I could feel each other’s movements through the wall between my pussy and ass. I came like never before, screaming. It was... I don’t even know how to explain it. Like being split in two.”

Silence for a second. All three stare at me with their mouths open.

Then laughter erupts.

Mona clutches her stomach.

“Fuck, Mapi! That’s not a threesome, that’s a masterpiece!”

Sole raises her glass.

“A toast to the queen of double stuffing.”

Susi hugs me around the shoulder.

“I told you you were going to fly, see?”

I laugh with them, though I still feel a pang of guilt when I remember.

“It was incredible... but it was also what led me to lose everything.”

The music gets louder. We stand up and head to the small dance floor at the back. The four of us dance together, close, laughing, drinks in hand. Mona grabs my waist, Sole kisses my cheek, Susi winks at me. There’s a small group of guys who can’t take their eyes off us, and Susi and her friends are enjoying the attention. One of them approaches me and asks if I want to dance.

I don’t answer him, I just start dancing, and to my surprise, he does too. He signals me, we leave our drinks on the table and rush down to the main dance floor where there’s more space.

The song ends and with the next one, he hugs me. I’m starting to loosen up, and I know that’s dangerous. Susi comes over and pulls me away from the young stud and starts dancing with me. We dance for two more songs, they keep playing one hit after another, the DJ barely gives us time to breathe. We dance so synchronized it looks like we’ve been rehearsing for months.

She spins me around and when I stop, she dips me backward, like in a movie. People applaud us and join our dancing. I feel like we’re fifteen years old; we don’t stop jumping and dancing. I’ve never had so much fun in my life!

The guy doesn’t want to let what he thinks is an easy target escape. He wants to buy me a drink. I don’t say no. I think I’ve had four already. Tomorrow I’m going to wake up with one hell of a headache, but I don’t care. We go get our drinks and he asks me something about my work.

I tell him I’m a nurse, but I don’t feel like talking about myself. He’s a lawyer, which I find boring. The girls come to my rescue.

“I’m going to the bathroom,” says Mona.

“I’ll come with you.”

I welcome the break, I need to clear my head. Susi stays with my companion and we enter the restroom.

“Damn, little miss innocent. You hooked up with the hottest one!”

I laugh, but I’m getting a bad feeling...

“Damn, I don’t know what to do,” We touch up our makeup in the mirror while waiting in line. “I know myself, and I don’t want to regret anything the next day. I know if I let myself go, I’ll end up doing it...”

“Fuck him. I don’t think he wants to start a romantic relationship with you. You fuck him, and that’s it until next time. It’s easy.”

“Girl!” I hit her arm and we laugh. “I don’t know, I’m confused. I’d like to leave, tell him to take me to his place and spend all night doing it, but that’s exactly what I shouldn’t be doing right now.”

“What if we change venues?”

We leave. We enter another pub. I don't order anything. I'm already quite drunk and have a moment of clarity telling me I shouldn't drink more. I'm already stumbling too often.

Some guys invite us to tequila shots with lemon and salt. I talk with one of them. I see Mona behind another guy dancing with her sweaty hair stuck to her face. One of the guys brushes against my ass without the slightest shame. I laugh to myself. I could report him for harassment, or for something under Montero's law. ALONE AND DRUNK I WANT TO GET HOME! Like hell!

Miley Cyrus plays and people go crazy. Someone pushes me from behind. Everything's spinning. I feel dizzy. I'm afraid I'm going to throw up.

I head to the bathroom pushing through people. The bathrooms are full of women applying makeup, snorting, and chatting. The last door is open, and I lunge for it like there's no tomorrow. I don't think I'll make it in time.

Luckily, the toilet lid is up, because vomit shoots out of me. I don't want to kneel on that sticky floor, so I stay in a squat position.

“Mapi?” I hear Susi's worried voice behind me.

She enters the cubicle, crouches beside me and pulls my hair away from my face.

“Shit, honey... relax, get it all out.”

I vomit again, nothing now, just dry heaves that hurt.

When I finish, I let myself fall sitting on the floor, my back against the cold wall.

And then I start crying.

I cry like a child, with hiccups, with snot, with everything.

A blonde with a “man-eater” look pokes her head in and stares at me with a stupid expression.

“What are you looking at? Never been drunk before or what?”⁠Susi says to her very seriously.

“I can't take it anymore, Susi...” I sob. “I'm a piece of shit. I've lost Miguel, I've lost my house, I'm going to lose Manuela if I don't control myself... and here I am, drunk, throwing up in a bathroom after dancing with guys I don't know at all. What have I become?”

Susi sits next to me on the dirty bathroom floor, hugs me tight, lets me cry on her shoulder.

“Come on, girl. Calm down, sweetie. You're going through a complicated time, Mapi. You've lost your marriage, your routine, your idea of who you were. It's normal to feel overwhelmed. It's normal to try to fill the void with alcohol, with sex, with whatever makes you feel better.”

She strokes my hair, wipes my tears with the back of her hand.

“You're not a piece of shit. You're a woman who's woken up after years of being asleep. You've discovered that your body works, that you can feel pleasure, that you can be desired. And that's scary, because it comes with guilt. But guilt doesn't define you.”

I cry harder.

“Manuela... if Miguel uses everything he has against me... if he takes away my visitation rights... He's very capable of it.”

“He's not going to do that,” she says firmly. “Miguel is hurt, but he's not a monster. He's a fucking bore, but he's not a bad person. And you're going to show him that you can be an incredible mother even though your marriage is over. Step by step. Today you drank too much, okay. You needed it. You danced with guys, okay. That doesn't make you a bad mother. Get that into your head, damn it.”

She passes me a tissue from her purse, helps me clean my face.

“Look at me. You're strong. You've survived a marriage that was suffocating you. You'll survive this too. And you'll come out more whole. The world doesn't end with Miguel. Your life will probably begin after Miguel.”

She hugs me again, rocks me a little on the bathroom floor.

“When you're ready, we'll go home.”

I'm grateful she's here. My body has expelled everything down to my first baby food. I feel a disgusting aftertaste in my mouth. Susi flushes the toilet and helps me stand up.

I hear music in the distance. The floor is disgusting. Shit. How gross! I think about my leather skirt. It's the best one I have, and I don't know if I've ruined it. I'm truly sorry, but I can't handle myself right now.

“Feeling better?” Susi says to me. “You've thrown up your entire life, friend.”

I nod, still crying, but more controlled.

“Thank you...” I whisper. “I don't know what I'd do without you.”

“Die of boredom,” she jokes, and gets half a smile out of me.

She helps me get up, fixes my clothes, cleans my smeared mascara with a damp finger.

“You're beautiful even when you're throwing up,” she says. “Now let's go home, queen. Tomorrow will be another day.”

We leave the bathroom arm in arm. Mona and Sole are waiting outside, concerned but not making a drama of it. The four of us leave together in a taxi, laughing at silly things. I can't talk. My tongue feels heavy. I make an effort.

“Yessh, I'm better. Sorry, eh, you were there in the middle of...”

“What?” they shout, cracking up.

They look at each other and burst out laughing.

“You're so wasted, girl! How are you feeling?”

“Huh? Oh! Good. Better, thanks.”

“Great.”

When the taxi drops them off at Mona’s place, we say goodbye with an almost fraternal display of kisses and hugs. That’s what alcohol does...

“Thanks for taking care of me, girls. I’m delighted to have met you. I hope we see each other again soon.”

“You’re going to flip out with the hangover tomorrow. I recommend a good shower before going to bed.”

“Don’t remind me.”

We arrive at Susi’s place with the world spinning, but at least I’ve made it in one piece without any more retching. The taxi drops us at the door and we climb the stairs holding onto the railing. The key enters the lock after three failed attempts, and we enter the dark apartment, with the familiar scent of vanilla and her sweet perfume floating in the air.

I take off my heels at the entrance, feeling the cold floor under my swollen feet. The white top sticks to my sweaty body, and I still feel my stomach churning. I go straight to the bathroom, turn on the light and look at myself in the mirror. My face is pale, my eyes glassy, my mascara slightly smudged from the tears in the bar bathroom. I turn on the faucet, splash cold water on my face and grab the toothbrush Susi has left for me. I put it in my mouth with mint toothpaste and start brushing with slow, circular movements, trying to erase the taste of gin and tonic and vomit. I’m incredibly drunk, my head is spinning as if I were on a carousel, but at least I didn’t end up with my legs spread for some stranger at the bar. I feel a little proud of that, at least. I danced, I laughed, I flirted a bit with the dark-haired guy, but when I felt things getting too hot, I pulled away.

I finish brushing, spit, rinse my mouth and wash my face again. I take off my top and leather skirt. I check for damage. It doesn’t seem irreparable. I throw everything in the laundry basket and put on an old t-shirt that reaches my thighs. I leave the bathroom barefoot, turning off the light, and go to the guest room. That’s my room now. The single bed awaits me with clean sheets, the window slightly open letting in a cool breeze that makes me shiver, but feels great. I lie on my back, arms spread, looking at the white ceiling that spins a little, the dizziness rising from my stomach to my head. I close my eyes, try to breathe deeply.

I hear the bedroom door opening softly. Light footsteps on the wooden floor.

“Are you awake?” Susi whispers.

I open my eyes. She’s standing in the hallway, wearing short pajamas, her hair tousled, her eyes bright from the alcohol we’ve all been drinking. She comes closer, sits on the edge of the bed, looks at me with that smile of hers that always calms me down.

“I’m sorry for ruining the night,” I say, my voice thick from alcohol. “I drank too much... I didn’t want to be a party pooper. I’m sorry.”

Susi laughs, caresses my arm with her fingertips.

“You didn’t ruin anything, silly. I had a great time. And so did Mona and Sole. Not everything is about ending up having sex, Mapi. Sometimes it’s better to dance like crazy, laugh until your stomach hurts, and come home with the best friend in the world.”

I lie on my side, looking at her. The dizziness makes the room spin a little, but her presence calms me. She lies down next to me, facing me, the mattress sinking under our weight. We’re so close that I can feel her warm breath on my face, mixed with the smell of gin and her coconut shampoo.

“Thank you,” I whisper. “For everything.”

She doesn’t answer. She just looks at me. Her eyes are bright, and suddenly she moves a little closer. She gives me a soft kiss on the forehead, like a sister. Then on the cheek, slower. Then on the corner of my lips, almost brushing them. Her caresses start on my arm. Her fingers trace invisible lines from my shoulder to my elbow, going back up again. I turn slightly, confused, but she puts a finger on my lips and continues.

The kisses become longer. She moves down my neck, soft, moist kisses that make my skin tingle. Her hand moves down my side, brushing the edge of my t-shirt, moving up my hip, stopping at the curve where my thigh begins. I feel her soft body against mine, smaller than a man’s, but with a different warmth, more enveloping. Her breasts are firm, pressing against my arm through her thin pajamas. I feel her quickened breath, the pulse in her neck when I touch it with my lips unintentionally.

She caresses my stomach under the t-shirt with very soft touches around my navel, going down a little more each time. The skin of her hands is incredibly soft. She has perfect manicured nails, though short. Occupational hazard. Tonight they’re painted dark red and they scratch me slightly, giving me goosebumps. She kisses my earlobe, nibbles it gently, and a shiver runs down my spine to my pussy. Damn. I’m getting turned on. I’ve never been in a situation like this with another woman before. And the truth is, it’s not unpleasant at all.

Her hand moves down to my thigh, squeezes it, massages it, moves up the inner side, stopping just before reaching the edge of my panties. I don’t move. Do I want her to continue?

Her body against mine is like a warm wave, her curves adapting to mine in a way I’ve never experienced. She has a narrow waist, wide hips, long legs intertwining with mine under the sheet. She kisses my neck again, more intensely, sucking, leaving a mark that I’ll see in the mirror tomorrow. Her hand moves up my back, under the t-shirt, caressing my spine vertebra by vertebra. She reaches my ass, squeezes it, massages it with open fingers.

The kisses become longer, wetter. She turns my face with her hand and kisses me on the lips, first softly, lips against lips, then with her tongue brushing the edge. I open my mouth without thinking, and her tongue enters, warm, tasting of wild night. It’s different from a man: softer, more exploratory, less invasive. She caresses my tongue with hers, wraps around mine, and her hand moves down my chest, brushes a nipple with her palm, making it harden instantly.

She caresses my entire breast, with her open hand covering it, massaging and giving light pinches that make me arch my back involuntarily. Her fingers gently pinch my nipple, pull it, release it, pinch it again. The pleasure is slow, growing, like a tide rising from my stomach. Her other hand moves down my belly. I feel her fingers tracing the line of my navel, going down to the elastic of my panties. She stops there, brushing the edge, waiting. I’m surprised to find myself wanting her to continue. I want to fuck her.

I moan against her mouth. She smiles, kisses my lower lip, bites it gently. Her caresses become longer, more intentional. She slides her hand inside my panties. I feel her cold fingers against my hot skin. She caresses my mons pubis, my outer lips, without entering yet.

Damn. I'm getting wet. I can feel it. Her body presses closer to mine, her leg intertwines with mine, her hip pressing against my thigh. I feel her heat, her dampness through the thin pajamas. Her breasts press against mine. Our hard nipples rubbing against each other.

She kisses my shoulder, moves down my arm, licks the curve of my elbow, comes back up. Her hand moves slowly over my pussy. Now her fingers part my lips, brushing my clit with her fingertip, in gentle circles that make me gasp. There's no turning back now. She goes lower, slowly slides a finger inside me, all the way in, moves it in and out, curving it to touch that spot that makes me see stars. I'm so wet that I can feel how it slides.

I caress her back under her pajamas, feel her smooth skin, the curve of her spine, the hollow of her waist. I lower my hand to her ass, squeeze it, massage it like she's doing to me. It's firm, round, warm. She moans, kisses my neck harder, sucking, gently biting.

Her caresses become longer, deeper. Two fingers now, entering and exiting, her thumb on my clit, continuously caressing me in constant circles. Her other hand pinches my nipple, pulls it, releases it. The pleasure builds slowly but unstoppably, like a wave growing on the horizon. She kisses my mouth again. Her tongue enters deeply, exploring, tasting.

I remove the top of her pajamas, caress her perfect breasts. She has dark, hard nipples. No tan lines. I massage them, pinch them gently, just as she did to me, and she arches her back, moaning against my mouth. Her skin is soft as silk, warm, with a coconut scent that envelops me.

She lowers her head, kisses my breast, licks a nipple, sucks it slowly, bites it gently. Her hand in my pussy speeds up a little, her fingers curving inside, her thumb pressing harder. The dizziness from the alcohol mixes with the pleasure, everything spins, but in a good way.

I caress her hair, pull it back gently, guide her to my other breast. She obeys, licking, sucking. I'm wet, and we've barely even started.

Despite the embarrassment burning my cheeks, I'm more aroused than ever. The alcohol still swirls in my head, but the dizziness is different now: it's pure, hot desire rising from my stomach to my throat. Never, not even in my most hidden fantasies, had I thought being with another woman was possible. I always thought it was something I saw in movies, something distant, impossible for me. And now I'm here, in my best friend's guest bed, with her body pressed against mine, her breath on my neck, her fingers exploring me as if she'd known me all my life, and I'm wanting to fuck her.

I turn completely toward her, our bodies meet face to face. Susi looks at me with eyes bright with excitement. Her lips are parted, waiting.

Trembling, I raise my hand and caress her cheek. Her skin is soft, warm, with that womanly touch that lacks the roughness of men. I run my fingers along her jawline, down her neck, feeling the rapid pulse beneath the delicate skin. She closes her eyes for a second, sighs.

My hands move down her shoulders, along her slender but strong arms from all those hospital shifts. I carefully remove the top of her pajamas, as if I were unwrapping something fragile. I pull it over her head and throw it to the floor. Her breasts are exposed: firm, perfect, with hardened nipples. I look at them for a second, fascinated. I had never touched breasts other than my own in the shower.

I bring my hand closer, brush them with my fingertips. Susi moans and arches her back toward me, exposing herself more to my lips.

I caress them with both hands, squeeze them gently, feel their weight, their softness. They're firmer than I imagined, the skin silky. I circle the nipples slowly with my thumbs, and she shivers. I pinch them, pull them a little, and her moan becomes longer, deeper.

I lower my mouth. First a kiss on the collarbone, then on the upper curve of her breast. I lick around the nipple, without touching it yet, just brushing with my tongue. Susi takes my hair, guides me. Finally I suck it, take it into my mouth, first gently, then harder.

She pants, presses my head against her breast.

I do the same with the other, alternating, nibbling, licking, sucking until they're red and swollen.

My hands move down her waist, along the curve of her hip, over the short pajamas she's still wearing.

I pull them down slowly, along with her panties, down to her ankles.

She raises her hips to help me. Now she's naked beneath me. Her body is beautiful: She has long, elegant legs, a flat stomach with a small bikini mark, her mons pubis waxed with a thin line of blonde hair.

I stare at her, fascinated. It's like looking at myself but different, softer. I bring my hand closer, caress her stomach, move down the hip bone, along the inner thigh. She opens her legs without me asking, inviting me. I brush the outer lips with my fingertips, feeling the heat, the wetness.

She's soaking wet. Just like me. I part her lips with two fingers, slowly, exploring. Her clit is swollen, pink, glistening. I brush it with my thumb in gentle circles, and Susi moans my name. I slide one finger inside, slowly, feeling how she tightens around me, how hot and slippery she is. Then two.

I move them in and out, curving them to find that spot that I know exists because she just did it to me. She arches her back, grabs my wrist to guide me harder.

I lower my mouth. First I kiss the inner thigh, then closer, then I lick her lips from bottom to top. She tastes sweet, salty, like a woman. Like her.


I put my tongue inside, along with my fingers, licking everything I can. I move up to her clit, sucking it. Susi moans louder, pulls my hair, lifts her hips against my mouth. I slide three fingers in now, moving them quickly, my tongue continuously licking her clit.

She tenses, arches her back, and comes with a long moan that fills my mouth with her taste.

I keep licking gently, while she pushes me away because she’s too sensitive.

She looks at me. Her eyes are glassy and her breathing heavy.

“Come here,” she whispers.

I climb on top of her, our naked bodies pressed together, breasts against breasts, legs intertwined.

She kisses me deeply, tasting herself in my mouth, and her hands move down my back, to my ass, squeezing, opening me.

And we continue. Susi’s lips are warm and full. A fresh perfume overwhelms me. Her mouth moves over mine and forces me to keep my lips parted. Susi’s breasts press against mine and I feel her nipples, hard as stone.

Her fingers travel across my face, exploring it, caressing it, searching for the most sensitive spots to draw out a sigh of pleasure. The intrusion of her tongue is sweet, her breath warm and fresh.

I abandon all my misgivings and don’t care that it’s feminine hands that are caressing me so freely. I deepen the kiss seeking her tongue, her uvula. I’m eager to taste her sweet, special flavor again.

“You’re so beautiful, Mapi,” she whispers, as she rubs her cheek against mine in a gesture very much in keeping with her feline femininity. Then she kisses me intensely again.

“Look how wet I am,” I tell her, surrendering to lust. “Make me come now...”

“All in good time, darling,” she corrects me with a smile. “It’s your first time with another woman and we shouldn’t rush.”

I had to bite my lower lip to keep from complaining. Never in my life could I have imagined that being with Susi, with my lifelong friend, could bring me to this level of excitement. What I want most is for her feminine hands to completely open my sex, part the lips of my pussy to penetrate me with whatever she wants.

I feel myself on the edge of orgasm, about to reach climax as soon as she touches me again. But she knows this and doesn’t want me to come yet, not by a long shot. Perhaps being a woman herself, she knows exactly how to prolong pleasure. She moves away from my vagina and begins to lick the inside of my thighs. That movement so close to the tender skin of my sex sends indirect messages of pleasure to the most hidden folds of my body, but they delay the longed-for orgasm.

We turn in bed with an almost ceremonial slowness. Susi positions herself on top of me, in reverse, her light, warm body covering me. Her belly presses against my chest, her breasts brush my abdomen, and her pussy—smooth, soft, already swollen—sits right above my mouth. I open my legs for her, and feel her hot breath between my thighs before her tongue touches me.

It’s different from anything I’ve experienced with a man. With a man there’s always weight, pressure, a larger, more invasive presence. Their bodies are hard, angular, with muscles that tense and dominate. When a man goes down on me, it’s usually with hunger, with a strong tongue, sometimes almost rough, as if he wanted to devour me. The smell is more intense, more animal; the beard scratches, the hands grip the hips firmly to keep you still. With Susi there’s none of that.

Her mouth is soft, delicate, as if she were kissing rather than licking. Her tongue is finer, more precise; it draws small, slow circles around my clit unhurriedly, like someone savoring something exquisite. There’s no beard to scratch, only the softness of her lips, the moist and warm touch of her flat tongue. Her hands don’t squeeze; they caress, sliding along the inner side of my thighs, opening me with tenderness. Her weight is light, almost floating; I can move my hips without effort, seek her mouth when I want more.

At the same time, I have her pussy in front of me.

I observe it for a second: the prominent lips, dark, glistening with excitement. The smell is sweet, clean, softer than a man’s. I bring my tongue closer, lick slowly from bottom to top, savoring her. She tastes like salty honey, like woman. She trembles above me, moans against my clit and the vibration runs through my entire body.

There’s no cock filling my mouth, no heavy balls, none of that masculine urgency to push. Just her swollen clit, which I gently suck, and her lips that I open with my fingers to insert my tongue inside. She moves slowly over my face, doesn’t thrust; she rocks, rubs, uses me with delicacy. When I slide two fingers in, she squeezes them with a softness I don’t know in men; it’s an internal embrace, warm, wet, that invites me rather than demands.

The pleasure is slower, deeper.

There isn’t that brutal intensity that breaks me in two minutes. It’s a wave that rises little by little, that floods me without hurry. I feel her tongue exploring every fold, her hot breath, her moans vibrating against my clit. I do the same: lick slowly, suck her clit as if it were candy, put my tongue inside and move it in circles. Our bodies synchronize without words; when she accelerates, I accelerate; when she stops to breathe, I do too.

It’s intimate in a way I hadn’t imagined. There’s no domination, no conquest. Just two women’s bodies that understand each other, that care for each other, that give pleasure without rush or competition. I feel safe, desired, loved. And excited like never before. Susi moans louder against me, her hips move faster. I’m also on the edge, pleasure rising from my stomach, hot, sweet. And we continue, unhurried, savoring each other.

Susi and I turn in bed with an almost instinctive synchronicity, as if our bodies already knew what was coming next. We turn over and over, instigated by an unbridled passion, and why not say it, by the alcohol that uninhibits us.

She positions herself on top of me in reverse, her knees on either side of my head, her pussy open, with glistening lips hanging right over my mouth. I open my legs for her, feeling the cool air of the room brush against my exposed skin, my wetness becoming more and more evident. Her breasts hang down, brushing my abdomen, and her flat stomach presses against my ribs, warm and soft. That gentle touch excites me tremendously. The scent of her arousal envelops me, sweet and salty, mixed with the aroma of her skin after a night of dancing and alcohol.

At first, it’s just tongues and lips. Her mouth descends on me, soft as a feather, licking my outer lips with long, slow strokes, exploring each fold as if she had all the time in the world. There’s none of a man’s urgency, that immediate pressure to penetrate; with Susi it’s a delicate dance, her fine, precise tongue drawing circles around my swollen clit, barely grazing it to make me arch my back. I do the same to her: I bring my mouth to her pussy, lick slowly from her entrance to her clit, savoring her wetness as it slides over my tongue. Her lips are soft, plump. It’s like licking a ripe, juicy fruit that opens itself under my tongue.

But desire grows, and with it, the need for more. Susi slides a finger inside me, slowly, curving it to brush against that internal spot that makes me moan against her pussy. I respond by putting two fingers inside her, feeling how her inner walls contract around my fingers, warm and slippery. It’s a wet embrace, a living pulse that responds to my every movement. She adds a second finger, then a third, opening me little by little, stretching me with a gentleness that makes me gasp. I do the same, putting three fingers inside her, moving them in and out in a rhythm that synchronizes with our moans.

The alcohol still makes my head spin, but the dizziness transforms into euphoria, into a brutal need to go further. Susi lowers her entire hand now, her fingers grouped together, pressing against my entrance with a slowness that is both torture and pleasure at the same time. I feel the growing pressure, how my pussy opens for her, stretching around her hand, inch by inch. It’s intense, a gentle but inexorable invasion, different from any cock I’ve ever felt. With a man it’s something rigid, direct, that pushes and fills suddenly; with Susi it’s flexible, adaptable, her hand molds to me, her knuckles brushing against my inner walls in a way that makes me see stars. I feel her entirely inside, occupying me completely, a warm, living volume that pulses with its own rhythm.

I, trembling, do the same to her. My right hand slides between her legs, fingers together, lubricated by her wetness. I press slowly, feeling how her pussy resists at first, then opens, enveloping me. It’s like entering a hot, tight tunnel that sucks me in. Her inner walls squeeze me, her heat envelops my fingers, then my palm, until I’m all the way inside. It’s intense, the sensation of filling her completely, of feeling each of her contractions around my entire hand. There’s none of a penis’s hardness; it’s something more organic, more connected, as if my hand were an extension of her body and hers of mine.

We move slowly at first, adapting. Susi rotates her hand inside me, brushing against points that had never been touched like this, sending waves of pleasure that make me arch my back and moan loudly. I rotate mine inside her, feeling how her pussy contracts, how her clit pulses under my thumb as I caress it at the same time. The rhythm increases, our hips move in unison, pushing against each other’s hand. It’s intense, the growing intensity, the stretching that hurts a little, but hurts good, as if my body were expanding, breaking and rebuilding itself at the same time. I feel each of her knuckles, each finger curving, pressing places inside me that make me gasp uncontrollably. My hand in her moves faster, coming out a little and going back in, filling her, emptying her, filling her again.

Her moans vibrate against my clit as she licks me at the same time, her tongue quick and precise. I lick hers, suck, pull, while my hand penetrates her to the limit.

And then the orgasm arrives.

It starts as a distant tremor in the depths of my belly, a heat that expands slowly but unstoppably. Susi accelerates the movement of her hand inside me, curving her fingers, pressing that spot that makes me lose consciousness. The pleasure grows, swells, tightens my pussy around her entire hand, makes me contract again and again. It’s intense, it’s a long, undulating orgasm, like a tide that floods my entire body. My legs shake, my stomach contracts, I scream against her pussy, pleasure crosses my spine like lightning. I feel how I come around her hand, squeezing it, wetting it more, my entire body convulsing. It’s as if I’m dissolving, breaking into pieces of pure ecstasy, and at the same time I don’t want it to stop.

Susi comes almost at the same time, her pussy contracts around my hand, squeezes me hard, her wetness drips down my wrist. She moans loudly, arches her back, pushes against my mouth. Her orgasm is softer than mine, more fluid, waves that run through her and leave her trembling on top of me.

When we finish, we stay still for a moment, panting, her legs trembling around my head, my hand still inside her. Slowly, I pull it out, feeling how she resists a little, and she does the same with me. The emptiness she leaves is strange, a sweet pain that makes me moan. Our breathing is completely wild.

We turn around, we embrace face to face, sweaty bodies pressed together, breasts against breasts, legs intertwined.

She kisses me softly, both of us tasting ourselves.

“This isn’t the first time it’s happened to me, you know?” she says suddenly, with a mischievous smile.

I look at her sideways.

“What?”

She looks at me with intense complicity.

“Feeling attracted to a woman.”

I feel strange, as if I’ve committed a sin. Another one...

“Have you been with girls before?”

She nods without hesitation, with the same naturalness with which she would have talked about any other experience.

“Yes. A few times. Wasn’t it obvious?”

It takes me a second to respond. I’m really surprised. I never imagined she could have had lesbian relationships. Though I imagined it even less about myself, and here I am…

“And has it always been like today?”

She smiles, as if she expected the question.

—      Yes. It’s always this intense —she responds, giving me a soft peck—. It’s... different.

I close my eyes, trying to understand what she means, but it’s not necessary. I feel the same as she does.

—      Men are more direct, rougher. With them there’s a different energy, more aggressive, more impulsive. But with a woman... —she pauses, as if searching for the exact words—. With a woman everything becomes more unhurried, more sensual. It’s as if every touch, every glance, had another meaning.

—It’s something you can’t explain. You feel it. —It depends on the situation and the moment —she continues—. If I want rough sex, a guy; and if I want something sensual, I prefer a woman.

—Damn, girl, I think I need another drink. – I say, still aroused.

—Enough alcohol for today, queen. Now it’s time to sleep... Do you want me to sleep with you... or would you prefer to sleep alone?

—I’d love for us to sleep together. Do you mind? – I say, somewhat thrown off by the question.

—On the contrary. I want to.

Just as sleep begins to overtake us after an orgasm that has left us both trembling, exhausted and stuck together in a sweaty embrace, my phone emits a sharp sound from the nightstand. It’s the WhatsApp tone, that insistent beep that always annoys me. I haven’t paid attention to it all night; I put it on silent when we left the bar, but apparently not completely, because the vibration has made it sound and there are missed calls and messages waiting to be read. Susi lifts her head from my chest, where she was resting, her tousled blonde hair falling over her eyes, and looks at me with a lazy smile.

—Leave it —she murmurs, kissing my shoulder—. Tomorrow will be another day.

But something compels me to reach for it. I stretch my arm, grab it, the screen lights up with the cold light that illuminates our faces in the darkness of the room. I see the icon of three missed calls: all from Miguel. And fourteen unread WhatsApp messages. My heart skips a beat, as if suddenly the alcohol had evaporated from my system. Susi notices the change in my expression, sits up a little, leaning on her elbow.

—What’s wrong? —she asks, voice soft but alert.

I open the app with a trembling finger. The messages are from Miguel, one after another, like a barrage of textual bullets. I read the first one, sent at 10:45 PM, when we were at the bar dancing like crazy.

“Hi... How are you? I was thinking maybe tomorrow you’d like to see Manuela. I’ve called you several times, but you don’t answer.”

It’s polite, almost conciliatory. But the next one, at 11:30 PM, already changes the tone.

“Whatever, hey, have a great time, huh? Go whoring around freely after destroying our family.”

My breath catches. The third, at 12:15 AM.

“Do you know how much you’ve hurt us?”

Then a pause, as if he had been thinking. At 12:45 AM.

“Go ahead, have fun. How happy that bitch of a friend of yours must be, who only wants you to act slutty. She’s finally got what she wanted.”

And the last block, from half an hour ago, at 4:20 AM, when I was in full euphoria with Susi.

“The fault is mine for trying to be good to you. All you deserve is to suffer in fucking hell, damn it.”

I stare at the screen, the phone trembling in my hand. The words pierce me like knives: “whore,” “slutty,” “destroyed our family,” “suffer in hell.” Miguel had never spoken to me like this, not even in the worst arguments. He was always the calm one, the one who measured his words, who preferred silence to fury. And now this, raw, full of accumulated rage. I feel dismayed, as if I’d been slapped from a distance. The recent orgasm evaporates from my body, leaving only a cold emptiness. Tears rise to my eyes uncontrollably, hot, fast, and before I realize it, I’m sobbing.

Susi carefully takes the phone from my hands, reads it quickly, her expression changing from relaxed to serious in seconds. She turns off the screen, puts it on the nightstand and hugs me tightly, pulling me to her chest. Her skin is still warm from what we just did, but now the embrace is protective, not sensual.

—Hey, hey, calm down... —she murmurs, stroking my hair—. Breathe, Mapi. Take a deep breath.

I try, but the sobs come out choppy, like hiccups. I press against her, smelling her perfume mixed with our sweat, and cry harder.

—It’s... it’s horrible —I stammer—. He hates me, Susi. He really hates me. And he’s right. I’m a whore. I’ve destroyed everything. Manuela... what will she think of me? What will he tell her?

Susi tries to calm me, like a child, with her hand on my back drawing circles.

—No, no, no. Stop right there. You’re not the only one to blame, Mapi. He has his share of guilt too. Look at it clearly: he nullified you for years. He thought a marriage was a relationship without passion, without fire, without anything more than routine and duties. He left you lying in bed after two minutes, told you that you were frigid, that you were the problem. How many times did I tell you? You deserved more, and he didn’t give it to you. Of course you went looking for it elsewhere. It’s not an excuse, but that’s also part of the truth. Marriage needs to be nourished, it needs to be cared for, and he didn’t do that.

I lift my head. I know my eyes are swollen and my nose is running from crying.

“But I chose him. I swore fidelity. And look what I’ve done... messages like these... I deserve them.”

Susi takes my face in both hands, forces me to look at her. Her eyes, still glassy from the alcohol, are full of empathy.

“You don’t deserve this. Nobody deserves to be told to suffer in hell. He’s hurt, he’s furious, and I understand that. But that doesn’t give him the right to destroy you. And about Manuela... he won’t say anything bad about you to her. Miguel is an asshole in many ways, but he loves his daughter. He won’t use her to hurt you. Tomorrow you call him, tell him you want to see her, and you’ll work it out like adults.”

I try to smile, but it comes out as a grimace.

“I hope so. But these messages... he called me a whore, Susi. He wished me to hell.”

She sighs, kisses my forehead softly.

“It’s the alcohol speaking for him, or the rage. Tomorrow he’ll regret it. Or not. But don’t let yourself sink. You’ve come out of worse situations. Remember when you married him and thought it was the end of the world because you couldn’t orgasm. And look now: you’ve discovered you can fly. Yes, everything seems dark right now, but soon things will start straightening out and when you least expect it, you’ll have a new life where Manuela will be a fundamental part. I’m here to help you. You’re not alone.”

I curl up against her again, my crying gradually calming down. Her body is warm, comforting, and for a moment I feel safe, as if the world couldn’t touch me.

“Thank you,” I whisper. “I don’t know what I’d do without you.”

“For starters, die of boredom,” she jokes, and we both let out a small laugh, damp with tears.

She dries my face with the edge of the sheet, kisses my cheek.

“Now sleep. Tomorrow we’ll think about how to handle Miguel. And if necessary, we’ll mail him a butt plug so he can relax his sphincter.”

I laugh for real, and the knot in my chest loosens a bit.

I can’t sleep.

The ceiling of Susi’s guest room seems to spin slowly, as if the house were on a ship in the middle of a storm. The digital clock on the nightstand reads 05:47. Susi sleeps beside me, her back turned, her breathing slow and deep. Her left arm hangs outside the sheet. Her body gives off that peaceful warmth of someone who has drunk more than enough and ended the night satisfied. I, on the other hand, am completely awake, with my heart pounding in my throat and my head tied in a knot impossible to untangle.

I mentally review the last few months, like someone opening a box they know is full of broken glass.

First Kike.

That first night in his penthouse, when he made me come three times and I cried on top of him like an idiot. Then Víctor, the elegance, his passion for feet, the slowness and calmness that drove me crazy. The double nights, the threesomes, the car, the motels, the coke to get high, the ecstasy to fly higher. The double blowjob on Víctor’s living room floor, the urine, the double penetration that left me destroyed but filled like never before in my life.

And now Susi, my best friend, the woman who has seen me at my worst and best moments, with whom I’ve just discovered that my body also responds to softness, to tenderness, to something that has nothing to do with the brutality I had known until then.

Am I a whore?

The word hits me like a whiplash. I’ve heard it from Miguel’s mouth, I’ve read it in his messages. And yes, objectively, I am: I’ve cheated on him, I’ve lied to him, and I’ve prioritized pleasure above everything. I start to think I’ve become addicted to sex. But I also know that word is a weapon used to punish women who dare to want more.

Would I be a “bastard” if I were a man? Or simply a guy who “takes advantage of the opportunities life offers”?

Is my newly discovered sexuality more important than my daughter? No. A thousand times no.

I’m a good mother. My only sin is that I like to fuck. And that’s not a sin, damn it.

The bad thing is that I think of her, of her laugh, of how she hugs my legs when she comes home from school, of how she tells me “mom, I love you to the sky and beyond,” and something breaks inside me. I need to see her, and I don’t want to miss a minute of her life. Everything else can go to hell, but not her.

And yet... yet I feel that I’ve failed. I’ve been late to pick her up, I’ve lied, I’ve been absent.

And now I pay the price: the permanent threat that they’ll prevent me from seeing her, the feeling that every step I take might take me further away from her.

Does Miguel deserve what I’ve done to him?

No. Nobody deserves to have their trust destroyed this way. Miguel wasn’t perfect: he diminished me, made me believe that desire was my problem, that sex was a quick weekly duty without lights. But he wasn’t a monster either. He’s a good father, a stable man, someone who believed that love was routine and security.

And I betrayed him in the worst possible way. There’s no excuse that works. The damage is done.

I don’t know what direction to give my life. That’s the phrase that hurts me the most. Because it’s true. A month ago I had a clear map: work, husband, daughter, house, summer vacations. Now the map is blank. I live in my friend’s house, I’m divorced, with limited visits to my daughter, not knowing if tomorrow he’ll let me see her. But the punishment is excessive.

Should I go back to being the Mapi from before so I don’t lose my daughter? The one who faked moans and counted the minutes with her legs spread while he relieved himself?

Do I continue being this new version, the one who screams when she comes, the one who has tried everything and now doesn’t want to live without it?

I feel Susi’s warm body next to mine. Her back against my chest, her ass brushing against my belly, her peaceful breathing. And it turns me on. Despite everything, it turns me on. I remember her mouth on me, her fingers, her tongue, the way she looked at me when she came.

And immediately my mind jumps to Kike and Víctor: the brutality, the double penetration, the feeling of being completely filled, broken and totally abandoned to pleasure at the same time.

Is sex the only thing that matters now? No. But I like sex. I’ve discovered that I am a sexual person, deeply sexual, and that’s not going to change. I’ve discovered that my body is capable of things I never imagined, that pleasure can be a drug stronger than any other. But sex isn’t the only thing.

I’m also a mother, a good mother. And I’m a nurse, an excellent nurse. I’m a daughter, a friend, a woman. I have to find a way for everything to coexist without one destroying the other.

My head is a tsunami of bad thoughts. I see myself losing Manuela forever. I see myself falling back into cocaine or ecstasy use during endless nights. I see myself alone, in an empty apartment, at fifty years old with nothing but memories of orgasms I can no longer repeat and that I can’t share with anyone, because no one is with me.

I see myself looking back and hating myself for not knowing when to stop. I feel like I’m drowning. That the water is covering my head and there’s no one to pull me out.

Susi moves in her sleep, turns toward me, puts an arm around my waist without waking up. I close my eyes, try to breathe deeply. Tomorrow I’ll talk to Miguel. Tomorrow I’ll ask to see Manuela.

But tonight I can only cry silently, embracing my best friend, with whom I just had sex and who has left my body still pulsating with pleasure and my head full of fear.

Because I don’t know if I’m capable of changing. More than that. I don’t know if I want to change this aspect of my life. I like to fuck. I like it. And I don’t want to go back to having sex with a nightgown pulled up and the lights off. No.

I think that sexual therapy could be, at this moment in my life, the missing piece to understand what the hell is happening to me. For years I believed that my lack of desire (or rather, my inability to come with Miguel) was my defect. He reinforced it: “You must be frigid,” “Not all women enjoy it,” “The problem is you.” I swallowed it all, without protest, without asking myself if perhaps the problem was him and his ineptitude. I convinced myself that I was a “non-sexual” woman, that my libido was naturally low, that sex was something done out of duty or affection, but never for wild pleasure.

And suddenly, in a matter of months, I discover that not only can I come, but I can come until I cry, until I lose my voice, until I feel like I’m splitting in two from pleasure. With Kike, with Víctor, even with Susi. My body responds like I never imagined. It’s voracious, insatiable, capable of things that I hadn’t even considered in my most hidden fantasies.

So, what does that mean? Well, obviously I wasn’t frigid. I wasn’t “non-sexual.” The problem wasn’t my body, but the context: the routine, the lack of mutual desire, the absence of play, of exploration, of real communication about what I liked and what I didn’t.

A sex therapist would tell me straight: what I’ve experienced is “reactive hypersexuality.” After years of repression and feeling defective, my libido has exploded like a dam breaking. The pendulum has swung from the extreme of apathy to the extreme of abandon. And since I don’t have tools to manage it, I’ve fallen into addiction: sex as anesthesia, as an escape valve, as a way to feel alive and desired when everything else is falling apart.

Sex has become my drug because it’s the only area where I feel powerful, competent, desired without conditions. At work I feel insecure because of mistakes; as a mother I feel guilty for my failures; as an ex-wife I feel like a traitor. But in bed (or on the floor, or against the wall) I’m a goddess. And that’s addictive.

Sexual therapy would help me understand that having a high libido doesn’t make me a slut or someone abnormal. I don’t have a nymphomania disorder. It’s much simpler than all that. It’s simply part of who I am now that I’ve awakened. Learning to enjoy sex without it being an escape. To differentiate pleasure from self-destruction.

Working through the guilt and shame I’ve carried from Catholic education, from marriage, from a society that punishes women who enjoy too much. Rebuilding a healthy sexuality: with boundaries, with communication, with respect for myself and others, or unhealthy if I damn well please. What’s the problem? Who decides what is healthy sexuality and what isn’t? Who sets the boundaries between decent and indecent?

I want to be able to say “yes” when I want to and “no” when I don’t, without feeling like I’m losing something. To integrate my role as a mother with my role as a sexual woman. Because one thing doesn’t have to cancel out the other.

I know I’m not going to go back to being the Mapi from before: the one who faked moans and counted the minutes. That Mapi no longer exists. But I also don’t want to be the Mapi who loses herself in endless nights until she self-destructs. I want to be a Mapi who loves herself, who respects herself, who enjoys sex without sex controlling her. Who can be a loving mother by day and a passionate woman by night, without one part killing the other.

Don’t talk nonsense, I repeat to myself over and over, my voice hoarse from so much crying and so much silent screaming.

I’m beautiful. Very beautiful. I see it when I look at myself in the mirror without filters, without the cruel light of morning after a night shift. I saw it in Kike’s eyes the first time he saw me. Or when he undressed me. I saw it in how Víctor devoured me with his gaze, in how strangers in the club turned to look at me when I danced. I saw it in Susi’s face tonight, when she told me “you’re beautiful even when you’re throwing up.”

And Miguel… Miguel never saw it. Or didn’t want to see it. He never told me. Not once, in ten years, did he say “you look gorgeous” in that way that makes you feel truly desired. Only routine comments: “that dress looks good on you” when we went out to a family dinner, or “you’ve fixed yourself up” as if it were an extraordinary effort. The last compliment when he saw me in the blue sequin dress: “Aren’t you a bit… excessive?”

He never looked at me like he wanted to tear my clothes off right there. He never made me feel desired beyond those ten mechanical minutes in bed each week, with the lights off and his gaze fixed on the headboard.

Ten minutes a week. That was all he gave me. A quick fuck on Thursdays, because it was “the day it was scheduled and on Friday he only worked in the morning.”

No extended foreplay, no games, no curiosity about what I liked. How many times did he take me dancing? None. How many times did he truly care about giving me pleasure? Never. He would come, roll over and go to sleep. And I would lie there staring at the ceiling, faking moans and talking dirty so he’d finish sooner, wondering if I was the one with the problem, when the problem was his.

Netflix, football, crappy movies on weekends. That was our “romantic” life. We’d sit on the couch, with Manuela asleep upstairs, and watch series he chose, or matches nobody cared about. Not one proper dinner date, not one walk holding hands, not one surprise.

Until everything collapsed, until he organized that weekend in the mountains as some grand redemptive gesture.

What a tremendous effort!

A romantic weekend when it was already too late. And he probably still thinks I should thank him for it, that I should get on my knees and say “thank you for trying at the end.”

No. I’m not going to thank him for anything. I have been, and still am, a good mother. I’ve been there for Manuela every day of her life. I’ve taken her to school, nursed her when she had a fever, read stories until my voice went hoarse, hugged her when she had nightmares. I’ve given up shifts, outings, given up myself many times for her. And yes, I’ve failed lately. I’ve been late picking her up from school a couple of times, I’ve been absent, and I’ve let myself get swept up in this whirlwind of sensations that I stumbled into almost by accident. But that doesn’t erase the years when I was the mother she needed.

Now I’ve decided to be happy. Not at her expense, but by embracing everything I am. I’m a woman who desires, who needs pleasure, who wants to feel alive. And I won’t let anyone—not Miguel, not guilt, not society—doubt that I can be both a good mother and a sexual woman at the same time.

Miguel nullified me for years. He made me believe desire was my problem. And when I woke up, he punished me for it. But not anymore. I’m beautiful. I’m desirable. I’m a mother. I’m sexual.

	A powerful woman.


The next day I wake up with sunlight filtering through the blinds in the guest room. My body feels heavy, as if I’d run an emotional marathon. My head throbs slightly from last night’s alcohol, but the dizziness is gone. Susi is already in the kitchen; I can hear the coffee maker and smell freshly brewed coffee reaching me in bed. I get up, put on the long t-shirt I sleep in, and go to the bathroom. I shower slowly, letting the hot water wash away the remnants of tears, sweat, everything that happened last night. I look at myself in the steamy mirror: my eyes still a bit swollen, but my face cleaner, more determined.

I come out wrapped in a towel with wet hair falling down my back. Susi is in the kitchen, in short pajamas, preparing what looks like a hotel breakfast: toast with jam, cut fruit, freshly squeezed orange juice, coffee with milk, ham.... She sees me and smiles with that smile of hers that I like so much.

“Good morning, queen,” she says, coming closer. “Come here.”

She gives me a kiss on the mouth, soft, long, her tongue lightly touching mine. She tastes like toothpaste. Her hands caress my waist over the towel, move up my back, squeeze my ass a little. It’s not entirely sexual; it’s affection, calm desire, an “I’m here with you.”

“Let’s have breakfast first,” she whispers against my lips. “Then we’ll see what we do.”

I laugh, return her kiss and sit at the table. We eat in comfortable silence, talking about trivial things: the weather, the neighbor who always plays loud music, how good the ham is. I feel calm here, with her. We don’t talk about what happened last night, although a certain tension between us is evident.

Later, as I’m clearing the plates, she says:

“Today dress like a good girl. No cleavage or heels. Jeans, normal t-shirt, ponytail. So Miguel sees you in responsible mother mode, not nightclub slut mode. We wouldn’t want to scare little Miguel...”

I laugh heartily at her comment, but I dress as she suggests: light jeans, basic white t-shirt, Adidas sneakers, hair tied back. I look in the mirror: I look like the pre-awakening Mapi. The one who went to the park with Manuela and shopped at the supermarket. I feel a pang of nostalgia, but also strength.

“You look perfect,” says Susi, kissing my forehead. “Go, talk to him. And if he gets difficult, don’t back down.”

I take the car and drive to what used to be my house. The neighborhood seems strange to me, as if I no longer belong here. I park across the street, take three deep breaths and go up. I ring the doorbell.

Miguel opens the door. He’s wearing an old t-shirt and sweatpants. He looks like he hasn’t slept and has three days of unkempt beard. He looks at me for a second, surprised.

“What are you doing here?”

I push him gently but firmly, walk past him and enter. I close the door behind me.

“We need to talk,” I say, taking my phone out of my purse. “What the fuck are these messages?”

I show him the screen with last night’s WhatsApp messages. He looks at them, turns red, looks away.

“Mapi, calm down or I’ll call the police. Don’t make your situation worse,” he says, voice low but tense. “You have no right to barge in here like this.”

“Relax? You're threatening to call the police? What's wrong with you, man?” I raise my voice, but control the volume so I don't wake Manuela if she's sleeping. “After calling me a whore, wishing me to hell, and saying it's your fault for being good to me? Seriously, Miguel?”

He runs his hand over his face, sighs.

“I was drunk. Hurt. I didn't mean it.”

“Well, you wrote it. And you sent it.”

“Look, what we had is over. I accept that. I've behaved terribly to you, I've been unfaithful, I've lied. I have no excuse. But Manuela is my daughter. As much mine as yours. And you're not going to take her from me.”

He crosses his arms, looking at me with that victim face that's starting to get on my nerves.

“I don't want to take her from you. I just want what's best for her. And right now, you... you're not at your best.”

“Because I fuck? Because I discovered I like sex? Yes, I was unfaithful to you. And believe it or not, I'm really sorry about that. But I'm a good mother, Miguel. I've been there for her every day. I've taken her to the doctor, to school, I've comforted her when she had nightmares. I've messed up lately, I admit it. But that doesn't make me a bad mother. The house is yours, keep it, I don't give a damn. Keep it, the furniture, everything. I won't fight you for it, even though I could, and you know it. But our daughter belongs to both of us. And if you've got the balls, let's go before a judge. Let them decide if I'm such a bad mother as you claim.”

Miguel takes a step back. His steel face softens, his mask slips a little.

“I don't want to go before a judge, Mapi. I don't want Manuela to go through that.”

“Then don't threaten to take her from me. Don't use our child to punish me for what I did to you. What we had is broken, fine. But she's not to blame.”

He sits on the sofa, runs his hands through his hair. Now he really does look like a victim: shoulders slumped and tired eyes.

“I don't know what to do with you,” he says, voice low. “I love you... I loved you. But you've destroyed me. And now I see you're... different. More confident, more... I don't know. And it hurts that it's happening without me.”

I sit across from him, in what used to be my armchair.

“I'm sorry, Miguel. Really. I hurt you. A lot. But I won't let you punish me forever. We're technically divorced. I can sleep with whoever the hell I want, as you say. But Manuela is my daughter. And I'm a damn good mother. I always have been. And I'll continue to be.”

He looks at me for a long time. Finally he nods, slowly.

“Okay. Normal visits. No supervision of any kind. But if you fail her again... I'll come at you with everything I've got. Don't test me.”

“Thank you. Let's do this in the most civilized way possible. Let's rebuild our lives as adults who once loved each other and who share a treasure in common,” I say, and for the first time in months I feel like I can breathe.

I stand up, grab my purse.

“Tell Manuela I love her. And that I'll see her soon.”

I leave the house with my head held high. At that moment I hear her little footsteps on the stairs. Manuela comes down in her pajamas, with messy hair and a stuffed animal under her arm. She sees us both at the door and senses the tension in the air, and stops for a second on the last step. Her big eyes go from Miguel to me, confused. She knows something's happening, but she doesn't understand it yet.

“Mommy...” she whispers, and runs toward me.

I kneel on the floor and hug her tight, so tight I almost crush her. She wraps her little arms around my neck, squeezes me, and I feel her warmth, her baby smell and sleepiness.

Tears fall uncontrollably, hot on my cheeks, wetting her pajamas. She's crying too, not really knowing why, just because she sees me crying.

“Mommy, don't cry...” she says, with that small voice that breaks my heart.

I kiss her on the forehead, on the cheeks, on her hair.

“I'm not crying, sweetheart. I just missed you so much.”

Miguel watches us from the sofa with his arms crossed and a pale face. He tries to say something, but stays silent.

I stand up, with Manuela still hugging my waist, looking at him steadily.

“If you want war, you'll have it,” I say, voice low but firm. “And I won't lose. I'm an amazing mother, Miguel. The best Manuela could have. I've been there every day of her life, every fever, every nightmare, every smile. I've been a terrible wife, I admit it. I betrayed you, I hurt you. But no more fucking blackmail. If you keep using our child to punish me, we'll fight over everything: the house, alimony, every penny. And I assure you, it won't come cheap.”

Manuela squeezes me tighter, as if she understands something bad is happening.

Miguel swallows. His eyes are red. He tries to maintain his steel face, but it breaks a little.

“I don't want war, Mapi,” he finally says with a trembling voice. “I just want Manuela to be okay.”

“Then stop threatening to take her from me. She's my daughter. As much mine as yours. And I'm going to see her whenever I want, without supervision, without conditions. Because I'm a good mother. And I'm going to prove it.”

For a few seconds that feel like an eternity, there's silence. Only Manuela's soft crying, as she wipes her tears with her pajama sleeve.

Miguel lowers his gaze, runs his hand over his face.

“Fine,” he whispers. “Normal visits.”

I crouch down again, pick Manuela up in my arms. She hugs my neck, kisses my wet cheek.

“Mommy, are you staying for breakfast?”

I smile, even though everything hurts inside.

“Not today, sweetheart. But soon I’ll come pick you up and we’ll go to the park, okay? Just you and me.”

She nods, happy. I put her down, give her a long kiss on the forehead.

“Mommy loves you to the sky and...”

“And beyond,” I finish the phrase for her. “I love you too, my life.”

I look at Miguel one last time.

“No more blackmail, please,” I repeat. “Or the war will be real.”

I leave the house with my head held high, tears drying on my cheeks, heart beating strong.

When I arrive at Susi’s house, I open the door with the key she gave me and find her in the kitchen preparing lunch. The smell wraps around me like a hug before she does. She looks at me for a second and knows something has happened: my face must be an open book, with red eyes and jaw still tense from the argument.

“How did it go?” she asks, voice soft.

I tell her everything, without pauses: how I pushed Miguel, how I showed him the messages, how Manuela came down and we hugged while crying, how I told him that if he wanted war he would have it, that I’m a great mother even if I was a terrible wife, that he wasn’t going to take my daughter away, that if he had the balls we should go before a judge.

Susi listens without interrupting, leaning against the counter with her arms crossed. When I finish, she comes closer, hugs me tight, her warm body against mine. I breathe in her scent.

“Damn, Mapi...” she whispers against my hair. “You’re brave. Truly brave. You went in there, stood your ground and defended what’s yours. I’m proud of you.”

Her hands caress my back, slowly, calming the trembling I still feel inside. She pulls back a little, looks into my eyes, wipes away a stubborn tear with her thumb.

“You were incredible,” she says, voice low. “And now you’re here. With me. I love it.”

She moves closer, her lips brush against mine, gently at first, like a question.

I answer, open my mouth, and the kiss becomes deep, slow, with tongue. Her hands move up my waist, pressing me against her. I hold her face, tangle my fingers in her hair. We kiss as if we need to breathe from each other.

There’s no rush.

Just warmth, comfort, quiet desire after the storm. When we separate, we’re breathing heavily.

“No more wars today,” she whispers. “Today it’s just you and me.”

I smile for the first time today. And I kiss her again.

Later, while we eat a Caesar salad in the kitchen, Susi looks at me with that playful smile I know so well.

“Hey, queen... to celebrate that you’ve won the first battle, I propose a plan for tonight. Nothing crazy, nothing that will make you feel guilty. Just the two of us, something special.”

I raise an eyebrow, curious.

“Shoot.”

“First, dinner at that new Italian place in Chueca with the terrace and pretty lights. Pasta, white wine, tiramisu for dessert. No gin and tonics that make you throw up. Afterward, two options. The first is that we come back here. I bought something... a new massager, one of those that vibrates in a thousand ways. I’ll give you a complete massage, from head to toe, with warm oil. And if you feel like it, we can try the massager together. Slowly, no rush, just us. No guys, no clubs, no risks. Just you and me, celebrating that you’re free and that you’re a badass mother.”

I laugh, the knot in my chest loosens a bit. Susi finishes washing the dishes and turns to me with that mischievous smile that always means trouble. She dries her hands on the kitchen towel and sits next to me at the table, crossing her legs and looking at me with bright eyes.

“There’s a second option for tonight,” she says, lowering her voice as if she were conspiring. “Go out and burn Madrid down. We could go see if we can find a couple of Kikes for tonight. What do you prefer? The quiet plan or the adventure?”

I laugh, but I feel a tingling in my stomach. The massage and Italian dinner plan sounds safe, comforting, but the idea of going out, of feeling alive again under neon lights and loud music, tempts me. I look out the window: it’s Saturday, the sun is still high, the city waits for us out there with its promises of chaos and pleasure.

“It’s a shame to waste Saturday at home,” I tell her, leaning toward her. “The couch afternoon is better left for Sunday, when everyone is hungover and there’s nothing to do.”

Susi lets out a laugh, takes my hand and squeezes it.

“That’s my girl,” she says with bright eyes. “I knew the brave woman from this morning wouldn’t settle for a quiet night in. Besides, I have the perfect place for that. It’s called ‘Eclipse,’ a new club downtown, with very varied music, and an atmosphere that attracts guys like flies to honey. And us, with our outfits... we’re going to be like magnets for them.”

We get up and go to the closet in her bedroom where she keeps her clothes. She pulls out a couple of dresses: one fiery red with a V-neckline that almost reaches the navel, another tight black one with side slits that show skin up to the hip. Susi holds them up in front of me and then hugs me from behind and kisses my neck.

—“That red one will look killer on you,” she murmurs against my skin. “It makes your tits incredible and your ass perfect. Imagine dancing in that: all the guys drooling, wanting to touch what they can’t have.”

I turn in her arms, give her a long kiss, with tongue, feeling her body pressed against mine.

“Let’s burn it all down,” I say, excited by the idea.

Since we have plenty of time to get ready, we settle on Susi’s large living room sofa. The sun streams through the open window, warming the wooden floor, and the air smells like Madrid summer, like hot asphalt, and that light chlorine scent that’s so characteristic. She puts on Netflix, chooses a light series that doesn’t require much thinking —a British romantic comedy with quick dialogue and adorable characters— and we cuddle under a thin blanket even though it’s not cold at all. I rest my head on her shoulder, she wraps her arm around my ribs, absently caressing my side.

The series progresses, and we laugh at the absurd situations.

“Hey,” I say during a pause, when the credits of an episode scroll up the screen. “How did you meet Mona?”

Susi presses the next episode button, but pauses it and turns slightly toward me, adjusting herself to tell me the story.

“Mona... damn, Mona is a story in herself. I met her about six years ago, at the hospital. She’d had a bicycle accident and came in through the emergency room. I was in my ‘wild single girl’ phase, just out of a toxic relationship with a resident doctor who drove me crazy. Adrián. Remember him? Mona had just gotten divorced.”

I remember this Adrián guy and nod. She pauses, and smiles remembering that time.

“Her ex was a textbook controller. Architect, handsome, loaded, but pathologically jealous. He checked her phone, controlled what she wore, made scenes if she talked to any guy. Mona put up with it for several years, but one day she said ‘enough.’ She caught him sending messages to a female coworker. But they didn’t have kids, and he kicked her out with just the clothes on her back. Literally. He changed the locks while she was at the gym.”

I’m frightened just imagining it.

“Since then Mona became the queen of independence. She works at a travel agency, and shares an apartment with another girl. A serious cock-tease. I’ll introduce you sometime, her name is Itziar. Dynamite and nitroglycerin sleeping under the same roof. And at night... well, you saw her. She’s a total slut, but with class. She doesn’t hook up with just anyone. She chooses, enjoys, and the next day she’s still the most dedicated professional in the world.”

She strokes my hair, thoughtfully.

“The day I met her, after leaving the hospital, I stopped for a beer at Gino’s. She was there, and she approached me. She thanked me for being so kind. We started talking and one thing led to another. She told me about her life. What started as just a few beers ‘degenerated,’ we went out for drinks and ended up alone together in a bar in Malasaña. We talked until the wee hours. She told me everything: the divorce, the anger. I told her my story. And we connected. We’ve been inseparable ever since.”

She smiles, a little nostalgic.

“She goes out, hooks up, enjoys herself. She has a regular lover —a Pilates instructor ten years younger— and occasional flings. But she never lets her friends down. She’s an amazing woman.”

“When I look at you, I think you’re like her. The good girl with a time bomb inside.”

I laugh heartily.

“And Sole?”

“Sole is another world entirely. I met her through Mona, three years ago. Sole is a freelance graphic designer, completely single, no kids. She’s the wildest of the three. She has a list of lovers that looks like a catalog: guys, girls, couples... she tries everything. But she’s loyal like nobody else. If you’re in trouble, she drops whatever she’s doing and comes running. The night I introduced you to them was her idea. She asked me to bring you, said you needed a good fuck and some laughs.”

We both laugh.

“Mona and Sole are my best friends,” Susi continues. “With them there are no judgments. Just support, laughter, and uncomplicated sex when needed. And now you’re part of that group too.”

She kisses me softly on the lips, unhurried.

“Tonight, if you want, we can call them and the four of us can go out again.”

“Great. I really like them.”

We spend the afternoon getting ready. Susi does my makeup. She’s an expert. She shades my eyes in black and silver, my lips in matte red, and applies mascara that gives me endless lashes. She curls my hair with a straightener, letting it fall in waves down my back. I put on the red dress: it clings like a second skin, the deep neckline revealing the valley between my breasts, the shiny fabric reflecting light. No bra, no panties, just the garter stockings I bought, black with no back seam. The high heels, also red, make my legs look amazing.

Susi changes in front of me: a short black top that reveals her flat stomach and leather shorts that accentuate her perfect ass. She looks at me in the mirror and whistles.

“You look fuckable right here and now,” she says, coming closer and kissing my shoulder. “But let’s save our energy for tonight.”

Mona and Susi have made plans, so they’re sorry they can’t come with us. Susi sends them a selfie of how we’re going out, and WhatsApp explodes with all kinds of crude messages.

While we add the finishing touches, the atmosphere is a mixture of excitement and nervous laughter. The full-length mirror reflects our figures: me in the borrowed red dress, fitted like a second skin, and her in her tiny top.

“Hey, Mapi, I've got an idea stuck in my head,” she says, while adjusting her breasts. “I want to get a belly button piercing. Something subtle, with a little red or silver stone. What do you think?”

I laugh, sitting on the edge of the bed while smoothing my stockings.

“Fantastic. It would look amazing on you. You have the perfect belly button for it, flat and pretty. It would give you a sexy but elegant touch.”

She looks at herself in the mirror, touches her navel with her finger, imagining it.

“Yeah, right? I've been thinking about it for weeks. On Monday I'll call the tattoo studio across from the hospital. Come with me if you want, to give me moral support, or to get one yourself.”

“Deal,” I say, standing up to fasten my heels. “But only if it doesn't hurt too much. I'm a total coward with those things.”

Susi laughs, pulls down her leather shorts and turns to check out her butt.

“It only hurts for a second, that's all. Like a pinch. Worth it for how sexy it looks.”

We finish getting ready. We look at ourselves together in the mirror, posing like models.

“We look hot enough to stop traffic,” she says, giving me a quick kiss on the cheek.

While I grab my purse, curiosity gets the better of me.

“Hey, what kind of place is Eclipse? I've never heard of it.”

Susi smiles mysteriously, picks up her car keys.

“It's a rather special place. It's not a swinger club, or a typical nightclub where people just go to get drunk. It's more... exclusive. It has private booths and an indoor pool. You're going to love it.”

We leave the apartment, go down in the elevator and get into her car, a red Mini Cooper that always smells like her perfume. During the drive, Susi tells me more details, with that excitement she gets when talking about something she loves.

“Eclipse opened a year ago, in a little street in Chueca, but it's not your typical pretentious joint. It's a hybrid: part nightclub, part lounge, part urban oasis. The entrance is discreet, and gives no hint of what you'll find inside. They only let in stylish people, or if you come recommended. I have a pass because a friend of mine works in management.”

“Friend?” I ask sarcastically.

“Friend with benefits, fine,” she answers, laughing.

We arrive at the street: narrow, with renovated old buildings, dim lights in the windows. The doorman, tall and dark in a black suit, looks at us for a second and nods, opening the door without asking questions. We go down stairs illuminated with blue LEDs that change color, as if we're descending into an underwater world. The music sounds distant at first, playing softly, but with deep bass that reverberates in my chest.

When we enter, the place leaves me open-mouthed. It's not a standard nightclub with a crowded dance floor and blinding lights. It's a spacious area, divided into zones: the main bar of black marble with premium bottles illuminated from below, semicircular gray velvet sofas in intimate arrangements, a central dance floor with illuminated glass that changes color to the rhythm of the music. But what's most impressive are the private booths: cabins with translucent silk curtains, where you can see silhouettes dancing or talking closely, but no details. And at the back, behind a wall of smoked glass, the pool: rectangular, with turquoise water illuminated from below, designer floats and people in swimsuits or bikinis dancing at the edge or inside, splashing water that sparkles like diamonds.

“This is... incredible,” I say, looking around.

Susi takes my hand, leads me to the bar.

“It's for people looking for more than just getting drunk. Artists, models, wealthy people come here. The drinks cost an arm and a leg. The booths are for private groups: you can reserve one by the hour, with an exclusive waiter, and do whatever you want... as long as it's consensual and you have the cash to do it. But two women like us don't need money to get invited to one. It's not a swinger club, but people are open-minded. And the pool... at midnight it gets interesting. People dancing inside, sometimes things get... interesting. But it's elegant, not sleazy.”

We order two gin and tonics at the bar, mine on the lighter side. I don't want to get as wasted as I did last night. They're ridiculously expensive, but the night deserves it. Susi takes my hand and leads me to the dance floor. We dance together at first, close, her hands on my waist, my hips moving against hers. She winks at me and whispers that we're going to work on getting access to a booth. We sit on a velvet sofa and wait. The music is hypnotic, the atmosphere charged with possibility. Beautiful people everywhere: girls in short dresses, guys in designer shirts, mixed couples dancing closely.

Susi points to a booth with a partially open curtain: a group of four, two girls and two guys, laughing and kissing alternately.

“See? It's not mandatory, but it happens.”

I nod, the gin warming my stomach and the atmosphere warming my pussy.

“This is great. Thanks for bringing me.”

She kisses my cheek.

“That's what we're here for, queen.”

“Hello, beautiful ladies.”

A guy is standing in front of us, looking at us. He's completely ordinary. The classic well-dressed preppy type, who must have money, but doesn't seem at all interesting. His group of friends is behind him. I can't contain a grimace. My God, what a boring group.

“You're not regulars, are you? I would remember you.”

“We come sporadically,” Susi answers with a certain insolence. “We don't like going to the same place all the time. Variety is the spice of life.”

“We have a booth. If you want to join us, you're invited.”

The look we exchange is enough to know they're not what we want for tonight. They look like total bores.

We make our excuses and tell him we're waiting for a couple of friends. As soon as he turns around, we burst into nervous laughter.

“God! What a group...”

We return to the dance floor, dancing close together, sweat already starting to shine on our skin under the purple lights. The red dress clings to my body, the neckline rising and falling with each movement, and Susi grabs me by the waist, laughing, her hips against mine to the rhythm of the deep bass. The night progresses: just the right number of drinks, uncomplicated dancing, that feeling of freedom I so desperately needed.

And then they appear. Two walking wardrobes. The quintessential manual “chavs” straight out of a neighborhood gym.

Tall, broad-shouldered, with muscles inflated as if they’d spent years lifting weights and drinking protein shakes full of steroids. Shirts unbuttoned to the navel, revealing thick gold chains, tribal tattoos on their chests and arms that look like they came from a 2000s catalog. Dolce & Gabbana belts with enormous buckles shining like beacons. Earrings with fake diamond stones the size of walnuts. All they’re missing are leopard-print loafers and gelled hair to complete the look.

My goodness, how our night is getting complicated... They approach dancing, with that cocky confidence of those who believe the world belongs to them. One presses against me from behind, the other against Susi. The one touching me smells of cheap, strong cologne that makes me gag. He puts his hands on my waist without asking permission, squeezing as if we were already something. I almost burst into giggles.

I look at Susi over my shoulder and see she’s holding back laughter, her eyes shining with amusement.

I move closer to her ear, pulling away from the chav who’s already whispering something like “you’re so hot, babe.”

“Susi, I’m going to escape,” I tell her, almost shouting over the music. “No way am I going with these two. I’d rather go back to Miguel and his weekly ten minutes.”

Susi bursts into laughter that comes from her soul, bending over slightly, and the muscle-bound guy holding her looks confused. She turns to them, still laughing, and says in a sweet but firm voice:

“Guys, I’m so sorry, but we’re leaving. Another time, okay? You’ve been very nice.”

The two of them stand there, with a “what the fuck just happened?” look on their faces. Mine tries to protest, “but we haven’t even gotten to know each other,” but Susi has already grabbed my hand and is dragging me toward the exit, both of us laughing like crazy.

“What luck we have...” Susi laughs. “What a disaster of a night.”

I drew a mischievous smile as my eyes were dazzled by the brightness of hers. She said something else, but I didn’t hear her.

“Sorry, what did you say? I can’t hear you well with the music!” I asked at the top of my lungs.

The music was too loud.

“WHAT DID YOU SAY?” I asked her again, placing my right hand on one of her shoulders.

“I asked if you have any ideas.”

“I’M SORRY, I CAN’T HEAR YOU! THE MUSIC IS TOO LOUD...”

“HOW ABOUT WE GET A DRINK OUTSIDE?” A shiver ran down my body when I heard her say that. “I KNOW A PLACE NOT FAR FROM HERE WHERE WE DON’T NEED TO BE SHOUTING.”

“OKAAAY.”

We go out into the street. The cool night air hits our faces, and the contrast with the heat of the club makes us laugh even more. Chueca is alive: groups of people smoking, laughing, some already drunk. We pass a group of guys who whistle at us, one shouts “you look so hot, babes!” another “come with us, we’ll buy you a drink!” A girl in a group of friends looks at us and says “oh my god, what dresses!” with totally unhealthy envy.

“Where are we going dressed like this?” I ask Susi, looking at my red dress that shines under the streetlights. “We look like two party sluts.”

She cracks up laughing again, grabs my arm.

“Exactly, queen. Two luxury sluts. But sluts nonetheless.”

We keep walking, our heels echoing on the sidewalk, people looking at us, some with desire, others with curiosity. An older guy says “what fillies!” from a terrace.

The night isn’t going as we expected.

We were thinking of elegant Kikes, sophisticated guys, guys who would look at us as if we were goddesses. And we’ve caught two chavs with fake earrings. That’s what fishing is like... you don’t always catch what you’re looking for.

Susi takes my arm, still laughing.

“That’s what slutting around is like, Mapi. It’s like fishing. You cast the hook and you don’t know what’s bitten until you pull it out of the water. Sometimes you get a big salmon... and sometimes an anchovy.”

I burst out laughing, rest my head on her shoulder as we walk.

“Well, today we caught two salted sardines.”

“Exactly. But at least we’ve had a laugh. And we’ve danced. But what a letdown, girl.”

We arrive at a small square, with benches and a fountain. We sit for a while, with our legs crossed, watching people pass by.

“Should we look for another place?” Susi asks.

“I think I’m more in the mood for that new massager you bought...”

The phrase leaves my mouth almost without thinking, my voice a little hoarse from the alcohol and from laughing at our failed night.

“Good memory,” she says raising an eyebrow with sparkling eyes. “Are you sure? Because that thing is serious. It has ten speeds and they say it has a mode that makes you see stars.”

I laugh, nervous, but nod, feeling a warmth rising through my stomach.

“Yes. I’d rather do that than go fishing for bodybuilders with bedazzled belts.”

She bursts out laughing and comes closer, taking my hand naturally.

“Then we’ll try it.”

She kisses me softly on the lips, a kiss that starts innocently and lingers a bit longer than necessary. Her hands caress my waist, move up my back, pressing me against her for a second. I feel her warmth, and desire pulses between my legs. But there’s something else too, something that tightens my chest.

As we head to the car, I observe her.

She walks with that feline confidence she’s always had, in her four-inch heels, the leather shorts highlighting every curve of her ass, the tiny top revealing her smooth back and narrow waist. She’s very beautiful. I’ve always known it, but I’ve never looked at her like this: the way the streetlights illuminate her profile, the platinum blonde hair falling over her shoulders, her straight shoulders, her tanned skin. She’s beautiful in a way that invites you to look more, that makes you want to touch.

We get in the car. She starts it and puts on music: something slow. I rest my head against the window and try to look ahead, though I can’t. Our eyes meet. I quickly look away, like a teenager caught in the act.

“What’s wrong?” she asks, turning toward me with a curious but gentle smile.

“Nothing...” I lie, moving closer to the window. “It’s just that I feel strange with you. I’ve never experienced this before.”

She takes my hand, intertwining our fingers.

“Strange? In what way?”

I take a deep breath. My heart is beating hard.

“I feel... that I like you.”

I say it softly, almost without voice.

I feel embarrassed, but also relieved.

Susi looks at me for a second, serious, and then smiles gently.

“Perfect. I like you too. But don’t confuse liking with something else. Look, you’re in a very vulnerable phase of your life: recent divorce, guilt about Manuela, late sexual awakening... It’s normal to want to cling to someone familiar, safe. I’m your best friend, I’m here, I desire you... you desire me and it’s easy for everything to get mixed up.”

She caresses my cheek with her thumb brushing my lower lip.

“I’m just afraid of falling for you,” I admit, voice trembling. “Afraid that this might be more than sex, more than comfort. Afraid of falling in love and then having it hurt even more. Because if I fall in love with you... what happens next? How does that fit into my broken life?”

She nods, kisses my forehead.

“We’re not going to fall in love. And if we do, then so be it. Does that scare you?”

“A little. A lot. I don’t know. All of this is new. I never thought I could feel this way about a woman, especially you, who’ve been my friend forever.”

She stays quiet for a moment, looks into my eyes.

“If you want, we can stop. Each to our own room, we sleep, and tomorrow we have breakfast as friends.”

I shake my head quickly.

“No way. Let’s try that hellish contraption.”

I watch her as she drives, the more I look at her, the more attracted I feel to her. I wonder if I’m a lesbian. I’ve never felt the slightest attraction to a woman before, but since last night, I feel like something has changed. Before I hadn’t even stopped to think about it. But everything had happened so quickly and so naturally that now I wonder if it’s also something I had hidden and just discovered. Susi told me she was bisexual, that she had slept with men and women.

When we get to her place, the mating ritual begins. Susi knows I’m inexperienced, she makes it easy by taking the first step.

She lies on her side facing me and starts caressing my face, my hair... then she kisses me. I can’t help a slight trembling. I know what’s going to happen and I desire it with all my soul. I feel her small, moist tongue inside my mouth and the incredibly soft touch of her lips on mine, her scented breath, smelling slightly of gin.

She presses against my body and I feel her breasts against mine, our legs and hands intertwining at the same time. I throw myself into biting her neck, abandoning my shyness, and I can’t help my hands moving to her beautiful breasts.

Then, my tongue explores her areolas, large and dark, which immediately contract at the contact with my saliva, and her nipples harden like stones. I notice her agitated breathing, her half-open mouth. I think she’s very turned on too.

The heat in the room, far from separating our bodies, unites them even more and makes them slippery with sweat. Susi doesn’t hold back either and also brings her mouth to my breasts, massaging them, gently nibbling my nipples. The room gradually fills with moans and whispers.

Suddenly everything takes on another rhythm and becomes wilder, more passionate.

She suddenly lays me on my back and drops onto me while biting my neck, and I can barely move under the weight of her body. I feel her hair on my back... it tickles.

“Can’t you feel the wetness of my pussy on top of you?” she asks. “Do you see how horny you’re making me? I’ve wanted this since the other day. You made me feel things I hadn’t felt in years.”

“I wanted this to happen again too, but it scares me. I don’t know if I’m ready for this,” I tell her. “Just what I needed. To be a lesbian...”

“Don’t talk nonsense. You’re not a lesbian.”

“I guess not. But it could be even worse. I don’t want to fall in love with you. And that could actually happen. I like you way too much.”

“I like you too... and right now... I can’t think about anything else but being with you,” she says as her hand feels between my legs. “And if we fall in love, then so be it.”

I open my legs wider then and raise my hips slightly to give her better access to my sex. I’m desperate for her touch. Her hand moves between my legs and makes me die with pleasure, both from what she’s doing and from how excited I am by the situation of being with her. I never thought I could get so turned on with a woman... I don’t want us to get into an emotional mess, but right now I want to feel her.

“I love your little pussy... it drives me crazy feeling how wet you are,” she whispers in my ear. “I want us to come many times... come now, come on, do it for me.” And while she keeps whispering, her hand moves faster and faster with the perfect rhythm and just the right pressure on my clit.

My moans, growing more intense, signal that my orgasm is imminent. I move my hips in circles. A physical need to reach orgasm overwhelms me. I don’t want to prolong this moment any longer. I need to come now. Susi notices, shifts position and slides her legs between mine to make a “perfect scissor.” She rubs against me, her clit touching mine. Our juices mix together. Between our moans, you can clearly hear the wet sounds of our sexes. We’re tense, trying to make the contact between our sexes deeper and deeper. Susi closes her eyes. She bites her lip and that sight inevitably makes me come. During my orgasm she looks at me intensely, and smiles with a lascivious expression. Our bodies are sweaty. I feel my hair stuck to my forehead, and hers is too.

I collapse in pleasure, but she hasn’t come yet. I lazily get up and sit her on the edge of the bed. I spread her legs. Her musky scent fills my nostrils, and without thinking twice, I put my head between her thighs. I start licking her deeply, running my tongue along her sex until I reach her clit, which I can feel is swollen. She’s very aroused and can’t stop trembling.

“Don’t stop now, Mapi,” she murmurs between gasps.

Then I start making movements with my head that make her shudder even more. I carefully part her lips and move my head from side to side in a very fast sequence. When I can tell from her moans and the movement of her hips that she’s about to come, I focus my tongue on her clit. I flick it again and again. She pushes my head between her legs to increase the contact.

Damn. My tongue hurts from so much licking, but I don’t stop. Soon I feel the slight convulsions of her legs, I notice her accelerated breathing announcing her orgasm. In a second, all her fluids fill my mouth. It’s like she’s urinating, and that drives me wild.

When we kiss, the tastes of our sexes mix and become one. Afterward we lie embracing on the rumpled bed. I’m a fucking mess. I don’t know what I’m feeling, but it scares me so much.

	Losing My Bearings.


The week following the confrontation with Miguel passes in a kind of tense calm, as if my life has found a new rhythm, slower, more conscious. It’s not the euphoria of wild nights, nor total collapse. It’s a routine that forces me to look in the mirror each morning and ask myself who I am now, especially after what’s happening with Susi. I find myself in a moment of confusion, but I feel calmer. I like that, but it also scares me.

On Monday I start my shift at seven on the Internal Medicine floor. I like it better than the ER: less chaos, more time to talk with patients. I change catheters, administer medication, take vitals, help those in worse condition to eat... I feel useful, less like a machine and more like a person. My colleagues look at me differently: some with curiosity, others with pity for the divorce that’s already spreading like a rumor through the hallways. Susi has my back. We have coffee during breaks and she winks at me when nobody’s looking. She’s even dared to give me quick kisses when we’re more or less alone, and that excites me and I like it.

In the afternoons, when we finish at three, we go straight home. We cook together, eat together, watch shows, talk about everything and nothing. And at night... at night we keep exploring.

On Tuesday, after dinner, Susi takes me to her room with that smile of hers. She lights candles, puts on soft music, takes off my clothes slowly, as if she were unwrapping something precious. She lays me face down, massages my back with warm oil, my shoulders, my neck. Her hands are firm but delicate, they know every knot of tension. She moves down my spine, my waist, my ass. She spreads my legs, kisses the inside of my thighs. Her tongue travels slowly over me, licking, sucking, unhurried. She inserts two fingers, curves them, makes me moan into the pillow. I come slowly. I have a long orgasm. It makes my whole body tremble. Afterward she turns me over, kisses me on the mouth letting me taste myself, and I do the same to her: I suck her breasts, bite her nipples until she moans, move down her belly, open her pussy with my fingers and lick her until she comes screaming my name.

We have sex daily. We use the suction toy. She ties my hands to the headboard with a silk scarf, blindfolds me. The device on low speed tortures my nipples, my clit, my entrance. She increases the speed, makes me come three times in a row, until I beg her to stop because I can’t take anymore. She laughs, unties me and hugs me, both of us sweaty.

Other days it’s gentler: we shower together, soap each other up, kiss under the hot water. Her hands on my pussy, my fingers in hers, we come almost at the same time, leaning against the wall, water falling on our faces.

On Friday, after our shift, we change the routine and I go to see Manuela. Miguel opens the door to what is no longer my home. He looks at me for a second, serious, but nods and lets me in. Manuela comes running from the living room, throws herself into my arms.

“Mommy!”

I hug her tight, smell her hair, her baby shampoo scent. We both cry a little, from happiness. We spend the afternoon at the park: swings, ice cream... God, how she’s growing! I listen to her talk about school, her friends, how she misses me sleeping with her.

When I take her back, Manuela waves goodbye from the door. Miguel stays in the doorway.

“Thank you,” I say, voice low. “For letting me come.”

He nods, uncomfortable.

“You’re her mother. You always will be.”

I decide he deserves an explanation. I ask Miguel if we can talk for a while, alone. He agrees.

We sit on the sofa. He brings a couple of beers. He’s thinner, has dark circles under his eyes, but he’s still the same Miguel: short hair, ironed shirt, direct gaze.

“I wanted to apologize,” I begin. I’m nervous and can’t stop fidgeting with the beer bottle label. “From the heart. I hurt you. A lot. I betrayed you, lied to you, humiliated you. I have no excuse. What I did was wrong, and I’m sorry. I don’t expect you to forgive me, but I needed to tell you face to face.”

Miguel looks at me for a long time. He sighs.

“Thanks for saying that. It hurt. A lot. It still hurts. But... I also know part of the blame is mine. I’ll admit I got too comfortable. I didn’t listen when you said you weren’t okay. I regret that now. I thought marriage was just that: routine, stability, and that’s it. I failed to see you were fading away.”

My eyes fill with tears. The bottle label is shredded on the coffee table.

“What we had is over,” he continues, “and not because I can’t eventually forgive you. I might be able to, but I know I can’t compete with your new lifestyle.”

I nod, wiping away a tear.

“Miguel....”

I want to be a good mother to her. And a good ex for you. If you can, someday, forgive me.

He smiles sadly.

“Someday, maybe.”

The familiar smell of wood and his cologne hits me like a living memory. The house seems the same: the sofa where we watched shows, the table where we had dinner with Manuela, the photos on the walls that now look at me like silent witnesses. I sit on the edge of the sofa, hands in my lap, squeezing my fingers until my knuckles hurt. Miguel sits across from me, in his favorite armchair, and crosses his legs. There’s no tea, no coffee. Just us and the heavy silence.

“Mapi...” he begins, breaking the silence after what feels like an eternity. His voice trembles a little at first, but steadies. “I don’t know how to start this. I’ve been thinking a lot about what happened, about what you did. About us. And... damn, it hurts terribly. It hurts every day. You can’t imagine what it’s like to wake up every morning and remember that everything we had was a lie.”

I make a gesture to interrupt him, but he raises his hand, gentle but firm.

“Let me speak. I need to get this out or it’s going to eat me from inside. Your betrayals... they weren’t just a quick fling with someone from work or a drunken night. They were systematic. Weeks, months of lies. Walking out the door saying you were going with Susi or had an extra shift, and you were actually going to fuck those two... Kike and Víctor. Do you know what it’s like to imagine it? To see you in my head, legs spread for them, moaning like you never did with me, laughing at me while I stayed home with Manuela, believing you were the perfect wife.”

He runs his hand over his face, eyes red but dry. He doesn’t cry; Miguel never cries in front of me.

“That helplessness... knowing you’ve been with others, that they’ve touched you, that they’ve done things to you that I couldn’t even imagine. That they’ve satisfied you in ways I never could. It makes me feel... small. Useless. As if everything I did for you, for us, meant nothing. How many times did you do it? How many nights did you lie to my face, kiss me on the cheek and go out to fuck them? And the drugs? Because I know there are drugs, Mapi. I saw it in the messages. Coke, ecstasy... Who are you? Where is the woman I married?”

He takes a deep breath. I can see his shoulders are tense.

“And the pain... the unbearable pain of knowing you’re fucking others. It’s not just the act. It’s imagining it. Seeing you in my head screaming with pleasure with them, coming like you never did with me, begging them for more. It wakes me up at night. It makes me question everything. Was I that bad in bed? Such a poor excuse for a man? I know I didn’t listen, but I think we could have talked about it, tried things, gone to therapy. But no. You chose to cheat on me. You chose to destroy me.”

His voice breaks at the end. He leans forward, elbows on his knees, head in his hands.

I swallow hard, the lump in my throat choking me. Tears well up, but I hold them back. I need to respond.

“Miguel... it wasn’t like that. It wasn’t because of you. It wasn’t because you were bad or less of a man. It was... because I discovered a part of myself I didn’t know. A part that needed more, that needed to feel, that needed to explode. You... were good, you were tender, but it was pure routine. Ten-minute sex, with the lights off, always the same rhythm... We never talked about sex, never tried anything new. I tried to tell you, but you told me I was frigid, that the problem was mine. And I believed it for years. I came to think I was... defective.”

He raises his head, looks at me.

“Until I discovered what I know now. And I found out I wasn’t frigid. That I could come, that I could scream, that I could enjoy myself like never before. It’s not that you were bad; it’s that we didn’t communicate. We didn’t explore. And that part of me... I’m not going to close it off now. Not after discovering it. It makes me feel alive, Miguel. Desired. Powerful.”

He laughs bitterly, without humor.

“Powerful. Right. While I felt like an idiot. And now what? Am I a bad husband for not fucking you like they did? For not making you scream like a madwoman?”

“No,” I say, voice firm. “You’re not bad. You were a good husband in many ways: stable, loving with Manuela, responsible. You’re a great father. You always have been. But in sex... we didn’t understand each other. And instead of talking about it, I chose to cheat on you. That was my mistake. I acknowledge it. I hurt you. But I’m not bad for wanting pleasure. I’m not bad for discovering my sexuality.”

He stands up, paces around the living room, hands in his pockets.

“If I could forgive you... I would. Maybe with time I will. But right now the pain is too intense. It burns inside me.”

I nod, tears falling down my face.

“It’s not just about forgiveness, Miguel. It’s impossible for you to forget after what I did. It’s a problem of forgetting, not forgiving. Forgiveness is rational; forgetting is emotional. And I don’t expect either one. I only hope we can be good parents together, without wars, and above all without using our daughter in our separation.”

He stops, looks at me terribly serious.

“Maybe with time we can achieve that,” he says finally. “But now... I need space. I still can’t process it.”

I nod.

“Okay.”

I return to Susi’s house with a lighter heart.

And the week ends like this: work, gentle sex with my best friend, visits to my daughter, an adult conversation with my ex.

It’s not the life I imagined. But it’s the one I have.

The weekend approaches and I’m in Susi’s kitchen, preparing a salad for dinner while she cuts tomatoes. The afternoon sun streams through the window, everything seems peaceful, almost domestic. We’ve been in this bubble for days: work, home, gentle sex at night, laughter, hugs. I’m getting used to waking up with her arm around my waist too quickly.

Susi puts down the knife, wipes her hands on her apron and looks at me with that mischievous smile that always precedes a bombshell.

“Hey, Mapi... I’ve made plans with Sergio this weekend,” she says casually, as if she were telling me she’s going to the supermarket for weekend shopping. “Friday and Saturday.”

“Sergio?” I’m surprised. I’d never heard of any Sergio before.

“A ‘fuck buddy,’ you know. The typical guy who shows up when I need uncomplicated sex. Nothing serious.”

I freeze with the salad fork halfway to my mouth. It bothers me. It bothers me much more than it should. I feel a stab in my stomach, a mixture of jealousy and emptiness that I don’t want to acknowledge. But at the same time, part of me thinks it’s better this way. Better that we don’t get too attached. This started as comfort, as an experiment, as something safe in the midst of chaos. If we continue like this, we’ll end up falling for each other, and I’m not ready for another emotional disaster. I smile as best I can, trying to sound casual.

“Oh, great. Have fun. I guess Sergio is the classic lover... intense, right?”

Susi laughs, comes closer and gives me a quick kiss at the corner of my lips.

“Intense is an understatement. The guy has marathon stamina and a tongue that should be in a museum. But don’t worry, queen, I’m not leaving you hanging. I just feel like a bit of variety.”

She moves away, but glances at me sideways.

“And what about you? Are you going to stay here watching Netflix in pajamas or are you making plans?”

I shrug, stirring the salad with more force than necessary, causing a couple of lettuce leaves to fall out.

“I was thinking of calling Kike. Or Víctor.” I lie. The truth is I was planning to do something with her, and this disrupts my plans. “But you know, nothing important, just a casual night out...”

Susi lets out a laugh that echoes through the kitchen.

“Casual? With Kike? Ha! That guy is anything but casual. He’s a jackhammer on steroids. He’s going to leave your pussy like a battlefield again.”

I laugh, though I blush.

“You’re exaggerating.”

“No, I’m being realistic. Last time you came back walking like John Wayne.”

She comes closer, hugs me from behind, kisses my neck.

“But do it, queen. Call them. You deserve a good fuck. Just be careful not to fall for one of those two, okay? What I have with Sergio is pure release, no feelings.”

I turn around, give her a kiss on the mouth.

“I won’t fall for anyone. It’s just sex.”

“Filthy liar,” she jokes, pinching my ass. “But fine, lie if you want. I love you anyway.”

Dinner is light, we talk about work, about Manuela, about nonsense. But in my head I’m already thinking about who to call. Víctor is sophisticated, slow, makes me feel desired in an intellectual way. Kike is pure animal, makes me come until I lose my voice.

Finally, in bed, with Susi already asleep beside me, I pick up my phone.

I open the chat with Kike. The last messages are from weeks ago: photos of him, promises of all kinds of sex...

I write:

Are you available tomorrow Friday?

The answer comes in two minutes.

For you always, queen. Coming to my place or going out?

Let’s go out. I want to dance for a while.

Perfect. I’ll pick you up at 10. Look pretty. I’m going to eat you whole.

See you. Kisses.

Wet ones...

I bite my lip, desire rises through my stomach. I turn off my phone and curl up against Susi’s back.

	A Desired Woman.


We sit in a corner and order some appetizers.

“I like it better here,” says Kike, smiling and narrowing his eyes. “We can talk.”

“Talk? Do you have a specific topic in mind?”

“Basically about what you’re going to do with your life now that you’ve discovered there’s something more out there.”

I look at him with bewilderment at how direct his question is. In fact, one of Kike’s characteristics is that he’s very frank, says what he thinks without any restraint, and since answering his question turns out to be easier than expected, I decide to respond in the same tone.

“Kike, right now I can’t tell you what I want to do with my life. Everything is too recent.”

“Don’t get me wrong, darling. I’m not asking for any kind of commitment,” he says, making a gesture with his hand indicating he doesn’t take our relationship too seriously.

“But what I want to know is if you’ve thought about what you’re going to do with your life. I assume you’ve thought about something?” he insists.

“I haven’t had time to do that. To be honest, I haven’t thought much about Miguel since we separated. That sounds terrible, doesn’t it?” I say with a half-smile.

“Well!” he says. “I would have been pissed off if you’d told me you’d been thinking about your ex-husband while you were with me.”

I lean in a bit to touch his face with the palm of my hand. Looking at him, I feel a surge of tenderness inside, an unexpected feeling.

“When I’m with you, I can’t think of anything else,” I whisper. “I’m completely hooked on you.”

Kike leans in until his forehead touches mine. He brushes my lips with his, gently; his breath is warm and sweet.

“Mapi, look... I don’t know if we’re looking for the same thing. Don’t take this the wrong way, but I’m not looking for a stable relationship. I’m not a one-woman man. If that’s what you’re looking for, I think it’s better you know from the start that I’m not your guy.”

“Don’t be so full of yourself,” I respond, somewhat annoyed by his bluntness. “You’re good in bed. For now, that’s enough for me.”

He gets up to order a couple of drinks at the bar. I like the way he moves, walking with confidence, determined yet relaxed at the same time. How could I have become so attracted to him in such a short time?

While I’m watching him, I notice someone is observing me. I turn my head and see that at a large table at the back of the room, there’s a group of men sitting. Almost all of them are talking among themselves, but one of them is sitting back in his chair, as if trying to distance himself from the conversation. He can’t take his eyes off me.

Seeing that I’d noticed his presence, he smiles at me. Surprised by my own reaction, I smile back. He’s blond and his hair is perfectly cut. I analyze his features separately and notice they’re irregular and imperfect, yet the overall composition of his face is attractive, and his smile is warm.

“Well! You have an admirer, don’t you?”

I look at Kike who arrives with the two drinks.

“Don’t be silly,” I say smiling as I take the glass, ready to ignore the blond man.

Kike starts drinking in silence. I notice he keeps looking at me. His eyes go from the blond man to me.

“You could have any man in this room at your feet,” he finally murmurs.

“What do you mean?” I say, turning to him with surprise.

Kike is enjoying himself, though his tone of voice remains unchanged.

“You know what I mean, Mapi.”

A shiver of pleasure runs through my entire body when I look at him. I know it well. With everything I’ve learned lately, with everything he’s taught me, I know I’m capable of seducing anyone. For the first time in my life, I’m aware of the power I possess. Judging by the looks other men have been giving me all night, I’m aware with a self-confidence I never would have believed myself capable of possessing, that I can be desired. The idea surprises and excites me at the same time.

“The man on the other side of the room... the one who’s looking at you. You could meet him. Take him to a hotel room...” Kike murmurs.

“Me?... What are you saying! He wouldn’t want to...”

“He’s dying to. Try it,” Kike says very seriously.

I look at the blond man who by then is no longer looking at me and has joined the conversation with the rest of his friends.

“See, he’s not even looking at me anymore.”

My voice sounds more mischievous than I intend, and Kike laughs.

“He’s not looking, but he’s aware of your presence. Think of the possibilities, Mapi.”

“I don't understand what you're suggesting, Kike, you're crazy to suggest I go off with a stranger I just met at a club! Besides,” I add with a tremor in my voice that betrays my emotion, “why do you want me to do it?”

Kike strokes my hair and kisses me deeply on the mouth. It’s a kiss that makes my heart race.

“Would you like me to go with you? I enjoy watching.”

I laugh to hide the nervousness that was beginning to overwhelm me.

“I don't think he would like that.”

“He'd probably love the idea. Nobody dislikes a treat...” he says with a shrug.

Seeing that what he was proposing was serious, I move back a bit to see his face clearly.

“You think I'll sleep with the first stranger who looks at me just to please you? You can't be that naive!”

“You've already done it. You didn't know Victor at all and that wasn't a problem for you.”

“It's not the same. Wasn't he your friend? Look Kike, I have no idea why we're still discussing this. I'm not going to do it, that's all. Don't push it anymore.”

Kike takes a sip of his drink, ending the conversation. I entertain myself by watching people dancing, ignoring the blond guy. I'm a bit angry, though I try not to show it.

The music is pleasant, not interfering with the conversations of people in the venue. I like this relaxed atmosphere and being able to talk quietly, though I might consider going out to dance. Kike seems unwilling to talk more about the subject, but he’s sullen.

He takes my hand under the table and starts playing with my fingers. He massages my knuckles, pressing them between his index finger and thumb.

Despite having rejected the idea of making love to another man in front of him, I can't stop thinking about it. The night goes on, we keep drinking, going out to dance and talking intermittently, without that possibility ever leaving my mind.

I imagine myself naked, rolling around with another man... I glance furtively across the room and see that the blond guy is still sitting there, but he gives the impression that he’s forgotten about me.

What would it feel like to fuck a complete stranger, someone whose name I don't even know? The idea intrigues me, and even more the possibility that Kike would watch us doing it.

My eyes meet Kike’s, and I get the feeling he knows exactly what I’m thinking, that he knows that despite my initial rejection, I’m thinking about it. Suddenly, unable to remain seated any longer, I get up to go to the restroom.

Once in the safety of the bathroom, I freshen up. I look in the mirror and see that I’m pale, but my cheeks are flushed as if I had a fever. Am I seriously considering Kike’s suggestion? I feel a sudden tension inside me that tells me yes. For a moment I hesitate, not knowing if I’m more excited or scared.

After a while I regain my composure and leave the bathroom. The room has filled to capacity. The dance floor is packed with people dancing and spinning. From where I’m standing, it’s impossible to see Kike.

“I’ll wait for you at my place.” I startle when I hear his voice like a warm whisper on my neck. I turn around and see him holding out his keys. “Don’t come alone.”

Without giving me a chance to say anything, he leaves the venue with determined steps. I look around. I feel confused, but strangely excited.

“Would you like to dance?”

I’m surprised to hear the question so close to my ear. I turn slowly and feel no surprise at all to see it was the blond guy. The scene was somehow inevitable, and the feeling of unreality helps me smile at him and nod without any problem.

The guy is younger than he had seemed from a distance. He has a square jaw but is perfectly shaved, and his skin looks very smooth. He has the classic skin that doesn’t seem to need shaving every day, though he’s certainly not a kid. His blue eyes look at me with interest and a smile forms on his lips.

Without saying a word, I give him my hand and accompany him to the dance floor. Indeed, his skin is extremely soft. As soon as he takes me in his arms to dance, I notice that his body is strong and sinewy. As we dance, I breathe in the light scent of his cologne. It’s absolutely unmistakable. Loewe number seven. One of my favorites.

By the way he moves me, I can tell how aroused he is. His hands move over my body, but he doesn’t overstep at all. I feel I’ll have to encourage him to go a step further. I think about Kike. He’s probably arriving at his house now, and will be waiting there for us to arrive.

“Have you been here before?” he asks me.

“No,” I answer briefly.

“What’s your name?”

I lean back a little.

“Does it matter?” I ask, looking him directly in the face.

He seemed to hesitate for a moment.

“Well, I... I guess it doesn’t matter.”

My response had thrown him off balance.

“It’s okay... My name is Mapi.” I tell him, trying not to seem excessively rude.

“I’m Álvaro,” he introduces himself, and gives me a soft kiss on the corner of my lips.

By the way he holds me when we finish dancing, I get the impression that the excitement he feels is stronger than his perplexity at the strange situation he finds himself in. If before he hadn’t been able to fully capture my attention, now he certainly had.

I could almost hear the sound of his thoughts working inside his head trying to understand what was happening. Would he manage to get me into bed or not? I almost laughed out loud thinking: "If only you knew...!"

Perversely, I press myself closer against him to make my intentions clear. He happily accepts the gesture and caresses my hair. He moves closer slowly. I notice his breathing becoming increasingly agitated. And obviously I feel his erection pressing against my pubis and I know the moment has arrived.

“Would you like to sit down?” he asks in a half-choked voice.

I smile at him lasciviously. Defiant.

“I’d like to fuck.”

He opens his eyes wide for an instant, but quickly regains his composure. Suddenly he seems to control the situation as if he were facing a familiar scenario. He nods. That throws me off.

“Let’s go to my place,” I tell him. “I’ll get my purse.”

I suppose Kike is already at home. I don’t know where he might be waiting for us and what I’ll find when we get there, but there’s no turning back now. I’ve done it. I’ve just picked up a stranger.

I notice he’s saying goodbye to his friends, who look at me with desire. They make obscene gestures, but restrained ones.

We leave the club and, without exchanging a word, head to Álvaro’s car. When I see it, I’m surprised. It’s not one you see every day. It’s a Panamera, an aerodynamic, sporty car... Once inside, I notice his clothes are high quality. He wears a steel Omega watch, an alpaca jacket and a Hermes shirt. It’s clear he’s loaded.

He’s a good driver, handling the car confidently but without showing off. He enters the address in the navigation system. The atmosphere in the car is somewhat tense. Finally, we arrive at Kike’s house. He parks a couple of streets away from the entrance. When he’s about to get out, I extend my arm to lightly brush his knee with my fingertips and follow the path along the inside of his thigh until I reach his groin.

He’s tense. He doesn’t want to ruin it. I can tell from the rigidity of his jaw and the small pulsations visible in his neck. I withdraw my hand and smile at him. I notice he’s completely aroused. He gently moves closer and kisses me. His hand, bold for the first time, slips into the neckline of my dress and caresses my breast. He does it gently, lingering on the nipple which, at this point, is already erect and excited. Fuck! I’m fucking hot, impatient to see his cock, to fuck him. Kike is going to regret having wanted this, or so I think...

We go up in the elevator. His hands travel over my back, my buttocks, and my thighs, but not in a hurried or anxious way. He knows how to treat a woman. Instinctively my mind returns to Miguel. I find it incredible how bad he was in bed. I can’t understand it. I’m not that difficult to satisfy, damn it.

Upon reaching the door, I open it with feigned confidence. I only know the house superficially, and I don’t know where Kike might be hiding. I take him to the living room. It’s a rectangular room with modern decor. It’s furnished in a simple way, with a large sofa and a low table.

Álvaro takes off his jacket and tie, which he leaves on one of the dining room chairs. Then he stops moving and looks at me intently as if waiting for something. I smile at him seductively.

“Take off your shirt,” I whisper.

He obeys and I notice his eyes catch my look of approval when I see his bare torso, broad and hairless. His nipples look like two small discs, smooth and brown, crowning the volume of his pectorals. Just looking at him, half-naked and in dim light, with his shoulders rigid as if preparing to fight or fly, I feel a pang of pure lust in the center of my stomach. Fuck, I’m so turned on!

Slowly, very slowly, I cross the room toward him, who doesn’t move, but watches me with cautious eyes. I stop just a few centimeters from him and stick out the tip of my tongue to moisten my lips. We’re so close that I can feel the heat radiating from his body, the manly smell coming from the sweat transpiring through the pores of his skin.

I can’t resist, and I reach out to caress his collarbone with my fingers until I reach his shoulder. His skin is hot, almost feverish, and somewhat moist. I pass the palm of my hand over the masculine undulation of his chest, feeling its smoothness. His torso is strong, but not excessive. I feel the accelerated rhythm of his heart under my right hand. It beats faster and faster due to his growing excitement.

I feel strong, powerful. I know the effect I’m having on him. I control the situation, and I love that. So many years being an exemplary wife, and now I’m beginning to be aware of the effect I have on men. The stranger remains motionless before me, letting me act and offering himself like a sexual toy.

Taking note of his reactions, I move my hand down until I reach the tightness of his abdomen. He maintains a tense expression, but the movement of his nostrils due to his accelerated breathing gives him away. He’s nervous and excited. A fine line of hair forms around his navel and continues downward, where it disappears inside his pants.

The front of his pants is tight due to his erection. I look him directly in the eyes and place my hand on the rigidity noticeable inside his clothes, to caress him delicately.

“You do this frequently, don’t you?” he murmurs, after letting out a slight sigh. “That’s what your friend told me...”

His words are like a slap in the face. Has he actually spoken with Kike in my absence? I feel somewhat disoriented and notice doubts assailing me.

“And you?” I counter-attack, continuing to trace the contour of his masculine shoulders with my fingers.

I notice with relief that he relaxes his face and smiles.

“No. But your friend made it very clear to me that you do,” he says in a whisper. Then he lazily slides his gaze from my face to my breasts which, only held by the thin fabric of my strappy dress, tremble slightly to the rhythm of my also accelerated breathing.

I take a step back, bring my hand to my back and lower the zipper of my dress. Without taking my eyes off him for a moment, I tilt my shoulders and cause the garment to slide slowly down my body.

I stand naked, wearing only a skimpy black lace thong and high-heeled sandals. The man stares at my body in bewilderment, his gaze lingering on my full breasts. I feel proud of my body like never before, so I let him look. I enjoy the excitement emanating from his eyes.

He raises his hand and runs his fingertip over one of my erect nipples. It was a gentle touch, barely a caress, yet it sends an erotic charge throughout my entire body.

In response to that caress, my nipple becomes firm and its twin, in sympathy, also hardens. Looking at me calculatingly, the man takes one breast in each hand and fondles them delicately, squeezing the warm flesh between his strong fingers. I lean slightly toward him, my eyes nearly closed, feeling his thumbs circling my erect nipples, and my sex beginning to grow wet and hot.

I feel my pussy starting to respond to the excitement of the moment. Heat floods my vaginal lips, and I feel the moisture becoming increasingly abundant. I can imagine the dark hue my labia folds must be taking on and my clitoris gradually swelling as desire increases.

When he lowers his head and takes a nipple in his mouth, I moan and tangle my fingers in the fine blond hair of my unknown lover who begins to lick my nipple while using his fingers to make the same rotating movement on my other breast.

I think again about Miguel and his infinite awkwardness in sexual matters. Kike, Victor, and now Álvaro are showing me a world of sensations I never believed could exist. But despite everything, I’m not willing to leave control of the situation in his hands. I push his head back and press my breasts against his chest, then proceed to unbutton his pants and slide my hand inside.

He lets out a moan when he feels my fingers running along his rock-hard cock. First I trace the shaft with my nails and then apply pressure with my whole hand. It’s not as big as Kike’s, but it’s a good piece. I release it quickly so I can pull down his pants. I kneel in front of him, rubbing my nakedness along his entire body so that my nipples brush against the hair on his stomach, and then, finally, I pull his pants and underwear down to his hips.

He helps me with trembling hands and kicks his pants aside. His hardened cock dangles near my face. It’s a beautiful specimen, long and thick, with a pronounced upward curve. At this rate, I’m becoming an expert on cocks. With just a few strokes up and down the erect penis, I pull back the outer skin and expose the hot, sensitive skin of the glans. I admire it, with its shiny head and a drop of pre-cum at the urethra. I can’t resist the impulse to run my tongue over it. It has a salty taste and is hot; this drop is instantly followed by another. This time, however, I caress the reddened tip of the glans with my thumb and gently run my nail over the small opening. I know this drives most men crazy, and his moan confirms it.

With my other hand, I grab his testicles and caress them with my fingers. His scrotum was hot, full, ready to ejaculate. I know they don’t have much practical value when it comes to fucking, but I love touching them. I look at him intensely and begin to suck his cock. I do it calmly, savoring every inch. I take the opportunity to caress his buttocks. He has a hard, tight ass. I love it. I quickly realize that if I don’t stop, he’s going to come, so I stand up and observe him.

His eyes are glassy and his sweaty hair is stuck to his forehead. His chest moves erratically following the accelerated rhythm of his breathing, and his lips are parted as if he barely dares to breathe.

I take his hand and lead him to Kike’s bedroom. I look around searching for his presence, but he’s not there either. I gently push him onto the bed and kneel astride him.

The contact of our skin feels so intense that it seems like we’re giving each other a massage. The flat spheres of his chest are firm and hardened. I rise slightly and pinch them between my thumb and index finger, which makes him emit a stifled cry. Then I run my tongue over those nipples, hard as stones.

The hot, silky skin of his penis bounces against my belly. I lie down on the bed, pulling Álvaro closer to me. For a few moments, passion overflows. We kiss, we bite, and we roll in a spiral of legs, arms, and caresses. He positions himself on all fours above me. I grab his cock with my hands again and start moving it back and forth until once more a drop of clear, light fluid begins to ooze, announcing the proximity of ejaculation.

To my surprise, he takes a condom from his pants and puts it on. I’m not too used to fucking with rubber, and it strikes me as odd, but I don’t protest. The condom hugs the thickness of his phallus which, upon contact with the thin rubber, hardens even more.

I put on a slutty face and spit between my breasts. I press my breasts together with my forearms to form a channel and ask him to rub his penis between them. He begins to slide his cock through the improvised cleavage. I spit again. I see the red tip of his penis appearing and disappearing.

The tendons and muscles in Álvaro’s neck become increasingly evident as his excitement grows and his body temperature rises. I know he won’t last much longer at this pace, so I pull away from him.

“That’s enough. I want you to fuck me.”

For a moment, seeing the look of surprise on his face at such a direct request, and especially at such an abrupt interruption, I thought he was going to protest. I know his cock is about to burst, and he forms an ironic and somewhat arrogant grimace with his mouth.

“Of course, beautiful. Your wishes are my commands. I’ll give you everything you ask for.”

He moves to position his head between my legs.

“Yes, use your tongue.”

He’s surprised by how explicit I’m being. Perhaps he thinks that for a one-night stand, I was turning out to be too “loose.”

“Slut,” he replies under his breath.

Without taking his eyes off mine, he makes me raise my knees and spreads my thighs. Very excited, he lowers his gaze to my open sex which, once exposed, demands all his attention. He lowers his head and begins to lick unhurriedly.

I shudder at the first sweep of his tongue against my sensitive flesh and lean back on the pillow. His tongue begins to work, up and down, licking each and every one of my folds, giving me pleasure as if he had all the time in the world.

I close my eyes. I know I’m behaving like a complete slut, but I don’t care. I love it. For a moment, I think that he is nothing more than an intelligent tongue, skilled hands, and a competent cock. He’s just a machine, a sexual instrument, a way to reach orgasm. As far as I’m concerned, at this moment he’s no different from a plastic vibrator.

When he switches from tongue to teeth, and starts nibbling on my clit, I really begin to moan. The contact is sudden, almost painful, as he nibbles my skin with his teeth, taking me to the edge of the abyss. I push my pelvis against his face to sink deeper into his mouth, then spread my legs as wide as possible.

The intensity of the orgasm catches me by surprise. Nothing like this has ever happened to me before. It appeared out of nowhere, without warning, without feeling it approaching. While I struggle to regain control of my breathing, Álvaro positions me on my back. I raise my pelvis offering him my ass, and he plunges into my still convulsing body. He puts his hands on my hips and presses them hard against him, forcing me to remain still.

I have to bite the pillow to keep from screaming, while he, panting, fucks me without mercy, rough, hard, in search of his own frenzy. In a few minutes it’s all over. He pulls away hastily and I let myself fall exhausted onto the bed and cover myself with the comforter. Once he recovers his normal breathing rhythm, he starts caressing my hair.

Suddenly, I just want him to disappear from my sight. His clumsy attempts at tenderness repulse me; all I want is to confine our brief and anonymous encounter within the boundaries I had set from the beginning. Without any emotional attachment.

He looks at me as if he wants to hug me, kiss me, perhaps. But that’s the last thing I want right now.

“Would you mind leaving?” I say, smiling coldly.

For a moment his jaw drops, and it takes him a few seconds to recover and try to hide his surprise.

“What?...”

“Please. It’s been lovely, but I think it’s time for you to go. I want to be alone.”

“You really are a whore, aren’t you? What’s wrong with you? You used me and now you’re throwing me out?”

I can’t help laughing while shaking my head.

“Cut the crap... who used whom? Are you telling me you didn’t have a good time?”

“Of course I did!” he said, frowning. “But I don’t like being used. I paid what was asked, and I think that for three hundred bucks, I’ve earned the right to stay a while and relax...”

“What the fuck are you saying? What are you talking about?”

“Oh. I see. Now you’re playing indignant. So this is how it goes now... Fucking great.”

For a few seconds I try to focus. The shadow of a doubt suddenly hits me. It can’t be true...

“I just fell for it like a complete idiot!” he shouts. “Fine... where’s the camera?”

“What camera?”

“Yeah. You had it all planned. For what? You want to blackmail me? Well, you’re screwed... I’m single...”

I can’t help but burst out laughing. Álvaro jumps out of bed and gets dressed quickly, without taking his eyes off me. His gaze pierces me, and I regret having laughed. Something tells me this could get complicated.

“If you let out one more laugh, I’ll smash your face in,” he says, staring at me intently and speaking in a tone that makes my skin crawl.

Then there’s a noise at the door and he turns around. Kike enters.

He’s wearing the same clothes from the club. Hard eyes, clenched jaw, and a vein pulsing at his temple. He doesn’t say anything at first. He just closes the door behind him with a push that makes the frame vibrate.

Álvaro, who was standing next to the bed putting on his pants, turns abruptly. His body tenses. I notice that the muscles in his arms are swollen as if he were ready to fight. He looks at me for a second, then at Kike, and lets out a short, nervous laugh.

“What the fuck?” he says, zipping up his fly. “The whore and the pimp...? Did you record me or what?”

Kike doesn’t respond. He walks slowly toward him with measured steps, like a predator who already knows the prey is cornered. He stops less than a meter away, with his hands loose at his sides, but I notice his fists are clenched.

“Out,” Kike says, voice low, without shouting. “Now.”

Álvaro laughs again, but this time it sounds forced.

“No fucking way. I paid three hundred euros for this whore. And I earned it. So get lost, or I’ll break your face.”

Álvaro takes a step toward Kike. It’s clear he’s not backing down, and I can attest that he’s strong.

“What? You going to hit me? For defending my rights? I paid, damn it. And she fucked me like a professional. So tell me, where’s the camera? Or is this some couple’s game and I’m the sucker?”

Kike doesn’t move. He just looks at him with narrowed eyes and controlled breathing.

“There are no cameras,” Kike says in a flat voice. “There’s no blackmail. There’s just a woman who politely told you to leave. And I’m repeating it. Go.”

“Seriously? Just like that? You come here to save her like some fucking hero? She fucked me, man. She sucked my dick, she let me put it in her. And now she kicks me out. What the fuck is going on here?”

Kike steps forward. Just one step. But it’s enough.

Álvaro instinctively backs away.

“What’s happening is that she told you to leave. And I’m here to make sure you do. Take your money and go.”

He pulls his wallet from his back pocket with a sharp movement, opens the zipper, counts out three hundred-euro bills and hands them over.

“We’re even,” he says. “Today the fuck was on the house.”

Álvaro looks at the three bills with contempt and throws them at me.

The bills fall in disarray, one on the rumpled sheet, another on the floor, the third on my bare thigh.

I stare at the money. Three green bills, wrinkled, dirty. The price for a night with me?

I feel humiliated. Shame burns my face, rises up my neck, tightens my chest until I can barely breathe. It’s not just the money; it’s the way he says it, “this whore.” It’s the way he looks at me now, like I’m an object he bought and used. It’s the way Kike is standing there, not denying it, letting the insult hang in the air.

Álvaro looks at the money, then at me, then at Kike. His face shifts from anger to confusion, and then to something darker.

“You’re both sick,” he spits. “Both of you. A whore and her pimp. Go fuck yourselves.”

He grabs his wallet, adjusts his shirt and walks toward the door. Before leaving, he turns one last time.

“You’ll regret this, whore,” he says with his eyes fixed on me. “Next time you want three hundred bucks, I’ll take it out of your hide. I won’t forget what you’ve done to me.”

He slams the door shut. The silence that follows is deafening.

I sit on the bed, naked, with my legs pulled against my chest and my arms around my knees. The money is still there, one of the bills next to my thigh, like an insult. I don’t touch it. I can’t.

Humiliation burns my skin, rises up my throat, squeezes my lungs until I can barely breathe.

Kike approaches slowly, kneels in front of me, looks into my eyes.

“Mapi...”

I don’t answer.

I just stare at the bill, the wrinkled green against the white sheet.

“What the fuck have you done?”

“Don’t you know?” There’s an expression of cockiness on his face.

I feel my eyes shooting fire.

“Why did you do it? That man, his face... I thought he was really going to hurt me!” I say, trying to sidestep what I knew was really the problem.

“Bah. All bark, no bite. These people don’t get into trouble over something so trivial,” he says, shrugging his shoulders.

The room seems smaller now, as if the walls were slowly closing in, trying to crush me. The air is thick with the smell of sex, sweat, and something bitter I can’t identify. I’m sitting on the bed, in a self-protective posture, with the rumpled sheets around me, the hundred-euro bills still scattered. One of them is stuck to my thigh with sweat, and I don’t have the strength to remove it. I feel dirty. Not because of the act itself—I’ve done that before and enjoyed it—but because of the way Kike has turned it into a transaction. Because of how he looked at me when he said “the pimp and the whore.” Because Kike doesn’t seem to feel the slightest remorse.

Kike stands in front of me. He looks at me, and for a second I think he’s going to say something tender, that he’s going to apologize, that he’s going to hug me and say he’s sorry. But he doesn’t.

Instead, he runs his tongue over his lower lip, and a slow, almost perverse smile spreads across his face.

“Fuck, Mapi...” he says in a husky voice, still agitated by the adrenaline from the argument with Álvaro. “I thought it was exciting. Watching another man fuck you. Knowing that I was selling you. That I had given you to him like a gift that could be rented by the hour.”

My stomach turns.

I stare at him, incredulous, waiting for it to be a joke, for him to laugh and say “just kidding.”

But no.

His eyes shine with something dark, with pure perversion.

“What?” I whisper. My voice barely comes out.

“I’m serious,” he continues, taking a step toward me. “Seeing how he spread your legs, how he put his cock in you, how you came with him... and knowing it had cost him three hundred euros. It was like I had sold you. Like you were mine to lend out. I got so turned on I almost came just watching through the crack in the door.”

He comes closer, kneels in front of me on the bed, takes my face in both hands. His thumb brushes my lower lip, as if he wanted to kiss me.

“And you... fuck, you were beautiful. Moaning, sweating, open for him. The perfect whore.”

The word hits me like a slap. I feel like a prostitute. Not because I fucked for pleasure, but because he turned it into that. Because he charged to give away my body. Because he looked at me like an object that could be rented.

I move away from his hands, leaning back on the bed.

“This isn’t a game, Kike,” I say, my voice trembling with rage. “I feel humiliated. He called me a whore. He threw the money on the bed like I was some cheap prostitute. And you... you were there. You knew. You allowed it. You caused it.”

He shakes his head, still smiling, still aroused.

“It wasn’t about the money, Mapi. I don’t need those fucking three hundred euros. It was for the thrill. Pure excitement. Seeing you with someone else, knowing he was using you, that I had put you there... it was the most arousing thing I’ve ever experienced.”

I get up from the bed, naked, trembling with fury.

“Excitement? You handed me over to a stranger for a thrill? You made me feel like a whore for your own pleasure?”

Kike stands up too, moves closer.

“Exactly. And you loved it. You came like crazy. Don’t tell me it didn’t turn you on knowing I was watching.”

Rage rises in my throat like bile.

“I wasn’t turned on by him paying me. I wasn’t turned on by being treated like merchandise. I was turned on by being fucked. But you... you turned it into something dirty. Into a transaction.”

He laughs, a low, almost mocking laugh.

“Damn, don’t be a hypocrite. You love being dirty. You love being used. You’ve proven it a thousand times.”

My hand moves on its own. I slap him. The sound echoes in the room like a gunshot. My palm burns on his cheek, which turns red instantly. Kike stands still with his eyes wide open in surprise. He touches his cheek, incredulous.

“You hit me?”

My hand is shaking.

Tears fall uncontrollably.

“Yes. And you deserve it. Because you crossed a line. You made me feel like a cheap whore. Like something to be bought and used and thrown away.”

He looks at me. The smile has disappeared and his eyes are serious.

“Mapi...”

“No,” I cut him off, my voice breaking. “No. Don’t tell me it was for excitement. Don’t tell me it wasn’t about the money. Because even if you didn’t need it, you made him pay. And that makes me a whore. And I... I’m not a whore. I’m a woman who enjoys sex. Who has discovered she likes to fuck. Who likes being desired. But I’m not an object to be rented.”

I cover my face with my hands and break down crying from pure rage. Sobs shake my body.

Kike approaches, tries to touch me.

“Don’t touch me,” I say, moving away. “Don’t even think about it. Not after this.”

He steps back, hands up.

“Okay. Okay. I’m sorry.”

But I don’t hear sincerity in his voice. I only see confusion, and a bit of anger. I sit on the bed, gathering the sheets around my body, covering myself as if I were suddenly truly naked.

I get up from the bed slowly, feeling my skin sticky with sweat and everything that happened tonight. I pick up my clothes from the floor: the wrinkled red dress, the stockings torn at a seam, the heels thrown in a corner. I turn to him, with the bills in my hand.

“Shove them up your ass,” I say, voice low, cold, without shouting. “I don’t want your money. I don’t want your compensation. I don’t want anything from you.”

His expression changes: the smile disappears, his eyes harden.

“Babe, calm down,” he says, taking a step toward me. “It’s not that big a deal. It was a game. A thrill.”

“And Álvaro had the courtesy to use a condom, right? At least I won’t have to eat his ejaculation...”

I’m stunned.

The phrase hits me like a punch to the stomach. “At least I won’t have to eat his ejaculation...” As if using a condom was a favor Álvaro did for him. As if I were an object to be rented with protection included. As if my body were a service to be contracted, and the condom was the minimum guarantee to prevent him from having to share his cum. I feel that to him I am less than nothing. A disposable object. An inflatable doll that is lent out, fucked, and returned with a tip to keep quiet. He doesn’t see me as the woman who has discovered her desire, who has cried with pleasure, who has given herself to him. I’m a whore who can be rented for three hundred euros, and if there’s a condom, all the better, so I don’t get dirty. Tears come to my eyes, but this time they’re not from sadness. They’re from rage.

“Don’t tell me to calm down,” I whisper, with a trembling voice. “Don’t tell me Álvaro had the courtesy to use a condom. As if I were a thing to be used with caution so as not to break it. As if my pussy were a rental with insurance included.”

Kike takes a step back. I sense his confusion.

“Mapi, it’s not like that. It was excitement. Just excitement. I didn’t want to hurt you. I thought it would be arousing.”

“Well, you did hurt me,” I say, and my voice comes out broken. “You made me feel like a cheap whore. And you were there. Watching. Enjoying it. Because that’s what I am to you: a toy to be lent out.”

Kike pushes the sheet aside and pulls off his shirt with a sudden movement that makes a couple of buttons pop off. I don’t want him to touch me and I move away, but he presses himself against my naked skin. He seeks my mouth, caresses it with his lips and tangles his fingers in my disheveled hair.

When he begins to run his free hand over my body, I protest at his lack of delicacy. This time I don’t like it. I feel a deep contempt for him and his perverse little games. But he behaves as if he needs to possess me, to take what he believes is his and erase the trace of the other man from my body.

I don't want to fool myself. This bastard knows how to flip the switch of passion. It's as if he knew exactly what to do each second to break down my resistance and make me do whatever he wanted. He licked me, kissed me, sucked every inch of my body; and I enjoy feeling the rough brush of his three-day stubble against the tenderness of my smooth skin.

I sense his tremendous excitement (beyond the hardness of his cock) in the passion with which he kisses me. It seems that watching me fuck another man has aroused him immensely. I notice he's squeezing and groping my submissive flesh with a cruelty he's never shown before, as if he truly wanted to hurt me.

“Did he kiss you here?” he asks with a clouded gaze, and traces with his lips a trail of fire that runs from my navel to the almost completely shaved hair of my pubis.

It pisses me off, but I start to moan incoherently when I feel his tongue slithering inside the wet folds of my sex, investigating, rhythmically exploring my most sensitive corners. He speaks in a low voice, in a husky whisper that tries to erase the traces of the argument we just had.

“Did he excite you like this?” he roars, looking at me without stopping licking my pussy.

His tongue continues playing with my clit. My breathing intensifies, I feel myself entering a state of inevitable laxity. I let myself go. He can do whatever he wants with me. The bastard revels in the center of my pleasure. He circles it with his tongue less carefully than other times, until he makes it peek out from its protective hood and, when he succeeds, he begins to tap it with the tip of his tongue.

I feel the fluids of excitement flowing from inside me, flooding me; Kike’s face bathed in the clear, honey-like liquid from my interior. Fuck! He’s made me lose control again! When he pulls his face away, I shudder seeing how soaked it is.

He suddenly rises up and kisses me with such intensity that our teeth clash. I taste myself in his mouth. It’s salty and smooth. Then he sits up and finishes undressing to pounce on me again like someone possessed. His cock is fully erect, ready to penetrate me. Aware of the need we both have at that moment, I spread my legs as wide as I can and urge him to fuck me.

“Put it in me, you son of a bitch...”

The first thrust makes me arch my body. He roughly turns his hips to position himself more sideways so he can strongly stimulate my clit. His cock is so big that I feel completely filled inside my vagina. Size definitely does matter. That you need to know how to use it...? Obviously, but a good pole has half the work done. The simple friction of such a cock inside my pussy triggers an unstoppable chain of orgasmic sensations that travel throughout my body.

I abandon any rational thought. I have all my attention focused on that cock drilling into me and I start begging him loudly to fuck me harder, deeper, faster. My legs and arms feel heavy and my head is foggy, I’m unable to think about what just happened and the humiliation it caused me.

Instinctively, I dig my nails into his shoulders and scratch his back. This small act of rebellion, of wanting to hurt him, stimulates him and he begins to bite my neck, and I feel his teeth and tongue tracing a path, pleasurable and painful at the same time, starting at my shoulders and neck and ending at my nipples, which begin to protest at the roughness of his bites.

I shudder and hug his neck even tighter, pressing my body against his in an attempt to stop the torture he’s inflicting on them. We roll together across the bed, like a tangle of arms and legs, skin against skin, heat and more heat.

I feel his burning breath on my face, see the whiteness of his teeth contrasting with his tanned skin. I notice he’s entranced, transported to a level of pleasure that surprises even me. He starts moving his hips faster and I cling to him.

“Was he good?” he says next to my ear. “Did you like having him inside you knowing I was watching?”

I shake my head from side to side denying it, focused on the movement and the sweat bathing my body, unable to respond.

“Was he good? Did you feel this with him? Answer me!”

I let out a scream when he suddenly grabs my chin and pulls my head back, forcing me to look at him. His eyes are glassy and I realize he’s been drinking. Almost reaching orgasm, he sits up and takes my face in his hands.

“Answer me, slut!”

“Yes. I liked it, you fucking cuckold,” I say half sobbing. “Only someone as sick as you... could get turned on watching another man fuck me... Oh, God...!”

When I reach orgasm, my pelvic muscles contract around his cock. Kike increases the rhythm of his thrusts, accompanying me on the path to his own orgasm. I, spasm after spasm, can barely breathe. I don’t want this moment to ever end; it’s a waterfall of intense sensations that don’t stop and provoke new vibrations that intensify even more the long orgasm I’m having. Suddenly he pulls out of me, and begins to masturbate. After a few seconds, I feel his warm cum bathing my breasts and face. Like someone possessed, I lunge for his last spurts. I admit it. I adore the taste of semen. I know it’s not a safe practice, but I can’t help it. I love having my mouth filled with cum, with that acrid taste, which I consider the perfect consummation to a good fuck. We end up exhausted and embracing on the wrinkled sheets.

But he wants more, and so do I. He turns me around and puts me on my back, bends me over the bed and fucks me from behind, one hand in my hair pulling back, the other on my hip, guiding me against him. I feel his thick cock opening me, filling me, hitting that spot that makes me lose my mind. I come again like this, trembling, screaming into the sheet with which I try to muffle my moans, and my pussy contracting around him as if it didn’t want to let him out.

But he doesn’t stop. He roughly turns me over again, sits me on the edge of the bed, kneels in front of me and eats my pussy again as if he were starving. His tongue fast, deep, sucking my clit, inserting two fingers while licking. I come again, this time in his mouth, with my legs trembling around his head. I can’t stop. He takes me to the edge again and again.

He stands up, lifts me up, puts me against the wall again and penetrates me standing. I wrap my legs around his waist. He fucks me like this, hard, deep, with his hands on my ass opening me wider. I dig my nails into his back, bite his shoulder, pull his hair. We move like animals, sweaty, panting, without words, just sounds: moans, skin slapping against skin, broken breaths.

He lowers me to the floor, puts me on all fours on the carpet, penetrates me from behind this time, with one hand in my hair pulling until it causes pain. I feel his cock making its way into my anus, which far from protesting, quickly adapts to the invasion. He fucks me like this until I come a third time, screaming this time. I’m not aware of how many times I’ve come. My body convulses, and my legs barely support me. He comes inside me. I think I feel his deep, hot spurts.

We fall to the floor, exhausted, sweaty, trembling. We stay there, embraced, breathing heavily, saying nothing. I fall into a restless sleep, but I wake up feeling Kike’s hands caressing me. I turn toward him, happy to receive his sweet and affectionate embrace after how he’s treated me tonight.

“Forgive me,” he whispers.

I put my finger on his lips.

“Let it go. There’s nothing to forgive,” I murmur. “Come to think of it, those three hundred euros could be useful for a weekend getaway...”

His gaze reveals his doubts about what I’ve just said.

The bastard is surprised by the change that has occurred in me. He’s surprised that the almost violent encounter in which I felt degraded and humiliated ended up pleasing me. Immediately, I notice that his cock has become hard as stone again. He whispers obscene words while kissing me and caressing my breasts and belly. With lust, and wanting more, I run my fingers along his shaft until he trembles with desire again.

It’s not necessary for him to touch me. Just having his rod in my hand, combined with the abundant secretions from hours before, makes me ready without further preliminaries. He’s lying on his side, facing me, so I place my right leg under his body and guide his penis toward the warm and moist interior of my vagina.

This position, with all the weight of his body on my right thigh, isn’t very comfortable for me, but it’s worth enduring just to see his face so close. Feeling his embrace, I blink and open my mouth to emit a moan of pleasure.

I can’t stop looking at him. I can see, fascinated, how his pupils dilate until they almost completely cover his iris and how sweet his gaze is. He caresses my naked breasts almost with adoration.

From the angle at which he’s fucking me, he penetrates very deeply, but this time he does it with delicate movements that seem more like rocking than thrusting. I feel small waves of pleasure running through my nerve endings. Definitely, I prefer rough sex. For soft and affectionate sex, I already had Miguel during all our years of marriage. I hate to admit it, but I like it hard, although today it doesn’t seem like Kike wants to do it that way.

Aware that my moans are nothing like those from the first fuck of the night, he searches for my clitoris and begins to caress it with his finger to increase my pleasure. These gentle touches stimulate me intensely, and I sigh deeply, closing my eyes to be able to withstand the pleasure. It’s still gentle, but now the stimulation is double.

After a few minutes of rhythmic movements, I feel a familiar warmth emanating from inside Kike. I observe his face as he reaches orgasm. His eyes are closed at the climax and I notice the shudder of his body; the expression on his face is one of rest, of relaxation. After a few seconds, I also reach orgasm, very gently, my whole body trembling, but nothing like the previous fucking. You’ll probably call me all sorts of names, but without a doubt, I prefer to be fucked hard. It’s evident that I’m turning into a slut at a rapid pace.

It’s late. The night has been too full of emotions, and I need to shower. I get up from the bed and pick up my purse from the floor. I put on my sandals. My heels hurt, but I don’t care. I open the bedroom door.

“Mapi, wait,” he says, sitting up on the sheets.

“No,” I cut him off, without looking at him. “It’s late.”

“Why don’t you stay and sleep?”

“I prefer to leave now.”

I go out into the hallway, close the door behind me. And I leave. Despite everything, I’m hurt. I wait for the elevator in my wrinkled red dress. The mirror returns a pitiful image, with swollen eyes and a shattered heart. Because yes. I may be a whore. But I’m not his, I’m not anyone’s.

I leave without looking back. I’m aware that I’ve let myself go, and I’ve gone too far. But I don’t give a damn. He used me, he took advantage of me, but I enjoyed it too. And I have three hundred euros more in my purse than before leaving home.

Walking toward Susi’s house, I feel that I recover all my power with each step. I observe in the reflection of a shop window the indecent clothes I’m wearing. I really look like a prostitute —that deep neckline and the skirt that goes up to infinity—. The high-heeled sandals... I observe with pleasure my perfect pedicure. Fuck Kike. Of course he did everything possible so I wouldn’t get angry. Logical. The image that the shop window returns to me is that of a seductive woman, sure of herself. Who knows what she wants. And now I realize that neither Kike nor anyone has the slightest chance of controlling me.

I walk upright, with the black evening bag hanging from my bare shoulder. I know that my body desires pleasure, true feelings raw, delicious. With each step, I feel the brush of the fine fabric of the dress against my thighs, an echo of the friction of the two cocks that have just split me open. My vagina, still swollen and sensitive, throbs with a sweet burning, as if remembering the brutal stretching of penetration: Álvaro’s thickness penetrating me from below, Kike’s implacable brutality bursting my cunt to the bottom, filling me with hot semen that now, still generates a slight treacherous moisture against the lace panties. And my anus..., my anus is a contained fire, a deep tingling that makes me involuntarily tighten my buttocks, evoking the initial burning of the invasion, the way it had opened me like an obscene flower to welcome Kike’s cock, and that still now dripped his cum.

Fuck Kike, Victor, Álvaro and Miguel; I’m the one walking through the streets now, owner of my marked skin, of my satisfied cunt, of a secret that makes me stronger.

In the taxi taking me to Susi’s house, I map out my action plan: a quick shower to wash away the visible traces — the dried semen on my thighs, the smell of sex and sweat that clings to my skin like a telltale sign of what happened tonight — but I won’t let myself forget what I’ve done. Though I know I won’t forget. What happened tonight will remain engraved in every sensitive fiber of my body.

When I get home, I look at myself in the bathroom mirror as the hot water cleanses me, and I smile with a ferocity that makes my eyes shine. Despite everything, I reaffirm myself. What I feel isn’t regret, but a savage fullness, a “yes, fuck, I did it. So what?”

I don’t regret it. Not one bit. I wanted to feel full of pleasure, of cocks, of a life that wasn’t just preparing breakfasts, making beds and cleaning the house. Nobody was going to question my new way of life, as if my pleasure were a stain that should be hidden. No fucking way.

	Mama Bantu.


I’m enjoying letting myself go; since I separated, I haven’t stopped surprising myself with life. I’ve made the firm decision that from now on I have only one condition for making decisions: to be wherever I’m happy and dedicate myself to whatever makes me happy. That will be my goal and I don’t want to deviate one bit. And if I do, I won’t be afraid to change. Because I’ve already seen that starting from scratch isn’t the end of the world.

Right now I feel fulfilled. I realized it yesterday, when I was returning after fucking Álvaro and Kike, on my way back home, returning to my new place. It might seem silly, but the sound of my heels on the sidewalk empowered me, the sound was captivating, like a hypnotic tapping, an auditory delight; it was music to my ears.

Today it’s hot, the sun is shining, and as I pass by a terrace café, the aroma of coffee reaches me. And I feel fucking great, really good. I feel excited simply about life, about the pleasure of being able to enjoy these sensations. I sit on the terrace. I order a coffee. I’ve dressed like a proper mom. T-shirt, jeans and sneakers.

That’s what my new situation gives me, you know? The present, this moment, spontaneity. It makes me aware of the city’s light, the smells from the terraces, the people, the food, hooking up with whoever I want, life; how wonderful it is to be here and now. Today I’m going to pick up Manuela and since I have time, I’m sitting on a terrace with coffee and a glass of water. Alone! But absolutely happy.

Because it doesn’t matter where I’ll be in five years or in five months, what matters is where I am now. And I’m in the best possible place.

I know I’m rambling, but I get emotional easily. The thing is that things are going pretty well, considering the circumstances. And considering that maybe today I’ll go hunting again. I feel something in my stomach. Excitement? I don’t know, it must be the magic of summer, because it seems like the whole city is eager for summer or eager to live.

I arrive at the door of what used to be my house with my heart beating hard, but this time not from fear, but from a mixture of nerves and determination. It’s Saturday morning, the agreed time to pick up Manuela. I park the car in the same spot as always, take three deep breaths and climb the steps to the entrance. The doorbell sounds the same as always, but today it seems deeper, more definitive.

Miguel opens the door. He’s wearing an old gray t-shirt that’s a bit tight on his shoulders, messy hair, two-day stubble. His eyes scan me up and down for a second, and I see something I didn’t expect: surprise, and then a spark that could be desire, or nostalgia, or both.

“You look beautiful,” he says, almost without thinking, his voice low.

I stand still at the door, with my bag hanging from my shoulder, and my responsible mom outfit (not the red one from last night without a bra). My hair is pulled back in a ponytail, light makeup and I show a pleasant smile. I feel good about myself, and it shows.

“Thank you,” I respond, widening my smile. It sure took him a while to notice... he could have told me that before.

He lowers his gaze for a moment, uncomfortable.

“Come in, please...”

Although if he had seen me yesterday... he probably would have thought something else. Yesterday: with the low-cut dress and the side slit, the heels, the smell of sex with two guys... If he had seen me like that, with the marks on my neck and swollen lips, he wouldn’t have said “you look beautiful.” He probably would have said “you look like a whore.” Or worse: he wouldn’t have said anything. He would have just looked at me with disgust and disappointment.

I don’t respond. I enter, pass by him without touching him, and leave my bag on the small table by the entrance. Manuela comes running from the living room. He’s dressed her in jeans and a t-shirt.

“Mom! I was so eager to see you!”

I hug her tight, smell her hair, her little girl scent.

“Hello, my love. Ready to go to the park and then have lunch?”

She nods, excited, and runs to get her shoes. Miguel stays at the living room door, watching me. There’s an uncomfortable silence, but not hostile. Just... heavy.

“Mapi...” he begins, lowering his voice so Manuela doesn’t hear us. “Can we talk for a moment?”

I nod. Manuela is in her room tying her sneakers, so we have a few minutes.

Miguel runs his hand over the back of his neck, uncomfortable.

“It’s silly, but... I need you to show me how to use the washing machine for clothes that bleed color. I ruined several dress shirts with one of Manuela’s t-shirts that had a bit of color. Now I have three white shirts with a pinkish-purple iridescence.”

I stare at him for a second, surprised. The conversation is so... everyday. So normal.

As if we were in another life, when I was the one in charge of the washing machine, the shopping, the stains. I let out a sincere laugh, without any malice.

“Okay. Come on.”

I follow him to the laundry room, that small room next to the kitchen where I’ve always been the one who handled everything. The washing machine is the same: Bosch, white, with the digital panel that Miguel has always been too lazy to look at.

I open the lid, show him the compartment drawer.

“Look, this is the basics.”

First, always separate: whites with whites, colors with colors, darks with darks.

If there’s something that bleeds color, like Manuela’s shirt, don’t mix it with white clothes.

Miguel nods, serious, like a diligent student.

“And the detergent?”

“This one here,” I point to the drawer. “For clothes that bleed color, use color detergent, without bleach. Set the ‘Colors 30°’ program, medium spin, and always at 30 degrees maximum. If the garment is delicate, use the ‘Wool/Silk’ program.”

He makes a mental note, looking at the panel as if it were an exam.

“And the fabric softener?”

“Just a little. The usual one, but only one capful. You don’t need more. And never put towels with clothes that bleed color. Towels absorb the color and then release it in the next wash.”

Miguel sighs, runs his hand over his face.

“Damn... I never realized how much you did. I just pressed the button you told me to and that was it.”

I shrug.

“It was normal.”

But now you have to do it yourself.

He smiles, sadly.

“You see... But I’ll do it right. It’s just a matter of paying a bit of attention. Promise.”

Manuela comes running in at that moment.

“I’m ready! Shall we go?”

I give her a kiss on the forehead.

“Let’s go to the park.”


Miguel watches us from the doorway with his arms crossed. We leave. Manuela takes my hand, chattering about the week she’s had. And I walk with her, feeling that, although my marriage is broken, my role as a mother isn’t.

We sit on the park bench, the same one as always, the one under the big tree with yellow leaves that fall like confetti in autumn. It’s one of those summer Saturdays when the sun warms you, but the air isn’t yet unbearable. In a couple of hours, that will change. Her shoes are full of sand from the sandbox and her knees are red from so much swinging.

She’s been quiet since I picked her up. Quieter than normal. Usually she doesn’t stop talking: about school, her friends, homework. Today she’s just held my hand and walked close to me, as if afraid I might leave. When we reach the bench and sit down, she stares at the ground, moving her feet in the sand, making furrows with the tip of her sneaker.

“Mom…” she says finally, without looking at me. “What’s happening between you and Dad?”

The question hits me like a punch, one of those that hurts even when you’re expecting it.

I take a deep breath. I’ve thought a lot about this moment. I didn’t want to lie to her with stories about “Daddy and Mommy love each other, but live separately,” because Manuela is smart, and I don’t want to lie to her. But I also don’t want to burden her with details that aren’t her concern.

I turn toward her, take her small, sweaty hands in mine.

“Sweetheart, Daddy and I love each other very much, but we don’t love each other as a couple anymore. Sometimes people who love each other realize they’re better off living in different houses. It’s not because anyone did anything wrong. It’s because… we’ve changed. And we need to be in different places to be happy.”

She furrows her brow, processing.

“Like Paola’s parents?”

I freeze. I didn’t know that Paola, her school friend, was going through the same thing.

“Yes… like Paola’s parents,” I say softly. “Did she tell you about it?”

Manuela nods, looking at her shoes.

“She says her dad moved to another house. And that her mom cries at night when she thinks she can’t hear her. And that sometimes they argue on the phone.”

A lump forms in my throat. I imagine Paola, at her young age, hearing her mother cry. And I imagine Manuela, who must surely be having a hard time too.

“Manuela…” I say, squeezing her hands. “Daddy and I aren’t going to argue on the phone. We’re going to talk like adults. And we’re going to keep being your parents, both of us. Always. Even though we live in different houses.”

She looks up. Her large, bright eyes pierce mine.

“I don’t want you to separate.”

Tears well up, but I hold them back.

“I know, my love. And it makes me very sad too. But… do you know what’s worse than parents living in different houses?”

She shakes her head.

“That they’re unhappy being together. That they look at each other with sad faces every day. That they get very angry. That they don’t kiss or hug each other. That the house is always tense, as if there were a gray cloud above it.”

Manuela stares at me, thinking.

“Were you and Daddy unhappy?”

I swallow. Apparently we weren’t.

“Not always. At the beginning we were happy. And when you were born, we were very happy. But little by little… we grew apart. And we realized that, if we continued like that, all three of us would be unhappy.”

She lowers her gaze, plays with a loose thread on her shirt.

“But… I’d like to see you together. Like before. When I used to get in bed between you two.”

My heart breaks.

“I know, sweetheart. And I wish we could. But when everything settles down, maybe we can go out together, the three of us. To the movies, the zoo, the park. Like a family, even though Mommy and Daddy live in different houses.”

Manuela nods slowly, still sad, but a little calmer.

“Daddy is acting strange,” she says suddenly. “And sad. When he puts me to bed, sometimes he just stares at the wall for a long time.”

A lump forms in my throat.

“Daddy is sad because… he loves us both very much. And this hurts him too. But he’s going to be okay. We’re both going to be okay. And you’re going to be okay, because you have both of us.”

She hugs me tightly, burying her face in my neck. We stay like that for a while, embracing in silence, with the sun now warming us with all its strength and the park emptying of children returning home for lunch.

I take her to eat at a small, cozy Italian restaurant two blocks from the park, one of those places with red and white checkered tablecloths, candles in chianti bottles, and the smell of freshly baked dough that clings to your clothes. Manuela enters holding my hand, her big eyes widening at the sight of tables with napkins folded into flower shapes and the chalkboard with the day’s specials written in colored chalk.

They seat us at a table by the window, where we can see the street with people walking by and the occasional dog pulling its owner. Manuela gets up on her knees on the chair to better see the laminated menu they give her. She holds it with both hands as if it were a treasure.

“Mom, can I order pizza?” she asks, pointing to the photo of a margherita with puffy edges and melted cheese.

“Of course, my love. Order whatever you want.”

I order a medium margherita pizza for her, a burrata salad to share, and pasta with pesto for myself. Sparkling water for both of us. The waiter leaves with a smile, and Manuela starts playing with her napkin, folding it into the shape of a boat.

While we wait for the food, she glances at me sideways, with that curiosity of hers that always disarms me.

“Mom... what do you usually eat at Susi’s house?”

I laugh, surprised by the question.

“A bit of everything. Salads, pasta, fish... healthy things. What do you usually eat at home with dad?”

She shrugs, as if it were the most normal thing in the world.

“Lasagna, croquettes, empanadas... stuff like that. Sometimes frozen pizza. Dad says it’s quick and I like it a lot.”

My stomach tightens. It’s not that I think Miguel is a bad father, but... pre-made lasagna, supermarket croquettes, frozen empanadas. That’s not food for a five-year-old girl who’s growing. It’s fat, salt, preservatives. It’s not healthy for him or for her. I imagine their dinners: Miguel opening the microwave box, Manuela sitting at the high table with her bib, eating something that tastes like hot cardboard. It pisses me off. It really pisses me off. Because I know he works, that he comes home tired, that the life of a single father isn’t easy. But I also know there’s time to cook something simple: an omelet with vegetables, rice with chicken, a vegetable cream soup. Something with nutrients, not just empty calories.

I wonder whether to tell him. The mood between us isn’t calm yet. If I criticize the food he prepares, he’ll come back with “you weren’t here to cook” or something worse. And he’d be right. I don’t have the moral authority to criticize. But she’s my daughter. And it hurts me that she eats processed crap when she could eat better.

The pizza arrives before I decide. Manuela lunges for it, cuts it with her fork and knife like an expert, and begins to eat with that concentration she has when she really loves something.

“Mmm, it’s really good,” she says with her mouth full. “It’s better than the frozen one.”

I smile, but the knot in my stomach doesn’t go away. After a few bites, Manuela looks at me sideways, wiping the tomato sauce from her chin with the sleeve of her sweater.

“Mom... do you have another boyfriend?”

The question catches me so off guard that I almost choke on the pesto.

I put down my fork slowly, take a deep breath.

“No, honey. I don’t have another boyfriend.”

She frowns, thinking.

“Then why does dad say you go out a lot with Susi and that you smell like men’s cologne?”

My heart stops for a second. Miguel told her that? Not directly, for sure. But enough for Manuela to repeat it.

I lean toward her, lower my voice.

“Dad and I are... separated. And sometimes, when parents separate, each one lives their own life. I go out with friends, with Susi, with other people. But I don’t have a boyfriend. And if I did, I would tell you. I always tell you the important things.”

She nods slowly, chewing a piece of pizza.

“Okay. And... does dad have a girlfriend?”

The question hurts more than I expected.

“I don’t know, my love. If he does, he’ll tell us when the time is right. But I don’t think so. Right now, what’s important is that we both manage to do this in a civilized way.”

Manuela lowers her eyes to her plate, plays with a piece of mozzarella.

“I want you to be together again.”

Tears sting my eyes, but I hold them back.

“I know. And I wish we could. But that’s not going to happen, Manuela. And the best thing for everyone is for each of us to be happy on our own. That way we can love you twice as much.”

She nods, but she’s not convinced.

“Dad is acting weird.”

“Dad is also learning to be without me. It’s hard for him. But this will pass, and he’ll be okay. We’ll both be okay.”

Manuela takes my hand across the table.

“I don’t want you to be sad, mom.”

“I’m not,” I lie, and smile at her. “I’m happy to be with you right now.”

We finish the meal in silence. She eats all of her pizza, I barely touch my pasta.

When we leave the restaurant, I buy her a chocolate ice cream to go, and we walk hand in hand back to the park.

On the swing, as I push her gently, she looks at me over her shoulder.

“Mom, are you ever coming back home?”

I take a deep breath.

“Not to live, honey. But I’m going to come see you whenever I can. And we’re going to do lots of things together. I promise.”

I arrive at what used to be my house feeling somewhat dejected. I would love to bathe Manuela and put her to bed. Maybe I’ll ask Miguel for permission to do so. Perhaps he won’t object. I climb the steps to the entrance thinking about how to approach it. It’s eight-thirty in the evening. I take three deep breaths, counting to four as I inhale and exhale. It’s what the psychologist taught me in the sessions I started two weeks ago. “Control your breathing, control your anxiety.” It works somewhat.

I’ve come dressed as a good girl. No cleavage, no heels, nothing that could be interpreted as a provocation.

I ring the doorbell. The intercom buzzes, and the door opens with a click. We go up and when I reach the landing, the door is already ajar.

Miguel opens it fully. He’s changed clothes, now wearing an old gray sweatshirt that’s a bit loose on his shoulders, navy blue sweatpants and house slippers. He has more dark circles under his eyes, which he doesn’t try to hide. He looks at me for a second, and I see something that surprises me: a fleeting spark in his eyes. It’s not anger. It’s... surprise, and then something that could be desire, or nostalgia, or both mixed together.

I enter. The hallway greets me with the familiar smell, the one that characterizes every home. I walk to the living room with short steps, as if treading on glass.

My heart skips a beat. Nati, my mother-in-law, is in the kitchen. I see her out of the corner of my eye: washing dishes in the sink. As always, she wears her dark chestnut dyed hair in a perfect bob, and painted lips. Next to her is the wooden cutting board. She’s been chopping vegetables for dinner. When I pass by, she looks up. She shoots me a murderous look: with narrowed eyes and tight lips, as if I were an insect that crawled into her kitchen. She doesn’t say anything. She just looks at me with absolute contempt. And that’s enough to make me feel like a worthless rag.

Ramón, my father-in-law, is sitting in the living room armchair with the newspaper open and reading glasses perched on the tip of his nose. When I walk past him on my way to the hallway, he doesn’t even look up. Not a greeting, not a gesture. Just the sound of turning a page, dry, deliberate. He brushes my shoulder as he gets up to take out the trash —the Mercadona bag with lavender scent, which I always used to buy, filled to the brim— and passes by me without looking at me. As if I didn’t exist. Worse than that, as if my presence annoyed them.

Nati comes out of the kitchen at that moment.

“Manuela, sweetheart, have you picked up your toys?”

“Yes, grandma,” Manuela responds.

Nati smiles at the little girl, but when she looks at me, the smile disappears.

“It’s good that you’ve come, Manuela. So your grandmother can continue helping daddy with the house. What abandonment...”

She says it as if I weren’t there, as if I no longer mattered. Miguel clears his throat, uncomfortable.

“Mom, that’s enough...”

Nati raises her eyebrows.

“Enough? I’m just telling the truth. If someone I know hadn’t abandoned you both like dogs, your father and I wouldn’t have to be here cleaning and cooking.”

The comment burns my face.

I want to turn around, tell her to shut up, that she has no right, that she knows nothing about what happened between her son and me. I want to tell her that I didn’t abandon them, that I’m still Manuela’s mother, that I come every week, that I fight to see her. I want to tell her to mind her own business. But I hold back. Because Manuela is watching me. Because I don’t want her to see her mother shouting. Because I know that if I start, I won’t stop. So I breathe deeply, smile at Manuela and say goodbye. When I’m about to get into the car, I hear Miguel calling me.

I barely manage to hold back the tears, which is leaving me exhausted, taking a little bit of me, of my pain, of my guilt.

As I open the car door, I see Miguel’s face, hear his words, feel the pain that he also feels, the dead end we’re in. I remember us at home, so comfortable, so at ease. But so much like “roommates.” I didn’t feel admired or loved or desired.

I feel that he and I could have stayed together for life. But if my whole life was going to have that level of emotion and love... the truth is that I had no interest in continuing to live it. Because a couple’s life should be something more.

Life should be “more” and now I know it can be. And for a second I forget about my in-laws. And then the image changes. And I no longer see Miguel with his bitter face. Now I see us, walking hand in hand on a beach in Mallorca. The first time I ever went topless in my life, and I thought he was going to have a heart attack. Me sunbathing on the lounger, under the scorching sun. With a certain mischief I gave him a lustful look, and unfastened the top of my bikini. It was unbearably hot, and droplets of sweat were falling down my navel. I sit up with my breasts exposed thinking he’s going to get excited... but no. On the contrary. His words still echo in my ears: “What the fuck are you doing? Cover yourself up, Mapi, damn it. Everyone can see you...”

And I realize that what I really miss is what I haven’t yet lived. What I’ll never experience if I stay with him. I look at him with a certain pity, but I don’t feel like talking to him anymore. I start the car and zoom out of there.

I drive in silence, my mind racing. It pisses me off. It pisses me off that Nati talks like that in front of my daughter. It pisses me off that Ramón treats me like I’m invisible. It pisses me off that Miguel doesn’t say anything stronger to defend me, although what really pisses me off, what has just ruined my Saturday night, is that they’re right about one thing: I was the one who left. I failed as a wife. And although I didn’t fail as a mother, my departure has made it seem like I did.

	To have a wild night with you... With tremendous passion...


I arrive at Susi’s apartment after nine in the evening. The place is in absolute silence, just the distant hum of the refrigerator and the muffled sound of traffic on the street. The key slides smoothly into the lock, and when I open the door, the smell of her perfume welcomes me like a hug. As soon as I enter, I remember that Susi isn’t here. She’s gone for a wild weekend with Sergio, her friends-with-benefits hookup. She told me with that ear-to-ear smile of hers: “I’m going to the mountains with the stud, queen. Three days of sex, wine, and zero drama. You keep the apartment and do whatever you want.”

She left me the keys, a post-it on the fridge saying “make yourself at home” and a lipstick kiss.

I close the door carefully, leave the keys in the crystal bowl by the entrance, and take off my boots. The wooden floor feels warm under my feet. I walk down the hallway, turn on the dim living room light, and sigh. The plan is clear: Netflix movie, microwave popcorn, and a strong gin and tonic to wind down from the day. No clubs, no guys, no complications. Just me, the couch, and a blanket.

I take off my street clothes in the hallway — jeans, t-shirt, bra — and look for something comfortable in the bedroom. I find a loose, faded t-shirt that reaches almost to mid-thigh. I put it on with nothing underneath, the soft cotton against my still-warm skin. I pull my hair up into a messy bun and look at myself in the hallway mirror: Could be worse. I have concealed dark circles, the face of a woman who cried recently but won't cry anymore. I sit cross-legged on the sofa and turn on the TV.

I search Netflix for something light: a romantic comedy that doesn't require thinking. I press play, go to the kitchen to prepare popcorn and the gin and tonic. The microwave beeps, the ice crackles in the glass, the cold gin mixes with tonic and a slice of lime that I cut clumsily. I return to the couch, sit down, turn up the volume and relax.

Then my phone vibrates on the coffee table.

It’s Mona.

I answer with the phone to my ear, still holding the glass in my hand.

“Yes?”

“Mapi, what are you doing there alone like a nun?” her voice comes through cheerfully, with music and people noise in the background. “Susi told me she went to the mountains with Sergio and left you stranded. I’m not going to let you spend Saturday in pajamas watching Netflix.”

I laugh, but it’s a tired laugh.

“Mona, I’m exhausted. I’ve had a long day and not a particularly good one. I just want the couch and popcorn.”

“No fucking way.”

I’ll pick you up in half an hour. Make yourself so gorgeous you break the mirror. We’re going to set Madrid on fire.”

I protest.

“Mona, seriously, I’m in a t-shirt and not in the mood. I don’t have the energy to get dressed up.”

“Well, find it.”

I’ll pick you up in thirty minutes.

Don’t make me come up to get you, or I’ll dress you myself.”

She hangs up without giving me a chance to reply. I stare at the phone. The screen goes black.

Part of me wants to stay on the couch, pull the blanket over my head, and sleep until Sunday.

Another part — the one that has awakened in these months — feels the tingling.

The tingling of going out, dancing, feeling eyes on me, remembering that I’m desirable.

I get up from the couch, leave my drink on the table, and go to Susi’s room.

I open her closet, which looks like a boutique display window, or more like an escort’s wardrobe. Good Lord, what she keeps in there! Dresses hung by color, shoes in perfect rows, lingerie in drawers organized by type.

I look for something sexy but not too extreme, but what I find is almost bizarre.

I see an outfit that begs me to put it on: a black lace top with straps that tie at the neck and leave almost the entire back exposed, and a black leather miniskirt with a side slit that goes up to mid-thigh... and beyond.

The top is transparent on the sides, the lace barely covers the nipples. The skirt is tight, short. I try everything on in front of Susi’s full-length mirror. The top perfectly accentuates my breasts, the lace revealing skin and dark nipples. The skirt hugs my hips but doesn’t feel too tight. I hate looking like stuffed sausage. The side slit shows leg up to the hip when I walk. If I weren’t wearing underwear, you could see everything.

I put on high black sandals with thin straps that wrap around the ankle, no stockings. I let my hair down, letting it fall in wild waves. A bit of mousse, I don’t feel like straightening it.

I do my makeup quickly: smoky black eyes, lengthened lashes with mascara, and lips with the most intense red I can find.

I look in the mirror. I’m a head-turner. No doubt about it. I don’t want to seem pretentious, but I look hot. Okay... a bit slutty, but any guy would throw himself at me.

The doorbell rings at nine-thirty. Mona is downstairs with her black car. Enrique Iglesias is blasting inside the car. The Mini gleams under the street lamps, and when I come down, she sees me from the driver’s seat and lets out a long whistle that makes me laugh despite everything.

“Damn, Mapi, you look absolutely edible,” she says, lowering the window. “That outfit is almost sinful. And I get the feeling it belongs to that slut Susi. Right?”

I notice she looks gorgeous too.

“Well, you don’t look too bad yourself. You’ve really dressed to kill...”

“Remember, it’s not the dress that makes the woman, but the woman who makes the dress. And that’s why I hate you,” she laughs.

“Come on. It’s obvious from miles away that you know how to make guys drool,” I tell her while checking myself again in the car window reflection. “What evil plan have you prepared for tonight?”

“I’m a bit confused. I’m meeting Alex, but there will be other people too. I’m not entirely sure what awaits us, but I can tell you there’s going to be everything.”

I laugh, adjusting my seatbelt.

“Who’s Alex?”

Mona sighs, turns the wheel to exit onto the main street, and accelerates a bit more than necessary.

“Alex is... a great lover, a fun guy with a killer dark sense of humor, and in bed he’s the kind who makes you forget any sense of decency. But as a boyfriend... ugh. Terrible. As a husband, I prefer not to imagine. He’s one of those who tells you ‘I love you’ while looking at his phone and answering messages from other women. He drove me crazy for a year until I realized I was number three on his list. I broke it off, but... well, we still see each other occasionally. For sex. Nothing more.”

She glances at me sideways, with a mischievous smile.

“What about you? Still playing the nun or are you ready to get back in the game?”

“Nun? Lately my pussy has been more crowded than a subway station at rush hour.” I say with a laugh, watching Madrid’s lights pass by through the window.

“I’m in... I don’t know. Out-of-control mode. I want to have fun, but without drama. Without falling in love. Without complications.”

Mona bursts out laughing.

“Welcome to the club. That’s the motto of all divorced moms: pleasure without complications.”

We drive down Serrano Street, full of illuminated storefronts and well-dressed people coming from dinners or going for drinks. Mona turns onto a narrow perpendicular street, a little alley with cobblestones and old-fashioned streetlamps, and parks in an impossible spot. We get out of the car. The night breeze raises goosebumps on my skin, but the black outfit shines under the lights, and I notice heads turning.

We enter a small pub, one of those that seem deliberately hidden to remain inconspicuous. It has a black wooden door and an understated sign that reads “Velvet Room.” The interior is strangely minimalist, with exposed brick walls, low amber lights, black leather sofas, and a long bar with bottles illuminated from behind. Elegant people, couples, groups of friends, the occasional loner at the bar. It’s not a seedy joint; it’s a place for people who know what they want.

The stares begin almost immediately. Suddenly I see a girl running toward us.

“Hi Mona!” she greets with a wide white smile. “Hello to you too. You must be Mapi, right?”

“Yes,” I respond shyly.

“Hi Tania! This is Mapi. Mapi, this is Tania.”

“Nice to meet you, Mapi. By the way, Mona, what about Sole? Wasn’t she coming with you?” she asks while guiding us to the bar to order our first drinks.

“No,” says Mona, gesturing to the bartender. “She called me, she’s feeling unwell again. Her throat hurts, apparently...”

“Tonsillitis again?”

“Yes. You know how she is. She can’t keep her mouth shut.”

“True,” Tania laughs. “She’s the type who puts anything in her mouth. What did she put in there this time?” The laughter is collective.

A man in a gray suit, in his thirties, sitting on a barstool, turns his head and stares at us. His eyes travel down my neckline, up to my face, and linger on my lips. He smiles slightly, raising his glass in a silent toast.

A dark-haired girl in a green dress, sitting on a sofa with her friend, looks me up and down, bites her lip, and whispers something in the other girl’s ear. They both look at us with a mixture of curiosity and disdain.

Mona laughs and takes my arm.

“See? Total magnet. In two minutes you already have a candidate.”

We sit at the bar. They begin the ritual of preparing gin and tonics with lime. The bartender, a young guy with tattoos on his arms, smiles and serves us with a wink.

“Welcome, beautiful ladies,” he says without taking his eyes off us.

And then Alex appears. He emerges from a private area at the back, as if he’d been waiting for just the right moment. Tall, easily six-foot-one, short but tousled brown hair, perfectly trimmed three-day beard, intense eyes that seem to laugh at everything. White shirt and dark pants, large watch on his left wrist. He walks with the confidence of someone who knows all eyes are following him. When he sees us, he smiles slowly, approaches, and stops in front of us.

“Well, well,” he says, voice deep and husky. “Mona told me she was bringing a friend, but she didn’t tell me it would be a goddess.”

He looks at Mona for a second, gives her a kiss on the cheek, and then turns back to me. His eyes travel over me without pretense: lingering a second too long on my cleavage and legs before finally returning to my eyes.

“Alex,” he introduces himself, extending his hand. “Pleased to meet you.”

I give him mine. His palm is large, warm, the handshake firm but not aggressive.

“Mapi,” I say.

“Mapi...” he repeats, savoring the name. “Beautiful name for a dangerous woman.”

Mona laughs.

“Behave yourself, Alex. Mapi is fresh out of the divorce oven. Don’t scare her off.”

Alex raises his hands.

“Relax. I just want to buy you ladies a drink.”

He orders three more gin and tonics, sits on the stool next to mine, and leans in slightly.

“What brings you here, Mapi?” he asks, looking into my eyes.

“I was going to stay home, but Mona wouldn’t let me,” I answer, taking a sip. “And Mona can be very insistent.”

He smiles.

“Mona is the best. But tonight... I think the company has improved. By the way, Silvia has invited us to stay at her place and have lunch tomorrow. Would you like to come?” he says casually. “She has a swimming pool...”

The tone of his voice is too casual, too indifferent, and I tense up. I look at Mona, who winks at me. The idea of a pool is incredibly tempting. The heat is intense, and a dip would be welcome.

“That would be nice,” I say in a small voice.

I look at Alex and observe his hands boldly touching Mona’s ass. I remember what Mona said about him being a master in bed. He has strong hands, and I can imagine him capable of exploring each and every fold and hidden crevice of your body.

“Hi Mona!” —a stunning blonde appears out of nowhere— “Hello to you too. You’re Mona’s friend, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” I respond timidly in the face of the avalanche of kisses and hugs the newcomer is distributing.

“Hi Silvia! This is Mapi. Mapi, this is Silvia.”

“Nice to meet you, Mapi. By the way, Mona, what about Sole? Wasn’t she coming with you?” she asks while taking a sip from Alex’s drink.

“I’m afraid she’s sick. Says her throat hurts...”

“Tonsillitis again?”

“Yes. You know how she is. She can’t keep her mouth shut.”

“Yes. That’s true,” laughs the blonde. “She’s one of those who puts anything in her mouth. What do you think she put in there this time, huh?” —the resulting laughter is unanimous.

She’s wearing a silver sequined dress. Short, tight, with thin straps that cross in the back leaving almost all her skin exposed. The neckline is deep, in the shape of an inverted V that reaches down to her belly button, and the skirt stops right where danger begins, revealing long, tanned legs. The sequins catch the amber light of the venue and reflect it back in flashes that make her sparkle. She’s wearing extremely high-heeled sandals, also silver with thin straps that wrap around her ankle and climb up to her calf. Her hair is loose. Her makeup is flawless, perhaps somewhat excessive, but captivating: eyes lined in intense black, false eyelashes, red lips... Long silver earrings that move every time she moves.

Silvia hugs Mona with a cry of joy, kissing her on both cheeks and leaving lipstick marks. Mona returns the hug, laughing.

“Silvia, damn! How are you so gorgeous? You look like a movie star!”

“Yesss! But a ‘porn’ movie star.” - Silvia laughs, with an uninhibited laugh that fills the space —“Honey, this is the minimum to survive a night in Madrid. And speaking of that...” —she turns to me, looks me up and down without hiding it and whistles—

Mona laughs and points at me.

“Mapi is a... special friend.”

Silvia gives me two kisses, one on each cheek, and stays a second longer than normal.

“Pleased to meet you, Mapi.”

I laugh, a little intimidated but amused.

“Likewise. That dress is amazing.”

She looks at herself, turns around so the sequins shine more.

“Thank you, darling. I bought it in a store in Ibiza that looks like a luxury brothel. If you behave yourself, I’ll let you borrow it another time.”

After a while, another girl appears. The two embrace with shouts and kisses.

“Alba!”

“Silvia! I didn’t know you were coming!”

“Surprise, bitch,” answers Silvia, giving her a kiss on the lips that lasts a second longer than necessary. “I came for my dose of fun. And I see today the offer is high.”

She turns to me again, takes my arm.

“Hey, Mapi, what are your plans? Because I have a much better one.”

Mona raises an eyebrow.

“What is it?”

Silvia smiles, showing perfect teeth.

“Party at my place. In La Moraleja. Heated pool, open bar, and... everything. Everything for real. There are private rooms, jacuzzi, game area... whatever you fancy. And there will be interesting people. Very interesting.”

Alba whistles.

“Everything?”

Silvia nods with bright eyes.

“Everything you can imagine. And more. But no pressure. Whoever wants to play, plays. Whoever doesn’t, watches or goes to the pool. But I assure you no one will be bored.”

Mona laughs.

“Sounds like your style, Silvia.”

“And yours,” she responds, looking at each one of us. “Come on, don’t tell me you’re going to stay here drinking pretentious gin and tonics. Let’s go to my place. There’s room for everyone.”

She looks directly at me.

“You, especially. You’re too hot to waste away at a bar. Come and let yourself go.”

I hesitate for a second.

The plan was to keep it low-key, but the idea of a private party, a pool, freedom without having to justify anything... tempts me.

I look at Mona. She winks at me.

“What do you say, queen? Are we going to really burn up the night?”

I smile with my heart racing.

“Let’s go.”

Silvia claps.

“That’s my girl!”

The whole time, I’m watching Alex, who moves from Silvia to Mona and from Mona to Silvia without the slightest hesitation. Occasionally he talks to me too, but he doesn’t touch me. And the whole time, our gazes seek each other out. And when they meet, when they clash. God! I can assure you sparks fly. The guy must be a player to watch out for. He doesn’t hold back at all. He blatantly grabs Mona’s and Silvia’s asses, looks at me like he wants to fuck me right there. His gaze sends a strange shiver throughout my body. I need to stop looking at him or I won’t be responsible for what happens...

I perceive in him the same desire that he stirs in me. A desire that he tries in vain to control, with little success.

Did Alex’s hands know Silvia’s contours as well as Mona’s? I don’t sense that the confidence with which they treat each other poses the slightest problem for any of the three. Anyone would expect a jealousy scene, but nothing could be further from reality. On the contrary, they seem comfortable, almost excited. I notice Alex’s eyes lock onto Silvia’s lazy, cat-like gaze, causing Mona to turn and wink at me.

I settle into the seat of Alex’s car thinking that the party at Silvia’s house won’t be a normal party. I know that accepting the invitation implies something more than the usual guest’s thanks. An orgy was brewing there, and honestly, I’m in the mood for it. Unconsciously, I look at them with uncertainty.

Mona must notice my discreet glance, as she turns her head toward me and smiles. Then she looks at Alex, who smiles back at her. It was such a clear smile that it completely lit up his face. There was nothing hidden behind that gesture. At least between them. I feel excitement coursing through my body and any hint of doubt or apprehension vanishes.

I rest my head against the headrest and close my eyes. A smile of anticipated pleasure forms on my lips for what I know is about to happen.

The trip to the house takes less than half an hour but feels eternal to me. Alex drives a black Mercedes, a sports model that smells of new leather. Mona sits in the passenger seat, with her legs crossed, showing off her thighs, laughing with that contagious laugh of hers every time Alex says something risqué.

I’m in the back, on the right seat, with Silvia pressed against my left side. Silvia doesn’t respect personal space. Her leg is pressed against mine, her sequined silver dress brushes against me every time she moves. The heat of her skin passes through the thin fabric. Her high-heeled sandals are thrown on the car floor, and she has her bare feet up on the seat. Her toenails are painted bright red.

Alba is in another car, a gray Audi Q7 that follows us closely. With her are two guys I don’t know—one bald with a long beard and the other more preppy—and a woman of color who looks like she stepped off a runway: tall, perfect ebony skin, long braided hair down to her waist. She wears an emerald green dress that shines under the headlights. I don’t know her name.

Silvia turns toward me and looks at me with an intensity that makes me look away.

“Are you nervous?” she asks me, almost in a purr.

“A little,” I admit. “I don’t really know what to expect.”

She smiles. She has teeth so white they shine in the dimness of the car.

“Don’t expect anything. Just go with the flow. In my house there are no rules. Only desires.”

And then, without warning, she leans toward me. She takes my face in both hands, her thumbs grazing my cheekbones, and kisses me. It’s an intense, deep kiss, with tongue from the first second. Her mouth is warm, soft, tastes of alcohol. She parts my lips with her tongue, explores me, devours me. Her tongue plays with mine, slow at first, then faster, hungrier. She gently bites my lower lip, pulls a little, and I moan against her mouth without being able to help it. In the middle of the kiss, I notice she’s put something in my mouth. A small, round pill, with a bitter taste that dissolves quickly on my tongue. I pull away slightly, surprised, but she winks at me. Her eyes sparkle mischievously.

“It’s to warm things up,” she whispers, licking her lips. “MDMA. Pure. None of that cut crap. In twenty minutes you’ll feel like the world is yours. I swallow it without thinking. I don’t know why. Or yes, I do know. Because at this moment, with the kiss still pulsing on my lips and desire burning in my stomach, I want to feel everything. I want to fly.”

Silvia laughs, caresses my cheek.

“Good girl. Now relax. The party has just begun.”

Alex turns up the volume of the music. The road becomes blurry, the lights of passing cars turn into bright lines. Mona turns from the front seat, looks at me and smiles. Silvia takes my hand, intertwines our fingers and kisses my wrist, slowly, leaving a moist trail on my skin.

“When it kicks in...” she whispers, “you’ll want everyone to touch you.”

Silvia reclines in the back seat and stretches her legs forward until her bare feet reach Alex’s neck. She plays with them as if they were a new toy. First she brushes the nape of Alex’s neck with the sole of her right foot, slowly, tracing a line from the base of his hair to his ear. Alex, who drives with one hand on the wheel and the other resting on Mona’s thigh, turns his head just enough to catch her big toe with his lips. He kisses it softly, a wet kiss that turns into a slow lick, his tongue running over the tip of her toe as if it were candy.

Mona, in the passenger seat, turns slightly backward and smiles mischievously. She takes Silvia’s foot, brings it to her mouth and kisses the arch, her tongue moving from the heel to the toes. Silvia sighs, a sound that vibrates in the confined space of the car. The game is brazen, without pretense: Alex alternates kisses and licks between Silvia’s toes, gently nibbling on her thumb; Mona licks. She takes the toe into her mouth up to the second knuckle and pulls it out slowly, leaving a thread of saliva that glistens under the lights of passing headlights.

I’m sitting next to Silvia, feeling the heat of her skin through her dress. The pill has already started to take effect: my heart beats faster, my skin tingles with every touch, the colors inside the car seem more vivid, more intense. The music—a slow track by The Weeknd—reverberates in my chest like a second heart. I watch the scene without blinking: Alex’s lips on Silvia’s foot, Mona’s tongue tracing the arch, the soft moans escaping from Silvia every time one of them touches her. It’s an amazing seduction game, slow, deliberate, as if the entire car had become a private stage.

I’m getting aroused. Very much so. Heat rises from my stomach to my face, descends from my belly to my pussy. I notice how wet I’m getting, how my lips swell beneath my panties, how my clitoris throbs with each heartbeat. The pill makes everything feel amplified: the friction of the dress fabric against my hard nipples, the heat of Silvia beside me, the smell of sex that begins to float in the closed car.

Silvia notices. She turns her head toward me. Her dark eyes are shining with desire and the chemistry of the pill. Pupils dilated with lust.

She takes my face with one hand, her fingers cold from the air conditioning, and kisses me.

Her tongue enters my mouth, hot, wet. She parts my lips with ease, explores, plays with my tongue, sucks on my lower lip until I moan against her mouth. While kissing me, her other hand moves down my body: brushes against the neckline of my top. She doesn’t hold back in the slightest. She caresses my breasts, moves down my stomach, reaches my thigh. She opens my legs gently but firmly. Her fingers travel up the inner side until they reach the edge of my panties.

She touches my pussy over the fabric. Her fingers slide over the lips, press against my swollen clit and rub it slowly in circles. I’m soaked, the fabric of my panties is already wet, and she notices. She moans into my mouth.

“You’re dripping wet, you little slut,” she whispers against my lips.

This is just the beginning. Alex, from behind the wheel, turns his head for a second and keeps looking through the rearview mirror.

“Fuck...” he mutters, his voice deep.

Mona laughs, turns around and kisses his neck while Silvia continues rubbing me over my panties. Silvia’s finger slips under the edge of my panties, touches the bare skin, enters a little, comes out, goes back in. She penetrates me with two fingers slowly, curving them inside, rubbing that spot that makes me arch my back and moan loudly.

The pill makes everything more intense: every touch is electricity, every kiss is fire, every moan vibrates in my chest like an orgasm.

Silvia speeds up the movement of her fingers moving in and out. Her thumb focuses on my clit, rubbing it in quick circles.

“Let yourself go. Tonight you’re going to cum maaany times.”

I cum hard, trembling. My body convulses against Silvia’s hand, which intensifies her kiss, drowning my moans. But she doesn’t stop, she takes me all the way to the end, until I’m left panting, trembling, with my head resting back and my eyes closed.

Alex lets out a low laugh from the steering wheel.

“This is just the appetizer,” he says.

Silvia’s house turns out to be exactly what I expected. What am I saying! Better. The villa is in La Moraleja neighborhood. The houses look like modern palaces hidden behind high walls and perfectly trimmed hedges. We arrive shortly after midnight, when the pill has already made my skin tingle and my heart beat at full speed and my senses amplified to the limit. Alex’s car stops in front of a sliding black iron gate, with a geometric design that looks like it came out of an architecture magazine. On either side, two large planters with olive trees flank the entrance, illuminated by spotlights embedded in the ground that cast long, dramatic shadows.

Silvia rolls down the window and presses a remote control. The gate opens with an electric hum, revealing a white gravel path illuminated by small LED lights embedded in the ground, forming a continuous line to the house. Alba’s Audi follows closely behind, and the headlights of both cars turn the gravel into a sea of shining pearls.

The house appears at the end of the path: a modern two-story building with a half-basement, straight lines, large floor-to-ceiling windows, exposed concrete facade combined with aluminum and black glass. It’s not ostentatious in the classic style; it’s elegant, minimalist, but with touches of luxury that show in the details: an infinity pool on the ground floor that seems to hang over the garden, illuminated from within with turquoise lights that make the water shine like a sapphire; an upper terrace with a wooden pergola and designer outdoor sofas; a Japanese garden with polished black stones, tall bamboo, and a small pond with a waterfall that reflects the lights of the house.

Alex parks next to the main entrance. The door of the house is open, and music mixed with distant voices and laughter comes from inside.

We get out of the car. Silvia puts on her high-heeled sandals effortlessly, as if wearing 5-inch heels were the most natural thing in the world. She takes my hand and guides me to the entrance.

“Welcome to my little paradise,” she says.

We enter.

The foyer is spacious, with polished black marble flooring that reflects the lights. To the left, a built-in closet with mirrored doors where coats and bags are already hanging. To the right, a floating staircase of dark wood and glass that leads to the upper floor. At the back, a hallway leading to the main living room.

The living room is enormous: high double-height ceilings, sliding glass wall that opens to the infinity pool and garden. Modular sofas in dark gray velvet arranged in a U-shape around a low black marble table with brass legs. A gas fireplace embedded in the wall. In the center, a designer bar with high black leather stools, bottles illuminated from below. At the back, a dining area with a long dark wood table for twelve people, and beyond that, the open kitchen with an island full of stainless steel appliances.

But what stands out most is the people.

There are about twenty people. Most in their thirties and forties, well-dressed but relaxed: men in expensive shirts and pants, women in short dresses or shiny tops. Some dance in the center of the living room, where there’s an improvised dance floor. Others are on the sofas, talking in small groups, kissing, laughing. A couple of completely naked girls are at the edge of the pool with their feet in the water, smoking and drinking. A man and a woman are kissing in a corner. Hands inside each other’s clothes, without anyone seeming scandalized.

Silvia takes my arm, leads me to the bar. “There are no rules here,” she says in my ear. “Whoever wants to watch, watches; whoever wants to participate, participates; whoever wants to go to a room, goes.”

Alex and Mona are already at the bar, serving themselves drinks. Alba and her group enter behind us, the black girl, who I now know is called Aisha, takes off her green dress at the entrance and remains completely naked. She walks toward the pool knowing that all eyes are focused on her.

Silvia hands me a drink. “Drink slowly,” she says. “The ecstasy is already hitting you, you don’t need more alcohol.”

I take a sip. The drink is cold, the lime fresh, but I barely notice it. What I do notice is the pill: the warmth rising through my chest, my skin sensitive to the touch of my dress, the colors more vivid, the music that seems to enter my body. Everything feels more intense, more real.

Silvia kisses my neck, softly, bites my earlobe.

“Let’s go to the pool,” she whispers. “I want to see you wet.”

She takes my hand and leads me toward the sliding glass door. She opens it, the cool night air hits me, mixed with chlorine and the smell of freshly cut grass. The pool seems to hang over the garden, the turquoise water gleaming from the underwater lights. There are half a dozen people inside: a man and woman kissing at the edge, two girls laughing in the jacuzzi, a guy floating alone on an inflatable with a drink in his hand.

Silvia removes her sequined dress without ceremony, lets it fall to the floor. She jumps into the water with a splash, and looks up at me.

“Come,” she says, extending her hand. “The water is perfect.”

I hesitate for a second. I look around: nobody seems surprised.

I take off my clothes, leave them on a nearby lounger. I’m completely naked. I slip into the water slowly, the initial cold makes my skin prickle, but I adjust within seconds. The water is lukewarm, almost hot, like a caress.

Silvia swims toward me, embraces my waist under the water, kisses me deeply. Her hands move down my back, squeeze my ass.

“Now we’re talking,” she whispers.

I look around, still with my head floating, and can’t help but ask:

“How do you have a house like this?”

Silvia laughs, a husky, satisfied laugh, and leans back resting her hands on the edge.

“Perks of marrying a soccer player,” she says, shrugging. “My ex was a center back for Madrid. A good player but not a global star. Though if you play for Madrid, the contract is always fat and the bonuses very juicy. We bought this house in 2018, when we were still in the eternal honeymoon phase. Heated pool, gym, home theater, six bedrooms... everything a soccer player needs to feel like a king and a wife to feel like a queen.”

She pauses, takes a sip of her drink (a gin and tonic someone left at the pool’s edge) and continues:

“We divorced two years ago. It was clean. I didn’t want his money, I just wanted freedom. He wanted to keep playing, and I... well. Maybe I was a problem with all those anti-doping controls and tests. We signed a mutual confidentiality agreement. Nobody talks about what happened in the marriage. Nobody talks about what happens now. He plays in Paris now.”

“No way! Is he...”

She glances at me sideways, with a crooked smile.

“Yes. He’s my ex. Now we maintain a good relationship. And sometimes we meet up to fuck. Because, although he was a mediocre husband, in bed he was an animal. But I’m too sexual and wild for an athlete. They need discipline, routine, focus. I need... this,” she gestures with her hand encompassing the party, the pool, the people kissing on the sofas, the music rising from the living room. “And he couldn’t keep up with me.”

She laughs, but there’s something melancholic in the laugh.

“So I kept the house. And I turned it into what I always wanted: a place where you can be whoever you want to be for a few hours.”

She falls silent for a second, looking at the water. Then she looks up and sees Aisha, the black woman who arrived in Alba’s car.

“Aisha!” Silvia calls out, raising her voice. “Come here, beautiful.”

Aisha opens her eyes, smiles and walks toward us. She moves like a goddess: perfect ebony skin gleaming under the lights. She has a long, sculpted body, high and firm breasts and a round, tight ass. When she sits on the edge next to us, she opens her legs without any modesty, revealing her enormous and fleshy sex. Her vaginal lips are large, dark, hanging between her thighs like thick, moist petals. Her clitoris protrudes swollen, pink in contrast to her black skin. There’s no hair, just smooth, shiny dark skin.

Silvia leans toward her, gives her a kiss on her sex. I watch her tongue playing with the fleshy inner lips. Then she pulls back and takes from around her neck a chain with a small glass vial, the kind used to carry cocaine. She opens it, dips her pinky finger in the white powder and carefully spreads it over Aisha’s vaginal lips, from the clitoris to the entrance, drawing a fine, shiny line.

Aisha throws her head back, closes her eyes, sighs, and begins to masturbate slowly.

Her long, elegant fingers travel over her sex, spreading the powder, rubbing her clitoris in slow circles, going inside from time to time. Her breathing quickens, her breasts rise and fall, her hard nipples pointing to the night sky.

“This slut,” says Silvia amused, “is Aisha. The wife of one of my ex’s teammates. A nice guy, but boring as a scoreless draw.”

Aisha laughs with a deep chuckle. “The team plays on Sunday,” she says, with a clear African accent that gives her an exotic tone. “They’re sequestered at the hotel. My husband called to tell me to behave myself, though he already knows I won’t.”

Silvia laughs, gives her a kiss on the cheek.

“As if that were possible. Aisha is a dangerous slut. She’ll probably end up fucking two or three guys tonight. Right, honey?”

Aisha laughs again, a guttural, deep laugh that makes my skin tingle. Without saying anything, she leans back slightly, resting her hands on the edge of the pool, and opens her legs even wider, if possible. Her sex has me completely hypnotized: the thick, swollen outer lips, the clitoris so large it almost looks like a miniature penis. Without shame, she puts her entire right hand into her pussy. The fingers disappear inside, the palm sinks in, the whole fist enters with an ease that leaves me speechless. She closes her eyes, sighs, and begins to move her hand slowly, in and out, her arm trembling with the effort.

Silvia looks at me, smiles, and calls to a girl who is in the living room through the open glass door.

“Laura!” she shouts. “Bring a bottle of champagne, please.”

Laura, a blonde girl in a short white dress and high heels, nods and disappears toward the kitchen. Aisha continues masturbating with her entire hand, moans escaping from her throat as her body arches. Silvia stretches toward her, kisses her neck and bites her earlobe.

Laura returns with the cold bottle, its neck wrapped in a white napkin. She hands it to Silvia, who uncorks it. Silvia looks at Aisha, who slowly removes her hand, dripping with her own wetness, and licks it clean.

“Open wider,” Silvia commands.

Aisha obeys, spreading her legs as wide as she can, her sex exposed, swollen, open. Silvia brings the bottle closer, the cold neck grazing her vaginal lips. Aisha trembles, moans. Silvia presses slowly, the bottle neck entering centimeter by centimeter, the cold glass contrasting with the heat of her interior. Aisha closes her eyes, bites her lip, her body tensing and relaxing simultaneously.

“More,” Aisha whispers.

Silvia pushes deeper, the bottle entering up to the wider part, the glass making its way, stretching her dilated vagina. Aisha moans increasingly louder, her hands gripping the edge of the pool. Silvia shakes the bottle. Aisha arches her back, screams, and when Silvia pulls it out suddenly, the champagne gushes out. A cascade of foam streams down her thighs, splashing into the pool water. It soaks us, and Silvia drinks from her pussy with unbridled passion. I can’t believe what I’m seeing. However, no one else seems to notice what just happened.

Aisha climaxes at that moment, her body convulsing and her sex expelling more champagne with each contraction. Silvia laughs, kisses her belly, and Aisha lets herself fall into the water, trembling, laughing between moans.

I watch everything with my heart pounding in my chest and my pussy throbbing between my legs.

The party at Silvia’s villa has already reached that point of no return where alcohol, drugs, and collective desire transform everything into an uncontrolled chaos of bodies and laughter. The garden stretches dark behind me, dotted with lights. The music plays at medium volume, mixing with discreet moans and stifled laughter. Silvia and Aisha have disappeared to a private area with two guys who looked like they stepped out of a cologne ad, and I’ve stayed here, observing, my pussy still pulsating with excitement from what I’ve just witnessed.

Then I see Mona. She’s in the living room. Her dress is pulled up to her waist, her top pulled down leaving her breasts exposed. Her nipples are hard and dark. She’s on all fours on one of the sofas. Her curvaceous body trembles with each thrust from Alex, who’s behind her with his pants down to his ankles, penetrating her with dry strokes that make the sofa creak. Alex, tall and powerful, moans each time he sinks into her, one hand on her hip and the other pulling her hair as if they were the reins of a mount.

But they’re not alone. Another guy, a muscular blonde wearing a t-shirt that shows off every abdominal muscle, is kneeling in front of Mona. His cock is in her mouth. Mona sucks it hungrily, almost desperately. She moves her head back and forth. Saliva drips down her chin, falling onto her tits. The blonde holds her face with both hands, fucking her mouth slowly but deeply, until tears spring from her eyes. Some wet gags seem to announce a predictable vomit, but Mona doesn’t stop; on the contrary, she moans around his cock, her hands on the blonde’s thighs to guide him deeper.

I watch from the pool, half-hidden by the partially open glass door. I suppose it’s the pill Silvia gave me that makes everything more vivid: the sweat on their skin glistens, the moans seem to vibrate in my own body, the air smells of sex and chlorine. I get aroused without touching myself, my pussy throbbing between my legs, and my nipples so hard they almost hurt. Mona arches her back when Alex speeds up, thrusting harder and harder, the sound of skin against skin echoing in the living room. The blonde pulls his cock out of her mouth for a second, gives her two gentle taps on the cheek with it, and Mona opens her mouth eagerly, tongue out, waiting for more. He shoves it all the way in, down to her throat, and Mona swallows it whole. Her eyes are closed in pleasure, tears falling down her cheeks from gagging.

Alex slaps her ass, hard, the sound cracking like a whip. Mona screams around the blonde’s cock, her body shaking. Alex repeats, once, twice, three times, leaving her skin red and marked. Then he inserts a finger in her ass while continuing to fuck her pussy. The rhythm becomes relentless, sweat streaming down their backs. Mona comes for the first time with her body convulsing. A cry choked in her full throat, her legs trembling until she almost collapses. Alex doesn’t stop; he holds her by the hips, continues thrusting, saying dirty things to her: “that’s it, slut, let everyone see how you come with two cocks. Whore.”

The blonde pulls his cock out of her mouth, gives her two not-so-gentle slaps across the face, and Mona gasps. Her mouth is open, saliva dripping down her chin. He jerks off quickly in front of her, and comes on her face. I see the white, thick streams falling on her cheeks, nose, lips. Mona opens her mouth, sticks out her tongue, collects what she can, moans with satisfaction. The blonde gives her one last slap, and moves away, panting, sitting on the adjacent sofa to catch his breath.

Mona remains on all fours. Her face is stained with semen and her body still trembling from the orgasm. Alex speeds up, grabs her hair with both hands, pulls her back as if she were a mare, and fucks her with brutal thrusts. Mona screams, her tits bouncing. I notice her ass is red from the spanking. Alex sinks in one last time all the way to the hilt and comes inside her. Their bodies convulse and tense.

He stays inside for a moment, panting, then slowly pulls out, semen dripping down Mona’s thighs. She collapses onto the sofa, face down, trembling, an exhausted smile on her stained face.

Alex pulls up his pants, gives her a gentle pat on the ass and goes to the bar for a drink, as if nothing happened.

Mona turns over, wipes her face with the back of her hand, laughs and sits up, looking for her dress on the floor. Our eyes meet, and she winks at me conspiratorially. I’ve just seen a version of Mona I didn’t know existed.

	Everything That Can Go Wrong...


Almost without realizing it, I find myself on my knees on the living room floor. My hands are resting on the thighs of two strangers surrounding me, their hard, hot cocks pointing directly at my face. I don’t exactly know how I got here.

Sex in the pool, a bottle, glasses emptying too quickly, and suddenly I’m on my knees in front of two strangers. My heart is racing wildly. I feel euphoric. Every touch feels amplified by the effects of alcohol and the pill.

I’m not even attracted to these two guys. The first one is a tall, dark-haired man in his thirties. His cock is thick, veiny, the head swollen and glistening with my saliva. He puts it in my mouth unhurriedly, holding the back of my neck with a large, firm hand that keeps pushing until it reaches the back of my throat, feeling how my throat closes around it, how I choke for a second. My eyes water. He pulls out a bit, lets me breathe, and goes back in until I feel his pubic bone against my nose. I let him, I accept it, I suck hard. The taste is salty, bitter, masculine, and it excites me more than it should.

The second guy is younger. Several tattoos peek out from his shirt collar. The bastard has a gym body but without exaggerating. His cock is longer, straight. He offers it to me when the dark-haired one pulls out, and I take it with my hand, stroke it for a second while looking up at his blue eyes that shine with desire. I open my mouth, take it all in until it touches my throat. Another gag reflex. Tears. Saliva dripping down my chin, falling onto my tits, staining Silvia’s living room floor. I’m choking, but I don’t stop. I swallow it all. They take turns. One inside while the other waits, stroking himself, looking at me hungrily.

The dark-haired one grabs my hair, fucks my mouth with a constant, deep rhythm, each thrust making tears spring to my eyes. The blonde puts his in when the other pulls out, longer, reaching deeper, forcing me to open my throat until I feel like I’m going to vomit. I choke on my own saliva that falls in thick, heavy strands.

The dark-haired one lets out a moan that’s almost a shout. He holds my head with both hands and comes with a deep groan. I feel the hot, thick spurts hitting my throat, filling my mouth. I swallow it all, sucking to get the last drop. I’ve already told you I love cum...

When he finishes, he moves away panting, his cock still hard, glistening with my saliva and his cum. The blonde doesn’t take much longer. He grabs my hair, pushes his all the way in and fucks my throat. He comes almost instantly, hot semen filling me again, spilling from the corners of my lips as I try to swallow it all.

I remain on my knees, panting, my mouth full of their taste, chin dripping, eyes watering, chest rising and falling rapidly.

They both look down at me, breathing heavily, with satisfied smiles. Me, on my knees, I wipe my mouth with the back of my hand and smile. Because yes. I’ve delighted in it. I’ve choked. And I couldn’t stop swallowing those two cocks.

Silvia approaches from the edge of the pool. Her body is still dripping water like a shiny coating. The sequins on the dress she’s put back on reflect the underwater lights and project silver flashes onto my face and chest. She looks me up and down. I’m on my knees on the polished wooden floor of the living room. My face and chest are covered in thick white semen that still slowly drips down my chin and nipples. My mouth is swollen, lips red and wet, mascara running in black streaks down my cheeks. I smell of sex, sweat, someone else’s cum and my own arousal.

Silvia kneels in front of me without saying anything. She takes my face in both hands, her thumbs brushing my stained cheeks. She leans in slowly, as if savoring the moment, and kisses me.

It’s a slow, deep kiss, with tongue from the first second. Her mouth opens over mine, hot, wet, and she licks the cum on my lips, at the corner, on my chin. Her tongue collects the thick white strands, savors them, swallows them with a low moan that vibrates against my mouth. The taste of semen —salty, bitter, slightly metallic— mixes with her own: gin and sweet saliva. She licks my entire face, her tongue running over my cheeks, nose, forehead, collecting every remaining drop. She kisses me again, harder, pushing her tongue into my mouth so I can also taste what she has licked. The flavor fills my mouth, hot, sticky, and I feel myself getting more aroused, my pussy throbbing between my legs despite everything.

She pulls away slightly, looks into my eyes, her lips shining with cum and saliva.

“You look beautiful like this,” she whispers, voice husky. “Covered in them. Like a dirty queen.”

I laugh, a shaky laugh, still panting.

She stands up, helps me to my feet, and leads me to a low table where there’s a small mirror with two perfect lines of coke already prepared, and a black straw.

“Here,” she says, offering me the bill. “So you can keep flying.”

I hesitate for a second. I know I’m losing control. I know this is the edge, that if I continue I’m going to fall completely. But I don’t care. I want more. I want to feel more.

I lean down and snort the first line hard. It’s strong and I feel the powder burning my throat, going straight to my brain. The second one the same. The high is immediate: my heart races wildly, my skin tingles, the world becomes sharper, brighter, more intense. Everything vibrates. The sound of the music, the smell of chlorine and sex, the lights, the distant moans… everything amplifies until I feel like I’m going to explode.

Silvia kisses me again, tasting the coke in my mouth, and gently pushes me toward the sofa.

Then Alex and another guy appear.

Alex, still with his shirt open and pants unbuttoned, his half-hard cock hanging out. The other is a stranger: tall, dark-haired, with a short beard and black eyes that scan me as if he were already fucking me. I feel very dizzy. The high from the coke and ecstasy mix together, the world spins, the lights blur, the floor seems to move beneath my feet.

I tell them in a slurred voice that I need… a minute. Just a minute. But they don’t stop. Alex approaches first, grabs me by the waist, kisses my neck while the other puts his hands on my breasts and pinches my nipples. I try to move away, but my body doesn’t respond.

My head is spinning, desire and fear mixing together, and I can only moan when Alex bites my breasts and nipples.

The other one spreads my legs and rubs my swollen clitoris in a rough and unpleasant way. I’m soaking wet, but I don’t like what they’re doing and how they’re doing it.

Alex pushes me onto the sofa, spreads my legs. The other one positions himself in front of my face, takes out his hard cock and shoves it in my mouth.

The world reduces to sensations: the cock in my mouth, the other in my pussy, hands on my tits, my moans and theirs mixing with the music.

I sit up slowly, the world spinning around me as if I were in a centrifuge. The living room seems to tilt, the amber lights blurring into hazy patches. Alex and the other guy look at me with gleaming eyes.

“Guys... please, I need a second...” I say with a slurred voice. My mouth is as dry as sandpaper. “I’m dizzy.”

Alex laughs, a low, husky laugh that makes my skin crawl in the wrong way.

“Relax, queen. We’ll take you to a bedroom. You can rest there for a while. You went too hard on those lines...”

They help me stand up, one on each side, hands on my waist. I’m aware that I’m walking completely naked and stained with semen in front of everyone. The living room is full: people on sofas kissing, a couple fucking against the kitchen counter, another group in the pool splashing water and laughing. They look at me. Some with desire, others with indifference, as if this were normal. A blonde girl in a bikini winks at me, a guy looks at me with a mixture of desire and disgust. I feel drops of semen running down my belly, my thighs, cold now, sticky. I’ve lost my clothes, which must be scattered on the floor, my heels also lost in some forgotten corner. I walk unsteadily. My legs feel weak. I feel exposed, like a piece of meat in a market, but the drugs and alcohol cloud my judgment: part of me wants to laugh, another wants to cry.

We reach a bedroom at the end of the hallway, one of the six in the villa. Alex opens the door and lays me carefully on the bed. I feel the cold sheet against my hot skin. He kisses my forehead, a kiss that seems paternal but gives me the creeps.

“Rest for a minute, beautiful,” he says. “I’ll take care of things.”

He leaves, closing the door behind him. But the other guy doesn’t leave. He stands at the foot of the bed, looking at me with dark, animal eyes.

“Uh... you can go,” I stammer uncertainly, sitting up a bit in bed. “I want to be alone.”

He laughs, a low, dirty laugh.

“No, beautiful. I’m going to stay and take care of you.”

My stomach churns; it’s the alcohol, the coke, the ecstasy, all mixing in my blood like a toxic cocktail. The world spins faster, the room tilts, the dim lights seem to flicker. I feel cold sweat running down my back, my mouth dry, my throat closing up. My heart beats wildly, too fast, as if it wants to burst out of my chest. I feel euphoric for a second, and the next I sink into a pit of panic. Everything is too intense: the smell of sex on my skin, the dried semen on my chest, the throbbing in my pussy causing pain instead of excitement.

The guy approaches me, sits on the edge of the bed, puts a hand on my thigh.

“Relax,” he says, his hand moving upward. “I’m going to help you feel much better. You’re too tense.”

“No,” I say, moving away from him, but my body doesn’t respond to the orders my brain is giving it. My legs feel as heavy as if I were wearing lead shoes, and my arms feel weak, without strength to defend myself. I try to get up, but the dizziness pulls me back down.

Shortly after, the door opens again. Two more guys come in. Or three, I don’t know. I’m seeing double. I do notice they have glassy eyes from the drugs. They look at me with almost animal gazes, of raw hunger, of unfiltered desire, as if I were an object they’re going to enjoy. They approach the bed. One unbuckles his belt, the other takes off his shirt.

“Look at this slut,” someone says with a deep, drunk voice. “Let’s give her what she wants.”

I want to scream, but my voice won’t come out. Someone grabs me by the shoulders, pushes me down again. They spread my legs and touch my pussy with thick, clumsy fingers that hurt me.

One takes out his cock and puts it in my face.

“No...” I whisper, my voice weak. “Stop. I’m not well. I feel sick. Please, leave me alone.”

But they don’t stop. The effect of the drugs and alcohol is making me genuinely sick. My stomach churns like a washing machine on spin cycle. Nausea rises up my throat, which is already irritated from the cocks I’ve swallowed. My head throbs with a stabbing pain, as if someone were driving needles into my temples. The unknown fingers burn in my pussy. The smell of sweat suffocates me, the distant music feels like a hammer in my head. The alcohol makes everything spin, the world tilts, turns, blurs. I feel like I’m going to vomit, like I’m going to pass out, like my heart is going to explode. Panic rises in my chest, a raw, real terror, as if I were falling into a bottomless pit.

Someone penetrates me suddenly, dry, painful. I scream, but barely a broken moan comes out. Another shoves his cock in my mouth, choking me. A third grabs my tits, pinches my nipples hard. It’s not pleasure; it’s pain. Everything hurts. My pussy burns, my throat closes and I feel like I’m going to suffocate. Suddenly, my stomach contracts in a retch I can’t control. I vomit a little in my mouth, but the one fucking my mouth not only doesn’t stop but pushes deeper. The vomit escapes through my nose

I cry. I feel hot tears bathing my cheeks, mixing with saliva. I want to leave. I want to stop. I want to scream, but my body won’t respond. My mind, clouded by chemicals, betrays me, residual desire fighting against the panic that invades me.

Finally, I really throw up. I choke, cough, spit. The bastard pulls away quickly, cursing.

“Fuck, that’s disgusting!”

The one who was fucking me slaps me across the face.

“This one’s messed up. Leave her. She’s not even good for fucking.”

They dress quickly and leave laughing, as if nothing happened. I’m left alone on the bed, trembling. I’ve left the sheets covered in vomit. I cry. Sobs shake my body and nausea threatens to make me throw up again. The world has become blurry, the outlines of the room dissolving into smudges. I don’t know how long I’ve been here. Minutes? Hours? Time has broken into fragments that don’t fit together.

I’m face down on the bed, sheets sticking to my sweaty skin, the smell of semen, sweat and chlorine permeating everything. But again there’s someone else in the bedroom. An unknown hand holds me by the nape of my neck and pushes my face down into the pillow. My mouth is slightly open trying to breathe. Another grabs my hips, his fingers digging into my flesh like hooks. I don’t know who is who. The voices overlap, mix together, become an indistinct buzz.

“Fuck, what a slut she is...” grunts one, his voice deep and broken by alcohol. “Look how she opens up...”

Another laughs, a dirty, broken sound.

“Harder,” someone says. “Give it to her harder, she likes it.”

A slap falls on my ass, dry, brutal. The pain crosses me like white lightning, makes me scream, but the scream comes out muffled against the pillow. Another slap, and another, and another. My skin burns, swells, I feel each impact as if they were tearing strips of flesh from me. I try to move, to get away, but hands hold me down, pin me to the mattress.

“No... please...” I murmur, my voice weak, broken. “It hurts... stop...”

Nobody hears me. Or nobody wants to hear me.

A hand spreads my ass. Thick, clumsy fingers penetrate me carelessly, stretching me, burning me. I scream again, my body convulsing, but the scream gets lost in a moan that I don’t know if it’s mine or theirs. Something penetrates me from the front, hard, dry, without enough lubrication. The pain is sharp, stabbing, as if I’m being split open from inside. I writhe, try to close my legs, but someone opens them wider and holds my ankles.

“Stay still, whore,” growls a voice near my ear. “Stay still or I’ll beat the shit out of you!”

He enters me again, rapid, brutal thrusts, without rhythm, just force. Each blow shakes me, makes me gasp, steals my breath. My head spins, the world tilts, the lights become blurry lines that dance. I don’t know if I’m crying or if it’s sweat. I don’t know if I’m moaning from pleasure or pain. Everything mixes, confuses, becomes white noise that fills my head.

“More...” I hear someone say, I don’t know if it’s me or them. “More...”

Another slap, harder. The pain pierces me like an electric shock, makes me arch my back, scream. Someone covers my mouth with their hand, fingers smelling of tobacco and semen. I’m suffocating, with my nose covered, air doesn’t reach my lungs. I try to breathe, but only a thin, insufficient thread of air enters. Panic rises up my throat, squeezes my chest. I want to scream for them to stop, that they’re going to kill me, but the hand prevents me.

A cock enters my mouth, deep, down to my throat. Another retch. Tears. Saliva dripping down my chin. He fucks my mouth with short, quick thrusts, choking me. I try to pull away, but hands hold my head and pin it to the mattress.

Someone grunts, comes inside me, hot, abundant, dripping down my thighs. Another takes his place, penetrates me again, harder, faster. The pain is constant now, a dull throbbing that runs from my pussy to my back. The slaps continue, irregular, some soft, others brutal. I don’t know how many. I don’t know who. Everything is confused, a blur of hands, cocks, moans, insults.

“Slut... whore... open your legs wider... like that, fuck... how well you fuck... How much you love this...”

The words reach me distant, distorted, as if coming from underwater. I try to move, escape, but my body doesn’t respond. My legs feel heavy, my arms limp, my head spinning. The high from the pill mixes with the crash from the alcohol, my heart racing wildly, as if about to burst. I want to throw up. I want to pass out. I want to disappear.

Someone turns me over, puts me face up. The ceiling spins above me, the lights flicker, blur. A weight on top, a cock entering again, thrusting without control. Another fucks my mouth, I choke, cough, spit. Hot tears, mixing with saliva and semen.

“No...” I whisper, my voice barely audible. “Stop... please...”

But nobody stops. The world darkens, my vision narrows to a tunnel. Pain and pleasure merge into something indistinct, something I no longer know how to name. My heart pounds in my ears, loud, too loud. I feel myself going, fading, sinking into a black, hot pit.

And then, the sound of the door. Someone enters. Or leaves. I don’t know. I only know that I’m falling. And that I don’t know if I’m going to come back.

I wake up with a dull buzzing in my ears, as if someone had left a speaker on inside my skull. The room is unfamiliar to me. There’s a full-length mirror on the opposite wall that reflects a version of me I don’t recognize. The air smells of stale sex, pool chlorine, acidic vomit, and something metallic I don’t want to identify.

I’m alone. My body feels heavy as if they’d injected lead into my veins. Every movement hurts: my pussy burns with a constant throb, irritated, swollen, as if it had been rubbed with sandpaper; my ass burns, a deep, dull pain that extends to the base of my spine; my lips are split, swollen, with the taste of dried blood. I have marks on my skin: purple bruises on my thighs, on my hips, on the inside of my arms; red and purple bite marks on my breasts, some with broken skin; scratches on my back that sting when I move.

I look around. On the nightstand there's a small mirror with traces of white powder in broken lines, a straw thrown beside it, an empty champagne bottle with its neck stained by something pinkish. On the floor, used condoms, some torn, others tied with clumsy knots. The sheets are splattered with dried vomit, yellowish and brown stains, and there's a dark puddle that smells like urine. I don't know if it's mine.

I sit up slowly. Dizziness makes me lose my balance and the world tilts. I bring my hand to my crotch: it's hot, inflamed. I carefully insert two fingers and pull them out stained with blood. Not much, but enough for panic to rise in my throat. I look at myself in the full-length mirror. What I see frightens me.

My hair is tangled, stuck to my face. Mascara streaked in black tracks that look like coal tears. A split lip, swollen, with a cut in the corner that hurts terribly when I touch it. Bruises in the shape of fingers on my arms, thighs, neck. Bite marks on my breasts: red circles with teeth marks, some with torn skin and small drops of dried blood. My stomach has superficial scratches, irregular red lines. Between my legs, the skin is reddened, irritated, with traces of semen and blood. My anus hurts when I sit, and when I turn around, I see handprints on my buttocks in the mirror, red marks turning purple.

I stare at my reflection for a long minute. I don't recognize myself.

The house is silent. Just the distant hum of the air conditioning and the dripping of a faucet somewhere. No laughter, no music, no voices. Everyone has left. Or they're hiding.

I dress with whatever I can find, without panties, which I can't locate. My heels are thrown in a corner, one with a broken ankle strap. I put them on anyway. I grab my phone to call an Uber. The app takes forever to load. When the confirmation finally arrives, I stumble out of the room, down the stairs, through the empty living room with stained sofas and overturned glasses, and out to the street.

The driver is a man in his fifties, with a graying beard and tired eyes. When he sees me get into the car, he looks at me through the rearview mirror with a mixture of pity and contempt. He doesn't say anything, but his look says it all: cheap whore, rough night, end of the party. I sit in the back seat, hug myself, and look out the window as Madrid passes by in blurry lights.

I arrive at Susi's place at seven-thirty in the morning. Fortunately, she's not there and the apartment is empty and quiet. I enter, lock the door, drop my purse on the floor, and go straight to the bathroom.

I take off my clothes as if they're burning me. I throw them in the laundry basket, where some of my clothes from previous days are already piled. I look at myself in the bathroom mirror, the harsh white ceiling light illuminating every mark, every bruise, every cut. The split lip bleeds a little when I touch it. My breasts have purple bite marks, some with broken skin and small scabs. Between my legs, the skin is reddened, irritated, with traces of dried blood and semen.

I turn on the shower. The water comes out hot, almost boiling. I step underneath, letting it burn my skin. The stream hits my face, shoulders, breasts, stomach. The water turns pink for a moment, then clears. I soap myself vigorously, scrubbing as if I could erase what happened. I scrub my pussy, my ass, my breasts, my face, my arms. The soap gets into the cuts and burns, but I keep scrubbing. I want to remove the smell, the sensation, the memory.

I stay under the water. Trembling, I wrap myself in a large towel, sit on the edge of the bathtub and stare at the drain. The water has washed away the smeared makeup, the dried blood, the semen, but it hasn't taken away anything I feel inside. I look at my hands. I have two broken nails. I look at my legs covered in bruises.

Susi arrives when the sun is already low in the Madrid sky, tinting the apartment with an orange light that enters through the half-open windows. I hear the key in the lock from the couch, where I'm curled up under a blanket, my body still aching and my head throbbing from the hangover. I haven't moved in hours: after this morning's shower, I put on an old t-shirt and leggings, sat down with a cup of tea that has now gone cold, and stared at the wall, replaying in a loop what happened at the villa. The vomit on the sheets, the spanking that left my skin raw, the cocks that choked me, the insults that stick in my brain like needles. I haven't eaten, haven't slept, just cried silently. My phone is in airplane mode so I don't have to face messages from Miguel or Manuela.

The door opens, Susi enters with a travel bag in one hand and her phone in the other, talking to someone, laughing. Her platinum blonde hair is pulled back in a bun, Italian sunglasses on. She looks fresh, radiant, as if her weekend with Sergio had been something wonderful instead of a marathon of sex, alcohol, and drugs. She hangs up the phone, leaves the bag at the entrance and sees me.

She's stunned.

The laughter vanishes from her face instantly. Her eyes open wide, her mouth slightly open in a “what the fuck?” She drops her purse to the floor, approaches the couch slowly, as if afraid of startling me.

“Mapi...” she whispers, kneeling in front of me. “Fuck, Mapi... what happened?”

I burst into tears. It's a cry that comes from deep in my chest, sobs that shake my entire body, as if I had been holding it in for hours and now the dam has broken. I cover my face with my hands, hot tears bathe my cheeks and my nose runs. My body trembles. Susi hugs me, rocks me like a child, with her hand on my back trying to calm me down.

“It's okay, my love... it's okay...” she murmurs. “Tell me what happened. Tell me everything.”

I do.

Between hiccups and pauses to breathe, I tell her what happened. How we ended up at Silvia's villa, the pool, the kiss in the car, the pill Silvia put in my mouth, the coke, the threesomes in the living room, how I found myself on my knees with two cocks in my mouth, how Alex and the other guy took me to the bedroom, how more guys came in, how I couldn't make them stop, how the pain replaced the pleasure until everything became confusing, how I almost lost consciousness between spanking, insults, and penetrations that tore me apart inside. I tell her about the vomiting, the blood, the semen, waking up alone in a room that looked like a battlefield. I tell her about the taxi driver who looked at me like I was a whore, the shower that didn't wash away the filth.

Susi listens to me in silence, her face changing from concern to anger. Her eyes are filled with tears that she doesn't let fall. When I finish, she stays still for a second, breathing deeply. She picks up her phone.

She searches for the number with trembling fingers, presses call. They answer on the third ring.

Susi puts it on speaker and yells.

“Mona, you bitch! What the fuck happened yesterday at Silvia’s house? How the fuck did you let Mapi end up like this? I shit on your fucking mother!”

Mona stays quiet for a second.

“Susi... what happened? I left with Alex, Mapi had disappeared, but seeing what she was doing the last time I saw her... I assumed she was in some bedroom... What happened?”

“What happened?” Susi shouts. “She’s a complete mess! She has marks all over her body, her pussy and ass are raw, a split lip, bite marks that are bleeding... And you just left with Alex like nothing happened? You’re a fucking irresponsible piece of shit!”

Mona stammers.

“Fuck, Susi, I didn’t know...”

“You didn’t think at all!” Susi interrupts. “The party got out of hand and you left her alone! Do you know what they did to her? They raped her, for fuck’s sake! And you, who are supposed to be her friend, went off to sleep. You’re a selfish piece of shit!”

Mona starts crying on the other end.

“I’m sorry... I’m so sorry. I’m coming over.”

Susi hangs up abruptly, throws the phone on the sofa and turns to me, her face red with anger.

“And you...” she says, pointing her finger at me. “You’re an idiot too! What the fuck were you thinking? A party in some house with strangers, drugs, alcohol? After everything you’ve been through? You better find a good excuse to show up at the hospital tomorrow looking like this! What are you going to say? That you were attacked by a fucking Doberman? That you fell down the stairs?”

I stare at the floor, tears falling again.

“I’m sorry...” I whisper. “I wasn’t thinking.”

“You weren’t thinking!” Susi shouts, pacing around the living room. “Of course you weren’t thinking! You’re in total self-destruction mode! What about Manuela? Have you thought about her? That if something serious happens to you, you’ll lose her forever? You’re a nurse, for fuck’s sake! You know what drugs, alcohol, and uncontrolled sex do. And you do it anyway!”

The doorbell rings. Susi goes to answer it, furious. It’s Mona.

She looks similar to me. Despite the hours that have passed, she has deep dark circles, swollen lips. She rushes in, sees me on the sofa and runs to hug me.

“Mapi... I’m so sorry...” she says, crying. “The party got out of hand. There were people there I’d never seen before. Silvia invited everyone, and suddenly there were more than forty people there, drugs everywhere, sex in every corner. I left with Alex because I was drunk, but I thought you were with Silvia.”

Susi crosses her arms, looking at her with contempt.

“Bullshit excuses, Mona. Didn’t you see that Mapi was high as a kite? Didn’t you see them taking her to a room? You’re her friend!”

Mona pulls away from me, wipes her tears.

“You’re right. I fucked up. But Mapi is a grown woman, Susi. She chose to go. She chose to take whatever she took.”

“Don’t give me that crap!” Susi shouts. “She’s vulnerable! Recently divorced, with custody at stake, in the middle of a crisis! And you couldn’t think of anything better than taking her to a drug and sex orgy!”

Mona defends herself.

“It wasn’t supposed to be an orgy. It was a party that got out of control. And Mapi wanted to go. She said yes to everything.”

Susi looks at me.

“Is that true?”

I nod, ashamed.

“At first, yes. But then... I lost control.”

Susi sighs, sits down next to me.

“Okay. It’s not anyone’s fault. Or maybe it’s all of ours.”

Mona nods.

“I’m sorry I left you alone, Mapi. It won’t happen again.”

Mona turns to me.

“Mapi, is that true? Did they force you?”

I don’t know what to say.

I remember fragments: the kiss with Silvia, the coke, the guys approaching, pleasure mixed with pain, the spanking that hurt, the cocks that were choking me. Did I say no? Did I say it loud enough? Or did the drugs make me say yes when I wanted to stop?

“I don’t know,” I whisper. “I was high. I barely remember anything clearly. Everything is blurred.”

Susi sits next to me, hugs me.

“Tomorrow we’re going to the police. It was rape. You need to report it.”

I shake my head.

“No one will believe me. A party where everyone ended up having sex with everyone else, with drugs, alcohol... They'll tell me it was consensual. That I wanted it. That I'm a whore who regrets it the next day.”

Susi hugs me tighter.

“No. It was rape. You were high, you couldn't consent. And even if you said yes at the beginning, a no is a no. We're going to report it. I'll go with you.”

Mona nods.

“Me too. I'm so sorry, Mapi.”

Susi looks at her harshly.

“You can go, Mona. You've done enough for today.”

“But...”

“Just go, damn it.”

Mona leaves, head down.

The conversation stretches well into the early morning. We're sitting on the living room sofa, with the lights off and only the floor lamp projecting a dim light that makes everything seem softer than it is. Susi has her legs crossed underneath her body, the cup of lime tea now cold between her hands, her eyes red from crying and arguing so much. I'm curled up in the opposite corner, wrapped in a blanket, with my knees against my chest and my gaze fixed on an undefined spot on the floor. The silence between us is heavy, filled with everything we've said and everything we don't dare to say.

Susi breaks the silence again, her voice low but firm.

“Mapi, you have to report this. It was rape and there's nothing else to discuss. You were high as a kite, you couldn't give clear and truthful consent. Don't let them get away with it. They drugged you, and they used you. That's a crime. We need to go to the police.”

I shake my head slowly. I have no more tears left to shed.

“It's not like that, Susi. Look at me. I was the one who went into that party. I was the one who took the pill. I was the one who accepted the coke. I was the one who let myself get carried away at first. And when I couldn't take anymore... I don't remember saying 'no' loudly enough. I don't remember screaming 'stop.' I remember pain, I remember fear, I remember wanting it to stop... but I don't know if I said it. And even if I did... who's going to believe me? A divorced woman, fresh out of a drug and alcohol orgy, who went with several strangers to a bedroom. They'll look at me like a whore who regrets it the next day.”

Susi leans forward, takes my hands.

“No. The law doesn't work like that. Consent is reversible. And if you were so high that you couldn't even walk straight, you couldn't consent. There's evidence: marks, blood, vomit, the state you arrived in. We can go to the hospital right now, ask for a sexual assault kit. They need to run tests, take samples. Maybe there's DNA from them. We can...”

“No,” I cut her off with a trembling voice. “I'm not going to a hospital to have a forensic examination. To have them look at my pussy and ass with a magnifying glass, to have them ask me how many times I was penetrated, if I screamed, if I said no, if I wanted it. To have them ask me why I didn't leave earlier, why I accepted the drug, why I went to the party. To have them look at me like it was my fault. Because they will, Susi. They will. And I... I can't handle that. I can't bear them asking if I provoked it. I just can't.”

Susi stays quiet for a moment.

“Then... what do we do? Let it go? Bury it as if nothing happened?”

“No,” I say, wiping my face with my sleeve. “We won't bury it. But we won't report it either. What we do is... move on.”

“Are you sure?”

“No,” I admit. “I'm not sure of anything. But I am sure that filing a report right now would break me more than I'm already broken. It would break me in front of a judge, in front of police officers, in front of lawyers, in front of my family, in front of Manuela. And I can't let Manuela see her mother as a victim of herself.”

	When It Rains, It Pours...


Four weeks pass with a normalcy that surprises even me. Time stretches and contracts at the same time, as if days had elasticity: some drag on with sticky slowness, others pass in the blink of an eye. My body recovers faster than I expected; the bruises turn yellow and disappear, my lips no longer hurt when I speak, my pussy and ass no longer burn every time I sit on the toilet. Only the invisible marks remain: the memory of shame, the fear that it will happen again, the guilt that wakes me at three in the morning and keeps me from sleeping.

At the hospital I made up a simple and believable excuse: a small incident while hiking in the mountains. “I slipped down a slope and took a good hit,” I said the following Monday, showing off my split lip and the bruises on my arms as if they were trophies from a silly fall. Nothing serious, but enough to look like I'd fought with a tree.

Nobody showed too much interest.

The morning shift staff looked at me with pity for a day and a half, offered me coffee and painkillers, and by the third day no one was asking anymore. In the ER they see worse things every day: fractures, contusions, poisonings. My bruised face was just another case, an anecdote forgotten as soon as the next patient comes in. Even the supervisor, who usually smells a lie from miles away, only said: “Be more careful, Mapi, you're not twenty anymore.” I nodded, lowered my head, and kept working.

Susi covered for me whenever she could: she brought me coffee without me having to ask, but we didn't talk much about the subject either. We don't talk much about what happened at the party. She knows I don't want to remember it, and I know she feels guilty for letting me go alone. Her relationship with Sole and Mona has cooled considerably. We limit ourselves to coexisting: quiet dinners, series on the sofa... and no sex. It's as if we've made a tacit pact: no excesses until further notice.

But on Friday of the fourth week, everything changes.

I'm in the hospital break room, drinking black coffee and staring at my phone without really seeing anything, when Susi bursts in like a hurricane. Her uniform is wrinkled, her blonde hair pulled back in a ponytail, and she's wearing a smile that takes up half her face. She sits across from me, grabs my left hand and shows me hers.

On her ring finger sparkles a ring with a significant rock: A solitaire diamond, set in white gold. I stare at the ring as if it were an extraterrestrial object.

“Sergio just asked me to move in with him,” she says, her voice trembling with excitement. “He just came to the hospital door and look what he gave me! He says he doesn't want to spend any more weekends apart. And I... Well... I accepted.”

I stay quiet for a second, processing.

“Susi... that's... incredible. I'm so happy for you.”

And it's true.

I am happy.

Susi deserves someone who truly loves her, who looks at her like she's the best thing in the world. Sergio seems to do that. He's a stable guy, with a good job, no drama, who treats her like a queen. But at the same time, a cold emptiness settles in my stomach.

“Mapi, there's an issue...” she continues, lowering her voice, “...I'm going to leave the apartment. The lease ends in a month. You'll need to find another place to live.”

The emptiness turns into a pit.

I nod slowly, trying not to show my panic.

“Of course. That makes sense. It's fine. I'll find something.”

She squeezes my hand.

“You can stay until you find something. There's no rush. But... yes, you'll need to make a move.”

I'm happy for her. Really. But the idea of looking for an apartment alone terrifies me. My nursing salary is decent, but Madrid is unforgiving: a studio in a reasonably well-connected area costs between 900 and 1200 euros per month. With community fees, electricity, water, internet... easily 1500. And I can't afford that alone. I'd need a roommate, someone I can trust. But who?

That same afternoon, at the hospital, I look at the bulletin boards in the staff hallway. There are several: “Looking for roommate in Chamberí, private room, €650 plus utilities,” “Apartment in Lavapiés, 4 bedrooms, looking for two people,” “Non-smoking female roommate preferred, Malasaña, €700.” I write down numbers, send messages.

None of them work out. The Chamberí one responds that the room is already taken. The Lavapiés one says they prefer people their age (twentysomethings) and without children. The Malasaña one replies that they don't want roommates who work night shifts because “they disturb sleep.”

I send five more messages during the week.

Two don't respond. One says they already found someone. Another says the room is for a man. The last one answers three days later: “Sorry, but we've changed our minds and aren't renting anymore.”

I sit in the break room during my break, staring at my phone screen, and for the first time in weeks I cry silently, my face hidden behind my coffee cup. It's not just the money. It's the loneliness. It's realizing that, after everything, I have no safety net. Susi is leaving. Miguel doesn't want me around. My parents live in another province and know nothing about what happened. Mona and Sole have their own lives, their own apartments, their own partners or flings. I'm alone.

Alone with a salary that's not enough, a daughter I see part-time, and a body that still remembers all too well the cost of being desired.

That night, in Susi's bed—because she hasn't left yet—I lie staring at the ceiling.

The lease ends in three weeks. I need to find something. I need to not fall apart. And for the first time, I think about asking for help. I quickly realize I have no one to turn to.

Sole has a one-bedroom studio less than forty square meters; she told me herself days ago when we were talking about apartments: “Mapi, my sofa is hell for your back, and the bathroom is so small there's barely room for the shower.” Mona already shares an apartment with a girl; hers is a two-bedroom place, but the other room is occupied by a friend who pays religiously and doesn't want to change. No one else. My parents are far away, and they don't even know half of what's happened; if I told them, my mother would tell me to come home, and my father would just stay silent. I don't have siblings, I don't have a partner, I don't have a safety net. Just myself, and sometimes not even that.

The knot of nerves squeezes my stomach like an invisible hand. I feel the floor moving beneath my feet, even though I'm sitting on the sofa. My heart is beating too fast, my breathing shortens, and suddenly the coffee with milk I had half an hour ago rises like acid. I get up running, rush to the bathroom and throw up my entire breakfast in the toilet. The bitter taste burns my throat, tears fall uncontrollably as I grip the edge of the seat.

When I finish, I sit on the floor, my back against the cold wall, knees against my chest.

When I return to the living room, Susi is aware that I'm not okay.

“Listen,” she says, voice soft. “I've been talking to my landlord. The lease ends in three weeks, but I told him you're staying in the apartment. He has a good relationship with me, and I've guaranteed that you'll pay religiously. You can renew the lease in your name. With your savings and your salary you can manage if you tighten your belt a bit. It's not cheap, but it's better than starting from scratch somewhere else.”

I nod slowly, still trembling.

“I have some savings...” I say, my voice still hoarse from the recent vomiting. “But... I'll have to tighten my belt a lot. No going out, no little luxuries.”

Susi takes my hand.

“Step by step. First the rent. Then we'll see. And if you need me to help you with the first month, I will. No problem.”

She hugs me tight, and I let myself be hugged. I rest my head on her shoulder. But the knot doesn't go away. The nerves keep squeezing my stomach, and when I try to stand up, the dizziness returns. I run to the toilet again and throw up once more, just bile this time, my body convulsing dryly. Susi holds my forehead, passes a damp towel over my face.

“Breathe,” she says. “It's the stress. Your body is getting it all out.”

I stay sitting on the bathroom floor for a long while, my back against the wall, eyes closed. Susi stays with me, in silence, just stroking my arm.

On Saturday morning I take Manuela to the movies. Miguel opens the door with a neutral expression, gives the little girl a kiss and greets me with two kisses on the cheek. He’s well-dressed and clean-shaven. Manuela runs toward me, hugs my legs, and I kneel down to kiss her forehead. She’s carrying a small backpack with her favorite stuffed animal and a water bottle.

We go to the cinema at Príncipe Pío, to see an animated film she’s been asking to watch for weeks. We sit in the middle row, with popcorn and a large soda to share. The movie starts, the lights go down, and Manuela curls up against me, her head on my shoulder, her eyes bright with the lights from the screen.

During a quiet moment, when the characters are singing a song, Manuela looks up and whispers to me:

“Mom... I think Dad has a special friend.”

The phrase hits me like a bucket of cold water. I freeze, my heart in a knot.

“Why do you say that, honey?”

“Because sometimes he talks on the phone with someone and laughs. And he says ‘yes, darling’ like when he used to talk to you before. And he gets nervous when I come into the room.”

I swallow hard. I don’t know what to say. I don’t want to lie to her, but I also don’t want to burden her with the truth. In the end, I opt for the gentle truth.

“I imagine Dad probably has some friend, yes. Like I have friends. And it’s good that he does. Adults need friends to be happy. But that doesn’t change that he loves you very much. Or that I love you.”

Manuela nods slowly, thinking.

“And do you have a boyfriend?”

I shake my head.

“No, my love. Right now I don’t have a boyfriend. I only have you.”

She smiles, hugs my arm.

“Okay. I like that.”

The movie ends. We leave the cinema hand in hand, her chattering about the characters, me trying not to show the lump in my throat. I take her to Miguel’s house, kiss her at the door. Miguel opens it, looks at me for a second, and for the first time there’s no anger in his eyes. I see him relaxed, normal. He’s not the dark-eyed, tense Miguel of recent times.

“See you next week,” he says.

“See you next week,” I respond.

And I leave. I walk with a tightness in my chest. Susi is leaving. The apartment lease is ending. Miguel has a special friend. And I... I have the feeling that I’m completely alone.

When I get to Susi’s place, the apartment is in semi-darkness, with the late afternoon light coming through the half-open blinds and tinting everything a soft, almost melancholic orange. She’s getting ready in the bathroom. Her closet is open, a pair of black heels on the hallway floor, the mirror still fogged from the recent shower.

Susi comes out of the bedroom at that moment, her hair still damp and wrapped in a towel. She’s wearing a dress that surprises me: black, long-sleeved, with a neckline closed up to the base of her neck, skirt just above the knee. Plain but elegant. Nothing like the outfits she usually chooses when we go out. She looks like a version of herself I don’t know: modest, almost formal.

She sees me and smiles, but it’s a tense, nervous smile.

“Hi, queen,” she says, coming closer to give me a quick kiss on the cheek. “How was it with Manuela?”

“Good...” I answer, dropping my bag on the floor. “And you? Are you going somewhere?”

She turns toward the hallway mirror and adjusts the collar of her dress.

“I’m meeting Sergio. He wants to introduce me to his brothers. Family dinner before he introduces me to his parents. He says it’s time I meet the family.”

I stand still for a second, processing.

“Wow... that’s... important.”

“I guess,” she says, trying to sound casual, but her nervousness shows in how she keeps touching up her hair. “We’ve been together for months, and he says he wants to take the next step. So... here I am. Dressed like a decent young lady.”

I try to smile, but my stomach suddenly flips. A cold nausea rises in my throat, as if someone had squeezed my diaphragm. I bring my hand to my mouth.

“Susi... I feel like throwing up...”

She turns around, concerned.

“Again? What’s wrong with you?”

“I don’t know... the popcorn I ate at the movies with Manuela must not have agreed with me.”

I run to the bathroom. I barely make it to the toilet when my body doubles over. I throw up a disgusting paste of popcorn, Coca-Cola, and gummy bears. My stomach contracts in dry spasms. When I finish, I stay sitting on the floor with my back against the wall, breathing with difficulty.

Susi comes in behind me, kneels beside me, carefully brushes the hair away from my face.

“Mapi...” she says in a low, serious voice. “It’s not the popcorn or anything else. This is the fifth time you’ve thrown up in two days.”

I look at her, terrified. My eyes widen like saucers, my heart pounding in my ears.

“No...” I whisper. “It can’t be.”

She holds my gaze, her eyes full of concern and a certainty that scares me more than anything.

“Well, honey... I’m afraid it is.”

At that moment, the doorbell rings. Susi sighs, gets up, and kisses me on the forehead.

“It’s Sergio. I have to go. When I get back from dinner... we’ll talk. Really. Don’t move from here.”

She leaves the bathroom, puts on her shoes, grabs her purse, and gives me one last look before closing the door. I’m left alone. The silence of the apartment crushes me. All I can hear is the ticking of the kitchen clock, the distant hum of the refrigerator, my own ragged breathing. I get up slowly, lean on the sink, and look at myself in the mirror.

My face is pale, my eyes red, my lips dry. I touch my flat stomach, as if I could feel something beneath the skin. Nothing. Just the cold, clinical certainty that runs through me like a chill. I’m a nurse, I’m a woman, and above all, I’m a mother. I know what’s happening to me, and I know it wasn’t the popcorn, it wasn’t nerves, and it wasn’t stress. It’s something else.

And I know it with a clarity that freezes my blood. I sit on the edge of the bathtub and hug myself. I don’t know what to do. I don’t know how to tell anyone.

Susi arrives after two in the morning. I hear the key in the lock, the familiar sound of her heels against the wooden floor. She enters the living room without turning on the light. She’s still wearing the modest black dress she put on for dinner with Sergio’s family, but now her cheeks are flushed, her eyes bright, and she has a smile that tries to be casual but doesn’t quite succeed. In her hand, she’s carrying a small white pharmacy bag, crumpled at the edges.

She stops and looks at me lying on the couch with my legs crossed and the blanket over my shoulders, and sighs.

“I brought reinforcements,” she says, holding up the bag. “Pregnancy test. Let’s clear up any doubts.”

I remain still, staring at the bag as if it were a bomb.

“It’s not necessary,” I say quietly, almost without strength. “I already know.”

Susi approaches slowly, sits down beside me on the couch, places the bag between us.

“You know? Since when?”

“Since yesterday. Since I threw up until there was nothing but bile. Since my body started telling me what my head doesn’t want to hear.”

She nods slowly, her eyes fixed on the floor.

“And... do you know who the father is?”

I laugh. It’s a dry, bitter laugh, without humor.

“I’m torn between about seven or eight guys.”

Silence falls heavily between us. Susi doesn’t look shocked, doesn’t look surprised. She just takes a deep breath and nods.

“Okay.

Seven or eight.

Damn, Mapi...”

She grabs the bag, takes out the blue and white box and opens it with trembling fingers. She hands me the plastic-wrapped stick.

“Take it.”

I get up, go to the bathroom with the stick in my hand. I sit on the toilet, urinate on the device, leave it on the sink. Three minutes. Three eternal minutes. I go back to the living room, sit down again. Susi takes my hand, intertwines our fingers.

I do it. Maybe to confirm the inevitable... And while we wait... we talk.

“The pill can fail if there are drugs involved. You know that, right?”

I nod.

“I know. Cocaine, ecstasy, alcohol... all of that reduces effectiveness. And I... I think it’s possible I forgot to take it some days. You know I’ve been really out of control.”

Susi sighs.

“Then... it’s possible.”

The three minutes pass. I go to check the test. Two clear lines.

Positive.

I remain silent. I don’t cry. I don’t scream. I just stare at the two lines as if they were a guilty verdict.

Susi takes the stick, looks at it, puts it down again.

“Seven or eight...” she repeats, voice low. “Damn, girl... What are you going to do?”

I don’t answer immediately.

The silence stretches, becomes thick.

“I have no idea,” I finally say.

“I have no idea what to do.”

Susi squeezes my hand.

“Abortion?”

The word falls like a stone in still water.

“I don’t know,” I whisper. “Part of me says yes. That I can’t raise a child alone, without knowing who the father is, with my life in shambles. That I don’t have stability, that I don’t have my own place, that I can barely take care of Manuela as I should. That it would be selfish to bring a child into this chaos.”

Susi nods slowly.

“And the other part...”

“The other part...” I swallow hard. “The other part says that I’ve already had a daughter. That I know what it’s like to carry a life inside, to feel it move, to see it born, to watch it grow. That Manuela is the best thing that’s ever happened to me. That, even though I’m broken right now, I could rebuild myself for another child. That maybe this is the push I need to stop self-destructing. That maybe it’s an opportunity to do things right this time.”

Susi looks at me.

“It’s a huge decision, Mapi. You don’t have to decide today. Or tomorrow. You have time. But... you need to decide with a clear head.”

I nod, tears falling silently.

“And if I decide to keep it... what do I do about the father? Do I search among seven or eight guys? Do I tell them ‘hey, one of you got me pregnant’? Or do I raise it alone, without saying anything?”

Susi sighs.

“If you decide to keep it... you raise it like you’ve raised Manuela.”

“Manuela had a father.”

“Miguel won’t let Manuela be separated from her sibling. Even if it’s from someone else.”

I laugh, a bitter laugh.

“Miguel will tell me to go to hell, and with good reason. I’ve hurt him too much.”

“No,” says Susi, firmly. “Miguel is many things, but he’s not a monster. When he finds out there’s a baby, even if it’s not his... he’ll want what’s best for Manuela.”

“Miguel is good, but he won’t swallow this. Completely rule that out. That only leaves the other option. And... if I decide not to have it...” I whisper. “How do I live with that?”

Susi hugs me tightly.

“You’ll live knowing you made the decision you could make at that moment with the cards you were dealt. There’s no perfect decision.”

“I don’t know what to do, Susi.”

“I know.”

	Alone


The clinic is on a quiet street downtown. It’s a discreet white-faced building with tinted windows that doesn’t stand out among the coffee shops and clothing stores. I arrive at nine in the morning, the gray sky releasing a fine rain that soaks through my trench coat and the umbrella that barely protects me. I didn’t want Susi to come with me. I told her last night, between tears and hugs: “I need to do this alone.” She protested, cried with me, but finally gave in. And I went to bed, not sleeping, staring at the ceiling until dawn.

I enter through a side door, as instructed during the phone appointment. The lobby is small and antiseptic with walls painted in a pastel green that aims to be calming but feels cold. Plastic chairs lined against the wall with outdated magazines on low tables. There’s a reception desk with a young woman behind it, early twenties, short brown hair and light blue uniform. She looks at me with a professional smile, neutral, without judgment.

“Good morning,” she says, soft voice. “Do you have an appointment?”

I nod, taking my ID from my purse with trembling fingers.

“María del Pilar Rodríguez. I have an appointment at nine-thirty.”

She types something into the computer, asks me to sit down and fill out a form. She gives me a blue plastic folder full of papers: personal information, medical history, informed consent. I sit in a chair off to the side and start filling it out. Age, previous pregnancies, abortions, reason: not specified, but I mark personal circumstances. The pen trembles in my hand, the ink smudges in a couple of places.

There are other women in the room: a young girl, brunette with her hair pulled back in a ponytail, looking at her phone with a concentrated expression; another somewhat older, with a book in her lap that she isn’t reading; a teenager with her mother beside her, both silent, the mother holding her hand. Nobody makes eye contact. Nobody speaks. Just the sound of the receptionist’s keyboard and the patter of rain against the windows.

They call me at nine forty. A nurse guides me down a narrow hallway with numbered doors. She’s tall, blonde, wearing a white coat and a badge that says “Marta.” She takes me to a small consultation room: light wood desk, patient chair, posters on the walls about reproductive health and an anatomical model of the uterus on a shelf. She asks me to sit down, asks if I have any questions.

“No,” I say, voice low. “I just want to get it done.”

She nods, professional.

“We’ll do an ultrasound to confirm how many weeks. Then the doctor will explain the procedure.”

The ultrasound is cold. I lie on the table, cold gel on my belly, the probe pressing. On the screen, a small spot, a rapid heartbeat like a distant drum. Eight weeks. The nurse doesn’t say anything, just takes notes. She cleans off the gel, tells me to wait in the waiting room.

I return to the waiting room with the form in my hand. The teenager goes in with her mother. The woman my age comes out, face pale, and leaves without looking at anyone.

They call me at ten twenty. The doctor is a woman in her fifties, short gray hair, thin-framed glasses, calm and neutral voice. She explains the process: surgical abortion by aspiration, under sedation, takes ten minutes, recovery in an hour, subsequent bleeding like a heavy period, follow-up in two weeks. She asks if I’m sure.

“Yes,” I say, my voice trembling slightly. “I’m sure.”

I sign the consent form. They give me a disposable blue gown, ask me to remove my clothes from the waist down. I lie on the table in the procedure room. The room is white, antiseptic. There are bright lights on the ceiling, a heart monitor, instruments covered with sterile cloths, the doctor and two nurses with masks and gloves. They put the IV in my arm, the sedative enters cold into my vein. The world becomes soft, blurry.

I feel the probe, the aspirator, a dull and distant pain, like a heavy period but concentrated. It doesn’t hurt as I expected. I don’t feel anything physical, but I do feel like they’re tearing away half my life. I just close my eyes and let it happen. Ten minutes that feel eternal.

I wake up in the recovery room. The beds are separated by curtains like in the emergency room cubicles. A monitor beeps softly, a nurse checks my blood pressure. They give me water, cookies, tell me to rest for an hour. I’m bleeding a little, but it’s normal. No complications.

At noon I leave the clinic. The midday sun blinds me, the fresh air hits my face. I sit on a street bench and stare into emptiness. Sadness falls over me like a heavy wave, tightening my chest, making me cry silently, tears falling down my cheeks without being able to stop them. It’s not just the abortion. It’s everything: the broken marriage, Manuela’s custody, the loneliness, the addiction that brought me here. I feel empty, as if they’d taken out something more than an embryo. I feel sad for what could have been, for what won’t be, for the life I won’t live. But there’s also relief, a guilty relief that makes me cry harder. Relief from not having to explain to Manuela about a sibling when I don’t know who the father is.

	I need money


After the abortion, I spend more time at home. I barely go out.

Susi’s apartment becomes a kind of cocoon that both wraps around me and suffocates me at the same time. I spend entire days in pajamas, wearing the same gray T-shirt that smells like onions, sitting on the couch with my legs crossed and my gaze fixed on the white wall in front of me. The TV is on, but I don’t pay any fucking attention to it. I see images of people smiling, cooking, traveling, living lives that seem impossible for me. Sometimes I change channels for no reason, sometimes I let the silence eat me up.

The physical wound doesn’t hurt. The clinic was clean, quick, professional. Moderate bleeding the first few days, then nothing. My body recovered in a week, as if nothing had ever happened. But the mental wound remains open, festering, infected. Every time I look in the mirror I see the same face as always, but with eyes that don’t recognize me. I feel hollow. As if they had extracted something more than an embryo: they extracted a possibility, a version of myself that could have existed.

I’ve severed a life and I feel like I’ve gotten rid of an annoying pimple, like it was a fatty cyst.

That’s what torments me most: the coldness with which I made the decision. There was no drama, no tears on the stretcher, no final goodbye to the heartbeat I saw on the screen. Just an “yes, I’m sure” and a “go ahead.” Afterward, emptiness. And the guilt that comes at night, when everything is quiet and there are no distractions. The guilt isn’t for the act itself; it’s for the ease with which I did it. For how quickly I returned to my life as if nothing had changed. For how much it relieves me not to have to bear another responsibility that I don’t know if I could handle.

I don’t want sex. I loathe sex. Everything goes back to the beginning, but I’ve left too much behind along the way. The desire that burned inside me, that made me feel alive, powerful, desirable... now disgusts me. I look at my hands and remember how I used them to touch, to open, to receive. I look at my lips and remember how I opened them to moan, to beg, to swallow everything. I look at my body and see the marks that have already gone, but that I feel are still there, invisible, tattooed in the memory of my skin.

Every time I think about fucking, I taste the semen of strangers, the pain of the spankings, the choking from cocks in my throat, the vomit on the sheets. And I retch. Not from physical nausea, but from moral disgust. I feel dirty, used, broken. I don’t want anyone to touch me. Not Kike, not anyone. When he tries to kiss me, I pull away. It’s not because of him; it’s because of me. I can’t bear the idea of feeling pleasure again after what I did.

Susi notices, but she doesn’t force anything. She gives me space. In some way, she takes care of me, makes me eat even if just a little, hugs me when I cry without asking why. One night, after months without going out, she sits next to me on the couch and says, in a low voice:

“You don’t have to go back to fucking like before if you don’t want to. But don’t let this steal your life.  When you’re ready, you need to start going out again. You need to reorganize your life, honey. At your own pace. Without anyone else, if you don’t want to, but you must have a life again.”

I nod, but I don’t say anything. Because I don’t know if I’ll ever be ready again. Because pleasure now seems like a luxury I don’t deserve.

Days pass. I go to the hospital. I put on my scrubs, smile at patients, change IV bags, take vital signs, pretend I’m fine. Nobody asks about the dark circles, about the paleness, about the way I hug myself when I’m sitting.

When Susi leaves, the emptiness grows. She leaves on a Friday afternoon, with two large suitcases and a smile that tries to be brave but breaks before she can say anything. Sergio is waiting downstairs with the loaded car. She hugs me tightly at the door, kisses my forehead, tells me she loves me, and that this doesn’t change our friendship. But it does change it. It changes everything. Since she decided to move in with him, we hadn’t had sex again. It seemed like she had reformed overnight, as if the ring on her finger had flipped a switch. No more long kisses in the morning, no more hands slipping under my shirt at night, no more bodies seeking each other in the darkness. Just friends hugging, kisses on the cheek, and a “good night” that sounds like goodbye.

I miss having sex with her, but above all, I miss her affection. A lot. More than I want to admit.

I miss her soft mouth, her tongue, her fingers that knew exactly where to touch. I miss how she made me feel desired without having to beg, how she looked at me as if my body were a gift that she herself had wrapped. But that’s over now. And I understand. Sergio wants her exclusively, and she wants him. I’m nobody to stand in the way. I’m just the friend who got left behind, the one who stayed with the empty apartment and the echo of her laughter.

And then there’s Miguel.

It turns out he’s dating Paola’s mom. Yes, the one whose husband left her for another woman.

I saw her a few weeks ago at the school gate when I went to pick up Manuela. Tall, brunette, perfect straight hair down to her waist, gym body, tight jeans that showed off her curves. A crop top that revealed her belly button and a small tattoo on her ribs. She was holding Paola’s hand and smiling with that confidence that beautiful women have when they know they’re beautiful and know how to use it. Miguel was beside her, one hand on her waist, the other on his phone, laughing at something she was saying. He was dressed better than ever: fitted white shirt, designer jeans, gleaming loafers, hair styled with gel. He seemed changed. Taller, straighter, more confident. As if that woman had polished him.

I stood frozen at the school gate, Manuela tugging at my hand, and felt a stab that wasn't jealousy. It was worse: it was the realization that he had moved on. That he had found someone who made him happy, who made him laugh, who made him dress well and go out often. And I... I was there, with my hair pulled back in a ponytail, my old coat, tired eyes, and a body still marked by nights I don't want to remember.

Manuela looks at me, frowning.

“Mom, what’s wrong?”

“Nothing, my love. Just... that daddy is doing well.”

And I walked away with her hand in mine, feeling the world shrinking around me. Now I live alone in Susi’s apartment. The silence is the kind that hurts. No laughter in the mornings, no stolen kisses in the kitchen, no hands seeking each other in the darkness. Just me, the sound of the refrigerator, the echo of my footsteps in the hallway, the reflection of my face in the bathroom mirror looking older each day.

I work, pick up Manuela when it’s my turn, take her to the park, take her to the movies, take her to Miguel’s house. He speaks to me politely, without anger, but without affection. Sometimes I see Paola’s mom at the school gate, with Miguel beside her. They kiss on the lips without giving it the slightest importance, as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

And I look away, because it hurts to see that he has rebuilt his life while I’m still picking up the pieces of mine.

I don’t want sex. I loathe sex. I’ve left Miguel, I’ve partly lost Manuela, Susi is gone, and Sole and Mona only show up occasionally. I’ve abandoned a life that could have been different. And the worst part is that I don’t know how to get it back.

The days turn into a slow drip of anxiety that consumes me from within. At first, I try not to think about it too much: I tell myself I have time, that the lease renews in three weeks, that I’ll find a solution. But every time I check my bank statement on my phone, the figure drops as if someone were robbing me in real time. My nursing salary arrives punctually, yes, but after paying rent, community fees, electricity, water, internet and phone, basic food and Manuela’s expenses, I have less than two hundred euros left for the entire month. And that’s without any unexpected costs.

The first real warning comes on an ordinary day. My landlord sends me a polite but curt WhatsApp:

“Good morning, Pilar (he calls me that. Mapi must seem too intimate to him). I remind you that you haven’t paid last month...

I stare at the message until the screen turns off by itself. I don’t have money to pay for the previous month and this one is just around the corner.

My savings continue to evaporate. And dwindling. Each day that passes without finding a roommate, the hole gets bigger.

I start searching in earnest. I go on Idealista, Fotocasa, Milanuncios, Facebook groups. “Shared apartments Madrid” “Rooms Madrid”.

I sit in the kitchen with my phone in hand, staring at the black screen, and cry silently. They aren’t loud sobs; they’re silent tears that roll down my cheeks and wet the table. Manuela is with Miguel this weekend, so I can allow myself to break a little. I don’t have family nearby. My parents are far away, and although they love me, they don’t understand anything I’ve done with my life. They’ve tried to get me to move in with them, but I can’t. Manuela is here, her school is here, her father is here, and my job is here. I can’t uproot her from her life because of my mistakes.

I don’t have a partner. I don’t have a boyfriend, I don’t have a lover, I don’t have anyone who tells me “don’t worry, I’ll pay half.” I’m alone. And the rent is bleeding my meager savings dry. If I pay the overdue rent plus next month’s, I’ll be in the red. Impossible.

I start looking at rooms to share. Is that what I can expect in my life? Sharing a room at thirty-two?

I sit on the couch, look at my phone, and for the first time in a long time, I think about calling Miguel. Not to ask for money. Or maybe yes. Half of the house is mine. Although... it’s where my daughter lives.

I consider asking him to let me come back. Even if temporarily. Even if it’s humiliating. Even if it means sleeping on the couch and watching him continue with his life. But I don’t dial his number. Because I know he would say no. So I keep looking for options I don’t have.

The solution comes on its own, as if it had always been there and I had wanted to keep it hidden, buried under layers of shame, pride, and the lies I tell myself every morning when I look in the mirror. But reality is stronger than any promise I make to myself. My account balance has been in the red for four days. The landlord has sent me a certified letter —not a WhatsApp, a certified letter— demanding payment for the overdue month plus the current one.

I sit on Susi’s couch —which isn’t Susi’s anymore,— with my phone in hand. The screen is off, but I stare at it as if I could see through it. Kike’s name is there, in my contacts list.

I call. He answers on the third ring.

“Mapi?” —his voice sounds the same as always: deep, confident, with a hint of surprise that he fakes very poorly.

“Hi,” —I say, and my voice comes out drier than I expected—. “I need cash. I really need it” – I tell him without wasting time on pleasantries.

There’s silence on the other end of the line. A long, heavy silence, as if he were processing whether I’ve said what he thinks I’ve said.

“What?”

“You understand perfectly well” —I insist—. “I need money urgently. And you know how I can get it. I need you to arrange something for me. You’ve done it before...”

Another silence. I hear his breathing, a little faster.

—“Mapi... are you okay? What’s wrong?”

—“Don’t ask me if I’m okay” —I say, and my voice trembles a little, but I don’t care—. “I’m screwed. The rent... They’re going to evict me... I need cash. Now.”

Kike sighs. It’s a long sigh.

“I can help you financially if it’s a one-time thing” —he says finally—. “How much do you need?”

“It’s not a one-time thing” —I respond, and the words come out like knives—. “I need money. Regularly. Enough to live on. To pay for the apartment, for Manuela, so I don’t have to ask my ex-husband to let me sleep on his couch.”

Silence again. Longer.

“Are you sure?” —he asks, and now his voice is low, almost a whisper—. “If that’s what you want... I can arrange something. But it won’t be pretty.”

I laugh. A dry laugh, without humor.

“Do you think my life has been pretty lately?”

“I’m not judging you” —he says quickly—. “I just want you to think about it. To know what you’re getting into.”

“I already know what I’m getting into” —I say, and my voice comes out harder than I expected—“I’m tired of pretending there’s another way out.”

Kike takes a deep breath on the other end.

“Okay” —he says finally—. “Give me a couple of days. I have contacts. Discreet people who pay well. But you have to be sure. I don’t want you blaming me later.”

“I won’t blame you” —I respond—. “This is my choice.”

“Then... I’ll call you as soon as I have something.”

I hang up without saying goodbye.

I stare at my phone, the black screen reflecting my face. I look at myself as if I were another person. And I am.

Two days later, Kike calls me.

“I have something” —he says without preamble—. “Willing to pay four hundred for one night. At his place in La Moraleja. Clean, educated. But I don’t know if he has ‘special’ tastes. Are you interested?”

I remain silent.

“When?” —I finally ask.

“Tomorrow Friday night. At nine. I’ll send you the address via WhatsApp. Dress elegantly. He’s not looking for a luxury prostitute who would embarrass him in front of his neighbors. He was very clear about that.”

I nod even though Kike can’t see me.

“Okay.”

“Mapi...” —he says, and his voice drops a tone—. “If at any point you want to stop, call me. I can come get you.”

“I’m not going to stop” —I respond—. “I can’t stop, Kike.”

TO BE CONTINUED? ...

	Synopsis.


Sex has become my drug because it’s the only aspect of my life where I feel powerful, competent, and desired without conditions. At work I feel insecure; as a mother I feel guilty; as an ex-wife I feel like a traitor. But in bed (or on the floor, or against the wall) I’m a goddess. And that’s addictive.

Sexual therapy would help me understand that having a high libido doesn’t make me a slut or abnormal. I don’t have a nymphomania disorder. It’s much simpler than all that. It’s simply part of who I am now that I’ve awakened. Learning to enjoy sex.

Working through the guilt and shame I’ve carried from Catholic education, from marriage, from a society that punishes women who enjoy themselves. Rebuilding a healthy sexuality, or an unhealthy one if I damn well please. What’s the problem? Who decides what is healthy sexuality and what isn’t? Who sets the boundaries between decent and indecent?

I want to be able to say “yes” when I want and “no” when I don’t, without feeling like I’m losing something. Integrating my role as a mother with my role as a sexual woman. Because one doesn’t have to cancel out the other.

I know I’m not going to go back to being the Mapi I was before: the one who faked moans. That Mapi no longer exists. I want to be a Mapi who loves herself, who respects herself, who enjoys sex. Who can be a loving mother by day and a passionate woman by night, without one part killing the other.

I’m pretty. I’m hot, would be more appropriate to say. I see it when I look in the mirror. I saw it in Kike’s eyes the first time he saw me. I saw it in how Víctor devoured me with his eyes. I saw it in Susi’s face that drunken night, when she told me “you’re beautiful even when you’re throwing up”...

?? “Want more equally intense stories? Discover Red Lines, available on Kindle Unlimited.”

Susana and Mario have a life that seems perfect: a solid marriage, financial stability, and shared dreams. But everything begins to crack when Susana, attracted by the promise of a journey filled with luxury and adventure, crosses boundaries she never imagined.

In Brazil, among opulent yachts, wild parties, and the influence of a couple as seductive as they are dangerous, Susana awakens to a part of herself she never knew, while Mario struggles with the devastation of feeling betrayed. Desire, guilt, and the yearning for a deeper connection drag them into a spiral of extreme decisions that will test the foundations of their love and their own values.

Red Lines is a story of overwhelming passions, of how love can face its darkest limits, and of the scars left by the desperate search for redemption. Can Mario and Susana rebuild what they once were, or are they destined to lose themselves in the abyss of their own desires?

A drama charged with sensuality, pain, and hope.
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?? “Want more equally intense stories? Discover What We Never Told Each Other, available on Kindle Unlimited.”

Would you dare to share the person you love? Where is the line between desire and the abyss?

What happens when the body says yes, but the heart says no?

Sonia and Luis are barely in their thirties, with a stable life and a relationship that’s starting to hurt more than excite. One ordinary night, an innocent conversation... and the proposal that changes everything: opening up the relationship. What begins as a game of glances, dates, and shared bodies soon becomes a roller coaster of jealousy, confessions, and impulses they don’t know how to stop.

Can love survive when the door to passion is opened? A provocative, intense, and emotional novel, where eroticism isn’t just about skin, but also a way to break—or save—what you thought was eternal. A journey of sexual exploration that soon forces them to confront their own insecurities, jealousies, and expectations while discovering new ways to connect, not only between themselves but also with other people. In an environment of desire and provocation, their fantasies and fears intertwine, challenging what they thought they knew about themselves and their relationship. The result is an analysis of jealousy and the complex nature of possession and freedom in the realm of love and sex.
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?? “Want more equally intense stories? Discover Body in Flames, available on Kindle Unlimited.”

On the beaches of Menorca, Valeria ignites a spark that threatens to consume her marriage. Tired of the routine of endless hospital shifts and sterile office meetings, she decides to break the invisible chains that extinguish her desire. What would happen if her husband, Alfredo, saw her surrender to the deepest exploration? With a red dress that invites glances and a defiant topless sunbathing in virgin coves, Valeria drags Alfredo into a journey of limitless pleasure: fiery nights on terraces with strangers, control games on hidden balconies, and an unexpected encounter that reveals secrets of body and soul.

But the fire that fuels passion also burns the rules. When an experience loaded with surprises with a blonde beauty with perfect curves and a desire that transcends genders takes them to the edge of ecstasy, bold decisions leave indelible marks. Scenes of total surrender, where bodies open up and norms are transgressed: can love survive everything? Or will the price of curiosity be their marriage itself?

Body in Flames is a bold erotic romance novel that explores desire as a double-edged sword. With raw dialogues and scenes that burn without filters, Selena Valente reminds us that every choice in pleasure can forge or destroy. Do you dare to burn with them?
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