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	The Trip


“We're going to Brazil! Thank you, Mario!” Susana flung her arms around my neck. She was bursting with joy.

Honestly, I'd never imagined I would visit Brazil, but Susana's proposal had caught me off guard. I hesitated, I'll admit, but the enthusiasm and excitement she couldn't hide won me over. It was a hard blow to our shoestring budget, but she talked about the trip with a sparkle in her eyes I hadn't seen in a long time—almost like she was proposing an adventure.

The plan was clear: we would fly from Madrid to Rio de Janeiro and, once there, board Jorge's yacht. Jorge was the new boyfriend of Laura, Susana's best friend. Apparently, he was a powerful businessman who owned several nightclub chains under the Hedonysm brand. A real icon, like Pachá was in its heyday.

The yacht, according to Laura, was more than a boat. It was a floating palace, an extension of the luxury and carefree lifestyle Jorge embodied.

The night before we left, I had trouble sleeping. Susana's nervous energy was contagious, and the thought of the long transatlantic flight—hours of discomfort and the constant drone of the plane—made me anxious. But what really worried me was what I'd find when we arrived. Why had Jorge and Laura invited us on a trip like this? Except for the plane tickets, everything was paid for—a luxury vacation at almost no cost. I didn't know Jorge, and I knew Laura more by reputation than anything else.

When we got to the airport, Susana seemed to be in her element. Her eyes sparkled, her clothes impeccable. While we waited to board, I watched her laugh and move with the excitement of a kid on Christmas Eve.

The flight was long, and although I tried to relax, I couldn't help imagining fifteen days on a yacht with two strangers. I wasn't sure I'd feel comfortable, but Susana's excitement made me want to try to enjoy it. I pictured cocktails by the pool, laughter, dinners by the sea... It didn't sound bad.

When we landed in Rio, the humidity hit us like a warm slap, a stark contrast to the cold we'd left behind in Madrid. Susana took a deep breath and headed off to grab a taxi. Meanwhile, I looked around, still overwhelmed by the bustle of the Rio airport.

When we arrived at the marina, there it was, docked—that monument to luxury, its gleaming hull reflecting the sunlight. I felt a knot in my stomach when I saw it. It was even better than I'd imagined.

The yacht was imposing, a feat of engineering designed to impress at first glance. Its sleek white hull gleamed under the Brazilian sun, almost blinding, while the modern lines of its design gave it a look as elegant as it was aggressive. It was bigger than I'd imagined, closer to a floating hotel than a simple boat. I felt small standing next to that behemoth.

From the dock, I could make out the main deck: a spacious terrace with lounge chairs lined up perfectly, a small jacuzzi in one corner, and a long polished wooden table set for outdoor dining. The awning fabric fluttered in the sea breeze, adding a touch of movement to the almost surreal scene. In the distance,

Susana seemed dazzled, as if every step toward the yacht brought her closer to a dream.

“How much money does this Jorge guy have?” I couldn't help asking. “Do you know what this boat must cost? It's insane.”

“From what Laura told me, they're doing really well with the nightclubs. Look! It even has a jacuzzi!” she said, bouncing with excitement.

“Susana, sweetheart!” Laura shouted from the deck, her joy so infectious it seemed to fill the air.

Susana barely had time to set her suitcase down before Laura threw herself at her, wrapping her in such an effusive hug she almost knocked her over. Their laughter filled the air, ringing out as if the whole boat vibrated with their reunion.

“I can't believe you're here!” Laura exclaimed, pulling back for just a second to look her up and down before hugging her again, as if she needed to make sure she wasn't an illusion.

“Me neither, Lau. God, I've missed you so much!” she replied, squeezing her tight.

Then Laura, with her typical theatricality, took Susana's hands, raised them between hers, and squealed:

“We have to celebrate this properly! Girls' night, drinks, killer dresses, and zero regrets!”

Susana couldn't help but laugh. Laura's energy was always overwhelming, like a hurricane that swept away any doubt or resistance in its path. They let themselves get carried away by the enthusiasm, bouncing like teenagers and squealing as Laura wrapped an arm around her and helped us board.

“Come on, Mario, I'm going to introduce you to Jorge,” she said, dragging me by the hand toward the aft deck. “And you, Susana, you have to see your cabin! You're going to love it. And then, champagne on the terrace, because that's how you start a proper vacation, honey.”

I felt a twinge of nervousness as Jorge extended his hand. He was tall, broad-shouldered, with a magnetic presence that made him stand out without even trying. He wore a white linen shirt and light-colored pants that spoke of comfort and style. Everything about him, from the perfectly trimmed beard to the expensive but understated watch on his wrist, seemed to scream confidence and success.

“Mario, a pleasure to finally meet you. Laura's told me a lot about you.” Jorge's voice was deep and measured, but with a warm, friendly tone that put me at ease.

“The pleasure's mine. Susana had told me a bit about the boat, but I have to admit, I wasn't expecting anything like this.”

Jorge smiled, looking relaxed.

“It’s my little escape from the world. Come on, let me show you around while the girls do their thing.”

From the main deck, the yacht was imposing—even more than it had looked from outside. Everything gleamed under the afternoon sun: the brilliant white hull, the polished wood trim, and the stainless steel that sparkled as if it had been buffed just hours before. Jorge pointed out different areas as we walked.

“This is the main salon.” He opened a sliding door that led to a spacious room decorated with understated luxury: white leather sofas, a glass table, and a fully stocked minibar. “And down here…” he continued as we descended some stairs, “...are the cabins. Each with its own private bathroom, of course.”

I caught a hint of pride in Jorge’s voice, but also how effortlessly he showed me around.

“The boat has everything you need to relax. A full kitchen, a jacuzzi on the upper deck, and diving equipment if you’re interested.”

“It’s an incredible place. It’ll be easy to unwind here.”

Jorge shrugged, smiling again.

“That’s the idea.”

Just then, we heard Susana and Laura’s laughter drifting down from the upper deck. They seemed carefree, as if they were in their own world. Jorge glanced at me and added, his tone more personal:

“Those two have a special energy, don’t you think? They always fill any place with life.”

“Yeah, I can see that. Susana’s been going crazy about this trip for weeks.”

Jorge gave me a friendly pat on the shoulder and pointed toward the stairs leading back to the deck.

“Let’s go up. I’m sure the girls are already planning some adventure.”

In the cabins, Susana followed Laura, swept along by her friend’s infectious enthusiasm.

The upper deck offered stunning views of the port and the sun-drenched bay, with the dark blue water stretching as far as the eye could see. A small bar with minimalist stools stood ready, while a retractable awning promised shade when the sun got too intense.

When we stepped inside, I could barely hide my surprise. The main salon was a spacious, light-filled space, thanks to the enormous windows offering panoramic ocean views. The furniture perfectly blended contemporary style with comfort, in neutral tones that highlighted the warmth of the fine woods. There was a TV so large it looked like a movie theater, and a dining table that could easily seat eight.

The luxury didn’t stop there. They showed us our cabin, and I was speechless the moment I walked in. The room was larger than many apartments in Madrid, with a huge bed surrounded by soft, cozy pillows. Designer lamps cast a warm glow that made the entire space feel intimate, almost like a hotel suite. The bathroom was a bit smaller but finished in marble, with a shower and small details I wouldn’t have imagined on a boat.

What struck me most, though, was the air itself. There was something about the yacht’s atmosphere that made me feel out of place, as if the very air was steeped in Jorge’s lifestyle: excess, nonchalance, and a kind of magnetism that left no room for doubt. Meanwhile, Susana smiled, running her fingers over the surfaces in fascination.


	Departure from Rio
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The Albatross gleamed under the Rio de Janeiro sun, standing out among all the boats docked at the marina. It was a tribute to vessels built with the perfect combination of fiberglass, wood, and passion—not plastics and haste. Its white hull shone like a mirror, contrasting with the freshly polished teak decks.

“Did you sail it here from Spain?” I asked.

“No. I hired a crew to bring it over from Mallorca—that's where I keep it year-round,” Jorge replied casually. “If I'd made the crossing myself, we would've burned through all our vacation days.”

“Where's the crew?” I asked, seeing no one but the four of us.

“They've already left. This boat practically sails itself. With a little help from you guys for docking, we'll be fine. I didn't want any strangers intruding on our privacy.”

Just then, Laura and Susana arrived. Laura was the picture of sophistication. She wore a light cotton dress that rippled in the sea breeze, hinting at the white bikini underneath. Her light brown hair was pulled back in a high ponytail, and oversized sunglasses gave her a movie star vibe. Susana wore extremely short cut-offs and a tank top that showed off her figure. A black bikini peeked out underneath, and her carefree smile radiated energy. Her dark hair fell in loose waves over her shoulders.

I looked at my wife, enjoying how excited she was. Susana and I got married as soon as I found work after finishing my degree. We'd met through some college friends, and ours was a case of true love at first sight. Within a few months of meeting, we were dating and building a life together. From two strangers, we became inseparable, doing everything together, writing our story day by day, carried along by a deep love that led us to get engaged shortly after she finished her studies. We became a couple who could barely do anything apart.

In our early days, things moved quickly. I passed the civil service exam for high school teachers and landed a position in Madrid right away. Susana soon found work at an advertising agency. Suddenly we had two decent salaries and job security that was rare in those days.

Overnight, we went from student problems to navigating real life: mortgages, salaries that left no room for savings, the cost of living... We started all the paperwork to build a life together, with everything that entails for a couple. We focused on loving each other, on being a happy couple full of plans for the future.

Susana was an only child from a marriage that had ended long ago, which had made her the apple of both her parents' eyes—their way of compensating for the hardship of growing up in two different homes. Susana was well-raised, knew how to appreciate what she had, and loved her parents equally, and they never tried to undermine that affection with petty remarks. In fact, Susana's parents made decisions together when it came to our relationship as it progressed. Personally, I can't speak ill of my in-laws. My father-in-law owned a construction company that, while not one of the biggest, was well-managed and had enough credit to weather the real estate bubble that would burst in Spain shortly after. My mother-in-law, Isabel, was a middle-aged divorcée with enough income that she didn't need to work and could enjoy a comfortable life without watching her bank account too closely. The reason for her divorce was an open secret.

My father-in-law had fallen in love with his secretary. A total cliché, but in this case, it was the truth. Both he and Mamen, the secretary, were as respectful as anyone could be under those circumstances toward my mother-in-law, and she responded in kind—no drama, no attempt to destroy Arturo in a bitter divorce. Over the years, their relationship stabilized to such a degree that when Isabel had some serious medical problems, her ex-husband brought her to his house to help with her recovery.

Susana started at a small company specializing in the then-emerging field of digital marketing, which over time grew in prominence and became a significant player in its sector in Madrid.

With invaluable help from my father-in-law, we bought an apartment in Las Tablas, one of the best new neighborhoods in Madrid. Those were times of sacrifice, of going without, but also of tremendous hope.

Susana and Laura were clearly close friends. They'd been roommates and were a perfect match.

They arrived loaded down with bags of provisions. Laura, who had a certain sixties elegance about her, climbed aboard the yacht and immediately slipped off her shoes to protect the deck. The wind caught her thin dress, revealing long, slender legs. Susana hopped aboard after her.

“Guys, we're going to stow all this in the galley. Give us a bit to get everything ready, and we can leave whenever you want.”

Jorge didn't respond. He just nodded while adjusting some lines and the side fenders, then headed to the bridge to check the navigation equipment and look over the charts of the coast near Rio.

The powerful engines rumbled to life, and the boat picked up speed as we headed for the harbor exit. I looked back at the city's tall buildings slowly receding, disappearing into the distance. Ahead, the open sea stretched out like an immense challenge the Albatross was about to take on. The plan was to head south, skirting the Brazilian coast to explore coastal towns and small islands, stopping whenever we felt like it. Soon the harbor shrank to a line of buildings on the horizon. Laura and Susana settled in at the bow, barefoot, letting the breeze tousle their hair. Laura slipped off her dress, down to a skimpy bikini that left little to the imagination.

“This summer I want to get a real tan,” she said, stretching out on the towel and untying the straps of her bikini top with a carefree laugh. Susana, a bit more reserved, hesitated a moment before following suit and settling in beside her. They looked like a pair of goddesses under the sun, their tanned bodies gleaming in the intense morning light.

“I don’t want to get burned—help me out?” she asked Susana, handing her a bottle of sunscreen with a mischievous smile.

“Don’t leave any tan lines. Make sure you rub it in,” Laura continued with a soft smile.

Susana accepted the bottle with a playful pout. Watching them interact that way stirred a strange excitement in me. Laura turned her back to Susana, who poured some cream into her hands, rubbing it between her palms before applying it to her friend’s shoulders. Susana took her time, sliding her hands with deliberate slowness, massaging her friend’s skin with an almost intimate tenderness. Her hands traveled down Laura’s shoulder blades, tracing a careful path to her waist. Laura relaxed under her touch, tilting her head forward as her hair fell to cover her breasts. The words between them were soft, inaudible to me, but the laughter and touches seemed to wrap them in an energy that surprised me.

I watched them from a bit further back, trying not to be too obvious, though unable to look away. Confusion mixed with a pang of jealousy that frightened me. I knew Susana and Laura had been close for years, but I’d never seen this kind of intensity in my wife—the way Laura arched her neck, or how my wife’s fingers traced her friend’s skin with such sensual delicacy.

I tried to look away, knowing I was seeing too much. Since when did my wife act this way with Laura?

Jorge, on the other hand, seemed indifferent as he handled the helm. They continued their sensual ritual, stealing glances at our reactions.

“What’s the matter, guys? Like what you see? Mario, you’ve got a funny look on your face,” Laura laughed with feigned innocence. “Come on, Susana, my turn now.” They repeated the ritual, though this time Laura, who was bolder than Susana, had her lie face down and began spreading the cream over her buttocks. Susana lay there with her eyes closed, letting Laura work, and I couldn’t take my eyes off those two nearly naked bodies giving themselves over to that sensual massage.

Jorge stayed silent, though he kept his eyes glued to the scene. For my part, I couldn’t help being stunned by what was unfolding—something that bordered on the erotic. Susana was a cheerful, open-minded woman, but I never imagined her relationship with Laura could be this intimate. It was as if they shared a language I couldn’t understand. For a few seconds, I wondered how far their friendship had gone, and I felt a mix of jealousy and excitement I couldn’t put into words.

When that intimate moment ended, they both stretched out on the towels. Laura draped an arm over Susana’s belly and playfully traced her index finger around my wife’s navel while they whispered and laughed.

While helping Jorge with some basic sailing, I couldn’t help wondering if I knew my wife as well as I thought.
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The twilight was beginning to fade, giving way to a sky stained deep blue and the first stars. On the yacht's deck, Susana and Laura had set up an improvised table, decorated with a candle whose flame danced against the sea breeze, creating an intimate and cozy atmosphere. The simple but carefully arranged tableware and tall crystal glasses added an unexpected touch of elegance.

Susana and Laura had also taken care of dinner. They moved easily around the boat's small galley, working together with the easy complicity that seemed to define their relationship. They'd bought the food already prepared and were arranging it on platters—several ceviches of fish and seafood, accompanied by well-chilled white wine.

“Let's toast,” said Jorge, raising his glass.

“What are we toasting to?” asked Susana, smiling.

“To us, to this trip, and because the best adventures always start with a good glass of wine,” said Jorge, winking at Laura, who laughed.

We clinked glasses with a clean, pleasant sound and began to eat. The conversation flowed naturally—we talked about details for the next day, the beaches Jorge wanted us to visit, and our expectations for a trip we all wanted to be absolutely unforgettable. It was Jorge who, as usual, took the initiative to steer the conversation toward a more personal topic. He had a habit of centering everything on himself and his undeniable professional success.

“Mario, have you ever considered making the leap into the business world?” he asked while refilling the wine glasses.

“Honestly, no. I suppose I don't have the temperament or the determination for that,” I said with a shrug.

“Temperament?” Jorge repeated, arching an eyebrow. His tone was almost challenging.

“Yeah, you know, that ability to take risks, to go all in without thinking about the consequences and without looking back. I can't really explain it.”

“You'd be surprised how many sleepless nights I had when I started. How many times I didn't have the slightest idea which path to take. I'll admit, sometimes it's like jumping into the sea without knowing how to swim, hoping that just moving your arms and legs will keep you afloat. And you do it again and again, until suddenly one day you realize you're not just floating—you're swimming.”

“Is that how you started with the nightclubs?” Susana asked with genuine interest.

“More or less. Though you have to understand I started one at a time.” Jorge leaned back in his chair, clearly enjoying his role as narrator. “It all started with a small venue in Salou. I knew it from my summers there as a student. It was a place that had seen better days, but with a ton of potential. Ocean views, a terrace, and enough space to create different areas. I convinced my father to help me with the financing, and I bet everything on offering a different experience. I didn't want a typical bar where tourists come in to get drunk on one-euro-a-liter beer. I was aiming for something different. The best drinks, the best waitresses, and the best music.”

“Did it work from the start?” Susana asked.

“Almost. Though I have to admit a stroke of luck helped me out. For reasons that aren't relevant now, I knew a famous soccer player who spent his summers there. I invited him and his equally famous girlfriend for drinks. One thing led to another, and within a few months the place was packed.”

“That was lucky,” Susana said with a smile.

“The lucky part was that I also invited several journalists from sports papers and gossip magazines. The perfect mix!” Jorge smiled wryly. “After that, everything was much easier. My second venue, in Sitges, was already known for being mine, not for celebrity visits. I managed to make my name the calling card for exclusive venues.”

“And how does Laura fit into all this?” I asked.

“Me? As if I were just another piece of his empire,” she said, smiling.

“Laura, you're a crucial piece. You know that,” Jorge cut in, his tone serious. “We met at the opening of the Ibiza nightclub. Remember? You were wearing a red dress, red high-heeled sandals, and a captivating smile. I haven't been able to forget that image.”

“I remember you were devouring me with your eyes,” Laura said.

“It only took me half an hour and enough drinks to work up the nerve to talk to you.”

“And from there…?” I asked.

“I suppose it was a matter of being in the right place at the right time. I've always believed in luck,” Laura said modestly.

“No way! Come on, Laura, don't be modest. When we met, I only had the venues in Salou, Sitges, and Ibiza. I'm convinced you were the reason everything we've achieved really took off.”

“Really?” Susana raised an eyebrow in surprise.

“Absolutely,” Jorge affirmed. “When I met her, it was already clear she had something special. She was like a magnet for men and women… you know, that mix of envy and admiration.”

“That's exaggerating a bit,” Laura protested, delighted by what she was hearing.

“Not at all, Laura. That same night I thought that if I could get you into my life, everything would improve. And look, it did.”

“I remember that right after finishing college, Laura told me she'd found a job opportunity at the beach. To be honest, I don't remember that period well since I went to the United States to study English. We lost touch for a couple of years,” Susana said, excusing her ignorance of that part of her best friend's life.

“She started organizing events, ad campaigns for drinks, inviting the famous friends of our regulars. I started taking care of those celebrities' needs. You know, absolute discretion about how they partied, who they partied with, and what they partied with. I think that's what really made my brand's venues take off.”

“What happens in Vegas stays in Vegas,” I commented.

“Exactly. What matters most to a celebrity is privacy and discretion. Believe me.”

The conversation flowed on, accompanied by the sound of water lapping against the hull. Jorge leaned back in his chair and suggested moving on to drinks, while Laura settled in beside him, her expression relaxed. Susana and I went below to prepare the drinks. We returned with four gin and tonics and Jorge picked up where he'd left off.

“I don't think I've ever met anyone with as much charisma as Laura. She can make you feel like the center of the universe, every single time. I'm good with numbers and management, but she's good with people.” Laura smiled languidly and exchanged a knowing look with him.

“But it wasn't all smooth sailing, was it?” she said, setting her glass on the table and resting her head on Jorge's shoulder. “There were... complicated moments.”

Jorge pulled back slightly and looked directly into her eyes, as if he knew exactly what Laura meant and she needed his permission to continue.

“Well. Every relationship has its challenges and tests, doesn't it?” he said casually, though his gaze seemed distant, as if recalling specific memories.

“Of course, but you two seem to complement each other really well,” Susana said.

“It's a matter of trust,” Jorge continued, his eyes calmly scanning the table, “and not being afraid to explore new things.”

That response created an odd silence at the table. Susana and I both seemed to want to dig deeper into that comment but didn't dare. There was something in Jorge's tone that hinted at something beyond any normal personal or professional relationship. Susana seemed to have picked up on the same thing, because her smile turned a bit more curious, as if she were waiting for him to go on.

“To be clear, Jorge and I aren't a totally traditional couple, that's all,” Laura chimed in. “We never have been, and apart from the initial difficulties we had to overcome, I think it's been the foundation of our relationship.”

“Traditional?” I interjected, sensing that statement was hiding something deeper lurking between the lines.

“We understand each other in an... unconventional way,” Laura continued, playing with the rim of her glass. Her eyes met Susana's for an instant, and although they said nothing, there was an obvious complicity between them that I couldn't ignore.

“The key is trust and communication,” Jorge insisted. “And of course, complete mutual respect. Always knowing what the other person needs.”

“And you, Mario?” Laura turned toward me with a relaxed, slightly mischievous expression. “How do you like to handle relationships?”

The question caught me off guard, and for a second I didn't know what to say. My eyes briefly met Susana's, which revealed nothing. There was even a hint of surprise in her look, as if she were curious what I might say.

“Well...” I said, trying to keep my composure. “I suppose I'm more traditional, like you said.”

“That has its charm too,” Laura said, looking at Susana with a knowing smile. “Not all couples can be the same.”

“Exactly.” Jorge gave me a pat on the shoulder. “Everyone at their own pace.”

The conversation shifted to other topics, given my obvious discomfort, but I couldn't stop my mind from drifting back to the looks, the tones, and the silences full of meaning. Jorge and Laura didn't need to say it explicitly; their dynamic as a couple was clear and built on their own rules.

Dinner ended with laughter and a final toast under the stars. Jorge and Laura got up from the table, visibly tipsy, and began gathering things to put away in the kitchen and salon. Susana and I cleared the table and folding chairs and stowed them at the stern. Laura came over to wish us goodnight and kissed us before disappearing with Jorge toward their cabin.

Susana and I stayed on deck, listening to the soft murmur of the sea and the creaking of the yacht with each small movement of the waves. She sat on a towel on the deck, the remains of her second gin and tonic in hand. I leaned against the railing, gazing into the absolute darkness of the sea, broken only by the incredible brightness of the stars in that cloudless sky. The silence between us wasn't uncomfortable, but there was an underlying tension left over from the dinner conversation. Finally, I broke the silence.

“Did you notice what they said?” I asked, trying to sound casual.

“What do you mean?” she asked, feigning surprise.

“I don't know. There's something about that relationship that isn't normal. I don't think you need me to spell it out to read between the lines about what's going on between them.”

“Not all couples have to be conventional like ours. There are people who want something more, or who are capable of tolerating or even enjoying things that might seem aberrant to others.”

Her tone was calm, but I caught a subtle edge in those words that made me tense up. I turned toward her, leaning back against the railing.

“And what do you think about that?” I asked directly. “Did you know they had that kind of relationship?”

“Laura is my friend.” Susana looked at me, studying me as if deciding how much she could say. “And yes, I knew some things, but honestly, I don't think that's any of our business.” She set her glass aside and crossed her arms defensively.

“Maybe not, but honestly, I think this is important for us as a couple. I want to know what you think about this. What's more...” I stopped, not knowing how to express what I really wanted to ask. Susana stared at me as if trying to read my thoughts and gauge how her answer might affect our relationship. “I just want to know if you... If you also...?”

“If I also what, Mario?”

“If you've had something with her or with other people,” I blurted out, barely stopping to think about the repercussions.

“Where are you getting these ideas?” Her tone was softer now, with no trace of anger.

“From the way you two look at each other. From that little scene this morning with the sunscreen... Damn it, Susana, you were practically putting on a show.”

“Mario, people can have a close friendship without anything sexual between them. What do you want me to say, Mario? That we've never talked about our fantasies? Do you think I've never wondered what it would be like? Well, yes, I have.”

My mind went blank for an instant. The idea of the two of them together sparked a mix of emotions I didn't know how to handle. It fascinated me and made me deeply uncomfortable at the same time.

“And would you want something like that? An open relationship?” I blurted out without thinking.

Susana looked up and met my eyes with determination.

“I don't know, Mario.” Her voice was calm and honest. “Sometimes I think it could be interesting. Even liberating, though other times I'm not so sure. And now, Mario, I'm going to sleep. It's been an intense day.”

That morning, when I'd seen the girls together on the deck, practically naked, sharing laughter and such intimately knowing gestures, I'd felt something I couldn't name. Laura, with her golden skin and elegant movements, radiated a sensuality impossible to ignore. Susana, beside her, was different—more natural, even shy—which made her behavior strike me even harder. When they rubbed sunscreen on each other with slow, sensual movements, something about the scene made me look away, as if I had no right to witness it. But I quickly realized they wanted me to watch. And I did. I couldn't help but look, and as I did, something tightened in my chest. I didn't know if it was fear that they were sharing something that excluded everyone else, or the opposite—that it might include others. Could I bear to see Jorge with them? Could I handle an open relationship?

I went to sleep with terrible doubts about my own desires and feelings. In the small cabin, it was clear Susana wasn't sleeping either. The conversation had unsettled her too.

“Can I ask you something?” My voice came out more tense than I'd intended.

She sat up in bed and looked at me with worried eyes. I sat on the edge of the bed, searching for the right words.

“Have you ever thought about trying any of those things?” I could barely meet her eyes.

“Be more specific, Mario. If we're going to talk about this, let's do it clearly.” Her tone was firm, but there was a flash of caution in her eyes.

“Jorge and Laura... It seems like they have a much more liberal, open view of relationships. And from what you're telling me, it doesn't seem like you disapprove. Do you believe in that? Do you think we could have a relationship like that?”

“I don't know, Mario. I've never thought about it too seriously, but Laura has talked to me about it. About how they make it work. Sometimes it sounds liberating. I'm not saying I want something like that. Just that sometimes I wonder if what we think is normal is really what's best.”

The image of the two of them rubbing lotion on each other kept coming back to me. A mix of jealousy, curiosity, and desire made me question everything I believed about love, trust, and maybe possession. At the same time, I couldn't deny that something in me wanted to explore that world. Maybe there was a part of Susana that would never fully develop if I didn't give her that option, but I was terrified it could cost us our relationship. Could I bear to see her cross boundaries I wasn't sure I wanted to cross?

“Would you want to sleep with Laura?” I blurted out.

She looked away, and I felt like that was her answer. I took a deep breath, trying to organize my thoughts. What I'd seen that morning had shaken me deeply, and I couldn't ignore the way they'd touched each other, how their hands had slid over their glistening bodies.

“What do you mean?” she asked, her voice serious.

“The way you were with her. It seemed... I don't know, like there was something more between you two, something I definitely didn't know about.”

She laughed softly—not mockingly, but nervously. She seemed to be thinking about what to say.

“Mario, she's been my friend for years. We've already talked about this.”

“I know,” I said, cutting her off. “But that's not what I mean. It's just that...” I paused, searching for the right words. “Have you ever considered something more with her?”

Her eyes widened slightly, but she didn't look away. They held a mix of confusion and something else I couldn't quite place.

“But why are you asking me that?”

I shrugged, trying to appear calm and not dread whatever answer she might give.

“I don't know. Maybe because I can't get what I saw out of my head. Seriously. You looked incredibly comfortable—you seemed… aroused, even. And Laura, don't even get me started. I can't stop thinking about it, Susana.”

She lowered her gaze for a moment, nervously playing with a strand of hair. Then she looked up and met my eyes with a determination that disarmed me.

“Do you want me to tell you the truth?”

I nodded, though I wasn't sure I was ready for what I might hear.

“I don't know, Mario. I'd never seriously considered it. But…” she paused to choose her words carefully, “this morning, while we were sunbathing, something did cross my mind. Something I'd never felt before. I'm not going to lie to you. I don't know if I could actually go through with it, but the situation definitely excited me.”

Her confession hit me like a blast of icy air. I just stood there staring at her, trying to process what I'd just heard. Part of me wanted to dig deeper, to ask what the hell that meant exactly, but another part was afraid of opening a door I couldn't close.

She touched my arm gently, as if to reassure me.

“Mario, I love you. That's the only thing I'm sure of in all of this.”

I stayed silent, staring at the cabin's small window as if I might find some answer in that pitch darkness. But there were no answers. Only more questions piling up in my head.

Did I really know her so little? We'd been together for years—first as boyfriend and girlfriend, sharing trips, laughter, fights, professional successes and failures—then as husband and wife, making plans for the future, thinking about starting a family. I thought I knew every corner of her mind, and yet here she was admitting something I never would have imagined in a million years.

After what I'd seen that morning, I wondered if she was really being honest with me or if there was something more she was keeping to herself.

I didn't consider myself a jealous man. Sure, sometimes I'd felt a slight pang of jealousy when I saw some guy eyeing her hungrily, but it was closer to pride than actual jealousy.

What I felt in that moment was more like loss—as if the woman I'd known and fallen in love with was fading away right before my eyes.

What did it mean that she found the idea of being with her best friend exciting? Was it just Laura, or were there other situations where she might feel that same attraction? Could I live with something like that? Just thinking about it filled me with a physical anguish I could actually feel. A real pain in my chest.

I pulled her toward me and kissed her. She glanced at me from the corner of her eye, with a serene, confident expression that scared me even more. I felt an irrational urge to hold her, to cling to her, to make her promise that our relationship would always be just the two of us. But I also knew that asking her that wouldn't change anything—her desires would still be there. What good would clipping her wings do? If Susana's feelings were that clear, forcing her to suppress them would probably be a death sentence for our marriage.
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It took me several hours to fall asleep that night. In the morning, I was awakened by the bustle on deck—the sound of pulleys and the purr of the yacht's diesel engine. Jorge had dropped the buoys into the water with Laura and Susana's help, and we were slowly approaching the port of Paraty.

According to Jorge, it was a colonial jewel that had remained pristine despite being so close to cosmopolitan Rio. With its squat houses, low roofs, and cobblestone streets, it seemed straight out of a Portuguese colonial-era film.

Paraty was like stepping into a dream from another time. The morning was warm but still fresh from the sea breeze, laden with salt and a hint of humidity you could feel on your skin. We walked through the cobblestone streets, those irregular stones that seemed to have been placed by hands from centuries past, gleaming in the rays of the rising sun.

The town was a postcard frozen in time. The colonial houses, painted white with brightly colored windows and doors, seemed to compete for visitors' attention. There were shades of deep blue, intense greens, yellows that nearly blinded, and reds that stood out like small fires against the predominant white. Each door and window was framed with simple but elegant details, as if time itself had paused to preserve beauty in its purest form.

The center was full of life. The cafés were beginning to open, releasing irresistible aromas of freshly brewed coffee and baked bread. On every corner, small shops sold handicrafts: silver jewelry, hand-dyed textiles, and bottles of local cachaça, the drink that seems to be the soul of Brazil. Laura and Susana walked a few steps ahead of me with the enthusiasm of children exploring a new world, pointing at everything, laughing at every little detail that caught them by surprise.

I stopped for a moment in front of the Church of Santa Rita. It was a simple but imposing structure, its white façade contrasting with touches of gray on the windows and bell tower. There was something deeply moving about its stillness, as if it had witnessed centuries of stories pass through those same streets and remained there still, immutable.

Beyond, the port gleamed. Fishing boats and tourist schooners swayed gently in the turquoise water. Their bright colors—yellows, greens, oranges—seemed to reflect Paraty's vibrant spirit. A few fishermen were unloading their nets while others repaired their gear with slow, almost ceremonial movements.

We crossed a small bridge that led to an open square surrounded by palm trees swaying in the wind. In the center, a musician played guitar, singing in Portuguese with a raspy but melodic voice. I didn't understand the lyrics, but something in his tone reached my soul, as if the song had been made for this place and this moment.

Susana turned toward me, her eyes shining with emotion. It was clear that the trip—this place—filled her with energy, made her feel tremendously alive.

We kept walking, ducking into shops, trying fruits I'd never seen before, stopping at small street food stalls. The flavors were intense, fresh, as if each bite told a story of deep roots. Everything seemed to conspire to draw us deeper into its charm.

When we finally sat down on a terrace facing the sea, cold drinks in hand and the sun blazing overhead, I couldn't help but look at Susana. She was radiant, as if this trip were awakening something inside her that I didn't fully know. As she talked with Laura, gesturing enthusiastically, she looked more alive than I'd ever seen her.

The meal passed in a blur of laughter and exclamations of pleasure over the fish and seafood dishes we tried.

Jorge turned toward us with a broad smile—one of those he always seemed to have ready for any occasion, I got the impression—and announced: “Tonight we're having dinner in town. They've recommended a wonderful place to me, authentic, one of those you can't miss if you visit Paraty.”

Laura and Susana clapped like giddy schoolgirls when they heard the news, as if the promise of dinner in a picturesque spot were the greatest adventure imaginable.

“But first, let's head back to the boat,” Susana said. “Let's rest a bit and then get dressed up for the evening,” she added, winking at me. “Mario and I are still tired from the trip.”

We walked back to the dock, this time with the sun slowly sinking toward the horizon. The sky was beginning to take on warm colors: oranges, pinks, and touches of purple reflected in the calm waters. The landscape was beautiful, so perfect it seemed straight out of a postcard. The girls talked nonstop, speculating about what to wear for dinner, describing the dresses they'd brought and the jewelry they wanted to show off. Laura, in particular, was brimming with enthusiasm, describing in lavish detail a red dress that, according to her, “would turn every head in the restaurant.”

When we arrived at the dock, the yacht awaited us, imposing as it swayed gently with the waves. We climbed aboard, and while the girls quickly disappeared toward their cabins to begin their transformation ritual, Jorge and I stayed on deck.

“I hope you enjoy tonight, Mario,” Jorge said. “Paraty has a special charm at night. The music, the lights... It's something you have to experience.”

I went to the cabin to rest. When I opened the door, Susana was standing in front of the mirror, holding two dresses against her body—one blue, one black. Her expression was that of someone weighing two life-altering decisions.

“What do you think?” she asked, turning toward me. “The blue one's mine, and Lau's lending me the black one. I think there's no question, right?”

“Honestly, either one will look good on you,” I answered sincerely. Both would, though obviously the black one was much sexier and more provocative.

She smiled, but I caught something in her eyes—a spark of mischief.

“Then the black one,” she finally said, laying it on the bed. “It's much sexier than mine.”

Everything was so perfect it seemed almost unreal. While Susana got ready and the sound of the hair dryer filled the cabin, I sat on the edge of the bed and looked out the window at the lit-up town in the distance.
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Jorge and I were sharing a beer on deck. The girls had been inside for quite a while now, and we were both getting impatient. It's amazing how long two women can take to get ready together.

When they reappeared an hour later, the air on deck seemed to stand still. Laura was the first to emerge. She wore a red satin dress that hugged her body with a perfection that defied logic. The thin straps left her shoulders bare, and the plunging neckline framed her breasts in a way that made it hard to look away. Her long, tanned legs gleamed, probably from some lotion. Once on deck, she slipped on red strappy sandals with sky-high heels, and the final effect was hypnotic.

“What do you think, love?” she asked Jorge as she slowly turned in front of him.

“You look spectacular,” Jorge said with a whistle, genuinely surprised by his girlfriend's beauty. “You're going to be the queen of the town tonight.”

“Wait, Susana's coming out now. I lent her one of my outfits, and I think the little slut looks better in it than I do.”

At that moment Susana appeared. I felt my heart skip a beat. Laura had lent her a black dress, tight and short, with a plunging neckline that revealed the perfect curve of her breasts—braless. Her hair hung loose, falling in waves over her shoulders, and her lips were painted a deep red that contrasted with the black of the dress. I noticed her eyes were heavily made up, and I figured that must have been Laura's doing, since Susana doesn't usually go heavy on the eye makeup.

“How do I look?” she asked, fixing her penetrating gaze on me.

I swallowed hard, trying to keep my voice from betraying me…

“You're… incredible,” was all I managed to say. I noticed Jorge's gaze fixed on her cleavage, and I felt a surge of pride at her beauty.

We got off the boat and headed toward the town center. The yellowish glow of the streetlamps lit up the cobblestone streets, creating a warm atmosphere. The air was full of music. Samba and bossa nova drifted from the bars, pubs, and restaurants. People filled the terraces while waiters came and went with trays loaded with caipirinhas, beers, and seafood.

Jorge and Laura walked ahead. They really made a perfect couple. Tall, elegant, self-assured. Susana and I walked behind, taking everything in with curiosity. I was genuinely euphoric and couldn't take my eyes off my wife, who I'd never seen look so beautiful in my life. I was aware of the many eyes following her as she passed.

We arrived at a small but bustling bar with outdoor tables under a trellis. The interior was decorated with dim lights and black-and-white photographs of the city. Jorge led us to a table near the dance floor, where a band was playing live samba that made you want to move.

Laura and Susana seemed to be in their element, swaying slightly to the rhythm of the music. I couldn't stop watching them. Just by sitting down, they'd become the center of attention. Especially Laura, who knew exactly how to work a room. A smile here, a glance there, a toss of her hair to finish melting everyone around her. Susana had to sit somewhat stiffly to keep the neckline from revealing too much of her magnificent breasts. She sat across from me in her black dress with the deep neckline that let the slightest movement reveal the rounded profile of her breasts. She kept discreetly adjusting the fabric so it wouldn't show too much. Her discomfort was obvious to me, but it didn't seem to bother Jorge at all, who sat beside me with his eyes glued to her cleavage.

Laura, sitting next to her, seemed to be enjoying the situation. In her tight red dress, as daring as the one she'd lent Susana, she also looked stunning. It was impossible not to look at her and enjoy that mix of elegance and sensuality. They kept whispering conspiratorially and exchanging tension-filled glances. Laura leaned in and whispered in her ear.

“Relax, enjoy the attention. You have nothing to hide. If anything, you're the center of attention for every guy in here.”

“And plenty of women too,” Jorge added with a laugh. Laura gave a little laugh, and her cheeks seemed to flush slightly.

“Easy for you to say. You're not the one who feels like everything's about to spill out,” she whispered.

Laura raised an eyebrow and leaned forward, resting her elbows on the table, which made her own neckline plunge even deeper.

“Believe me, gorgeous, nobody's looking at your discomfort. They're enjoying the show.”

Jorge, sitting across from Laura, made no effort to hide his lascivious glances at both necklines. His gaze moved shamelessly from one to the other. I had the feeling his eyes lingered longer on Susana's, though that was probably just my perception. For my part, I felt a mix of discomfort and pride. I couldn't deny that Susana looked stunning in that sexy, suggestive dress. Her loose hair falling over her tanned shoulders, her gleaming bronzed skin, and that makeup that made her seem like a different woman. But at the same time, the attention she was getting from all the men in the place, especially Jorge, made me uncomfortable. In fact, he noticed me watching him and flashed me a smile I couldn't quite read.

“You're a lucky man, Mario. Your wife is the most radiant person in the whole plaza. Well, I take that back—we've got the two most stunning women in the entire city.” He raised his glass and toasted them.

“Thanks. Laura, you look gorgeous too,” I said, trying to seem more relaxed than I felt.

“A woman should know what suits her and try to make the most of her assets. At our age, Susana and I have to show as much as possible—without being vulgar,” Laura said. “The rest is just props. Nothing excites a man more than well-groomed feet in high heels, a deep, suggestive neckline. Guaranteed success. The proof is right here…”

“Don't exaggerate, Laura,” Susana interjected. “It's just a dress.”

“What are you talking about! It's not just a dress. It's THE dress! The crown jewel of my wardrobe.” Laura laughed, flashing her perfect teeth.

Susana smiled. The curve of her lips betrayed her pride. She knew she looked spectacular, and despite a hint of discomfort, she was clearly enjoying the attention and the glances from everyone around her.

With the arrival of the dinner plates, the atmosphere relaxed considerably. Susana now moved with complete ease, no longer conscious of how her breasts shifted beneath the fabric, and more than once Jorge and I caught a glimpse of a nipple peeking out. I admit I was the most tense of the four, and Susana noticed.

“Are you okay?” she said, placing her hand on mine.

“Of course,” I nodded. I realized I needed to relax and enjoy the evening. I didn't want to be the party pooper.

She seemed to accept my answer, but she knew something was on my mind. Her hand remained on my arm, and she gazed at me with those intense, warm eyes.

Meanwhile, Laura ordered another bottle of wine from the waiter, and the night continued with laughter and light conversation.

The restaurant was beginning to empty as the sea breeze drifted between the tables. We had finished dinner, but no one seemed in a hurry to head back to the boat. Jorge had finished pouring the second bottle of wine, and the full glasses seemed like the perfect excuse to stretch out the evening.

Susana, who had relaxed a bit after several sips, was fidgeting with her foot under the table, sliding it in and out of her black high-heeled sandal—one of those I knew was beyond our budget. It was a habit of hers when she wanted to distract herself, but this time I couldn't help noticing Jorge's eyes discreetly lingering on the movement. Clearly, Laura had been right in her earlier comment about men's tastes, especially her boyfriend's.

“Mario,” Jorge said suddenly, changing the subject after some light chat about dessert, “tell me more about your work.”

“You know, physical education teacher,” I responded casually. It was a topic I didn't usually talk about much, especially in an environment like this, where everything seemed to exude luxury and success.

“Must be interesting,” he added, with a tone I couldn't decide whether was genuine or condescending.

“Yeah, well, it's a simple life,” I replied, taking a sip of wine to buy time. “Not much glamour, but I like what I do.”

Susana jumped in quickly, perhaps trying to soften what she knew I was feeling.

“Mario is passionate about working with his students, especially the kids who need an extra push.”

Jorge nodded, but his smile always seemed on the verge of morphing into something else.

“That's admirable. Though I have to admit, I don't know if I could adapt to such a... predictable routine.”

“Well, not all of us can have yachts and live off our investments, right?” I replied, trying to keep my tone relaxed, though I knew Susana could detect the edge in my words.

Jorge seemed amused by my comment. He raised his glass and said:

“That's true. But it wasn't always like this. I started from the bottom. Laura knows that better than anyone.”

Laura, who until that moment had remained silent, leaned forward with a smile.

“It's true. When I met Jorge, he barely had two nightclubs and was trying to open a third. Nothing like what he has now. Though back then, everything was easier. Trust me.”

Jorge laughed, almost as if trying to downplay the comment.

“I just knew what I wanted, and I went after it. That's all.”

“And what was that leap like? I imagine it wasn't easy,” Susana asked.

“Of course it wasn't,” Jorge responded, turning slightly toward her—enough for me to notice how his gaze quickly swept over her cleavage before returning to her face. “But I've always believed in taking risks. If you stay in your comfort zone, you're never going to achieve great things.”

“Sure,” I said, feeling my shoulders tense. “Though not all of us are in a position to take such big risks. Sometimes you have to settle for what you can afford.”

Jorge nodded slowly, as if considering my words. But then he shrugged.

“It's a matter of perspective. I've always thought that if something's worth it, you find a way.”

“And if you can't find one, you make one,” Laura added, backing up Jorge's point.

Susana looked at her glass, clearly uncomfortable with where the conversation was heading. I knew that expression; she was trying to find a way to step in without seeming like she was picking sides. Finally, she looked up at Jorge.

“And how do you feel now that you have all this? The yacht, the cars, the houses...?”

Jorge looked at her with a mixture of satisfaction and something I couldn't quite place.

“Satisfied, I suppose. Though there's always something more. The important thing is sharing it with the right people.”

“Like you do with Laura,” I interjected, trying to keep my tone neutral, though I couldn't stop it from sounding slightly loaded.

“Exactly,” Jorge said, smiling broadly. “Though she's come to understand that sometimes you need to be flexible and open to sharing it with others. That definitely makes things more interesting.”

The conversation went on for quite a while longer, but I was no longer really present. Every conversation we had made it clearer that this couple was anything but conventional.

Paraty's warm air wrapped around us as the girls, visibly tipsy from the wine and cocktails, decided they wanted to go dancing and keep the party going. Jorge suggested a pub with a terrace overlooking the sea. He said it had a great DJ who mixed Brazilian music with other styles—varied enough for dancing, listening, or chatting. We all agreed.

The moment we arrived, all eyes were on the girls again. But this time, I noticed Susana showed not the slightest sign of discomfort. Quite the opposite. She walked sensually in those heels, her hips swaying with each step. That swaying made her breasts move rhythmically beneath the scant fabric of her dress. I can't deny I was getting excited by all that movement. Her sandals showed off her delicate feet, toenails painted a deep red. The heels accentuated her legs, already shapely on their own. Beside her, Laura had let one strap of her dress slip off her shoulder as if by accident, but she made no move to fix it. The soft, shiny fabric caught the light, highlighting her gorgeous curves even more.

The music greeted us with an electrifying rhythm. The dance floor was packed, but that didn't intimidate Jorge, who took Laura by the hand and led her straight to the center. Susana looked at me with a challenging smile and held out her hand. I'd never been a good dancer, and she knew it.

I tried to keep up with her, but the grace of her movements made it clear she was on another level. Susana danced as if she'd rehearsed a choreography just for that music. Her hips moved to the beat, and with each step she rubbed seductively against my body. I noticed other men's eyes on us again, but this time, all I felt was pride at being with the most beautiful girl at the party. She danced oblivious to everything, laughing every time I missed a step.

Jorge and Laura, of course, seemed like they'd been born on that dance floor. Jorge knew how to lead her, and she gave herself over to the rhythm completely. Their movements were synchronized, almost as if they'd rehearsed them. I noticed Jorge's hand resting on Laura's ass. They were drawing plenty of stares too.

After a couple of songs, Susana, still laughing at my clumsy steps, decided to switch partners. Without warning, she grabbed Laura's hand and pulled her to the center of the floor.

“What are you doing?” Laura asked between laughs, but Susana just winked conspiratorially.

“Come on, gorgeous!”

What followed was a spectacle that left many of the dancers breathless—and Jorge and me even more so. They began dancing with a chemistry and synchronization that was at once natural and perfectly calculated. Laura wrapped her arms around Susana's waist while Susana tilted her head back, letting her hair cascade down like a waterfall. Their bodies swayed and brushed against each other constantly. The sight of those two beauties moving like that set the whole pub on fire. Their dresses, red and black, stood out against the flashing disco lights. Laura grabbed Susana's hands, raised them, and spun her around. Part of my wife's breasts came into full view, but she didn't seem to care. At the same time, her skirt rode up, nearly revealing her panties and giving everyone a stunning view of her thighs.

Jorge and I, standing at the bar, exchanged a look. Jorge had a half smile on his face—I suppose he found the expression on mine amusing. I was having trouble swallowing.

“You know, these two know exactly what they're doing,” he said calmly.

I didn't respond. I was stunned by what my wife and her friend were doing on the dance floor. I noticed the faces of all the men who now surrounded them without the slightest shame, devouring them with their eyes.

Laura provided the finishing touch when, during one of the moves, she slipped behind Susana and kissed her neck intensely while my wife tilted her head and let herself be kissed. At that moment, a stab of anguish hit my chest. I couldn't believe what I was seeing, and I even felt a bit violated.

When the song ended, they received thunderous applause from the devoted crowd, and while Jorge clapped and looked at me expecting me to join in, I felt like the smallest person in the world. I applauded, though I just as easily could have bolted for the door. When they finally came back, they were radiant. Susana was sweating slightly, and with flushed cheeks, she came up to me and kissed me on the lips.

Laura walked up to Jorge, took a sip from his glass while giving him a mischievous look, and kissed him like I'd rarely seen anyone kiss before. They melted into a lustful kiss, and Jorge caressed her ass shamelessly, oblivious to all the envious stares around us.

When they pulled apart, Susana leaned in close and whispered, asking if I'd liked the show. I didn't know what to say.

The night air was still thick with warmth and humidity, seeming to invite abandon. I suggested heading back to the boat, looking for some refuge after the scene at the pub, but the girls, tipsy from the alcohol and the adrenaline of dancing, didn't seem ready to call it a night. Jorge stepped in and said he agreed we should head back to the boat—we could finish our party more comfortably there, and he was tired. He promised them music, more drinks, and a few more surprises. That calmed me down, since the vibe that had built up between the girls and the crowd at the pub was really unsettling.

Laura was the first to break the silence when Jorge put on some music through the boat's small sound system. A slow, sensual melody filled the space. Laura kicked off her heels, letting her sandals drop beside the wooden table, then climbed onto it with a carefree laugh.

“Come on. Let's keep this party going.”

Susana was quick to follow her lead. Her black dress, now a bit wrinkled, had ridden up enough for me to see she wasn't wearing any underwear. I shifted my gaze to Laura, who had hiked up her dress, and I noticed she wasn't wearing anything underneath either. I caught a fleeting glimpse of her bare mound before she turned toward Jorge, who was watching her spellbound.

Between laughs and twirls, the girls started moving closer together. Laura placed her hands on Susana's waist, guiding her as they danced. The laughter gave way to knowing glances. Laura's hands traveled slowly up Susana's body to her shoulders, then began sliding back down, grazing the edge of my wife's breasts. Jorge, always so self-assured, approached them with two glasses in hand. He offered them the drinks, and without a word, moved behind Laura and started caressing her ass beneath her dress. I was shocked, but Susana was watching them in a way that truly frightened me. There was lust in her eyes.

Susana turned toward me and looked at me with eyes that pierced right through me.

“What's wrong, Mario? Are you going to stand there all night watching like a spectator?” she asked, her tone playful yet deadly serious.

I moved toward her and she took my hands, swaying her hips slowly. She leaned down, giving me a view of her breasts through her low neckline, and brought her lips to mine in a deep kiss. Her tongue pushed into my mouth almost violently, searching for mine.

Jorge and Laura stayed lost in their own world, oblivious now to our presence. He kept caressing her ass, and suddenly I could see Laura's mound just inches from my eyes. I looked away toward Susana, who was watching Laura with an intensity that stunned me. My wife seemed like a stranger to me.

Jorge, with a mischievous smile, pulled away from Laura and disappeared below deck for a moment. The girls had climbed down from the table and were finishing the last sips of their drinks when he returned with a small black leather case.

“I promised you a surprise, and I always keep my promises,” he said. “Tonight deserves something special. Don't you think?”

I eyed the case warily, already knowing what was inside. Jorge opened it, revealing a small bag of white powder, a credit card, and a small metal tube. Susana moved closer, curious, while Laura smacked Jorge on the arm.

“Jorge, you're incorrigible!” Laura exclaimed, laughing.

“Come on, it's just to finish the party on a high. It's nothing. Mario, this is pure quality,” Jorge said as he expertly prepared four thin parallel lines.

“I… I don't know if I should,” Susana murmured without even glancing at me.

“Come on, Susanita, it's just once. Relax, we're among friends,” Laura said, placing her hand on my wife's back.

I tensed as I watched Susana, after a brief hesitation, accept the metal tube and lean toward the table. Before I could say anything, she snorted the powder and threw her head back. Laura hugged her and kissed her deeply on the lips.

“That's it, girls,” Jorge exclaimed, offering me the tube.

“No,” I answered, mustering all my resolve.

“Your loss,” he said as he did his own line. He wet his finger with saliva and ran it across the table to collect any remaining powder, then without the slightest embarrassment slid it between Laura's legs.

“Susana! What the hell are you doing?” I exclaimed, beside myself. “I think that's enough for today! How far do you plan to go tonight?”

“Oh, Mario, please!” Susana responded, looking at me with shining eyes and flushed cheeks. “Always so serious and so proper. You know what? Sometimes you should relax a little and enjoy yourself.”

“Relaxing doesn't mean doing stupid things,” I responded, almost beside myself.

“Don't be so hard on her,” Laura intervened. “We're here to have a good time. What's wrong with letting loose a little?”

The tension on deck was growing, but before I could say anything more, Jorge raised a glass to toast to the best night.

Laura and Susana raised their glasses too, laughing. Jorge switched the music. Now disco was playing. They danced to the new rhythm, less sensual but more frenetic. Jorge joined them, moving between them and grabbing them by the waist. I looked down, and when I looked back up, I saw Jorge pulling his hand out from inside Susana's dress. This was never going to end. I stood up angrily and approached Susana.

“That's enough, Susana! Let's go to the cabin.” She looked at me through half-closed eyes, a strange expression on her face. Her lipstick had smeared and her eye makeup was smudged.

“You're a killjoy, Mario. But fine. Let's go.” She headed toward the cabin, stumbling slightly, and turned back toward Jorge and Laura with a gesture that showed her disappointment at not being able to continue the party.

As soon as we entered the cabin, I slammed the door shut and Susana, still with a smile on her lips, let herself fall onto the bed completely limp. One breast was exposed and I could see her mound displayed shamelessly.

“What are you laughing at?” I said, almost beside myself.

“What am I laughing at, Mario? At you, damn it! You're a fucking killjoy, you know that?” Susana tried to fix her eyes on mine, though she had trouble focusing them. Her tone was no longer mischievous or playful.

“A killjoy? Is that what I am to you? But I'm the only one who seems to have any common sense here!”

Susana sat up, swaying slightly as she pointed her finger at me. She didn't bother to adjust her dress. She was practically naked.

“You have no fucking clue how to have fun. Always so goddamn proper, always so worried about what’s right and what’s wrong.”

“Having fun? That’s what you call what just happened? Snorting shit up your nose while Jorge gropes you right in front of me—that’s your idea of fun? Acting like a bitch in heat with Laura seems normal to you? You have no idea what kind of scene you two made at the pub.”

Susana’s ironic smile vanished instantly, and her expression grew calm. It even seemed like the line was wearing off.

“What the fuck are you insinuating?”

“I’m not insinuating anything, Susana—I’m saying it to your fucking face. How far were you planning to go? Did you have any limits tonight, or were you planning to end up fucking them?”

Susana got up from the bed unsteadily. Her eyes were burning with fury. I never would have imagined she could react like that.

“Don’t drag them into this! You know what? You’re a fucking insecure mess. Ever since we started this trip, you’ve been jealous of Jorge. You’ve spent two days judging everything I do or say.”

“I have no idea what’s going through your head. I look at you, and I don’t recognize the woman I married. What the fuck is this about me being jealous of Jorge?”

Susana took a step toward me, looking directly into my eyes. Her gaze was a mixture of fury and contempt that I couldn’t miss. I knew Jorge and Laura must be listening to this all-out war of insults and accusations, but I didn’t care.

“Maybe... you’ve only known the part of me you wanted to know. You know what I think? I’m married to a coward. You’re fucking spineless. Everything scares you. You can’t let go of control for even a second.”

“You’re playing with fire, Susana. Look at yourself! Dancing like that with them, letting him eye you and grope you like some common whore.”

“So what if he looks at me? Does it bother you? Are you afraid someone might want me? Because, you know what? I like being looked at. I like feeling desired. And yes—I’d like to feel properly fucked!” Susana was completely beside herself. She wasn’t shouting, but her words cut deep. They hit me like a punch to the gut.

“This is unbelievable,” I said, lowering my voice, barely able to keep going with this madness. “I don’t understand any of this. What’s happening to you? Do you want to end our marriage? Because let me tell you, you’re doing a hell of a job.”

Susana didn’t answer. She just glared at me again. There wasn’t the slightest hint of regret or guilt in her eyes. I felt a lump in my throat, but I managed to hold back the tears. I left the cabin, closing the door behind me. The air in there had become suffocating.

I didn’t dare go up on deck—I didn’t want to run into Jorge and Laura. The situation was unbearable. On that yacht, we barely had any privacy. The cabins were crammed together, and the common areas offered no solitude. I felt trapped. Up on deck, silence reigned. They’d turned off the music, and not a sound could be heard. I was on high alert, trying to figure out where they’d gone, when a slight creak told me they’d retreated to their cabin. I strained to listen for any sound coming from there, and soon I heard their moans. They were in there fucking like crazy.

Without waiting any longer, I went up on deck. The city lights were starting to go out.


	Madrid


MARIO
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I remember the trip back to Madrid as a blur. My senses were dulled, almost shut down. I can barely recall the flight, the wait at the airport, or the taxi ride home. I couldn’t stop thinking that Susana was probably at that very moment scheming to set up a threesome, getting high, or drinking herself into oblivion. Just thinking about it made me nauseous, and my heart would race until it almost hurt.

For several days I cursed myself for leaving. Doubts assailed me about whether I should have stayed with her and fought for what we had, but immediately the memories came flooding back—the hatred and contempt radiating from her eyes the night of the argument, the scorn in her words, even her mocking tone. Those images kept returning, eating away at me from the inside. It wasn’t long before that sadness began to transform. At first it was just a pang, something uncomfortable that occasionally hit me as pressure in my chest. That resentment grew silently, stirred up by my imagination and doubts about what Susana might be doing in Brazil. Suddenly I realized that feeling was hatred. A hatred that grew every time I thought about her.

I found it hard to believe what was happening to me. I couldn’t think straight, I felt compelled to torture myself, and that only increased my hatred toward my wife. I couldn’t comprehend her stupidity, her selfishness, her immaturity... I kept hurling derogatory adjectives at her in my mind. But meanwhile, somewhere in Brazil, she was probably running wild in a spiral of vice and infidelity.

I found it hard to believe this was really happening. I had loved Susana in a pure, simple way. Just love, nothing more. We had given each other everything during our relationship, and now I felt that rage taking hold of me like a poison.

I thought about her smile, the one that used to fill me with life and that on that last night had turned into a mocking grimace. I tried to remember details from our relationship that might have warned me about what happened in Brazil. I analyzed conversations, recalled situations, but none of those scenes from our past could have prepared me for what awaited.

Curiously, that hatred became the energy that kept me going. It was like a fire that burned me, but at the same time kept me on my feet. Every time I thought about her, I imagined her in increasingly extreme situations. I imagined her with Jorge and Laura, enjoying wild sex. Other times I imagined her drunk, being caressed by anonymous hands, licked by strangers’ tongues in an act of perpetual self-destruction. I also imagined her getting high on everything under the sun and ending up in a spiral of depravity that tormented me.
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The phone rang for the third time in a row. The screen displayed “Isabel—mother-in-law” again. I sighed. I didn’t feel like talking to anyone, especially not her. Still, given how persistent she was being, I decided to answer.

“Yes?” I said, not bothering to hide my exhaustion.

“Mario, for God’s sake! Finally! Where are you, son?” Isabel’s voice sounded anguished. I’d never heard her sound like that, and honestly, it worried me.

“I’m in Madrid, Isabel. What’s wrong?” I asked, my stomach in knots.

Her voice was trembling, and I was instantly on alert. Isabel wasn’t a dramatic person at all. Quite the opposite. Life had thrown countless challenges her way, and she’d always handled them with commendable stoicism. So her tone scared me, and my mind immediately jumped to Brazil. A shipwreck, a kidnapping, a thousand different disasters that could have happened since I left.

“That’s what I want you to explain to me. What are you doing here? What’s going on, Mario?”

I ran my hand over my head, searching for the right words. At the same time, the pressure of recent events came flooding back, settling into my temples.

“I’m not with them. I came back to Madrid,” I said dryly.

“What? What are you saying, Mario? What’s happening?” Her voice dropped. “What about Susana?”

The tone of her voice had changed. It had gone grave, almost to a whisper, as if she feared being overheard.

“You see, Mario...” She was silent for a few moments. “I’ve been looking at the photos Susana posted on social media, and I noticed you weren’t in any of them. At first I didn’t think much of it—I assumed you were the one taking the pictures. But then I recognized Laura Remiro in those photos. You know her, right?”

“Of course. Laura and Jorge, the couple we went on vacation with. What’s wrong, Isabel? What’s worrying you?”

Again, silence on the other end of the line stretched on forever.

“Mario, I need you to come to the house. No! Better yet—I’ll come to yours. We need to talk. Laura has always been a terrible influence on Susana. She was back then, and I’m afraid she will be again. The proof is that you’re here and not with her... Mario, I need to talk to you. There are things you need to know to understand all of this. Things Arturo and I never told you because we thought they were behind us, and because we didn’t want to... worry you. We thought that chapter of Susana’s life was over and done with. I also need you to tell me what happened between you two that made you decide to come back and leave her alone in Brazil.”

An uncomfortable silence took over the line. I felt another stab of anguish in the pit of my stomach. That last comment bothered me. She had no idea what I’d had to put up with from her little girl, and I didn’t want her judging me for leaving.

“What do you mean, Isabel? You’re scaring me,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

“Susana went through some dark times before she met you, Mario. Drugs, alcohol, bad company... and Laura was always right in the middle of it all. I don’t want to alarm you, but I’m terrified that being around her could lead Susana to... relapse.”

Drugs? Alcohol? What was she talking about? The weight of those words hit me like a ton of bricks. Part of me understood perfectly what Isabel had said—I’d noticed a radical change in Susana’s behavior the moment she reconnected with Laura. I felt like I needed to find out the truth.

“All right, Isabel. Come whenever you want.” Suddenly I felt like the living room was spinning around me. I had to sit down.

“Thank you, Mario. This won’t be easy to talk about, but I think you need to know everything that happened so you can understand. In fact... I’ll bring Arturo and Mamen with me so they can help me explain it all.”

I hung up and stared at my phone, paralyzed. There were secrets in Susana’s past that I knew nothing about. Secrets that threatened to destroy our marriage—if it wasn’t already destroyed.

I had no intention of changing clothes, shaving, or showering. The threadbare sweatshirt and worn sweatpants served as a uniform for my state of mind, and honestly, I wanted that look to register with them. The look of a broken husband. I didn’t want to hide or pretend in front of them. I wanted them to see the state their daughter had left me in. Maybe I was playing the victim, or even trying to dramatize my situation, but I felt it was my right to show them the damage she’d done to me.

Isabel’s call had left a deafening echo in my head. I couldn’t stop imagining the worst, most sordid scenarios—the worst possible outcomes. There was something disturbing about Isabel’s insistence. Her desperation was no exaggeration.

The doorbell rang shortly after, interrupting my thoughts. I got up from the couch without rushing and opened the door. Arturo, Isabel, and Mamen stood there, their faces full of anguish.

Isabel rushed toward me immediately. She kissed me on the cheek and whispered “hello, my love”—words that sounded like heaven to me. Behind her stood Arturo, with that facade of authority he always seemed to carry. And behind him, Mamen—“the secretary,” as Susana disparagingly called her—who had always struck me as a good and caring woman.

I told them to come in. The living room was a complete mess. I hadn't bothered to clear the dirty dishes from the table or turn off the television, which had been droning on for hours without me paying any attention. I wanted them to feel the chaos I was living in.

They sat on the sofa while I remained standing, arms crossed. Mamen looked at me with a mixture of compassion and curiosity, as if trying to gauge how deep the damage ran.

“What happened in Brazil, Mario?” Isabel asked, her face full of anguish.

I stared at the floor for a few seconds, trying to sort through the cascade of events that had led to my departure. They waited, eyes fixed on me, anxious to hear what had happened. I took a deep breath before beginning. My voice came out as a whisper.

“Honestly, I don't know where to start,” I admitted, looking up to meet her gaze. The anguish in her eyes made me decide to just begin.

“From the beginning, Mario. Take your time and tell us everything,” Arturo said, his tone grave.

I leaned forward, resting my elbows on my knees, trying to gather my thoughts.

“The trip started… well. At least, that's how it seemed at first. Jorge, Laura's boyfriend and owner of the yacht we were sailing on, was genuinely friendly, and despite not knowing them at all, I felt comfortable. Susana, on the other hand, was thrilled—about the trip itself and about reuniting with Laura. She kept saying we needed a change of pace. As you can imagine, Jorge's loaded. He owns several nightclub and pub chains here in Spain, and he's trying to expand into some exclusive spots in Brazil. On board the yacht, everything was luxurious. Fine wine, magnificent food, elegant clothes… When we went ashore, they took us to the best restaurants and venues. Susana was on cloud nine.”

Isabel closed her eyes and sighed deeply, while Mamen put an arm around her shoulders.

“From the very beginning, I felt somewhat uncomfortable. Don't get me wrong, they were pleasant and generous, but… I don't know, something felt off. Jorge bragged about his money and his achievements. About his drive to be a winner. Meanwhile, the connection between Laura and your daughter was almost electric. I can't explain the bond between them. They laughed together, whispered… Once we set sail, they lay in the sun topless and rubbed sunscreen on each other. Frankly, it was a moment of intimacy between them that really caught me off guard.”

I paused to take a sip of water while they waited in complete silence for me to continue.

“I don't know if you knew this, but Susana, although she'd done it a few times, didn't usually sunbathe topless, and she certainly only did it when we were alone. There, she had no qualms about doing it in front of a stranger who couldn't take his eyes off her. For me, it was pretty uncomfortable. This wouldn't have meant anything if not for what started to develop between them.”

The three of them looked at me in silence, worried about what I might tell them next.

“The first night, we had dinner on the boat. It was more than obvious that Jorge and Laura had a very different lifestyle from ours, and I'm not just talking about money. They spoke openly about parties, about excess, and even hinted that they were an open couple. You know what that means.”

“Open? What's that?” Isabel asked innocently.

“It means they don't close themselves off from being intimate with other people, and they do it with mutual consent. Basically,” Mamen said. “A 'decent' way of saying they fuck whoever they want without any drama.”

The three of them exchanged glances and encouraged me to continue.

“It wasn't until we went ashore, to a small town south of Rio de Janeiro, that things started to spiral out of control. The plan was to go to dinner and then to a club for drinks. Laura and Susana looked absolutely dazzling. It seemed like they wanted to turn every head they passed. Laura lent Susana some clothes, since she doesn't own anything that provocative.”

I paused my story and showed them the photos I'd taken that night. In them, the women looked beautiful, though somewhat brazen. The looks on their faces were priceless.

“Damn,” Arturo exclaimed. “Look at them…”

Isabel and Mamen looked at each other in silence.

“As the night went on, Susana and Laura grew closer and closer. They danced together in a way you wouldn't believe, touching and caressing each other, until finally they kissed. It was…” I paused, searching for the right word. “Surreal.”

“They kissed? What do you mean, kissed?” Isabel asked incredulously.

“Well… Not like you and I kissed when you arrived. A different kind of kiss. Anyway, things were about to get even worse. Back on the yacht to continue the party in private, Jorge pulled out a bag of cocaine. They offered us some. Susana was… tipsy and excited, euphoric. I didn't even have time to stop her—she snorted a line without thinking twice.”

Isabel began to sob, her hands flying to her mouth in horror. Arturo closed his eyes and drew a breath.

“Look. I don't want to upset you with things I didn't see, but after going over it a thousand times in my head, remembering every moment of those days, I have the feeling that it was the first line I saw her snort, but not the first she'd ever done—or even the first on that trip. I have no proof, but her behavior wasn't normal, and I find it hard to believe her connection with Laura alone could have made her that wound up.” I looked at them and decided to continue. “Imagine… If they were euphoric from too many drinks, with the coke, things turned lewd. I even saw Jorge reach under Susana's dress and grab her ass… And…” I lowered my eyes in shame. “…Susana wasn't wearing any underwear.”

“Oh my God!” Isabel exclaimed, horrified.

“I’m not sure I need to go into all the details... I know it’s unpleasant,” I said, seeing my mother-in-law’s reaction.

“Go on, Mario. It must have been much harder for you.” I had never heard my father-in-law use that tone. It conveyed concern and disappointment, but above all, deep anger.

“Well, that night was the beginning of the end. When we got back to the cabin, I told her she was acting like a tramp. We said terrible things to each other. I won’t pretend I didn’t say awful things too, but what really made me want to leave the boat and abandon her there was the look on her face. It was a mix of defiance and mockery. Of fury. I’d never seen that look in her eyes before. And remember, she was high on top of it all. I don’t even want to think about it.” I covered my face with my hands and tried to keep my voice steady. I felt Mamen’s arm on my shoulders, trying to comfort me.

“Easy, Mario. Take your time.”

“I’m almost done. The next day, I packed my suitcase and left. Susana woke up with a terrible hangover, or so I imagine. She didn’t even try to stop me. She called me a coward, and as a ‘goodbye kiss,’ she told me she had no idea what might happen there with Jorge and Laura—and that by leaving, I’d never find out either.”

The silence that followed was heavy. Almost unbearable. Arturo was the first to speak.

“Do you have any idea where they are or what might have happened since you got back?”

“No. I’ve blocked her on all social media. I couldn’t stand talking to her, much less seeing photos of whatever she might be doing.”

“We’ve called her several times, even on the satellite phone you gave us before you left, and we haven’t been able to get through.”

“Look. I need some time to process all this. I don’t feel strong enough right now to try to contact her.”
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Mario left the boat without looking back, dragging that suitcase that seemed as heavy as his wounded pride. I stood on the deck, watching his figure fade into the distance on the dock. He climbed into the waiting taxi, and I watched him disappear into traffic. He looked like a beaten man. Part of me felt rage; another part, something close to pity. I knew that maybe I’d been pushing too hard and had driven him to a limit he was never prepared to cross.

He had always been rigid, clinging to his principles—anything outside his control turned him into a frightened child. And what was I? A woman tired of trying to fit into the perfect image he wanted for us. Yes, I loved him, but love isn’t always enough to smother the flames of dissatisfaction.

When Jorge emerged from the cabin with an easy smile, his presence snapped me back to the present. He was Mario’s polar opposite—self-assured, charming, and completely free from caring what anyone thought.

“And now?” he asked, offering me a coffee.

I looked at him, managing a weak smile.

“Now, we move forward,” I said with determination.

I took a sip of coffee as Laura stepped out into the fresh air, barefoot, her loose summer dress fluttering in the breeze. She looked at me with those bright eyes of hers—dark circles and all—with that mix of amusement and complicity she always had.

“Did the party pooper leave already?” she asked mockingly, walking over to us.

I nodded without a word, but I felt a wave of guilt rising in my chest. It wasn’t the first time Laura had made me feel like my limits were absurd, my fears insignificant. I’d let her sweep me away before, when we were younger, and now here I was again, ready to tear down what remained of my inhibitions—but if I’m being honest, a pang of guilt over what had happened with Mario weighed on me.

I leaned against the yacht’s railing, gazing at the horizon. I felt liberated, yes, but also hurt. Mario’s expression when he closed the cabin door was still etched in my memory—that mix of disappointment and desperation haunted me. Had I crossed a line? Or had he simply been incapable of adapting to something I could no longer deny myself?

“Don’t think too much,” Laura whispered beside me, placing her hand on mine.

Her touch was warm, familiar, and, as always, unsettling. A tingle ran through me—that mix of attraction and danger she’d always stirred in me. Laura was a whirlwind, and I let her sweep me away, sometimes without thinking about the consequences.

Jorge, who had stayed silent, walked over and looked at me intently.

“Life’s too short for regrets,” he said, squinting against the bright morning sun.

I felt like I’d reached a point of no return. Mario had left, but his presence still tormented me. The words he’d hurled at me during our argument echoed in my head, but at the same time, I was enjoying what was happening on this trip. Escaping the dreary routine of two paycheck-to-paycheck people buried under a mortgage—that was impossible not to enjoy. Meanwhile, he stayed anchored to our gray life of sweatpants and Tupperware meals.
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The sun was at its peak when Jorge suggested taking us to a deserted beach he'd discovered on a previous trip. The idea sounded perfect: white sand, crystal-clear water, and the promise of an uninterrupted day. While he busied himself getting the boat ready to set sail, Laura emerged from the cabin with a bag in her hand. She was wearing a sarong that barely covered the bottom of her black bikini. She walked over to me with a mischievous smile and sat down beside me.

“I've been thinking…” she said, looking at me intently, “the bikinis we bought are amazing, but there's something you should consider before you wear them.”

I had no idea where Laura was going with this, so I asked, intrigued.

“What?”

“You should shave down there. The bikinis are so small that… well, you know, anything sticking out would show.”

The comment made me blush. I hadn't expected that kind of suggestion, but Laura had a way of bringing up personal topics so naturally, as if there were no taboos between us.

“Shave?” I repeated with an embarrassed smile. “I don't know, Laura, I've never done it completely.”

Laura let out a little laugh, leaning toward me.

“What's the matter? Your boring husband doesn't like it? Well, babe, just so you know, he took off and left you here, so…” she smiled, waving the can of shaving cream in front of my face.

I felt a flutter in the pit of my stomach.

Laura pulled a razor and a small towel from the bag.

“Look, don't worry. I'll help you. I'm an expert at this.”

Laura took my hand and led me inside the cabin. As always, she was going to get her way. Once inside, she spread the towel over the bed and motioned for me to lie down.

“Come on, it's not like you can't fix it if you don't like it,” Laura said cheerfully. “It grows back.”

I lay down, a little nervous. Laura began spreading the cream over my mound in circular motions—I usually kept it slightly trimmed.

“Don't you think this is weird?” I asked as she leaned in to apply the cream along my bikini line too.

Laura looked up with a mischievous smile.

“Weird? Not at all. It's totally normal. Besides, guys love this. Trust me. Now spread your legs, come on.”

Laura's movements were careful, but I was pretty tense. Finally, I obeyed and spread my legs, exposing myself completely to her. I felt utterly shameless. There was a strange mix of discomfort and trust in letting my friend help me with something so intimate.

“You're going to feel so much sexier afterward,” Laura murmured as she continued shaving delicately between my legs.

I started to relax and let her work. Every now and then, she wiped away the excess foam with the towel, lightly brushing my lips, and I felt myself getting aroused. There was something about the way Laura looked at me, her carefree attitude, that made everything feel natural, almost inevitable.

Finally, Laura stepped back and admired her work with satisfaction.

“Perfect. Now, when you put on that tiny red bikini, you're going to be the queen of any beach you set foot on.”

I looked at myself in the mirror and smiled, shy but excited.

After packing a basket full of food and bottles of wine, we headed for the paradise he'd promised us.

The beach was exactly as Jorge had described: a secluded corner of the world, surrounded by palm trees whispering in the breeze, the turquoise sea stretching out before us like a shimmering mirror.

He brought the yacht close to the sand and we jumped into the water, careful not to get the picnic basket wet. Laura was the first to slip off her light dress, revealing her red bikini that barely covered the essentials. She walked barefoot along the shore, letting the waves wash over her feet, then turned to us with a provocative smile.

“What are we waiting for?” she asked, untying the strings of her bikini top and letting it fall to the sand.

I looked at her with a smile.

“Have you lost your mind?” I said, though my tone wasn't scolding—more like disbelief.

Laura just shrugged, completely uninhibited.

“Come on, Susana. There's no one here. Let yourself go. Enjoy this paradise with us. It's your chance to be yourself, without anyone judging your every move.”

The truth is, I didn't hesitate for a moment. With a defiant look at Laura and then at Jorge, I took off my tiny bikini top. I smiled shyly, though I knew exactly what I was going to do next. Summoning my courage, I pulled off the bikini bottom too, baring my freshly shaved pussy. I felt more naked and freer than ever.

“Wow!” Jorge exclaimed. “Come on, Laura, you're not going to let your little friend show you up, are you?”

“You know me, babe. I never hold back,” she said as she slipped off her tiny bikini bottom.

Jorge lay on the sand, watching us laugh and play, splashing each other in the water. It was impossible not to notice his arousal at the sight of our naked bodies.

Later, we spread a blanket on the sand and sat down to eat. We put our bikini bottoms back on but stayed topless. Laura and I sat together while Jorge lay across from us. He pulled out a bottle of wine, poured three glasses, and proposed a toast.

“To moments we’ll never forget.”

After eating, we lay back on the towels. Jorge settled between Laura and me. It wasn’t long before Laura broke the invisible barrier between us. She turned toward Jorge, her fingers gently brushing his arm.

“Don’t you feel incredibly alive here?” she asked him. Jorge turned his head toward me.

I nodded, meeting his bright eyes.

“I don’t know what it is about this place, but it feels like anything is possible.”

Laura smiled and leaned closer to me, reaching over Jorge.

“That’s because anything is possible, Susana. You just have to let yourself want it. Stop thinking about Mario. Focus on yourself. Enjoy. We don’t get trips like this every year. Let’s not waste a single moment on silly conventions.”

As she spoke, she placed her hand on my chest and lightly caressed one of my nipples, which immediately hardened. She brought her lips to mine and kissed me slowly. Despite my surprise, I responded with intensity, intertwining my tongue with hers. A thin trail of saliva escaped the corner of my mouth when she pulled away and smiled at me.

“Tonight will be special, Susana. I promise. You’ll be desired like never before.”

Her voice was firm, almost solemn, as if she were making a vow. I didn’t respond, but the flush on my cheeks said more than words ever could.

We boarded the yacht in silence, each lost in our own thoughts. The air was charged with something indefinable—a mixture of anticipation and desire that enveloped us all.

The atmosphere on the yacht was charged, and not just from the tropical heat that made clothes stick to skin. There was something more—an almost palpable electricity that traveled from glance to glance, from gesture to gesture. With Mario out of the picture, everything had shifted in intensity.

Jorge sat on the railing, shirtless, his tanned skin gleaming in the soft dusk light. He had a glass in his hand and that smile of his—like a weapon, capable of disarming anyone. Laura lay on a towel completely naked, her legs stretched out, her eyes hidden behind enormous sunglasses. But I knew she was watching everything with that shrewd, calculating gaze so typical of her.

“So what now, girls?” Jorge asked, raising his glass toward us.

Laura sat up slowly, like a cat waking from a nap, and shot me a knowing smile before turning to Jorge.

“This is where the fun begins, don’t you think?”

Her voice had that provocative tone that always made me tense up. It was as if everything about her was designed to break barriers, to cross lines most people wouldn’t even dare acknowledge.

I sat on the edge of the lounge chair, trying to appear relaxed, though my heart was pounding. Jorge’s eyes met mine, and there was something in his gaze that made me feel like I was being undressed, like he could see through all my layers.

“Let’s go shower,” Jorge said. “We’re covered in sand, salt, and sunscreen. And girls… make yourselves pretty…”

I found myself alone in the cabin. I looked at myself in the mirror, wearing that tiny bikini Laura had given me. The fabric caressed my freshly shaved skin with an almost provocative softness, and the reflection staring back was… different. I looked different. More daring, more… free.

But I was also scared.

I knew what was going to happen that night. I’d seen it in Laura and Jorge’s eyes—in their smiles, their small gestures. Everything was a carefully orchestrated choreography, and I was the piece they wanted in the center. The worst part—or maybe the best—was that I wanted it too.

The desire was there, growing inside me like an unstoppable tide. But alongside it, like a shadow I couldn’t ignore, was Mario.

I sat on the bed and took a deep breath, trying to sort out my thoughts. “What am I doing?” I asked myself. What kind of woman desires something like this while her husband—the man who had been by my side through the darkest moments of my life—was in Madrid feeling betrayed?

I covered my face with my hands, trying to dispel the guilt burning in my chest. But it was useless. Mario had always been good to me, even when I didn’t deserve it. He had been my refuge, my rock when I needed him most. And now here I was, letting myself be swept away by a current I didn’t even fully understand.

“But this isn’t just my fault,” I told myself, searching for excuses to ease my conscience. Mario had been the one who left, the one who decided not to stay and fight. There was something about his rigid morality that suffocated me, something that made me feel like I was always in debt to him. And Laura… Laura represented the opposite of all that. Freedom, desire, adventure.

Then there was the other part, the one I didn’t want to face. I didn’t know how to act tonight. The idea of being with Jorge and Laura at the same time set me on fire, but it also terrified me. How does something like that even work? What’s expected of me? Where do I draw the line between enjoying myself and crossing it completely?

I thought about Laura, about how she always seemed to have all the answers. She never doubted, never hesitated. Maybe that’s why I followed her. Because with her, the rules disappeared. But I wasn’t like her.

I stood up and went back to the mirror, studying my reflection. The eyes that stared back at me were full of desire, but also full of doubt.

“Tonight will change everything,” I thought, feeling a shiver run down my spine.

I didn't know how this would end, but I knew that whatever happened, there would be no turning back. And somehow, that scared and excited me at the same time.

Tonight I wanted to be stunning. I wanted Jorge and Laura to look at me like they never had before. And most importantly, I wanted to feel desired.

I grabbed the electric blue dress Laura had insisted I wear. The fabric was so thin it felt like a whisper against my skin. It skimmed my curves, light and airy, ending at mid-thigh with a small side slit that suggested more than it showed. The neckline plunged deep enough to make it impossible not to look, but without crossing into vulgarity. I knew the dress was a weapon, and tonight I intended to use it. I decided to keep things simple and skipped the underwear. I wouldn't be needing it.

For shoes, I chose high-heeled sandals with thin straps that wound sensually up my ankles. The heels made me feel taller, more confident, as if each step were a small conquest.

I sat on the edge of the bed and opened my makeup bag. I started with a light foundation that left my skin radiant, then darkened my eyes with smoky shadows, elongating the outer corners slightly for a feline touch. A coat of mascara made my eyes look deeper, more intense. I tried to follow Laura's instructions for making my gaze more striking, and I think I succeeded. I painted my lips a bold red, almost defiant.

When I finished, I looked at myself in the mirror and smiled. I looked like a different person—a woman without doubts or regrets.

I searched through the small boxes on the vanity until I found some temporary tattoos I'd bought to play a prank on Mario. I chose one shaped like a lipstick kiss and placed it right at the edge of my freshly shaved mound. I adjusted the tattoo carefully, making sure it aligned perfectly with the curve of my hip. It was an intimate detail, almost secret, but I knew it would have the desired impact if anyone saw it.

Looking at myself one last time in the mirror, I saw a woman ready for whatever the night had in store. I left the cabin with a slight tremor in my legs, but the moment I stepped outside, my heels announced themselves against the floor.

Tonight, it would be impossible not to notice me. And I had no intention of looking away.

I climbed the last steps with a mix of excitement and nerves. The night sea breeze caressed my bare skin beneath the dress, heightening my sense of vulnerability and power all at once. When I reached the deck, I saw her.

Laura was standing by the railing, her figure illuminated by the soft glow of the yacht's lamps. She had pushed her style to the extreme, walking the line between sexy and excessive. Her dress was red, a shiny satin that seemed to reflect every movement of her body. It barely covered the essentials—the thin straps just managed to hold it up, and the back was completely bare down to where her ass began. She clearly wasn't wearing underwear. The neckline plunged so deep it was impossible not to notice, and the side slit revealed her thighs with each step.

On her feet she wore towering gold sandals with straps that climbed almost to her knees, accentuating her long, perfectly toned legs. Her nails, painted red, matched the dress perfectly. Her hair, loose and tousled in waves, cascaded down her back, and her lips, painted a deep red, curved into a provocative smile.

For a moment, I felt outshone. But then I reminded myself this wasn't a competition—it was a complement to a game whose rules had yet to be defined.

Jorge stood beside her, relaxed, drink in hand. He'd opted for white linen pants and nothing else—his bare torso gleamed under the light, his skin tanned and well-maintained. His posture was carefree, but something in his gaze unsettled me—a mix of interest and possessiveness that intensified when he saw me.

“Wow!” Laura exclaimed when she saw me, her tone a mix of admiration and a hint of envy. “Susi, you look stunning.”

Jorge's eyes traveled over me from head to toe, and his mischievous smile made me drop my gaze for a second before I caught myself.

“You've definitely raised the bar tonight,” he added, lifting his glass toward me. “Though I'd say you had it won already.”

The tension in the air was palpable, but there was something more—a kind of electricity that made me feel more alive than ever. I approached them with a forced smile, trying to keep my composure while my mind raced in a thousand different directions.

Laura leaned toward me, her perfume enveloping me, and whispered in my ear:

“This has just begun. Enjoy it.”

A shiver ran down my spine, and for the first time all night, I wondered if I was really prepared for what was coming.

Jorge offered me a glass of white wine. I took it with a small, nervous laugh, my fingers brushing his for an instant. The contact was brief, but enough to send an electric current through my body.

“Why not?” I replied, bringing the glass to my lips.

As I drank, I could feel Laura's eyes on me. She'd always had a special ability to read me, to detect even the thoughts I tried to hide from myself.

“I think Laura needs to relax a bit more, don't you think, Jorge?” Laura said, rising and moving toward us with an almost hypnotic grace.

She positioned herself behind me, her hands resting on my shoulders. Her touch was light, but her presence was overwhelming.

“Maybe she just needs a little help loosening up,” Jorge added, his tone leaving no doubt about his intentions.

Music began to play from the yacht's speakers, a slow, sensual melody that seemed to envelop us. Laura took my hand and pulled me to my feet.

“Come on, Susana. Dance with me.”

Before I could protest, she was already caressing my body through my dress. Her hands, warm and confident, moved along my waist as she guided me with soft but deliberate movements. Jorge watched from where he sat, his eyes following our every move.

I felt his presence before he spoke.

“What about me? Aren't you going to invite me?” Jorge said, approaching.

Laura gave a coy laugh.

“Of course, handsome. But give us a moment to get things ready…”

While Laura continued caressing me, I felt Jorge's hand slide between my legs.

“I told you to wait, my love. Hold on,” Laura said, kissing him passionately but pushing him away with her hand.

Laura continued her caresses. I felt my excitement building.

I felt her hands running up my thighs beneath my dress. Then she positioned herself behind me, asked me to spread my legs, and slid her hand between them until she found my wet sex.

“Oh my God!” I thought. “It's happening…” “I don't know if I can do this,” I said, trying to turn around.

“If I touch you in any way you don't like, tell me and I'll stop,” she whispered in my ear.

“And this? Do you like it? Tell me,” she continued, her hands reaching my thighs and stopping just below my ass.

“Susana, do you want me to continue?”

“Yes,” I answered firmly.

“Good,” she said. “Come here, love,” she beckoned to Jorge, extending her hand. “Now you're welcome to join the party. Susana wants it, don't you?”

Panic gripped my body, even though I was tremendously aroused.

“How about we both have a go now?” Jorge asked, caressing my breasts through the fabric of my dress.

I didn't even respond. I lunged for his lips and kissed him with all my passion.

“Hey, I want some too, Susi,” Laura said, gently pulling us apart and kissing Jorge.

“You have the prettiest little pussy I've ever seen,” he said.

“Thank you…” I replied, flustered, raising a hand to cover my eyes. I was curious about what would come next, yet at the same time, tremendously shy.

“Do you want me to kiss it?”

What? It was crazy. But that sensation was wonderful—that strange, perfect sensation running through my body like an electric current. He hadn't even touched me there yet, and I was already about to lose consciousness. A couple of weeks ago, I wouldn't have even imagined a world like this existed, a world where irresistible men and women pushed you to the edge of pleasure without the slightest hesitation. But it was real, and it was happening. It was happening to me! This hot, lustful couple was taking me to limits I'd never even approached.

“Tell me what you want, Susana. I can give it to you. And I want to give it to you. Do you want me to lick it?” Jorge asked.

“Yes, do it,” I said, feeling no shame.

I felt his hot breath on me as his lips brushed my stomach. God! He touched me with a finger, ran it down my belly, and slid it inside me.

“You're wet, Susana,” he whispered.

Reflexively, I put a hand on his head and gently grabbed his hair. Laura was busy kissing my nipples, now freed from the fabric of my dress.

“You want me to eat this sweet little pussy of yours, don't you?”

That word again. Why did it make me so shy? “Yes… I want… you to…”

“You can say it, Susana. Ask me for it.”

He kept exploring with a single finger, circling it in and out.

“Do it now!” I almost begged.

He pressed his lips to my stomach and explored my navel with his tongue. His mouth followed the same path his finger had taken, and when he found what he was looking for, he began to lick while his fingers continued circling inside and around the edge. Without being asked, I instinctively spread my legs wider for him. I couldn't believe what I was feeling—it was like slowly climbing the hill of a roller coaster, higher and higher. I heard him moan softly with pleasure.

From behind, Laura finished pulling up my dress and parted my cheeks. Suddenly I felt another warm, wet tongue against my ass. The sensation was so intense my legs trembled.

“Susana, I love your taste,” she said, her face buried between my cheeks.

Her hands slid up my legs and spread them even wider. I had never felt so vulnerable. I was naked, nothing but raw desire.

Jorge laid me down on the deck and spread my legs wide. Laura, cut off from my ass, started kissing me. She brought her nipples to my lips, expecting me to return the favor, and I did. Boy, did I ever.

Suddenly I felt something warm and wet moving in circles around my left nipple. A hand gently pinched my other nipple while a tongue plunged deep into my mouth. The mouth was hot. Someone sucked and pulled on my nipple, while a free hand left my breast and traveled down over my trembling belly, past my mound and beyond. I closed my eyes. By that point, I could no longer tell whose tongue or hand belonged to whom.

I suppose it was Jorge who slid two fingers inside me, gently at first, then urgently. Oh my God, what pleasure! I tried to lift my knees to arch my back.

“I love this,” I said, raising an arm above my head to grab onto Laura’s naked body. Jorge pulled away from me for a moment and looked at me.

“You’re beautiful,” he said. He grabbed his phone from the table and started taking pictures of me. “Pose for me, Susana. That’s it. Let yourself go.”

I didn’t resist at all. It even excited me to know he was doing it. I felt like there were no limits for me that night.

Then he set the phone down on the table, leaned over me, and pressed his mouth against my sex, bearing down with all the weight of his lips and tongue. He licked me hard, mixing his saliva with my juices. I could feel all the blood in my body rushing down there. An indescribable wave washed over me from head to toe, an unstoppable storm. He brought his hands back to my breasts while his tongue kept circling inside me at a perfect rhythm.

“Don’t stop!” I heard myself scream.

Everything was so intense. The wonderful sensation kept building until I came hard against his face and tongue.

“Now I’m going to give Laura some attention, since we’ve been neglecting her a bit,” he whispered. “Will you help me?”

I relaxed my legs and caught my breath before turning to look at Laura. She had laid down with her legs spread wide, caressing herself without a hint of modesty.

“Of course. What do you want me to do?” I asked, facing a situation I’d never been in before. I had no words. I was still trying to catch my breath.

“Your little friend is dying for you to eat her pussy. Isn’t that what you want, Laura?” Jorge said, completely aroused.

“Yes, of course. Eat your first pussy.” Her voice sounded strange, deep, full of desire.

Laura wasn’t talking anymore; instead, she seemed to be in a kind of shock, as if under the influence of a drug. She spread her legs to offer herself to me, completely open. I ran my tongue over her clit. At the same time, Jorge grabbed her tits firmly, as if he were going to tear them off. She moaned and writhed. Every now and then, she lifted her head to make sure this wasn’t a fantasy, that it was really happening.

Jorge positioned himself behind Laura and sat her on his cock while grabbing her ass and lifting her hips. I focused on her pussy. From her clit I moved lower, pressing against her opening and even nibbling a bit on her outer lips. When Laura was about to lose her mind, Jorge pulled out. She protested when she felt him leave.

“You’re soaked,” he told her. “Do you know what I want to do to you? I’m going to take you from behind. I’m going to fuck that slutty ass of yours.”

Then he put several cushions under Laura’s ass. Once elevated a few inches, her pussy and ass were at the perfect angle for him. I gazed at her pink, glistening folds and watched as Jorge slipped two fingers inside her and began pumping them rapidly while she writhed with pleasure like an animal, moaning like crazy.

Without stopping his fingers, he aimed his swollen head at Laura’s ass. I felt a rush of excitement seeing what was about to happen. With a smooth movement, he pushed until his cock began to slide into her. Laura moaned in a mixture of pleasure and pain.

“Do you want to come, Laura? Do you want to come now? Tell me what you want me to do.”

“Not yet. Don’t stop, please,” she begged.

And then, without stopping his frantic fingers, he increased the rhythm of his hips, faster and faster, with more intensity… until she began moving her hips up and down rhythmically and surrendered to a tremendous orgasm that crashed over her like an enormous, warm wave sweeping through her entire body.

“Now, my love,” he told her, “you and Susana are going to come again, okay?”

And we did. Laura positioned herself on top of me and began to lick me. We were locked in a perfect sixty-nine where I barely had to do anything. She was the one who, on all fours, rubbed her slit against my nose and mouth. I felt her tongue working my pussy, coating me with her saliva. She increased the rhythm of her grinding until her moans announced the arrival of another orgasm. Jorge was masturbating right next to us, almost frantic. Laura came at the same moment Jorge shot his load onto her ass and my face. He did it like a professional actor.

The three of us stayed silent, still catching our breath. Sweat glistened on our bodies under the dim light of the Brazilian night, but the energy we'd shared wasn't fading. I sat up first. Something more than desire had taken hold of me. I felt an urgency to keep going—an uncontrolled heat between my legs that made every movement feel frantic.

“What if we keep going?” I murmured, my voice hoarse, barely above a whisper.

Laura smiled weakly from the sofa, letting out a tired breath as she settled in. But Jorge, perched on the edge of the table, frowned when he noticed me leaning toward him with an intensity that gave him pause.

“Give me a few minutes to recover, you nympho,” he said, gripping his cock, which had started to soften.

“Don't you have something that could… help?” I asked lightly.

Before he could respond, Laura raised her hand to her nose, rubbing it absentmindedly, then headed purposefully into the cabin.

“I see. You're getting a taste for this pretty quickly,” he replied lightly.

We did several lines, and Jorge spread a small amount on his tip, which instantly started getting hard again. Laura wet a finger with saliva and coated it in coke, then spread it carefully inside my pussy.

“This works like a charm,” she said, doing the same to her own pussy.

Suddenly Jorge noticed the small red spot on my nose, blood dripping onto the deck. His eyes, euphoric just seconds ago, now showed concern.

“Susana…” Jorge murmured, pointing at my face. “Your nose is bleeding.”

I brought my fingers to my nose. The bleeding was getting worse—a thin red line trickling down over my upper lip. For a moment, I froze, staring at my blood-stained fingers. But I didn't want this to ruin the party.

“It's nothing,” I said quickly, wiping my nose with a rough swipe. I walked toward Jorge, completely naked, wearing a shameless smile and filled with equal parts desire and stubbornness.

“Come on, don't make me wait. Make me feel full again.”

“Susana, we should…” Laura started, but I raised a hand without even looking at her, cutting her off.

“No,” I interrupted, my tone so firm that both of them fell silent. “This night doesn't end here. I want more.”

The tension on deck became palpable, but Jorge and Laura realized there was no stopping me tonight. I was beside myself, driven by a force I'd never felt before.
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The sun filtered through the poorly closed curtains, illuminating the room. I woke up with a sharp throb in my head, a dull pain that seemed to spread from the base of my skull to behind my eyes. My mouth was dry and my body ached. I was sore between my legs. When I checked, I found myself irritated and hypersensitive down there. Memories of last night came flooding back, but not clearly—more like a whirlwind of fragmented images and sensations.

Jorge and Laura were still asleep beside me. Jorge was on his back, breathing calmly, while Laura had her face buried in the pillow. I wanted to get up, but when I pulled back the sheet, I noticed a dark stain on the white fabric of the pillow, right where my head had been resting.

A memory flashed through my mind. I touched my nose. It was still tender, and I felt the slight sting of a broken blood vessel. I found dried traces of blood. I closed my eyes for a moment, squeezing them shut as if I could stop the wave of discomfort washing over my body.

I sat up slowly, trying not to make noise. My body protested with every movement—a mixture of exhaustion, dehydration, and the crash that always followed those nights that went on too long. An intense wave of nausea forced me to get up faster than my body could handle, and I collapsed. Not wanting to vomit in the cabin, I dragged myself to the bathroom, where the retching emptied my stomach completely. The dry heaving with nothing left to expel left my throat raw and burning. I was getting dizzier by the second and couldn’t stand up.

I called out to Jorge in distress, but he didn’t move. I shouted for Laura, who turned her head slightly but didn’t open her eyes. She barely mumbled something incomprehensible before settling back down.

I stayed there, sitting on the floor with vomit on my hands and an acidic taste in my mouth, staring at the evidence of last night’s excess still visible around me. Scattered clothing, an overturned bottle, the bag of white powder, and the heavy smell of sex filling the cabin.

After a while, I got up unsteadily, looking for some clothes. Each step reminded me how far last night had gone, and my body was begging for rest. For a few moments, I understood what I was becoming.

I looked at Jorge and Laura once more. They slept deeply, oblivious to my discomfort, as if I didn’t exist. I held back a thought I didn’t want to put into words and left the cabin in search of water, air, or something that would make me feel better.

After spending some time on deck with the sunlight stabbing at my eyes, I staggered to my cabin, closing the door with a soft click. I let myself fall onto the bed without bothering to put on any clothes. I had walked across the yacht’s deck completely naked in broad daylight, in an area of the marina where anyone could have seen me. My body felt heavy as lead, and every movement was a reminder of last night’s excess. I closed my eyes, trying to silence the pounding in my head, and little by little I sank into a restless stupor.

When I woke up, the sunlight was more intense, filtering through the small windows. The headache persisted, pulsing with each heartbeat, but now there was a more intimate discomfort—a dull ache between my legs. I got up and went to look at myself in the mirror. The reflection offered nothing encouraging: swollen eyes, tangled hair, a pale face with traces of smeared makeup. I sighed, splashing my face with cold water to clear my head a bit.

A while later, I went out into the hallway and found Laura sitting on a small bench in a corner of the galley. She looked fresh, serene, as if last night hadn’t affected her at all.

“How are you?” she asked, raising an eyebrow as I sat down beside her.

“Wrecked,” I admitted with a bitter smile, rubbing my temples. “Everything hurts. My head… and… well, you know, down there.”

Laura let out a small laugh, more an amused snort than anything else.

“It’s normal if you’re not used to it. Although… yesterday you really put your body through the wringer,” she looked at me sideways, something more than complicity flashing in her expression. “You could get used to it.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, confused.

Laura crossed her legs elegantly, as if she were about to share a well-kept secret.

“I mean that if you wanted, you could have nights like this whenever you wanted. You have no idea what you could have if you moved in the right circles.” She paused, letting her words sink in.

I looked at her, not sure whether I should laugh or worry.

“Although you have to be careful. Yesterday you crossed a dangerous line. You need to be careful with coke. It’s stronger than it looks. If you want, you can make what you’re experiencing part of your life, but you have to know the line between enjoying yourself and putting yourself at risk.”

“Laura… I don’t know if I’m following what you’re saying.”

Laura smiled, as if she were talking to someone naive but promising.

“You’re gorgeous, Susana. You have a body that could open a lot of doors, and you certainly don’t seem to set too many limits for yourself. I get the feeling you love all this. You could meet people with a lot of money, influence, things you probably can’t even imagine. They’re looking for exactly that, and they have the means to put it all within your reach.” She gestured with her hand, as if describing an invisible world laid out before us. “Luxury, travel, pleasures… all within your grasp if you know where to look and who to get close to.”

“Do you think that’s what I want?” I asked.

Laura tilted her head, smiling with the confidence of someone who already knows the answer.

“Maybe you don't realize it yet, but everyone wants something, Susana. And you could get it effortlessly, just by being yourself. Would you really rather have your dull life with Mario, barely making ends meet? You know you wouldn't. You weren't born for that. You love luxury and pleasure too much.”

I looked away, uncomfortable with the conversation but unable to ignore what she was getting at. I stayed silent, processing her words. I felt the pressure of her gaze, that confident air that had always intimidated me a little.

“I don't know…” I finally said, breaking the silence. “I don't know what's going to happen with Mario.”

Laura raised an eyebrow, her expression shifting to a mix of curiosity and skepticism. She leaned back on the bench, crossing her arms in a gesture that seemed almost angry.

“Mario?” she repeated, dragging out the name as if it were a foreign concept. “Susana, please. Mario is a loser. He's mediocre. A mediocre existence is all you'll get with him. You weren't born for that. Believe me.”

The comment hit me like a bucket of ice water. My body tensed, but I didn't know what to say right away.

“Don't say it like that,” I managed to respond, my voice weaker than I would have liked.

“How do you want me to say it?” Laura replied, shrugging dismissively. “It's the truth, and you know it. That man has nothing to offer you. Not you, not anyone.”

I pressed my lips together, feeling a knot in my stomach. I wanted to defend him, say something that would put Laura in her place, but the words wouldn't come. Deep down, some of what she was saying struck a chord with my own insecurities, and that made me angry.

“Mario isn't what you think,” I whispered, looking at my hands as if they could help me articulate what I felt.

Laura let out a dry laugh, as if the answer didn't deserve more than that.

“Of course not, Susana. He's worse.” She leaned toward me, softening her tone but without losing the cutting edge in her words. “Listen to me, if you keep dragging him along, you're only going to hold yourself back. There's a whole world out there for you, but not with someone like Mario by your side. You have to take him out of the equation.”

I took a deep breath, feeling anger mix with a deep sadness. I didn't have the strength to keep arguing.

“You don't understand,” was all I said before getting up from the bench, avoiding her gaze.

I leaned on the railing, looking toward the town. The bustle, the laughter, mixed with the music and the sounds of any city. My whole body still ached, and my head hadn't stopped throbbing with sharp stabs of pain. I was still nauseous, and the conversation with Laura kept echoing inside me.

I heard footsteps behind me. I assumed it was Laura coming to continue the conversation, but when I turned around I saw Jorge approaching, with that relaxed smile that always seemed to hide something more. He was wearing a light shirt, unbuttoned halfway down, and his presence was imposing.

“May I?” he asked, gesturing to the space next to me.

I nodded silently, turning my gaze back to the ocean as he settled in beside me. For a few seconds, neither of us spoke, and the only sound was the waves breaking softly against the hull of the boat.

“Laura's right about something, you know?” Jorge finally said, with a tone that was both casual and calculated.

“You have something special, Susana. Something you don't come across every day. That mix of beauty and…” he paused, searching for the right words, “passion. It's in the way you move, in how you look. Even in how you fuck. You don't hold back. Look at the difference between tonight and the previous nights. Do you know what the difference was?”

I looked at him, not knowing whether to feel flattered or uncomfortable.

“Mario. The difference was that Mario wasn't there,” Jorge said.

“I don't know where you're going with this,” I responded, trying to sound firm, though not entirely convincingly.

Jorge smiled, as if he'd expected that reaction.

“You know perfectly well, Susana. I mean that you're wasting yourself.” He paused, letting his words sink in before continuing. “Look at yourself. In Madrid, trapped in a life that doesn't do you justice. A mediocre job, mediocre relationships, a mediocre little apartment… Is that what you want?”

I felt a knot in my stomach. The truth of his words hurt more than I wanted to admit.

“And what am I supposed to do?” I asked, my defiant tone trying to hide my fears.

Jorge turned toward me, leaning on the railing with a gleam in his eyes.

“Take the leap. I have contacts, Susana. People who pay very well for the right company. People who know how to appreciate a woman like you. You could have it all: money, adventures, places you haven't even dreamed of. Live like a queen.”

I looked at him, confused.

“What exactly are you suggesting? It sounds like… you know…” I said, worried about what he might be implying.

Jorge let out a soft laugh, leaning a little toward me, as if sharing a secret.

“I'm saying you have a gift. One you could use to escape this boring life full of limitations. You don't have to settle for being invisible, for spending your days working to pay the bills. You could have everything you desire: luxury, passion, freedom.”

“But at what price?” I blurted out.

“That depends on you,” Jorge replied, with a smile that was half promise, half temptation. “But I assure you it’s not as high as you think.”

I looked away, my heart pounding. Jorge’s words stirred something in me—a mixture of fear and longing I couldn’t ignore.

I stayed silent, staring at the ocean as if I might find an answer there. Jorge’s words echoed in my mind, stirring something deep—curiosity, desire, and a shiver running down my spine.

“It sounds tempting,” I finally murmured. “But it also sounds like… plain old prostitution.”

Jorge smiled, as if he’d already won.

“It’s not, Susana. How many millionaires do you know who are married to ugly women? And pro athletes? And celebrities? Do you think they’re all prostitutes? Sure, there are mutual interests at play, but that’s just life. It’s not some simple exchange of services. Don’t kid yourself.”

I studied him carefully. There was something in his tone, in that boundless confidence, that made you wonder how much of what he said was true and how much was pure manipulation.

“But…” I said, breaking the silence, my voice heavy with a caution I couldn’t hide.

“But what?” he asked, tilting his head.

“Nothing is that perfect, Jorge. You know it as well as I do. All that luxury, those adventures… what’s behind it? Because something tells me it’s not as simple as you’re making it sound.”

Jorge let out a low, amused laugh but didn’t deny anything.

“There’s always a price, Susana. But it all depends on how you look at it. Would you rather stay trapped in a mediocre life, or take a chance on something bigger? Risks and opportunities, Susana.”

I looked away again toward the horizon. Of course I’d thought about everything he was saying—about escaping, about living a life more exciting than the monotonous days that often left me feeling trapped. “I don’t know if I’m cut out for that,” I finally said, trying to sound firm, though deep down I knew it was more an excuse than an answer.

“You’re wrong,” Jorge replied, moving a little closer. “You were born for this. You just have to take a small step. Much smaller than you think.”

“I’ll think about it,” I finally said, trying to buy time, though I wasn’t sure if I meant it or just wanted to end the conversation. “But I’ll need your help… I have no idea what to do if I decide to go through with it.”

Jorge smiled, satisfied.

“Do it. But don’t take too long, Susana. The world isn’t going to stop and wait for you. And the help will be free,” Jorge said with a smile.

I went back inside the yacht. Laura was reclining on a sofa with a glass of cava in her hand. She looked impeccable, as if the previous night had left no trace on her. She wore a tiny bikini, her skin gleaming with suntan lotion. When I walked in, she looked up and smiled with that mix of confidence and superiority that had always defined her.

“What’s wrong, gorgeous? You look lost,” she said, gesturing to the seat across from her.

I sat down with a sigh, searching for the right words.

“I was thinking about what we talked about. And what Jorge told me,” I began, my voice hesitant.

Laura raised an eyebrow, intrigued.

“Ah, Jorge. Always so convincing. What exactly did he tell you?”

“That I could have a different life. Better. More exciting, freer.” I paused, trying to gather my thoughts. “But I don’t know. It all seems… I don’t know if this is for me.”

Laura set her glass on the table and looked at me intently.

“Listen. I get that you have doubts. It’s normal. But let me tell you something: you have no idea what you’re missing.”

“What do you mean?”

Laura leaned forward and whispered, as if about to share a secret she didn’t want anyone else to hear.

“I mean you could have it all. Money, adventures, passionate sex… You could live like a queen. Like me.”

“You?” I asked.

Laura smiled, pleased to have the chance to elaborate.

“Yes, me. Do you think all this is a coincidence? The trips, the clothes, the places I’ve been… none of it just falls into your lap, honey. Do you even know what car I drive in Madrid? You’ve never been to the penthouse where I live. Five minutes from Castellana.”

“But… at what price? What have you had to do to get all that?”

Laura let out a soft, easy laugh.

“Price? Susana, the price is enjoying life. Sure, it’s not for everyone. You have to know how to play your cards, know how to work the room, but believe me, once you do, you won’t want to look back. Do you like what we’re doing on this trip? Well, it would be the same thing, just with other people. You can’t stay under my wing forever.”

I felt the weight of her words. There was something tempting in what she said, something that made my everyday life seem insignificant.

“What if I'm not cut out for this?” I finally murmured.

Laura shook her head with an almost maternal expression.

“Of course you are. You have beauty, you have passion… and you have something you haven't even realized you have: a hunger for more. I see it in your eyes. You don't settle for less.”

I stayed silent, feeling the conversation stir a mix of emotions inside me. There was something intoxicating about Laura's words, and it was true that this vacation had given me experiences I never thought possible.

Laura raised her glass of cava again and winked at me.

“Think it over carefully, dear. The mediocre life will always be there, waiting. But an opportunity like this… doesn't come around twice.”

I stayed quiet, watching Laura as she spoke with that confidence that always seemed to surround her like an aura. Her life, according to her, was perfect: luxury, passion, adventures… everything within reach, as if the world had been designed to please her.

But then there was Mario. Thinking about him made me feel a pang in my chest, though I didn't know if it was guilt, affection, or both. Mario was… well, Mario was the opposite of everything Laura and Jorge were promising me. He had no glamour or connections, and he didn't know how to fill a room with his presence the way they did. But he was steady. Mario was the kind of person who never let you down. He was there, always, even when I wasn't sure I deserved it.

He looked at me as if I were the only thing in the world that mattered. I had seen it in his eyes so many times that it was hard to forget, even now. And though he was a simple man—“too normal,” as Laura had laughingly said more than once—I knew he loved me with an intensity no one else had ever shown me.

But was it enough? That question gnawed at me. I wanted it to be, I really did. But when Laura talked about exclusive parties, trips to places I'd only seen in movies, and a world where I'd be more than just a simple girl trapped in a mediocre routine… how could I not feel tempted?

I closed my eyes for a moment, trying to imagine both lives. With Mario, I saw quiet afternoons, genuine laughter, stability… and yes, some monotony. But also warmth, a home, something real. On the other hand, with Laura and Jorge, I saw bright lights, expensive dresses, luxury cars, unbridled passion—but also shadows, something unsettling I couldn't quite define.

I opened my eyes and looked at Laura. She was still talking, telling me about her latest getaway to a villa on the Italian coast, where everything was luxury and pleasure. I listened to her, but my mind was far away. I was thinking about Mario, about how worried he'd be if he knew what was going through my head right now.

He would do anything for me, I knew it. He'd proven it more than once, in small ways I sometimes didn't even notice until later. And I… I was here, considering abandoning everything we had for a world I didn't fully understand but that drew me like a magnet.

“Susana, are you listening to me?” she said, pulling me from my thoughts.

“Yes,” I lied, smiling weakly. “I was trying to visualize your words. To picture that movie-like world you're describing.”

She studied me for a moment, as if she could read my mind. Then she smiled again, that smile that always seemed to say “I know everything.”

“Don't overthink it, dear. Life doesn't wait for anyone.”

I looked at the horizon again, letting her words hang in the air. She was right about one thing. I couldn't stay in this limbo forever. Soon I'd have to make a decision, and either choice would change my life forever.

I remembered the pit I'd almost sunk into years ago—and Laura had been the reason. It was so easy to fall, easier than any sane person would admit. It had all started with small transgressions: one drink too many here, a wild night there. But the lines blurred quickly, and soon I couldn't tell the difference between fun and self-destruction.

There were entire days I couldn't remember. Nights when I woke up in unfamiliar places, surrounded by faces I didn't recognize. Everything was a cycle: chasing pleasure, drowning the emptiness, then dealing with the guilt and fear the next morning. I convinced myself I was fine, that I had it under control, until I didn't. My parents had helped me a lot and cleaned up the messes I'd left behind.

That was when I met Mario. At first, I thought he was like all the others: nice enough until he found a way to take advantage of me. But surprisingly, Mario didn't try to get me into bed on the first date. He didn't do drugs, didn't like staying out late. The simplicity of his life was a breath of fresh air for someone who'd been living only in the night.

He was patient. Too patient, I thought back then. It took me months to realize he wasn't expecting anything from me, that there was no hidden price tag on his kindness. Mario was simply there, and the only thing he asked in return was for me to love him back.

Now, years later, here I was, listening to Laura paint a glittering picture of a seemingly perfect life. But while she talked about endless parties and pleasures that sounded like dreams, I couldn't help thinking about the darkness that had once almost consumed me.

It was true that almost all the responsibility for what happened years ago had been mine. I only had to look at Laura to see she wasn't hooked on anything and was living a life anyone would want for themselves. Now I was a more mature woman too, and I could find the balance I needed to avoid falling into the same mistakes as before.
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Jorge stepped onto the deck with his usual confident stride, wearing a white shirt unbuttoned to his chest and linen pants that hung still despite the breeze. Laura and I were stretched out, enjoying a quiet moment in the sun with our daiquiris.

“Girls, we need to head back to Rio,” Jorge said without preamble, as if it were the most natural decision in the world.

Laura propped herself up on one elbow, curiosity flickering across her face.

“Go back so soon? What’s going on?”

Jorge smiled—that smile of his that always seemed to be hiding something.

“I have an important meeting. The sale of that Rio venue I want to buy got moved up. If everything goes well, we could be the new owners of a very interesting nightclub right in the heart of the city. It’s exactly what I need to make a splash in Brazil.” “It’s not a nightclub,” Jorge clarified, his voice tinged with pride. “It’s an exclusive spot where the city’s elite hang out. A place that could be a gold mine if we play our cards right.”

Laura sat up fully, crossing her legs as she watched him with interest.

“And where do we fit into all this?” she asked, a lopsided smile on her lips.

“For now, just come along and enjoy the ride,” Jorge said, shrugging. “But who knows… If things go well, maybe we could put together some interesting events. Nothing attracts attention like a good hostess.”

Laura laughed softly, clearly flattered.

“You always know how to make a girl feel useful, don’t you, Jorge?”

He shrugged, feigning modesty.

“And why that nightclub, specifically?” I asked.

“Because it’s in the perfect location, and its clientele is exactly who we want to attract. Rich, powerful, influential.” Jorge paused, as if weighing his next words. “It’s an investment, but not just money. It’s a gateway to a world I’ve been wanting to explore for years. I’ve always wanted to expand into South America. The tourism potential here, combined with the people’s love of nightlife, makes it the perfect business.”

“But it’s also more dangerous than Europe, isn’t it?” I asked.

“Yes, no question about it. But if it’s managed right, it’s a gold mine.”

“Anyway, we set sail tomorrow at dawn. In the meantime, let’s enjoy the day. Rio awaits.”

Laura turned to me, shaking her head with a smile.

“See? I told you. This is the kind of life you could have, if you’re brave enough to go for it.”
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The boat docked at the port of Rio just as the sun began to set, painting the sky orange and purple. Jorge seemed more anxious than usual as he barked orders at the dock staff and checked his phone. Finally, he approached Laura and me as we sat on the deck, enjoying the last rays of sun with our piña coladas.

“Tonight is important, girls,” he said in a tone that brooked no argument. “We’re going to close a deal that could change everything. I need you to look spectacular.”

“Spectacular how?” Laura asked with that mischievous smile that was becoming her trademark. She seemed to be relishing the challenge.

Jorge fixed her with that intense stare of his.

“Like two elegant whores. Sophisticated, irresistible. I want all eyes on you when we walk in. The Brazilians need to understand who they’re doing business with.”

Laura laughed lightly.

“High-class whores, I suppose. I can do that with my eyes closed.”

“Like whores?” I blurted out, shocked.

“Susana, nothing special. Like you’ve been dressing these past few nights. It’s just a figure of speech. I want you to be the center of attention. Nothing new.” He exchanged a knowing look with Laura.

I looked at myself in the cabin mirror as I finished getting ready, feeling a bit out of place. Behind me, Laura adjusted her dress with a satisfied smile.

Laura had opted for a tight black silk dress that clung to her body like a second skin, with a plunging neckline and a side slit that exposed her thigh almost to the hip. She wore sky-high heels that elongated her legs even more and a diamond necklace that sparkled every time she moved. Her makeup was impeccable: lips red as fire and eyeliner that gave her gaze a hypnotic quality.

“What do you think?” she asked, spinning around.

I couldn’t help but admire how stunning she looked, though I didn’t say it out loud. Instead, I turned back to the mirror.

Someone had lent me a dark red satin dress for the occasion, with an off-the-shoulder design that accentuated my waist. The fabric fell elegantly to my knees, but the side slit, similar to Laura’s, added a daring touch. My heels were a bit lower but equally elegant, and I wore long earrings that sparkled with every movement. I’d gone for more subtle makeup than Laura, with golden eyeshadow and a burgundy lipstick that complemented the dress.

“You look incredible, Susana,” Laura said, stepping closer to tuck a loose strand of hair back into my updo. “Stop doubting yourself. Tonight you’re going to dazzle.”

When we entered the club, the music was pounding off the walls, and strobe lights illuminated the dance floor with multicolored flashes. Jorge led us by the arm, wearing an impeccable suit that had to be custom-made. He wore that calculated smile that seemed to open any door.

All eyes turned toward us. Laura walked as if she owned the place, while I tried to imitate her confidence. It was impossible to ignore us: two dazzling figures who looked like they’d stepped straight out of a movie.

Jorge introduced us to a group of suited men at a VIP table, who watched us with a mixture of admiration and curiosity. I felt the weight of their gazes undressing us, but I held my head high, remembering Laura’s words: “The important thing is that they believe you’re untouchable.”

While Jorge started his conversation with the men, we sat beside him, striking poses that combined elegance with a deliberate touch of provocation. Suddenly Jorge shot us a hard look, and what he said stopped me cold.

“You two go have fun over there,” he said, gesturing toward the club. “This conversation is private.”

It stung like a slap in the face, but Laura, flashing a big smile, grabbed my hand and pulled me up from the table.

“Come on. Let them negotiate. Let’s go have a drink, just you and me.”

The night flew by at the club, and the atmosphere grew more charged. Jorge seemed calm on the outside, but I could see the tension in his eyes every time he checked his watch or leaned in to speak with one of the men at the meeting.

Finally, after a round of toasts and restrained laughter, Jorge stood up from the table and looked at us with a seriousness that killed any attempt at conversation. He gestured for us to come closer.

“We’re going up to the rooftop apartment,” he said, his voice low but firm. “It’s time to close the deal, and I don’t want anything to go wrong.”

Laura raised an eyebrow playfully.

“And what exactly is expected of us?”

Jorge didn’t smile. His expression hardened, and his words hit like a bullet.

“Be pleasant. I don’t want problems. We’ve reached an agreement, and all that’s left is the signature. Whatever they ask, you do it. Period.”

A chill ran down my spine. The way he said it, so blunt and direct, left me cold.

“Pleasant how?” I asked, trying to keep my composure.

Jorge leaned toward me, his eyes boring into mine with an intensity that was almost intimidating.

“Pleasant, Susana. It means you play along, smile, keep these men happy. This deal is about to close, and I’m not going to let something as small as a bad gesture ruin it.”

“What if I don't want to? These guys give me the creeps,” I insisted.

Jorge let out a brief, humorless laugh.

“This isn't about what you want. It's about understanding what's at stake. This isn't just a night out. This is business, and we're all here to do our part.”

Laura, who had been listening in silence, put a hand on my arm to calm me.

“Relax, Susi,” she said in an almost sisterly tone. “We just have to be charming, nothing more. Same as always. Don't go looking for trouble.”

Jorge nodded, watching us intently.

“Exactly. This deal is too important, and I don't want any mistakes.”

We rode up in the elevator, the tension so thick you could cut it with a knife. Jorge stayed silent, his brow furrowed. When the elevator doors opened, they revealed a luxurious penthouse with panoramic views of Rio de Janeiro. The place was decorated with exquisite taste, quite minimalist, but I barely noticed. I was too wound up.

That rooftop was a spectacle of excess and shameless vice, designed to satisfy the darkest whims of those who could afford it. The music blared, a catchy rhythm that pulsed through the air. The dim, warm lights made everything seem more sensual, almost unreal. In the center of that immense living room, a huge glass table reflected the ceiling lights. On it, silver trays displayed lines of cocaine laid out with precision. Several men in suits leaned over them, snorting openly while laughing with each other.

Throughout the room, young, attractive women—most in skimpy, provocative outfits—circulated like they were part of the décor. One of them, a blonde with legs that went on forever, wore a gold sequined dress that barely covered the essentials. The thin straps left her entire back exposed down to her ass, and the plunging neckline reached almost to her navel. She walked on sky-high heels like she was wearing sneakers, swaying her hips to a calculated rhythm.

Another girl, with dyed red hair, wore a black lingerie set that showed off every curve of her body. A diamond choker adorned her neck. She was chatting with several men who were eating her up with their eyes, groping her shamelessly whenever they pleased.

The waitresses were topless, wearing nothing but tiny thongs and towering heels, moving among the guests with crystal trays, serving drinks and clearing empty glasses.

From the terrace, the sound of splashing water caught my attention. I peered out cautiously and saw a lit-up pool where several girls were swimming naked, laughing and playing. Their wet bodies glistened under the lights. Several men watched hungrily from the edge, exchanging comments that left little doubt about their intentions.

Jorge strode confidently through all that sensuality. He led us to a secluded corner where two men sat on a black leather sofa. Even from a distance, they stood out—not just for their commanding presence, but for the aura of power and danger they gave off. Both wore perfectly tailored charcoal gray suits.

They looked up when Jorge arrived with us, their eyes raking over us with lascivious gazes that made me instantly uncomfortable.

“Well, here are the two beauties I told you about,” Jorge said, presenting us like we were merchandise.

One of the Brazilians approached me and looked me over carefully. He looked like he was about to start drooling. The younger one gestured for Laura to turn around.

“What are their names?” the older one asked, addressing only Jorge, as if we were pieces of meat.

“Susana and Laura,” he said, gesturing toward us with a flourish. Laura stepped forward and smiled like she was on a fashion runway, delighted by the attention. I wasn't as expressive, but I managed a discreet smile.

The younger man raised a hand, gesturing toward the pool. A girl emerged from the water at that moment, completely naked. She was tall, with dark hair plastered to her back by the water, and her skin glistened under the terrace lights.

“Come here,” he said without raising his voice, but with an authority that brooked no argument.

The girl obeyed without hesitation. She walked across the terrace and through the entire living room soaking wet, leaving a trail of water in her wake. She walked on tiptoe, swaying her body, drawing every eye she passed. When she reached us, she gathered her hair to one side, bent over one of the silver trays on the table, and snorted a line. She looked at us with an air of disdain.

“Take our guests to the pool,” he told her.

She turned and looked us over with feigned indifference. Without warning, she approached me, sliding her fingers under the straps of my dress and letting them fall from my shoulders. The dress slipped easily to the floor, leaving me in nothing but heels and a tiny thong.

“Relax, honey, you look great,” Laura said.

Then the girl turned to Laura, who let it happen. With precise movements, she unfastened Laura's dress and let it fall to the floor as well. Then she pulled down our thongs and, taking us by the hands, led us across the living room, exposed to every eye in the place.

I had retreated to a corner of the pool, holding a glass of champagne. The men were talking loudly, the laughter was forced, and the music was so loud it drowned out any chance of thinking.

That's when Laura approached me, moving with that confidence that seemed to come naturally to her. Her wet body was pure temptation, and despite being in the pool, her makeup remained flawless.

“What are you doing over here, hiding like some shy schoolgirl?” she said, her voice dripping with sarcasm.

I looked up, trying to ignore how uncomfortable her tone made me.

“I just needed a breather. This place… I don’t like what Jorge’s been hinting at. I’m worried.”

Laura let out a short laugh—completely fake—and leaned slightly toward me.

“Look, Susana, I’m going to tell you something.” She paused, pretending to search for the right words. “You’re here because you were invited. Jorge doesn’t invite just anyone. How often do you get a luxury vacation like this, on a yacht, all expenses paid? Huh?”

I didn’t respond, but my discomfort kept growing. Laura didn’t wait for an answer and continued in that same tone dripping with false kindness.

“And do you have any idea how much all this costs? The yacht, the parties, the clothes you’re wearing?” She gestured dismissively at the red dress. “Didn’t cost you a single euro, did it? The least you can do is be grateful.”

I felt a knot forming in my throat, but I pressed my lips together to keep from snapping back.

“I’m not saying you have to do anything you don’t want to,” Laura continued, tilting her head and putting on that fake smile that was starting to get on my nerves. “But being nice, smiling, chatting for a bit… that doesn’t cost you anything, does it?”

I looked into her eyes, trying to find any sincerity behind her words, but all I found was self-interest.

“Is that what you do, Laura? Be nice to pay for what they give you?” I asked, my voice firmer than I’d expected.

She arched an eyebrow, as if the question amused her.

“I know how to play the game, Susana. That’s why I’m where I am. You, on the other hand, keep acting like this is some kind of punishment. Learn to enjoy it. You could have all this and more if you’d stop making life so complicated.”

Jorge was still at the table with the two owners, their conversation still tense. From where I was in the pool, I could see him leaning toward them, gesturing confidently, while the other men watched him with serious expressions, as if weighing every word he said.

I was in the water, feeling the tension wrap around me despite the apparent frivolity of the scene. Laura, as always, seemed to be enjoying the moment. She floated on her back, laughing at something one of the naked girls had said, while I could barely keep my thoughts straight.
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Suddenly, Jorge stood up. I watched him shake hands with the owners, and although his smile seemed casual, there was a hardness in his eyes that unsettled me. One of them nodded with satisfaction, and the other stood up as well, clapping him on the shoulder. The negotiation was over.

My heart raced. I didn't know what that gesture meant, but the way Jorge walked toward the pool—his steps determined, his brow slightly furrowed—told me something important was coming.

“Girls!” he called out, his firm voice cutting through the music and nearby laughter.

Laura was the first to react. She jumped up as if she'd been called to collect a prize. I moved more slowly, my discomfort growing with each step toward the edge of the pool. Jorge stood by the ladder, arms crossed, his expression leaving no room for doubt: he wasn't going to accept any excuses.

“We need to go up to the private office,” he said, his tone curt as he looked directly at us.

“What for?” Laura asked, with that lightness she always used to mask her curiosity.

Jorge didn't even give her a smile.

“To close the deal, Laura. And I need you both to deliver.”

It was an order, not a suggestion.

“This is important.”

Laura simply nodded, as if this were just another formality.

“Let's go,” Jorge said, turning toward the stairs that led inside the club.

Laura climbed out of the water with the confidence of someone who knows exactly where she belongs in the world. I followed her, feeling the cold water slide down my skin. The coolness did nothing to calm my shame. Jorge was already walking toward the lounge, not bothering to look back.

While I instinctively tried to cover myself, Laura grabbed her heels from beside one of the lounge chairs and began putting them on as naturally as if she were dressing for a runway. She glanced at me sideways, noticing my hesitation.

“Put yours on, Susana.” Her voice was more an order than a suggestion.

“Like this? We're going to cross that lounge completely naked and in heels?” I asked, my voice barely a whisper.

Laura shot me a smile that didn't reach her eyes.

“Yes, like this. How do you think anything gets done in a place like this? Besides, look around you. What's the difference?” She gestured toward the lounge. “They're all whores and topless waitresses. Nobody's going to be surprised to see two more.”

She was right about one thing: the place was already full of women who were naked, half-naked, or dressed as if their clothes were mere decoration. But that didn't make me feel any better.

With trembling hands, I bent down to put on my heels. Each movement made me feel more exposed, more vulnerable, as if with each click of the buckle I was giving up something I didn't know how to get back.

“Let's go,” she said, taking the lead.

We crossed the lounge, and everything seemed to stop for an instant. I felt stares piercing us like needles, some filled with desire, others with appraisal. The men smiled openly, while some women looked at us with a mixture of jealousy and approval. It was like walking through a minefield, aware of every step I took and the weight of every gaze passing through me.

Laura, of course, didn't seem to notice anything. She walked with her head held high, swaying her hips as if she were the center of the universe. I, on the other hand, could barely breathe.

When we reached the office door, Jorge was waiting for us. His expression was serious, almost cold. He said nothing, but his gaze was enough to make me feel tiny.

He opened the door and gestured for us to enter. Stepping inside, I found myself in a space decorated with overwhelming luxury: dark wood walls, an immense desk, white leather sofas, and a low table where several bottles of expensive liquor rested. At the back, the two men who had been with Jorge on the terrace were watching us, appraising us with smiles that gave me goosebumps. To their right stood a beautiful mixed-race woman, completely naked, her skin glistening with oil. She stood rigid, barely blinking. Her only attire was a pair of black high heels.

“Edmilson and Santos,” Jorge said, introducing them as they stood up.

Edmilson, the heavier and gray-haired one, extended his hand to me with a smile that didn't reach his eyes. Santos, younger and thinner, watched me with an intensity that made me want to step back. Both were sizing us up, as if we were merchandise about to be inspected.

“A pleasure to meet you, ladies,” Edmilson said, his tone dripping with forced kindness.

“The pleasure is ours,” Laura responded before I could say anything, her tone seductive, as if she were on autopilot.

Edmilson and Santos exchanged a glance and then sat down again, indicating we should do the same. But before we could move, Edmilson spoke again.

“Here, important deals are sealed in a special way.”

His smile widened, and I felt my stomach sink. Santos leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees as he watched us carefully.

“We're sure Jorge has explained how important this business is for all of us,” Santos said, his tone seemingly friendly but carrying an authority that couldn't be ignored.

“Ingrid, prepare the ladies,” Santos said, looking at the mixed-race girl.

In complete silence, she approached us. She was shaved bare, with a small piercing in her navel. She opened a drawer in the dresser behind her and pulled out two prong collars—the kind used on the most dangerous dog breeds. Without a word, she fastened one around Laura's neck. Laura was tense but docile. I looked for Jorge's eyes, but he deliberately avoided mine. Then it was my turn. Ingrid placed the collar on me as well, doing it gently enough that none of the pointed prongs broke my skin.

Next, she pulled two long leather leashes from another drawer and clipped them to our collars, holding the other ends in her hand.

“On your knees,” Santos ordered, and I felt the black girl's hand push me slightly forward. I didn't want to resist with that thing around my neck, so I obeyed without protest.

Ingrid positioned herself behind us, holding the leashes in one hand and a whip in the other. At a gesture from Edmilson, she cracked the whip across each of our backs and drove us forward on our knees to the foot of the sofa where the Brazilians sat.

Jorge remained standing. I looked at him, searching for some sign of support or even doubt, but his expression was steel. His eyes drilled into me, sending a clear message: there was no room for mistakes.

“Well, 'friend,'” Santos said, looking at Jorge, “Edmilson and I have always valued trust in our partners. That means there has to be trust between us. Complete trust, even in moments that seem unpleasant. A partner has to make us certain he'll always be on our side. No matter what. Now, you're going to sit here with us and watch what we're going to do with your girls.”

“Ingrid, give them their ration,” Edmilson ordered.

The mulatto woman glided over to us and set silver trays on the floor beneath our faces. Each one held several lines of cocaine.

“Now snort,” Santos ordered.

I started to open my mouth to protest when I felt a tug on the leash. It was gentle, but it made the spikes dig into my neck. I glanced sideways at Laura, who saw what happened and pressed her face against the tray, inhaling hard. She lifted her head and looked at me, cocaine residue on her nose and lips. Her eyes begged me to do it. Tears were starting to stream down my face, and some fell onto the tray.

“Your whore is going to ruin some good shit,” Santos said. “What's wrong? Don't you know how to keep her in line?”

Jorge stood up and crouched beside me, gripping my face hard. I saw fear in his eyes.

“Do it, Susana. Don't make this harder,” he whispered.

It was almost a plea. Then he shouted at me. “Snort, damn it! Do what you're told.”

“Do it, Susana,” Laura murmured.

I saw the fear in both Jorge and Laura. They were begging me. The two Brazilians stood over us, threatening, so I lowered my head and snorted. From that moment on, Santos and his partner relaxed. Laura and I remained on our knees with Ingrid holding the leashes. Jorge sat back down and tried to look relaxed, though we who knew him could sense his tension.

“Good girls,” Santos said again. “Now that you'll be nice and relaxed, you're going to open those pretty mouths. And you, Jorge, are going to enjoy what your new partners are going to do. When we're finished, you can leave. Your lawyers in Madrid will receive the contract. Starting day one, we'll be partners.”

They positioned themselves in front of us and casually pulled out their cocks.

“Ingrid, make them open their mouths,” Santos said.

Ingrid gave sharp tugs on our leashes, forcing us to open our mouths. My heart was racing. I was completely terrified. Suddenly, a stream of urine splashed my face. Instinctively, I closed my eyes and mouth. I felt a hard tug that forced me to open it again. It was impossible to explain what I felt in that moment. I choked, gagged, and finally broke down crying. Jorge didn't move. He looked like he'd been turned to stone. Laura's face and hair were soaked—the other man was pissing on her, moving from side to side. When they finished, we were coughing and gagging. Ingrid helped us to our feet. She removed our collars and handed us towels.

“Now, beauties, they'll give you your clothes back,” Santos said, extending his hand to Jorge, who could barely bring himself to shake it. “You held up well, 'friend.' Like I said, we're partners now.”

We left that room and had to cross the penthouse with everyone staring. We were no longer the stars of the party. I caught pity in some of their looks. While we dressed in a corner, completely ashamed and disgusted, Jorge was on the phone. He looked terribly tense. When he hung up, he came over and looked at us tenderly.

“Let's get out of here. I'm sorry, girls. I never thought this would happen.” I noticed his eyes were filled with tears.

He got us out of there, holding our hands. Laura and I both had urine-soaked hair, and my mouth was coated with an acrid taste. I walked like an automaton as Jorge pulled us along urgently.

The taxi crawled through Rio's lit streets, but every meter toward the port felt like an eternity. Laura sat beside me, her face damp and her hands trembling, clutching the edge of her dress as if that might calm her. There was no trace of her powerful smile.

I wasn't any better. My mind couldn't stop replaying what had happened—every word, every gesture, every sensation that had left its mark on me. My neck stung. It was torn up from that final tug. I couldn't help it. Tears streamed down my face uncontrollably, burning my cheeks, as if trying to wash away some of the filth I felt inside. I looked at Jorge in the front seat, his face rigid, his eyes fixed on the window.

“Jorge...” I managed to say, my voice barely a whisper, though I could hardly hear myself. “This... this has been too much. It's more than anyone should have to bear.”

He didn't respond. He just ran his hand through his hair and looked at me sadly.

“Are you even listening to us, Jorge?” Laura broke the silence, though her voice was cracked and thick with tears. “This isn't normal! You can't ask this of us and then act like nothing happened!”

Jorge finally turned to face us, and for an instant I saw something in his expression. Something I had never seen in him before: guilt.

“I'm sorry,” he said at last, his voice low. “I know it was terrifying and humiliating. I know I put you in a situation you should never have had to experience. But I'll explain later. Wait until we get to the boat.”

The words caught me off guard, but they weren't enough to stop my tears.

“That's it?” I asked, my voice harsher than I expected. “You're just sorry? Jorge, we're not your toys. You can't use us like this.”

“Susana. I'm sorry. I have no excuses. I shouldn't have exposed you like that, but... I'll explain on the boat. Please, wait until we get there. This isn't the place to discuss this.”

The rest of the trip passed in uncomfortable silence. Laura rested her head on my shoulder, seeking comfort, while I lost myself in my thoughts.

When the yacht came into view, dimly lit by the harbor lights, I felt a mixture of relief and suffocation. Laura walked beside me, her steps slow, her head bowed. Jorge walked ahead in silence, as if searching for words he couldn't find.

Once on board, we entered the main salon. Jorge stopped and turned toward us, but couldn't bring himself to meet our eyes.

“Please, sit down,” he said, gesturing toward the sofas. His voice was different—lower, even trembling. Something about him didn't fit the imposing image he always projected.

Laura looked at him, her eyes still swollen, but said nothing. I collapsed onto one of the sofas, physically and emotionally exhausted, while he remained standing in front of us, hands in his pockets.

“I need to explain what just happened,” he began, his tone heavy. “I know tonight has been crazy. And I know it's unforgivable. But I need you to understand something.”

I crossed my arms, not so much because I wanted to listen to him, but because I felt I needed to know what else he could possibly say to justify what had happened.

“Those two guys, Edmilson and Santos... they're not people you can mess with,” he said, pausing to swallow. “When I accepted the meeting, I didn't know exactly what I was getting into. I thought they'd be more or less normal businessmen, like the others I've worked with.”

“Normal?” Laura let out a bitter laugh. “You think that was normal?”

Jorge looked at her but didn't respond directly. Instead, he continued.

“During the meeting, I realized they were dangerous people. There was a moment when I thought that if I said or did something they didn't like, the deal wouldn't just be over... something worse could happen.”

“What are you saying?” I asked, feeling a chill run through me.

“I'm saying I was afraid,” he admitted, and those words made me look up. Jorge never seemed to fear anything. “I feared for our lives. That's why I didn't stop what was happening. That's why I didn't object. Because if I had... I didn't know how far they might go.”

A heavy silence fell between us. Laura shifted on the sofa, staring at him in disbelief. I tried to process what I had just heard, but I didn't know whether to feel rage or pity.

“And why didn't you tell us anything? Why did you let us face that without even warning us?” I asked, my voice breaking.

“Because I didn't know until I met them. I couldn't risk you reacting in a way that would anger them.”

“So you preferred to sell us out?” Laura spat, her harshness surprising even me.

“It wasn't that!” he responded, raising his voice for the first time. Then he took a deep breath, trying to calm himself. “It wasn't that,” he repeated, quieter this time. “It was survival. It was trying to protect you the only way I could in that moment.”

I looked at him, trying to find something in his eyes that would tell me if he was being sincere. There was something in his posture, in the barely visible trembling of his hands, that told me he was telling the truth. But even so, that truth didn't make the pain any less.

“I'm sorry,” he said finally, his voice barely a whisper. “I know what they did to you tonight is unspeakable. I know I failed you. But I'm here, and I'll do whatever it takes to make it up to you. Please, believe me. If I'd known things were going to go that way, I never would have met with those two. In fact, now I have to figure out how to get out of this contract. I don't want to work with partners like that.”

Laura snorted, turning her face toward the window. I didn't know what to say. I only felt exhaustion washing over me again, as if the full weight of that night was crashing down on me all at once.

“I’m going to take a shower,” I said finally, standing up. “Because I assume you realize a couple of assholes just pissed all over us…”

“I’ll come with you,” Laura said.

“If you don’t mind, Laura, tonight I’d rather shower alone,” I told her curtly.

Laura nodded, without looking at me. Jorge didn’t move either as I left the living room, leaving his hunched, silent figure behind. For the first time, Jorge seemed small to me.


	Last Days
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The morning dawned sunny. Jorge was leaning against the railing, his gaze lost in the horizon. Laura was beside him, glass in hand, swinging her foot as they chatted. I sat in a corner, trying to calm my mind after everything that had happened last night.

Suddenly, Jorge turned toward us, his smile wide, almost paternal, as if he were about to announce something that would change our lives. He seemed to have forgotten everything that had just happened.

“Girls, I know what happened yesterday is a stain that won't easily wash away. Nothing I say or do is going to change that. I can only ask for your forgiveness and try to make it up to you as best I can. I've been thinking—we could stay here in Rio and do some sightseeing. We could go to dinner at some trendy spot, maybe even hit a private beach party. Whatever you want.”

Laura reacted immediately, raising her glass and letting out a little squeal of excitement.

“That sounds great!” she said, walking over to Jorge and kissing him on the cheek.

I, on the other hand, felt a wave of exhaustion. Rio sounded exciting, sure, but everything that had happened in the last few hours had left me drained. Still, I didn't want to be a killjoy.

“And during the day?” I asked, trying to sound casual.

Jorge looked at me, somewhat surprised, but then his expression softened.

“What do you mean?”

“Well...” I hesitated, feeling a bit foolish. “If we're going to stay, I'd like to see Sugarloaf Mountain, Christ the Redeemer... you know, the usual tourist stuff.”

For a moment, I thought he was going to laugh or tell me that wasn't part of the plan, but instead, his expression changed. A smile spread across his face, and before I could react, he wrapped an arm around me and pulled me close.

“Of course, Susana. You deserve it. We'll do it,” he said, looking directly into my eyes.

I was grateful for those words, which seemed genuinely sincere. There was something in his tone, in the way he said it, that felt like both a compliment and an acknowledgment that I'd made it through something incredibly hard.

Jorge held me a few seconds longer, his embrace too intimate, too possessive, before letting me go and turning toward Laura.

“It'll be the complete package, girls. Parties, luxury... and a little sightseeing so our dear Susana goes home with good memories.” He spoke as if he owned time itself, as if every moment was under his control.

Laura looked at me with a mix of amusement and complicity, raising her eyebrows as if to say: Look who's the favorite now.

I tried to smile, but deep down, something felt off. Jorge seemed to be giving me what I wanted, but I couldn't stop thinking that the night before, on top of the terrible humiliations, we'd been in real danger.

The fresh morning air was a relief after days of suffocating heat on the yacht. From where we stood at the foot of Sugarloaf Mountain, I could feel the wind playing with my hair as I looked toward the summit. The vegetation-covered mountains rose like sleeping giants, embraced by a clear blue sky. The sneakers I was wearing felt strangely comfortable after so many days in heels and party clothes.

Laura was beside me, wearing tight jeans and a sleeveless top. She had on large sunglasses that hid her eyes, but I could tell she was relaxed. Even her smile seemed more genuine.

The cable car carried us upward, gliding smoothly along cables that seemed to touch the sky. From there, the landscape unfolded like a dream: the blue waters of Guanabara Bay sparkled like a mirror, dotted with small boats drifting slowly. The rolling hills of Rio stretched as far as the eye could see, the intense green of the jungle blending with the vibrant colors of the buildings.

I paused at the viewpoint railing, letting the view wash over me. There was something almost magical in the way the city embraced the water, how every corner seemed to tell its own story. I felt small.

“It's incredible, don't you think?” Laura said softly, breaking the silence.

I nodded without looking at her, unable to tear my eyes from the horizon.

Later, we took another cable car back down and headed to Christ the Redeemer. We drove up a winding road that seemed endless, but each curve offered a view more breathtaking than the last. When we arrived, I was speechless.

The statue towered above us, arms outstretched as if protecting the entire city. Its white silhouette stood out against the blue sky, and though tourists were everywhere, the atmosphere was calm, almost reverent.

I walked to the edge of the viewpoint, where the city spread out at our feet like a mosaic of colors and shapes. The beaches of Copacabana and Ipanema looked like ribbons of golden silk, and beyond them, the Atlantic Ocean faded into the horizon.

I couldn't help but close my eyes for a moment, letting the cool breeze caress my face. There was something deeply peaceful about that place, something I hadn't felt in a long time.

Laura was a few feet away, taking photos with her phone, but I didn't want to be distracted by anything but what lay before me. For an instant, everything seemed in balance: nature, the city, the infinite sky.

I stood there in silence, arms crossed over my chest, as if trying to hold onto that moment forever. For the first time in days, there was no noise in my mind, no tension in my body. It was just me, the Christ, and the immensity of Rio de Janeiro at my feet.
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To cap off that morning of sightseeing, Jorge announced he was taking us shopping. I realized he was trying to make up for what had happened.

Jorge had rented a spectacular car and dropped us off in front of a high-end store in the heart of Ipanema, its display windows gleaming like jewels under the sun. From outside, I could see mannequins dressed in clothes that looked like they'd been pulled from a magazine, and my heart began to beat faster.

“Go in and pick whatever you want,” Jorge said, as if it were something he did every day.

Laura was the first through the door, with that confidence that always seemed to follow her. I trailed behind, trying not to let my excitement show too much, but it was impossible to hide completely. I wasn't used to this.

The store was a girl's paradise. Shelves full of dresses, pants, blouses—everything perfectly organized by color and texture. High heels lined up like little trophies on illuminated shelves, and in one corner, a lingerie section displayed lace and silks that seemed too delicate to be real.

“Look at this one,” Laura said, pulling out a tight black dress with a neckline that left little to the imagination. “We're trying this on.”

I laughed as she held it up against her body, turning toward the mirror to see herself.

“It's too much for me,” I replied, though part of me was dying to try it on.

We ended up in the fitting rooms, each with a pile of clothes. I put on a red dress that hugged me like a second skin, with a deep neckline and a side slit that climbed higher than I thought appropriate. I looked at myself in the mirror and, for a moment, loved what I saw.

“Wow,” Laura said when she saw me come out. She was wearing tight pants and a shiny top that looked like they belonged on a red carpet.

“You have to get it,” she said firmly, and although I hesitated, something in her tone convinced me.

The shoes were another story. I tried on heels so high they made me feel like a model, even though I knew I could barely walk in them. Laura, on the other hand, moved with the grace of someone born to wear them.

But what really left me speechless was the lingerie section. Lace bras, delicate garters, sets that were more art than clothing. I found myself touching the fabrics, feeling the soft brush of silk against my fingers, and I couldn't help imagining how I'd look in them.

“This too,” Jorge said from the entrance, pointing to a black set Laura had chosen for me.

I didn't argue. In that moment, everything felt like a dream, a fantasy where everything I touched could be mine.

When we finally left, with bags hanging from our arms and the smell of the store still on my clothes, I felt like I was floating. Jorge walked beside us, proud, as if he'd done his good deed for the day.

“You deserve it all,” he said, shooting me a quick glance.

And in that moment, with the weight of the bags in my hands and the feel of silk still on my skin, I thought maybe he was right. Maybe, for the first time in a long time, I deserved to feel this way.
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That afternoon, while we were planning our night out, Jorge announced he'd already called the crew to sail the boat back to Spain.

“I'm going to hire the same specialized crew to take it to Mallorca. These people do nothing but this kind of crossing. They know every detail of the sea, every possible complication, and they don't cut corners. We'll fly back.”

“I already spoke with the company this morning,” Jorge continued. “They're sending the crew tomorrow afternoon. I'll give them specific instructions on how to handle the yacht. And we'll spend the last two nights in a suite at a nice hotel.”

Laura was the first to get up, stretching with an air of indifference. “Perfect. So what are we doing today? One last party before we say goodbye to Brazil?”

Jorge smiled—that smile that always seemed designed to defuse any tension. “Something like that,” he replied. “Trust me. Get ready for a good party.”

He disappeared into the cabin and started making calls, speaking fairly fluent Portuguese. Laura and I went into her stateroom and started trying on clothes.

The afternoon was quiet aboard the yacht. Jorge was on an endless call, holed up in his cabin, while Laura and I kept trying on our new outfits.

“You know?” Laura said suddenly, glancing around for Jorge. “I think Jorge is doing everything he can to make us forget about the other day.”

I gave her a sideways look, eyebrow raised. “After what happened last night…”

Laura sighed, taking off her sunglasses and turning toward me. “Look, he's not perfect, I know. He has his dark side. But in the end, he's taken care of us. Do you think any other man would worry about us this much? In his own way, he's trying to apologize.”

“I don't know, Lau. Sometimes I feel like everything's a game to him, like we're just pieces on his board.”

She laughed softly, as if my comment were naive. “Laura, we're all pieces on someone's board. That's the world we live in. But at least Jorge knows how to play. Do you know how many guys like him exist, with his charm, his money, his ambition? Very few.”

I looked at her skeptically.

“Do you really think all this is worth it? That it's sustainable? I don't know if I want to spend my life depending on a man like Jorge.”

“And who said you have to depend on him? Look, Jorge has contacts. Friends on the best soccer teams in the world. Famous people with money who are looking for girls like you. Beautiful, passionate, with that spark that makes you unforgettable.”

“Soccer players?” I asked, trying not to laugh.

Laura nodded, smiling broadly. “Soccer players, singers, businessmen. They all want the same thing: a woman who's their trophy but who also knows how to set things on fire behind closed doors. Believe me, Laura, with your face, your body, and that innocence you still have, you could land one of them in less than a week.”

The idea made me uncomfortable, but also a little curious.

“And is that what you want? To snag someone so you can live in luxury for the rest of your life?”

Laura shrugged. “What I want is to live well. I want to make sure I never have to worry about paying a bill again or whether I'll have to work some shitty job. Is that so bad?”

“No, I suppose not,” I murmured.

“Besides,” Laura continued, turning to look at me directly, “you could do it effortlessly. Seriously, Susana, you have something special. That mix of sweet and daring that drives men crazy. If you wanted, you could be married to a guy who makes millions and takes you to dinner in Paris just because he feels like it. Why settle for a normal life when you can have it all?”

“Because I don't know if that 'all' is really what I want,” I replied honestly, feeling a knot in my stomach. “And because… I don't know if it's worth what you have to give up.”

Laura let out a little laugh, as if she couldn't take my answer seriously.

“Well, suit yourself. But I'm telling you, if Jorge organizes a dinner or a party with his soccer player friends, you'd better wear that black dress we bought. You'll see how they look at you. And who knows, maybe then you'll start to understand what I'm talking about.”

“You know, Laura? Sometimes I feel like you talk like… like you're some high-class hooker.”

She whipped her head toward me so fast I thought she'd break her neck. Her eyes narrowed, and for a moment it seemed like she was deciding whether to respond with a slap or a laugh.

“What did you say?” she asked, her voice sharp.

“You heard me,” I repeated, crossing my arms. “You talk like everything comes down to selling yourself to the highest bidder. Like your worth depends on how much money a guy can offer you. And I don't know, but that sounds like prostitution to me, even if it comes with designer heels and dinners in Paris.”

“Excuse me?” Laura set her glass aside, sitting up abruptly on the lounge chair. “Now you, Saint Susana, are going to give me morality lessons? Please. Do you want me to remind you who let herself get stripped naked on that penthouse terrace? Who did cocaine just to get through it?”

“That's completely different!” I shot back. “You know it wasn't voluntary. It was because Jorge got us into that shit and you didn't do anything to stop it.”

Laura huffed, crossing her legs and lighting a cigarette.

“Look, Susana. If you want to feel superior, go ahead. But at the end of the day, I have no problem admitting who I am or what I want. And if that makes you think I'm a high-class whore, so be it. But at least I have a plan. What do you have? A boyfriend who can't even make you feel alive? Parents who judge everything you do? A shitty office job?”

Her words hit me harder than I expected. I felt anger rising in my chest like a wave, but there was also some truth in what she was saying, and that’s what hurt the most.

Finally, Laura stood up, brushing invisible dust off her dress. I watched her leave, her figure silhouetted against the orange sky.

“Wait, Laura!” I tried to stop her.

She stopped but didn’t turn around right away. She let out a heavy sigh, as if deciding whether it was worth staying. Finally, she turned toward me, arms crossed, her expression a mix of exhaustion and defiance.

“What do you want now?”

“Don’t be mad at me,” I said, trying to sound conciliatory, though my voice trembled a little. “I know I have a point. But... I don’t want... I don’t want us to fight over this.”

Laura raised an eyebrow, as if gauging my sincerity. Then she took a couple of steps closer, her gaze still hard but less hostile.

“At least you’re honest,” she murmured, coming closer again. “Look, I don’t want to fight with you either. Really. But sometimes I feel like you don’t understand that this is the only way I can have a life I never could have dreamed of. I’ll admit that sometimes there are parts that aren’t pretty, okay? But I want to believe that Jorge loves me. We’re not a conventional couple, but we make plans for the future too—we even talk about having kids. It’s just that our relationship works differently than most people’s.”

“I know,” I replied quietly, lowering my gaze.

“Come on, let’s go inside. We have to pack, and it’s going to take a while,” she said, somewhat calmer.

While I was folding clothes—almost all of them gifts from Jorge and Laura—Jorge walked in with his usual energy and leaned against the doorframe.

“Girls,” he said, clapping his hands to get our attention. Laura, who was absorbed in packing her suitcase, looked up with interest. I watched him cautiously. “I’ve rented a suite at one of the best hotels in Rio. And everything’s ready for tonight’s party.”

Laura arched an eyebrow, intrigued. “And what’s happening tonight?”

Jorge’s smile grew wider as he stepped toward the center of the room.

“We’re going to a party, but not just any party. It’s at a villa with a private beach—one of those things you only find here in Brazil. The kind of scene you two love. Right?”

“After what happened yesterday...” I replied, suspicious.

“No, no. This is completely different. It’s one of my best friend’s place. He’s someone I trust completely,” he said in what seemed like a reassuring tone. “And I want you to look beautiful. No, not beautiful—spectacular.”

“What kind of people are going to be there?” I asked, trying not to seem too suspicious.

“Good people, Susana,” Jorge said. “No business deals, no one to impress. Just enjoying the end of the trip.”

Laura had already gotten up and was walking toward her cabin with that effortless lightness she brought to everything.

“Well, let’s get ready then. I want to enjoy the night to the fullest.”

Jorge looked at her approvingly, then turned to me. “Susana, tonight is going to be special. I want you to shine. Wear that dress you wore the first night. I’ve never seen you look more spectacular.”

I nodded and headed to my cabin to get ready. When I closed the door, I leaned against it and took a deep breath. The dress was in the closet, waiting for me. It was the dress I’d worn the night I broke up with Mario. Honestly, I didn’t feel like wearing it, so I decided to ask Laura for another one.
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We entered the suite Jorge had reserved, and I was speechless. Jorge pushed the door open with a casual gesture and let us go in first, as if this were routine for him, but for me it felt like something out of a movie.

The space was enormous, much larger than any apartment I'd ever been in. The marble floor gleamed under the soft light from carefully placed lamps, and the walls were decorated with modern artwork that looked like it was worth more than my entire year's salary.

To the right was an open living area with an L-shaped sofa upholstered in dark blue velvet. There was a low glass coffee table covered with magazines and a tray of fresh fruit, plus a bottle of champagne chilling in an ice bucket. A huge television hung on the wall across from the sofa, though I couldn't imagine anyone in this place wasting time in front of a screen.

I walked toward the terrace, drawn by the enormous glass doors that let in the Rio breeze. Outside, a spectacular view of the beach stretched before me, illuminated by the city lights and the moon's reflection on the water. The terrace itself was like a private oasis: a jacuzzi bubbled quietly, surrounded by cushioned lounge chairs and a small table with candles already lit.

“This is... impressive,” I murmured, more to myself than anyone else.

To my left, the bed dominated the main bedroom. It was enormous, covered in white sheets so pristine they almost seemed to glow. There was a padded headboard and a pile of pillows that made you want to throw yourself onto them and never get up. Beside it sat two nightstands with minimalist lamps and a telephone that looked more like a design piece than something functional.

“Do you like it?” Jorge asked, with a smile that betrayed his satisfaction at our reactions.

Laura was exploring the room like a kid in a candy store. She peeked into the bathroom and exclaimed, “Susana, come see this!”

I followed her and discovered that the bathroom was almost as large as the rest of the suite. There was a spa shower with glass walls, an enormous bathtub next to a window with an ocean view, and a double vanity with lit mirrors. On the marble counter sat perfectly rolled towels, bath products from brands I'd only seen in magazines, and a bouquet of white flowers that looked freshly arranged.

“This is insane,” I said, still trying to process everything I was seeing.

Laura turned to me with a mischievous smile.

“Feeling like a high-class whore?” she asked with a smirk.

“Okay... I deserved that,” I replied with a smile.

Jorge appeared behind us, leaning against the doorframe with that confidence that never seemed to leave him.

“Alright, girls, you have an hour to get ready.”

I looked at the terrace once more and promised myself that, at least for tonight, I'd try to enjoy it. Completely.

Laura came into the room holding a dress, and her mischievous smile already made me a little nervous.

“Try this on,” she said, tossing it to me. It was a deep red dress, almost scandalous, made of fabric that flowed like liquid, sliding between my fingers as I held it. It barely reached mid-thigh and had an asymmetrical cut: one bare shoulder and a side slit that climbed dangerously up my right leg. The most striking part was the back, completely bare, with just a thin bow tied at the nape for support. In front, the neckline plunged in a deep V that left little to the imagination.

“Laura, this is...” I stammered, not knowing what to say.

“It's perfect,” she interrupted. “Like all my dresses, but maybe this one's a little sexier. Totally my style,” she said, laughing as she headed into the bathroom.

Laura appeared holding a small bottle just as I was about to put on the dress. Inside, a golden liquid shimmered with hypnotic sparkles. She shook it slowly, and fine glitter swirled like a whirlpool.

“Before you put on that dress, you need this,” she said with a knowing smile.

“What is it?” I asked.

“A special lotion,” she replied, opening the bottle and releasing a light citrus scent, like tropical fruit. “It smells incredible, but the best part is the shimmer. With this and the dress, every eye in the room will be on you.”

I noticed her scanning me from head to toe, sizing me up like a blank canvas. Her confidence was disconcerting and a little intimidating.

“Take everything off,” she said, direct as always.

I sighed but obeyed. I slipped the robe off my shoulders until I stood completely naked in front of her. Laura poured some of the lotion into her hands, and the liquid shimmered even more under the soft light.

“This is pure luxury,” she murmured as she started applying it to my arms. The texture was warm and silky, as if my skin was drinking it in.

She moved to my legs, and though my discomfort grew, I said nothing. Her hands worked their way up from my ankles to my thighs.

“Is all this necessary? You're turning me on,” I managed to say, barely above a whisper.

“I like turning you on,” she replied, as if it were the most obvious thing in the world. She started kissing the base of my neck. Her playful tongue traced along it before slipping into my ear, sending a pleasant shiver through me. “You don't just have to look beautiful tonight, Susana. You have to be ready,” she whispered.

She stood in front of me and her hands began brushing against my breasts. Her movements were soft, almost professional, as if she'd done this a thousand times. Her nails grazed my nipples, which immediately reacted and hardened. She ran her tongue over them and I felt myself getting wet.

“Stop, please. We don't have time for this. You're driving me crazy,” I sighed.

She pressed her index finger to my lips, silencing me.

She sat on the edge of the bed and began spreading the lotion over my shaved mound.

“Susana…” she said, tilting her head. “This needs a touch-up.”

“What's wrong?” I asked.

She pointed toward my mound, where the light made my skin shine with the golden reflections of the lotion.

“It's starting to get scratchy. It should be smooth as a baby's bottom.”

My cheeks burned. For a moment I wanted to cover myself, but I knew that with Laura there was no room for embarrassment.

“It's not that bad,” I murmured.

“Honey, it has to be perfect,” she responded with a mix of humor and determination. “If we're going to do this right, we're going to do it completely right.”

Before I could protest, she got up and headed to the bathroom. I heard running water and a drawer opening. When she returned, she was carrying a new razor, a damp towel, and a can of shaving cream.

“Laura, we don't have time for this…” I began, but she was already on her knees in front of me.

“Relax, gorgeous. I'm doing this for your own good, and maybe for mine,” she said, giving me an intense, suggestive look.

I sighed, resigned. It was useless to argue with Laura when she set her mind on something. I closed my eyes and let myself go, feeling her apply the cream carefully, her hands firm and surprisingly delicate.

“Open up,” she said with a smile as she worked with precision.

It was an intimate, sexual moment. I didn't know whether to laugh, cry, or sink into embarrassment.

“Laura, this is too much…” I said, trying to distract myself from the cold sensation of the razor on my skin.

“Too much?” she laughed. “Susana, after everything we've done on this trip, this is the most innocent thing we've shared.”

She was right, but that didn't make me feel any less exposed. When she finished shaving, she dried me with the towel, removing any remaining foam. Suddenly she slipped her tongue into my pussy, working my clit lightly. I arched on the bed and let her continue. As suddenly as she'd started, she stopped and pulled away with a wide smile on her face. Her face was wet with my juices.

“Perfect. Now you're ready. You're going to be horny as hell.” Her laughter was contagious.

“You slut…” I said, kissing her passionately on the mouth, tasting myself on her.

“Of course, this dress means no underwear,” she said matter-of-factly.

“Are you crazy? Everything would show,” I protested.

“No. Everything will be suggested, which isn't the same thing. Trust me.”

I stood up, ready to slip on the dress. The touch of the fabric on my freshly shaved, lotion-covered skin was strange, almost electrifying. I looked at Laura, who was watching me with a triumphant smile.

I slipped on the dress slowly, feeling the light fabric caress my glowing skin. I looked in the mirror again and for a moment I barely recognized myself.

“Oh my God,” she said, handing me the high-heeled sandals. “You're irresistible. And just so you know, I'm soaked too.” She slipped a finger between her legs and pulled it out glistening with her wetness. Almost without thinking, I took it in my mouth and sucked it, looking into her eyes. “We'd better stop, Susana. Now we really are running out of time,” she said, glancing at the clock.

Somewhat disappointed, I stood up and looked at myself in the mirror. My skin, more tanned than ever in my life, glowed from the lotion. It wasn't an exaggerated shine; it was subtle and elegant.

The sandals made my legs look almost infinitely long, and the dress… well, let's just say it left no room for shyness. Anyone who came near me would instantly notice I wasn't wearing panties. I swallowed, feeling a mix of excitement and insecurity, but I decided I didn't care.

But Laura wasn't finished with me.

“If you're going to wear that dress, you need a hairstyle that matches,” she said, leading me to the vanity. She sat me down while she plugged in a curling iron and grabbed a setting spray. She worked quickly, gathering my hair into a high ponytail that fell over one shoulder, leaving some loose strands around my face that she curled slightly. When she finished, the ponytail highlighted my neck and bare shoulders.

“What do you think?” Laura asked proudly.

“I feel… almost naked,” I admitted, adjusting the neckline for the fifth time to cover some of what it revealed.

“That's because you are almost naked, queen. A total high-class little slut,” she joked again, “and that's exactly what makes you so incredible,” she added with a wink.

I didn't know whether to feel flattered or mortified, but one thing was certain: tonight, I wasn't going unnoticed.

Laura and I crossed the hotel lobby with a confidence I didn't know I had. Each step rang out from my high-heeled sandals, and the sound seemed to follow us, as if everyone's attention had locked onto us.

Laura looked stunning. She knew it, and she wore her dress with the poise of a model. Her dress—if you could even call it that—was an ode to excess. Electric orange that seemed made of liquid fire, it barely covered the essentials. The tight fabric hugged every curve, and the thin straps crisscrossing her bare back looked ready to snap with the slightest movement. Each step she took was a spectacle, the skirt opening almost to her hip, revealing her long legs glistening from the same lotion I was wearing.

But Laura wasn't just the dress. Her hair, pulled up in a high, slightly messy bun, left her long, elegant neck exposed, adorned only by a thin gold necklace. Her lips were painted a deep red, and her dark eyes gleamed with determination and playfulness. She wore sky-high sandals with delicate gold straps that traced her feet like a work of art.

Beside her, Jorge looked impeccable. His dark blue suit, tailored to perfection, contrasted with his snow-white shirt. The dark blue tie, almost black, added a touch of restraint that seemed to balance the madness Laura and I had chosen to wear. Everything about him exuded control, from his perfectly styled hair to the understated but expensive watch on his wrist.

He walked with a calm confidence that was hypnotic, as if everything happening around him was under his command. Sometimes I wondered how anyone could maintain that impenetrable facade.

The dress Laura had lent me was a work of art… and also a scandal. It barely covered the essentials, with strategic cuts that left more skin exposed than I'd ever shown in public before. The red fabric shone under the hotel lights, hugging my body like a second skin, while the golden shimmer from the lotion she'd insisted on applying accentuated every curve.

I felt powerful and exposed in equal measure. Every gaze that landed on us felt like a tiny needle, a mixture of admiration and judgment. Some men in suits, drinks in hand, didn't bother hiding it. They turned shamelessly as we passed, their eyes roaming over our bodies as if undressing us even further. The women murmured, their eyes heavy with something between envy and disapproval.

Laura, of course, moved as if none of this mattered—head held high, confident smile in place, that walk of hers designed to make sure no one could ignore her. I tried to imitate her, but something inside me made me feel… guilty? Nervous? I wasn't used to this level of exposure, and while part of me enjoyed the power of being the center of attention, another part couldn't help wondering if we'd gone too far.

When we reached the reception desk, a man checking his phone looked up. His eyes widened when he saw us, and he quickly looked away, as if he'd been caught doing something improper. A couple waiting near the elevator stopped talking to stare at us, and I heard the woman whisper something to the man, who let out a stifled laugh.

“I think we're a little out of place here,” I murmured, leaning toward Laura.

She let out a soft, carefree laugh while adjusting one of her dress straps, as if she needed even more eyes on her.

“Don't be silly, Susana. They're looking at us because they'd love to be us or be with us. It's that simple.”

I wasn't so sure. I felt heat rising up my neck as a group of young men passed by, casting shameless glances and murmuring something I couldn't quite catch.

“What if this is too much?” I insisted, trying to make my voice sound more confident than I felt.

Laura turned her head to look directly into my eyes, her expression serious for a moment.

“Don't start again, Susana. Too much for whom? For them?” She gestured toward the crowded lobby. “What all these people are feeling right now is envy.”

As we left, I felt the gazes following us to the door, as if we were the main attraction. The cool night air hit my exposed skin, and a shiver ran down my spine.

Before I could respond, the sound of an engine idling in front of the glass doors caught our attention. A sleek black car was waiting for us. The doorman hurried to open the back door. I knew that getting in, I must have flashed everyone, but in that moment, I decided I didn't care anymore.

While Jorge checked something on his phone, my mind kept drifting to the night ahead. I knew it would be intense, like all the nights with them. What I didn't know was whether I could keep up.
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The car was a spotless black sedan with leather seats that smelled brand new. Jorge sat in the middle, Laura and I on either side of him, our legs brushing against his. At first, everything seemed calm. City lights streamed through the windows and played across our silhouettes as the car glided along.

Jorge stayed relaxed, as always, but something in his gaze hinted that the calm wouldn’t last. His hand moved confidently, settling first on my knee. My body tensed, but I said nothing. He’d done this so many times before, and yet each time, he still managed to surprise me. His fingers began creeping up my thigh with calculated slowness, and I didn’t know if I wanted to pull away or give in.

Laura, who seemed to read the situation better than I did, leaned toward him with a smile only she could pull off so effortlessly. She brought her lips close to his ear, and though I couldn’t hear what she said, I watched Jorge’s smile widen. Without warning, he pulled her toward him and kissed her—deeply, without reservation.

I felt a knot in my stomach—a mix of nerves and, to my surprise, a spark of excitement. Before I could process it, Jorge turned toward me. His hand, still resting on my thigh, slid higher and slipped inside my pussy. He glanced at Laura and nodded with a smile. I was sure she’d told him about the warm-up we’d had in the room.

His lips found mine. It was a firm, confident kiss. Soon his tongue met mine and began teasing it. While he kissed me, his hand returned to my sex. He slid two fingers inside and whispered for me to spread my legs.

While all this was happening, one detail didn’t escape my notice: the driver. He could see everything through the rearview mirror, his eyes trying not to look but failing miserably at ignoring the spectacle.

I gestured to Jorge, who noticed immediately. With a slow but deliberate motion, he pressed the control button on the car’s panel. The partition began to rise, sealing our little bubble off from the outside world.

“We don’t need witnesses, do we?” he said with a smile as the barrier closed completely, leaving us alone.

The atmosphere shifted instantly. The newfound intimacy seemed to intensify everything. Jorge leaned toward Laura again, his hand now exploring between her legs, and she let out a soft sigh that sent goosebumps across my skin. Then, as if it were the most natural thing in the world, he looked at me again, inviting me to join a game I still didn’t fully understand.

“You’re getting me terribly worked up, girls,” he said in a low voice, his fingers tracing circles on my breasts before descending toward my navel. “If you keep this up, I won’t even want to go to the party.”

Without thinking twice, I straddled him. I went for his neck, careful not to stain his shirt with lipstick, and whispered in his ear to enjoy the show. Laura watched me with surprise until I climbed off Jorge and positioned myself at her feet. I spread her legs decisively and buried my face between them. I breathed in the scent of her sex. Clean, smooth, and wet.

At the same time, I slid the straps of her dress aside enough to expose her nipples. My mouth traveled over her sex beneath the skirt. Jorge bent down and lifted my skirt, but I didn’t want him touching us. I pushed him away without hesitation. He backed off, giving himself space to watch us from that angle. I heard him sigh, full of excitement.

I watched Laura lean back a bit more, legs spread, exposing her pussy. Her lustful gaze locked onto his, and he stared back with an almost dazed expression, not knowing where to put his hands. He moved his mouth close to Laura’s again, but she pushed him away with one hand.

I gripped Laura’s waist and pulled her deeper toward my mouth. She arched her back against the seat, gazing up at the car’s glass ceiling, feeling my tongue travel over her entire sex. I wanted to devour every inch of her. I sat up and brought my face—soaked with her juices and my saliva—close to Jorge and kissed him. He licked my face desperately. Again I pushed him away. I placed my palm on his chest and shoved him back. I returned to Laura’s pussy. She watched all this with surprise and excitement. When her body began to vibrate with the first spasms of orgasm, we heard the driver’s voice announcing we were five minutes from our destination.

Without thinking, I slid three fingers into her pussy while licking harder. Laura’s body went completely rigid, and she began to come in almost electric spasms. Her orgasm was so intense that a stream of fluid soaked my face and stained our dresses.

The car stopped. I shot Jorge a desperate look—no one could open that door right now. The tension still hung in the air, but we had to pull ourselves together.

Laura hurried to tug her dress back into place while I smoothed all the fabric of mine. Laura straightened her tiny skirt, now completely wrinkled. The top of her dress, as tight as it was revealing, had slipped down too far, leaving her breasts almost fully exposed. With quick movements, she adjusted it while pulling a small compact mirror from her purse. I watched her fix her makeup. With a tiny brush, she touched up her eyeliner, extending the corners with precision. Then she applied a bit more gloss to her lips, still somewhat smudged from the kisses between the three of us.

“More or less,” she said, trying to sound relaxed. “Oh girl! You’re a mess,” she told me. “You just ruined your makeup. Anyone would think you just ate pussy… Come here, let me fix you up a bit.”

With expert hands, she handed me a brush to touch up my makeup.

“Come on, girls, we need to go,” Jorge said, opening the car door and getting out first.

Once outside, he ran his hands over his suit, adjusting his tie with a carefree air. It was irritating how impeccable he could look, even after what had just happened in the car. Not a single hair out of place, and his smile was that of a man in complete control.

Laura let out a sigh, checking her reflection one last time before snapping the mirror shut.

“You've got a little something here,” I said, touching my chin to show her where.

“Thanks,” she said, quickly wiping it off and giving me a knowing look. “You went way overboard. You know that, right?”

“More or less,” I said. “But I loved feeling you come in my mouth. It was wild.”

“It was amazing. Jorge didn't know where to look. You got him so worked up. Come on, let's go,” she said.

When I stepped out of the car, the warm night breeze hit me, reminding me where I was. In front of us, the mansion seemed to glow under the moon, and though I tried to focus on its beauty, I couldn't stop thinking about what had just happened.

Laura walked beside me, her heels clicking on the pavement as we climbed the steps toward the entrance. I noticed her normally impeccable hair was slightly disheveled.

“Wait, let me help you,” I said, tucking a strand behind her ear.

She looked at me, smiling gratefully.

“Ready?” she asked, a gleam in her eyes that could have been excitement or pure adrenaline.

“I will be as soon as I get inside and have a drink,” I replied confidently.

Jorge was waiting for us at the entrance, wearing that smile that said everything was going according to plan. He adjusted his shirt cuffs, looking at us as if we were a work of art he'd created himself.

As we climbed the steps toward the mansion's entrance, I couldn't help giving Laura one last look and letting out a stifled laugh. Her face, normally so flawless, was slightly flushed, as if everything that had happened in the car had left its mark on her skin. But what stood out most was a wet stain on her dress, right at the hem of her skirt, gleaming faintly under the lights.

“What's wrong?” Laura asked, stopping and looking at me curiously.

“Nothing... well, everything,” I replied, pointing at her dress. I tried to hold it in, but the laughter burst out anyway. “You've got your cum on your skirt.”

She looked down and saw the stain. Her lips formed a small “o” of surprise before her eyes lit up with humor.

“And you? Look at your neckline, dear. You're not much better,” she shot back with a knowing smile, pointing at the edge of my dress, where there was a fairly large stain.

That was enough to set us both off. We stopped on the steps, trying to regain our composure while Jorge, a few steps ahead, watched us with a raised eyebrow and an impatient expression.

“Girls, please, we're running late,” he said, though his tone lacked any real authority.

Laura looked at me, her eyes bright with that spark of camaraderie she sometimes had.

“We'll have to think of an excuse. In case anyone asks,” she whispered, low enough that only I could hear.

“Of course, we don't want them to find out I just squirted everywhere,” she replied, biting her lip to keep from laughing louder.

“Do you think anyone will notice?” I asked conspiratorially.

“Probably not, but if they do, we'll just give them something more to talk about,” I replied, shrugging.

“I like how you think,” she said, winking at me.

“Champagne,” I said. “We hit a bump on the way over and got splashed with champagne. There's our perfect excuse.”

We walked together toward the entrance, trying to maintain our composure, but we kept exchanging knowing glances whenever we remembered something from the car. When we passed a mirror in the lobby, we stopped briefly to examine ourselves. Laura pulled a small handkerchief from her purse and dabbed at one of the stains on her dress, without much success.

We kept moving forward, our heels clicking on the floor, and for the first time in a long time I felt the adrenaline coursing through me. My heart was racing. For a few moments, I understood Laura. I felt like the most powerful woman in the world. Those few seconds of complete satisfaction made me understand what Laura must feel living the life she lived. I became fully aware that none of this would have been possible with Mario. That reality check nearly brought my spirits crashing down, but I immediately pushed it from my mind.

When I stepped out into the garden, the first thing that hit me was the smell. A sweet, fresh mixture, as if the air itself was infused with exotic flowers and moisture. In front of us stretched a path of white gravel that wound through an impeccable lawn, so green and well-maintained it looked like a painting. Lining the path, tall palm trees rose majestically, their leaves swaying gently to the rhythm of the breeze. Among them, banana trees with large vibrant leaves created small shadows that shifted with the wind.

Along the edges of the lawn, perfectly trimmed bushes bloomed in shades of fuchsia, orange, and yellow. It was as if someone had chosen each plant to complement the warm lights illuminating the garden from below. In the distance, I could make out an enormous fountain with a marble statue at its center. Water cascaded in gentle sheets, creating a hypnotic sound that blended with the soft music drifting from the house.

Jorge guided us toward the entrance, but I couldn’t stop looking around. Small tables dotted the garden, draped in white tablecloths with candles flickering on each one. Groups of guests sat here and there, drinking and chatting under the stars. Everything seemed designed to impress—to project luxury and power without saying a word.

When we finally reached the house, I found myself facing a mansion that looked straight out of a movie. The facade gleamed white, with tall columns framing the main entrance. The windows were enormous, their glass reflecting the light from the garden lamps. At the center, a dark wooden door with gold detailing seemed to beckon us into an entirely different world.

As we climbed the steps toward the entrance, I noticed that the upper terraces offered a view of the entire garden. String lights hung between the palm trees, and lamps embedded in the ground created an almost magical effect. I glanced at Laura and saw she was just as impressed.

“It’s... more than just a house,” I murmured, unable to help myself.

She smiled, a bit haughtily.

“It’s what awaits you if you play your cards right,” she replied, as if speaking more to herself than to me.

The contrast with the atmosphere at the club where we’d had the incident was absolute. There, everything had been tension and malignant energy. I remembered the unnatural nudity and the scrutinizing stares. Here, everything flowed naturally. The air was fresh and clean, and the sounds were soft: the whisper of leaves rustling in the wind, the distant murmur of a stream. Nothing here felt forced or tense. It was as if this place had been designed for calm, for finding a peaceful rhythm.

There were beautiful people here too, but not with that fierce, provocative beauty of the penthouse. Here it was different—more elegant, more subtle. Less sexual. People moved with a tranquil grace. At the penthouse, everything had been part of an excessive display of power and false sensuality.

Jorge approached a tall, dark-haired young man. They embraced warmly—clearly old friends. They walked over to us, and Jorge introduced us to Renato with a broad smile, without the slightest hint of tension. “This is Renato,” he said, with that familiarity only old friends share.

Renato was tall and dark-haired, with a relaxed posture that seemed to mirror the tranquility of the place itself. He wore a light suit with a black shirt and no tie. From the first moment, his friendliness was evident—he had that rare ability to put you at ease with just a look, with a smile that seemed genuine and open.

“Pleasure to meet you,” he said, shaking our hands firmly but without arrogance, like someone who genuinely savored the moment. As he spoke, I noticed his warm tone, almost musical, as if every word were carefully chosen to charm without overdoing it. His friendliness was authentic, unpretentious.

Then, almost as if the conversation were incomplete without her, Renato turned toward a woman standing a few steps away, watching us with a serene smile. “And this is my wife, Lidia,” he announced with a hint of pride in his voice.

Lidia approached with an innate elegance, as if every step she took was designed to captivate without effort. She was beautiful, but not in that intimidating way. There was something in her presence that drew you in—a perfect balance between grace and warmth. Her hair fell in soft waves, and her dress, simple but impeccable, highlighted her distinguished bearing.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you,” she said, her voice soft, almost a whisper, but with a clarity that made each word resonate. She looked at each of us attentively, as if genuinely interested in every detail of who we were.

In that moment, I felt this couple embodied the place we were in: natural, balanced, with a beauty that didn’t need to be announced to be evident. It was clear there was something between them beyond words—a palpable connection, as strong as it was discreet, that made them shine together.

Renato led us to a table and pulled out our chairs with a chivalrous flourish. “Let’s sit for a while. We have a lot to talk about.” Lidia came over to join us. Renato flashed a perfect smile—brilliantly white teeth, skin bronzed by the tropical sun—dressed with understated elegance.

He resumed talking with Jorge, apparently about something from the past and the years they’d gone without seeing each other.

Laura was seated on a tall chair while Lidia remained standing, scanning the area for someone. When she spotted a waitress, she called her over discreetly. She asked what we wanted to drink, and after noting our orders, excused herself to attend to other guests.

Laura and I decided to let the old friends catch up. When the drinks arrived, Lidia gestured for us to come over. She was with a young man who was apparently a relative of hers. He greeted us warmly and introduced himself as Eduardo—Renato’s cousin, it turned out. He couldn’t have been more than twenty, but he was even more handsome than Renato, with excellent posture. We remained standing. Young as he was, he was really attractive.

“So you’re Spanish?” he asked, a bit shyly.

“Yes. From Madrid,” Laura answered.

“My cousin Renato is a bit of a bore…” He smiled at us. “They’re probably swapping old war stories, I’d guess… So you might want to start looking for new friends for the party.”

“Indeed, it looks like it’s going to be a while.” Jorge and his friend were chatting animatedly, oblivious to everything around them.

“Yeah… these two can really talk,” he smiled.

“Did you come alone?” Laura asked, trying to keep the conversation going.

“Yeah. I live in Bahia, and I came to spend a few days here. I finished the first part of the semester and needed to recharge before finals. This place is amazing.” Almost without thinking, he added, “And today I stumble onto this surprise.”

“What surprise?” I asked innocently.

“You two… this party… It’s like being in a movie.” He flashed a genuine smile as he said it.

“I’m pretty surprised myself,” I said. “This is way beyond what I expected from a party. Everything is beautiful—the house, the gardens… It’s like a fairy tale.”

“Well, you haven’t seen the best part,” he said. “Come with me upstairs.”

I hesitated for a moment, but Eduardo’s expression seemed harmless enough.

“Laura, want to come upstairs with us? Eduardo wants to show us something.”

“Sure, but let’s grab more drinks. Mine’s empty.”

After getting more drinks, we followed Eduardo to the second floor.

We followed him up a wide, elegant staircase that led to the top of the house. When we reached the terrace, the first thing that struck me was the view: the horizon seemed infinite, with the ocean stretching in all directions, blending with the star-filled sky. But then I saw the pool, and for a moment I was speechless.

The water looked like a crystal mirror, perfectly clear, as if nothing existed between the edge of the pool and the ocean beyond. The glass edge created the illusion that the water merged directly with the sea, a hypnotic continuity. It was hard to tell where one ended and the other began.

“It’s even better during the day,” Eduardo said. “The blue of the sea blends right into the pool.”

On one side, a waterfall cascaded softly, the water flowing with a natural grace that contrasted with the architectural perfection of the place. The waterfall not only added a soothing sound but made the whole scene feel like an oasis in the sky.

Exotic plants filled the terrace around the pool, as if they’d been brought from some remote corner of the world. There were vibrantly colored flowers and enormous leaves that cast soft shadows, filtering the sunlight in an almost artistic way. The scent of the plants was sweet and fresh, adding another sensory layer to the place. Scattered among all that vegetation, several lounge chairs offered spots for sunbathing or relaxing in the shade.

“What do you think?” Eduardo asked, watching our reaction with a satisfied smile.

Spectacular wasn’t enough to describe it. “It’s incredible,” I murmured, still unable to take my eyes off the crystalline edge that merged with the ocean. And it was.

Eduardo looked at us with an innocent smile and, gesturing broadly toward the pool, asked:

“Would you like to swim? The water’s perfect.”

I stood staring at the crystalline surface, tempted, but said nothing. It was Laura who responded first, with that lightness she always had.

“We didn’t bring swimsuits,” she said, shrugging with an innocent smile, though her eyes already betrayed a mischievous glint.

Eduardo, without missing a beat, let out a soft laugh and replied just as casually: “That’s not a problem. You can do it in your underwear. No one here is going to be scandalized.”

There was a moment of silence before Laura’s predictable response.

“We’re not wearing underwear either,” she said with a mischievous smile, locking eyes with him, clearly enjoying his reaction.

His eyes went wide and he looked us over. He clearly wasn’t expecting that response and was trying not to seem flustered. His last attempt was so innocent that Laura and I burst out laughing. He told us that didn’t have to be a problem either—that his aunt and uncle sometimes swam naked there.

“That’s not happening, Eduardo,” I said to shut down any further insistence. “It wouldn’t be appropriate.”

His face showed obvious disappointment. I just shook my head and laughed, while Laura, clearly satisfied with having dropped that bomb, leaned against the terrace railing, watching the guy. It was so typical of her—that way of disarming any situation with a bold comment—that I couldn’t help but admire her.

We went back down to the party. Everything was pretty calm. You could even say boring.

Jorge was chatting casually with two very pretty girls who kept touching him. I didn’t want to say anything and looked at Laura. At that moment, one of them leaned in and whispered something in his ear, and Jorge laughed out loud.

“I see Jorge’s fitting right in,” she said quickly with a nervous smile.

“You’re not jealous, are you?” I said.

“Jealous? Please… sweetie,” she said, putting her hand on my arm.

“They’re really pretty,” I told her.

“They’re okay. And…?”

At that moment Renato showed up and slipped his arms around our waists.

“You two look terribly bored,” he said.

“Huh? No,” I answered, trying to be polite. “But we don’t know anyone, so it’s tough to mingle. We’ve been upstairs at the pool. Eduardo showed it to us.”

“Who, my nephew?”

“Yes,” I replied.

“Great kid. He’s studying engineering in São Paulo. I’m sure he had a good time with you two, since he doesn’t know anyone here either.”

“He’s really sweet. And the pool is simply sublime.”

“Yes. It’s the jewel of the house. I know…” he said, a bit distracted, watching the girls talking to Jorge burst out laughing at something funny.

“In a little while the ‘official’ party will be over. There are still a few guests I have to see off—people I’m obligated to invite, others I don’t know very well. If you’d like, we can continue the party upstairs at the pool.”

I didn’t answer right away. I gave a half-smile, a little annoyed. I wasn’t Laura, and I didn’t want to have to explain our lack of underwear.

Just then, Lidia looked over at us and gestured for her husband to come over. Laura and I continued walking around the party.

“What a drag…” she said under her breath, looking around.

I kept quiet, watching Jorge as he kept talking to the two girls. They’d leaned back on a sofa and were smiling at him more brazenly now. It was full-on flirting, which Laura, a true expert in that art, picked up on instantly.

“Those two don’t stand a chance…” and she headed confidently toward them with that hip sway she did so well.

“They won’t last half a round… Laura’s something else,” I thought.

Laura reached Jorge and, without a word, kissed him passionately. The girls’ smiles froze. That air of a confident woman, completely unshakeable, with the calm of someone who knows she’s in control—it had put an end to the two girls’ amateur flirting. Then Laura suddenly started chatting with them in a relaxed tone, and they loosened up. A few minutes later, Laura came walking back with them, hand in hand. My face was priceless.

“Do you know where Eduardo is?” she asked me.

“Eduardo? I think he was just at the bar getting a drink,” I said, pointing. “Look, there he is.”

“Come on, beauties. I’m going to introduce you to a guy you’re going to love… and this one doesn’t have a girlfriend,” Laura said with a grin.

She turned to look at me and winked. I couldn’t help but laugh.

Laura, perhaps to make things clear, gave Eduardo a light peck on the lips with a smile when she approached him. That somehow froze the kid in place—his eyes went wide. After the four of them talked for a few minutes, Laura said goodbye to everyone and walked back over seductively.

“How about that? I’m fucking amazing. I freed Jorge from two leeches, found entertainment for a bored kid, and he’ll probably end up getting laid tonight.”

With that, she kept walking toward where Jorge was waiting alone.

Just then, Lidia came up to me with a big smile. She’d seen Laura’s whole move and was laughing openly.

“That was… I don’t know, pretty bold, wasn’t it?” she said, laughing.

“Anyway, she just did her good deed for the day. Your nephew was getting pretty bored,” I said, joining in her laughter.

“Renato told me he wants to wrap up the party at the pool. I’m going to have the waiters bring up a full drink service and then send them home. It’s time for them to go.”
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The terrace had become a refuge for the few guests still at the party. The warm night and soft glow of candles and lamps lent it an intimate feel. Only Renato, Lidia, the three of us, and another couple remained—Isabel and Marco, whom Renato quickly introduced. Near the pool, lounge chairs and sofas had been arranged so everyone could settle in however they liked.

Renato broke the silence with a big smile.

“Since we're among friends,” he said, raising his glass, “I say we play a game. How about truth or dare?”

The idea was a hit with everyone—we'd all been a bit bored after that lackluster party.

We settled into a circle around a low table. I was on a lounge chair, slightly reclined, while Jorge and Renato shared a sofa and the rest spread out on lounge chairs and armchairs. We all had full glasses within reach.

Lidia spun an empty bottle to start the game. It landed on Jorge. She looked at him and winked.

“You're up first, Jorge. Truth or dare?”

“Dare,” he answered with his usual confidence.

“Well... Let's see... Let's start strong, Jorge. Take off your shirt—but keep the tie on!” Lidia laughed and clapped her hands.

Jorge walked over to the table and slowly removed his white shirt, careful not to undo his tie. Once his torso was bare, some of us whistled in admiration as he draped the shirt over the back of an armchair.

The bottle spun again and again, and with each round, the mood grew more playful. The night was calm and warm, wrapping us in a pleasant tranquility. The soft candlelight cast shadows across our faces, making everything feel more intimate.

Marco was next, quickly becoming the center of attention when the bottle landed on him. Isabel, who always seemed to have that playful spark in her eyes, smiled at him mischievously.

“Truth or dare?”

“Dare,” Marco responded with a defiant smile, as if he knew what was coming.

“Perfect,” Isabel said, caught up in the energy of the game. “Take off your shirt.”

A murmur rippled through the group as Marco stood up without hesitation, slowly unbuttoning his black shirt while everyone watched. Cheers accompanied his movements. Finally, he slipped it off, revealing his tan skin glistening slightly with sweat.

My turn came again, and the bottle landed on Jorge. His gaze was so direct, so confident, that for a moment I felt a shiver run through me.

“Truth or dare?” I asked, while the others waited with growing anticipation.

“Dare,” he responded with a smile that made me wonder what he had planned.

He looked at me for a few seconds before speaking. “I want you to kiss someone in this circle, but not on the mouth... make it more... subtle.”

I stood up, hesitating—worried I might make someone uncomfortable—but finally approached Renato slowly. He was watching me intently. I reached him, leaned in, and instead of kissing his lips, I kissed his neck, softly, almost imperceptibly. It was brief, but everyone's reaction was immediate. The terrace filled with whispers and nervous laughter, as if the game had taken a turn toward something much more intense. His wife's face showed no sign of discomfort, so I relaxed.

The bottle spun again, this time landing on Laura.

“Truth or dare?” Renato asked her.

“Dare,” she said confidently.

“I want you to kiss someone here on the mouth. But... it can't be a man. It has to be a woman.”

Laura stood up decisively and looked at all of us, choosing her “prey.” I assumed she would choose me, given how little she knew Lidia and Isabel, but I was wrong. She stepped in front of Lidia, tilted her head, and kissed her slowly and deeply. Cheers accompanied the kiss, which Lidia clearly reciprocated. When the long kiss ended, Laura gave a little bow to the rest of us.

The bottle spun again, this time landing on Isabel. I couldn't help but notice how Renato's gaze lingered on her, as if he were already anticipating the next challenge.

“Truth or dare?” Lidia asked her.

“Truth,” she said without hesitation.

“Good, finally someone wants to come clean,” Lidia said with a mischievous look in her eyes, leaning toward her. “You know you can't lie. Those are the rules...”

“Go ahead. Ask the question,” Isabel replied uneasily.

“Alright. The question is... Have you ever slept with a woman?”

Silence fell over the terrace. Isabel tensed slightly. All eyes were fixed on her. Finally, she answered yes, drawing applause from everyone there. I immediately noticed several glances exchanged between the two Brazilian couples.

Jorge stood up and stretched. He walked over to the drinks table and poured himself another glass. “We need to liven this up a bit,” he said, returning to his lounge chair. “The game's getting a little... boring.” He looked at Renato with a mischievous smile. “Don't you have something to liven us up, friend?”

“I think I have something,” he said, setting his glass on the table before disappearing through the door that led inside the house. He wasn't gone long, returning with a small tray in one hand—perfectly formed lines on a crystal mirror and a glass full of straws. We all saw it at the same time, and the atmosphere changed immediately. It was as if a switch had been flipped.

“For anyone who wants to liven things up!” Jorge exclaimed.

I looked around and could tell no one was going to turn down Renato's gift. One by one, we took turns snorting the powder. Meanwhile, Lidia busied herself preparing drinks for everyone.

Laura went first. Moving with easy elegance, she approached the tray, took one of the straws Renato had brought, and snorted a line with a casualness that stunned me. When she finished, she looked up at us, exhaling slowly before smiling.

I took the straw Laura offered me and snorted the line quickly. I felt the burn in my nose, and then, almost instantly, an intense energy shot through me from head to toe. My heart started racing.

It was almost instantaneous. We laughed louder, talked faster. I felt like I could say anything, that there were no barriers between my thoughts and what came out of my mouth. I noticed the two hosts hadn't touched the cocaine, but despite that, they seemed completely at ease with the party.

Laura spun the bottle again, and it stopped in front of me. She looked at me with mischievous eyes and a smile playing on her lips.

“Truth or dare, Susana?” she asked, her voice dead serious.

For a moment I hesitated. Knowing Laura, whatever I chose, she'd probably come up with something bold or uncomfortable, so without thinking too hard, I answered dare.

“Well. In that case…” she looked at me with those feline eyes, her smile turning cruel. “Take off an article of clothing.”

I froze. Jorge tensed up. The three of us knew I wasn't wearing anything under the dress. For a few seconds, I didn't move. Lidia seemed to understand what was happening and was about to speak when I began suggestively slipping off one of my sandals.

“That's not an article of clothing, Susi,” Laura said mischievously. My eyes bored into her. “Shoes are in the accessories section. They're not articles of clothing,” she insisted.

“Don't do this to me, Laura,” I said, almost pleading.

“Oh, come on! Didn't we want to spice things up?”

I suppose the line I'd done emboldened me. I climbed onto the low table and began swaying my hips lasciviously. I fixed my gaze on all the guests, though not on Laura. I subtly untied the knot that held the dress at my neck, turning slowly as I lowered my arms. Finally, the dress slid down to my feet. Everyone's eyes were fixed on my body. Without shame, I turned again to give them a complete view. Completely naked, exposed atop those high sandals, I displayed myself shamelessly. For a few moments I felt strong, desired. I could sense everyone's gazes traveling over my body. Finally, I looked at Laura, who watched my movements with a serious expression.

Lidia stood up and went to get a bathrobe to cover me. She draped it over my shoulders and kissed me on the cheek. “You were fantastic,” she whispered.

The silence gave way to applause. Jorge stood up and kissed me on the mouth, his eyes boring into Laura.

More spins of the bottle brought louder laughter. Marco had to admit he had a tattoo in a hidden spot on his body, Isabel confessed she'd always thought Renato was her most attractive friend, and Laura admitted she'd been with more than one man at a time.

In the heat of the game, the bottle pointed to Lidia. Renato smiled.

“Truth or dare?” he asked her.

“Dare,” she said.

“All right. Let's see, I don't think Susana should be the only one taking off clothes. We should be good hosts. So… take off your dress.”

Lidia smiled and began to stand up. “As you wish, darling.”

She began lowering the zipper on her back. When she couldn't reach any further, she looked at me and asked for help. I obliged, and she slid the straps down with suggestive gestures. She held the dress up with just her hands before finally letting it fall to the floor.

She stood there dressed only in black lace panties. The thin, delicate fabric hugged her golden skin. She had an incredibly well-proportioned body, with small, pointed breasts crowned by dark nipples. But it wasn't just the beauty of her curves that captured our gaze. It was the impeccable posture with which she displayed herself, as if being naked in front of us was the most normal thing in the world. Her arms rested casually on her hips, and she threw her head back so that her black mane fell like a waterfall over her back.

The group broke into nervous applause, and she returned to her seat with easy, natural movements, sitting down with her breasts exposed. Our gazes met and she winked at me conspiratorially. I noticed she was a very beautiful woman, but beyond that beauty, what stood out most was the magnetism she radiated. Her gestures were completely confident. She didn't need to make the slightest effort to stand out because everything about her seemed designed to attract attention. I noticed the pronounced bikini marks on her tan skin. They stood out like pale triangles, almost milky white, enhancing the dark color of her nipples.

I felt a little dazed and tired of the game, so I excused myself and sat on the edge of the pool with my feet in the water. The night was warm, with a breeze that offered almost no relief.

Music kept playing softly on the terrace, and the laughter from the group behind me blended with the murmur of the water. I felt the coolness on my feet as I swung them, watching the lights dance on the surface. Here by the water, everything seemed calmer.

Suddenly, I heard soft footsteps behind me. When I turned around, I saw Lidia approaching with that elegance that seemed to come naturally to her. She wore an open white bathrobe, giving me another glimpse of her black lingerie. Anyone else might have felt self-conscious, but she made it look natural, as if she'd been born to walk that way.

“Can I sit with you?” she asked softly.

“Of course,” I replied, scooting over to make room for her on the edge.

She sat beside me, dipping her feet into the water unhurriedly. For a moment, neither of us said anything. We just watched the lights reflected in the water, wrapped in the comfortable silence between us.

“Tired of the game?” she finally asked, breaking the silence.

“A little,” I admitted. “It's fun, but... also intense. I needed to breathe.”

Lidia smiled, as if she understood perfectly. “Yes, sometimes it can be too much. But Renato knows how to liven up a night, don't you think? Things were dying down, and look how he's gotten everyone going again.”

“Yes. Those lines were definitely the turning point,” I said, laughing softly. Then my gaze lingered on her, on the striking contrast between her tanned skin and the white lines that perfectly traced the shape of her bikini. I couldn't help asking, “Lidia... how do you get those marks so perfect?”

She gave me a conspiratorial smile. “You mean the bikini marks?” she asked, pulling out one breast so I could get a closer look. “Yes, it's very common in Brazil. For us, it's almost like an accessory. A symbol of sensuality and style.”

“That's interesting,” I admitted. “In Spain it's the opposite. Almost all the girls try not to have marks on their skin. That's why topless is so common there. But how do you do it?” I pressed, genuinely curious. “They're super defined. They look painted on.”

“Well,” she began, leaning toward me as if about to share a secret, “it takes dedication. We spend hours in the sun, using tiny bikinis so the marks are more visible. You have to be careful, applying tanning lotion on the exposed areas, and for the marks to come out completely clear and defined, the best thing is to use black electrical tape. Basically, you make yourself a bikini out of electrical tape so it doesn't budge. You usually need someone's help to place it in the spots you can't reach.”

“Isn't it uncomfortable?” I asked, fascinated by the level of detail involved.

Lidia shrugged. “At first, yes. But then it becomes a habit. It's part of our culture, especially on the beaches around Rio. The marks are like a statement: they say you take care of your body, that you feel confident and proud of it. Besides,” she added with a mischievous smile, “men love it.”

I couldn't help but laugh. “Well, you can't deny it's... striking. I like how it looks on you. It's a beautiful contrast.”

“Thank you,” she said, tilting her head gracefully. “But it's not just for others. It's for us too. It's like wearing an expensive dress. In fact, to get results like this,” she said, showing me both her breasts without a hint of embarrassment, “you have to go to tanning beds all year round.”

I looked at her again, trying to imagine dedicating so much time and effort to something so specific.

Seeing her breasts up close, I couldn't help but notice a golden barbell gleaming on her right nipple.

“Lidia... You have a piercing...” I half asked, half stated.

She smiled and threw her shoulders back again so her breasts stood out more. “Yes, I do. Do you like it?” She didn't show the slightest discomfort.

“Yes,” I admitted. “It's sensual and gives you a... I don't know, wild edge? Did it hurt when you got it?”

“A little, of course,” she admitted with a shrug, “but it's a quick pain. Very intense, but it's over fast. It was worth it.”

“Why did you decide to get it?” I asked, genuinely intrigued.

Lidia looked at me with a sincere smile. “Well, there were several reasons,” she said, touching the barbell that pierced her nipple. “First, because it makes me feel powerful and sensual. Like a liberated woman. And second, because men love it,” she said, bursting into laughter. “They go crazy when they see it,” she added, still laughing.

“And Renato? Does he like it?”

“It drives him wild. Although you should know that when I met Renato, I already had it. I didn't get it for anyone—I got it for myself. I'm very proud to wear it.”

“Would you like to get one?”

“Well, I'd never really thought about it, to be honest... But you wear it really well, and I think I'm going to consider it.”

As the laughter from the group in the distance merged with the music and the sound of waves on the nearby beach, I felt more and more at ease talking with Lidia. There was something in the way she expressed herself, in her confidence, that put me completely at ease. So, without overthinking it, I decided to ask something that had been on my mind since we arrived at that terrace.

“Lidia…” I began, hesitating slightly. “I hope you don't mind, but… you and Renato, what kind of couple are you?”

She looked at me, a flash of surprise in her eyes, but not discomfort—more like she hadn't expected me to be so direct. Then her expression softened, and a small smile curved her lips.

“I guess you could say we're an open couple,” she said matter-of-factly.

“Open?” I repeated, intrigued.

“Yes,” she said, nodding slowly. “A few years ago, Renato brought it up. He told me he was madly in love with me, but that he needed something more. You won't believe this, but he practically begged me. Of course, it was a real shock—I won't lie. But over time, I accepted it. And now… I'd say I couldn't imagine our relationship any other way.”

“But how… how did he ask you?” I asked, unable to contain my curiosity.

Lidia turned her face toward the water, her gaze drifting across the reflections. “It was during a conversation after we'd had sex. He told me he loved me, that he never wanted to lose me, but that he also felt the need to explore, to experience things beyond the traditional limits of our relationship. He assured me it wasn't because I wasn't enough for him, but that he needed it to feel whole. Look, Susana, I felt terrible at that moment. But something told me that if I didn't accept it, our marriage would fail.”

“And did it take you long to decide?” I asked, leaning toward her. “How did you feel?”

“At first, I was confused,” she admitted. “I won't pretend it was easy. I wondered if it meant I wasn't enough, if it was an excuse for something else. But Renato was always transparent with me. He never left me alone with my doubts. We talked a lot. And one day, I realized that this wasn't just a desire—it was almost a necessity. If I didn't accept it, he wouldn't be complete. It's not easy to explain.”

“I understand what you're saying. But wasn't it difficult?” I pressed, trying to understand how someone could handle something like that.

Lidia looked at me again, this time with a smile. “Of course it was. Jealousy, insecurities—those are things you have to confront. But when you understand that love isn't measured by exclusivity, but by trust and communication, everything changes. Now, I not only love Renato more than ever, but I also feel freer, more like myself.”

“And what does being an open couple actually mean?” I asked, trying to sort out my own thoughts.

“There's no single definition for that. For us, we can explore with other people, but always together and with clear rules. No secrets, no lies.”

“What are those rules?” I asked, my curiosity piqued.

Lidia fell silent, organizing her thoughts, I assumed. There was something deeply fascinating about the way she spoke.

“First of all, everything we do, we have to do as a couple. It's strictly forbidden to meet alone with other people—especially if they're people we know. Second, we have veto power. Meaning, if one of us doesn't like someone but the other does, that person gets vetoed. This second rule is a bit more complicated and has led to arguments once or twice,” she continued, as if searching her memory. “Third… and this one is really hard to follow—we try not to repeat too often with the same couple. It's a safety rule, to prevent emotional involvement from making us fall in love with others.”

“Yes. That's a real danger.”

“Does it seem strange to you?” she asked suddenly, with a soft smile.

“It seems really hard to pull off. Jealousy, possessiveness…” I immediately thought of Mario's reaction. Though I had to admit that with Mario, there had been no prior conversation, no explanations, and none of those rules.

“You see, for this to work, the couple has to be strong. I mean the bond between you has to be strong. And of course, both you and your partner have to be strong too. Not everyone is prepared to watch their husband or wife get fucked. It sounds crude, but it's the reality. Many marriages without the necessary strength have fallen apart when dabbling in this stuff. Believe me.”

For a few moments, I weighed the idea of telling Lidia what had happened with Mario. Finally, I decided to go ahead. I tried to be as honest as possible. She listened attentively, nodding from time to time, shaking her head at others.

“If you've been listening to what I told you, you'll see that you acted impulsively, without talking to him about it first. The reality is that you scared him. You've shattered every idea he had about marriage and family. Susana,” she said, taking my hand gently, “you have a serious problem. And the only way you can fix it is by talking—a lot—with your husband. And choose carefully what you're going to say to him, because I assure you that your marriage is this close,” she said, bringing her thumb and index finger together, “to falling apart.”

I lowered my head, staring at my feet as they moved in the water.

“If he yells at you, or even calls you… horrible things, just take it,” she continued. “He'll want to vent, let out everything he's been carrying inside. And it won't be pleasant for you.”

Suddenly, the silence I'd sunk into made me realize that the couples in the group had gone quiet. I turned around, and what I saw left me speechless. The atmosphere on the terrace had changed drastically in the brief time I'd spent with Lidia by the pool. Jorge and Laura were on a lounge chair, their bodies intertwined, kissing with a passion they barely tried to hide. Isabel and her husband had also drawn closer and were caressing each other with increasing boldness. And Renato… well, Renato was behind Isabel, touching her breasts and kissing her neck.

I felt my heart beating faster—not so much from discomfort, but from the intensity of the moment. It was impossible to ignore what was happening, how the lines between acceptable and forbidden had completely blurred.

Lidia, still beside me, noticed my stare and smiled calmly. “Looks like the party’s shifted gears,” she said in a relaxed tone, extending her hand. “Come on, let’s enjoy the night. And try to forget your marital problems for now. Tonight’s not the night to dwell on that.”

Lidia walked with that innate elegance of hers, her bathrobe hanging open. Her hair cascaded over her shoulder, and her gaze was intense, as if she could read every thought passing through my mind.

“Susana,” she said softly, “tonight is about enjoying yourself, letting loose a little. Why don’t you decide who you want to be with?”

Her question caught me off guard, but what really unsettled me was how calmly she said it, as if it were the most normal thing in the world. I felt my breathing quicken as my eyes drifted back to the group.

Renato was there, standing and watching us out of the corner of his eye while groping Isabel, who was practically naked by this point. Marco, her husband, laughed at something Renato had whispered to him, but his hands were hidden under his wife’s dress. Everything in that moment seemed unreal.

“I’m not sure…” I started to say, but Lidia didn’t let me finish.

“It’s okay, think about it,” she said calmly. “There’s only one rule… Don’t be alone….”

And then, as if everything had been perfectly choreographed, Renato approached, offering us drinks with a smile just as charming as Lidia’s.

“Everything okay over here?” he asked, casting a knowing glance at Lidia before focusing on me. “You two have been chatting for quite a while.”

I didn’t know how to respond, but Lidia did it for me. “Susana is considering… her options,” she said, laughing softly.

Renato looked at me with an open smile. “Take your time,” he said. “Don’t do anything you don’t want to do.”

I stayed a moment longer at the edge of the pool. Lidia slipped off her bathrobe and underwear before stepping into the water. Her naked body gleamed under the lamplight. Soon Renato followed. They embraced and began kissing slowly. They looked like two figures from a painting—elegant, sensual. Completely in their element. Lidia, with her wet hair falling over her shoulders, laughed while Renato wrapped an arm around her, murmuring something I couldn’t hear from where I stood. The chemistry between them was undeniable, but what fascinated me most was how natural they seemed, as if all of this were the most normal thing in the world for them.

My heart was pounding as I made a decision I didn’t know whether to call impulsive or inevitable. I stood up and slid my hands to the belt of my bathrobe, untying it calmly. I felt the warm night air brush against my skin as I let it fall to the ground. I was completely naked, but I felt no shame. With careful steps, I walked down into the pool. The water was warm. Renato and Lidia turned toward me as soon as they sensed me approaching.

“Fantastic choice, Susana,” Renato said, smiling and extending his hand to me.

“After talking with Lidia, I have no doubt that you two are who I want to be with right now,” I replied, feeling a mix of nerves and excitement.

Lidia swam toward me, her movements elegant, as if she were floating rather than swimming. When she was close enough, she looked at me with that serene, confident expression that never seemed to leave her face. She took my chin in her hand and kissed me softly.

“What made you decide?” she asked softly.

“You,” I admitted, holding her gaze.

Lidia smiled, and without another word, slipped a hand down to caress my ass under the water. Her touch was gentle, and she kept kissing me softly as she did. A sudden wave of arousal washed over me, and I began caressing her breasts. Her nipples were hard and erect. I wanted to bite and pinch them, especially the one with the piercing, but her manner was languid and calm. She was savoring a slow, peaceful pleasure, and I didn’t want to break that spell.

Renato swam up to us, positioning himself behind me. “Welcome,” he said as he placed his hands on my hips and slowly slid them up toward my breasts. Like Lidia’s, his movements were soft, barely more than a brush against my skin.

My naked body trembled in the pool from the kisses and caresses coming from both front and back. My nipples hardened like stones as two eager mouths sought them out—perhaps a little less measured now, testing the limits of the desire we’d discovered just minutes before. Lidia slipped her tongue deep into my mouth in a slow kiss, but so intense I could feel the desire it carried. Our tongues entwined, both of us knowing that wouldn’t be the only place they’d end up.

Renato held me tighter. I surrendered to his touch. His fingers pinched my nipples until they stood at attention, almost painfully. He was getting rougher now, though nothing I’d call alarming.

I close my eyes, feeling his arms on my back and his hand on my left breast. He kisses my neck, and I let him run his hands over my skin again. I leave Lidia for a moment, turn around, and kiss him intensely. Time stops in the water. I feel his hard cock pressing against my stomach. The pool is fine for foreplay, but it’s not the best place for fucking. Even so, my hand wraps around his thick, firm cock.

I think it might be more comfortable to get out of the water and move to one of the garden loungers or a bedroom, even as I feel his hand on my mound and mine stroking his cock as it swells rapidly. I love the sensation of him growing harder with each stroke.

His tongue left my mouth and focused on my breasts. I threw my head back with a sigh. He lifted me in the water and I felt his lips descending along my belly, trailing lower. His hands gripped my ass and finally he sat me on the edge of the pool, where he spread my legs lewdly and began to kiss my mound. His tongue inside me swept me into new waves of pleasure.

Lidia got out of the water and sat behind me so I could lean back against her. I moaned at the sensation of that tongue and spread my legs as wide as I could, urging him to continue. My back rested against Lidia’s breasts while I threw my head back so she could kiss me. I sighed deeply again and smiled when Renato’s tongue found my clit.

Lidia whispered that we should go to the bedroom. I nodded. She approached Renato, who still had his head between my legs, and told him we wanted to go upstairs. He withdrew from between my legs without breaking eye contact. When we got out of the pool, the night breeze made me shiver slightly. Renato helped us into our robes, then walked completely naked toward the house. I felt strangely comfortable, as if this were the most natural thing in the world, even though I knew it wasn’t.

We passed Isabel and Marco, who were almost naked on one of the sofas, kissing passionately. My eyes met Marco’s, and he smiled at me.

The bed was enormous—at least six and a half feet square. Renato knelt on the sheets and I got on all fours. My face was right in front of his tip. I wanted to take that cock in my mouth, feel the spasms of his climax against my palate, or his cum running down my breasts after he fucked me.

I swallowed his cock eagerly, greedily, letting out a sigh of pent-up relief as it filled my mouth.

Lidia settled behind me and spread my cheeks. She began to lick and nibble my clit, slipping her fingers into my pussy. Suddenly, I felt her warm tongue exploring my ass. It was like she’d flipped a switch that made me explode with pleasure like never before in my life. I had a brutal orgasm—I came with an explosion of sighs and moans. Her tongue and fingers were like fire, conduits of pleasure that swept me straight to ecstasy.

Without a moment’s rest, I kept sucking his cock, devouring it greedily, voraciously, feeling it tense and firm against my uvula. Lidia turned her attention to nibbling my breasts, which hung freely in my position. She went back to licking my ass and my pussy lips. Her fingers slid into my pussy, my ass, just like her tongue, and my desire multiplied with every caress.

Suddenly, I felt someone entering me. I turned and saw it was Marco. Next to us, Isabel and Lidia were kissing lustfully.

Marco was thrusting into me hard, rough and relentless. I felt absolutely out of control, with Renato’s cock in my mouth and Marco’s in my pussy. I looked at Lidia and Isabel, who were now locked in a sixty-nine with the skill of those who do it often. Their bodies were so entwined that, except for their different skin tones, it would have been impossible to tell which limb belonged to whom.

Soon I sensed Renato was about to come. He stayed on his knees, but his moans told me it was imminent, and as if he knew I craved his cum in my mouth and on my face, he grabbed his cock and gave a couple more strokes while I brought my face close. I closed my eyes and felt a hot stream splashing my cheeks, my neck, my mouth… while Marco picked up the pace. When Renato stopped stroking, I took his cock gently, greedily. Marco’s thrusts carried me to another orgasm, this one deeper. I felt my legs and arms trembling.

Suddenly Marco asked me to turn around. He had his cock in his hand and wanted to come in my mouth too. And once again, a stranger’s cum ended up in my mouth and on my chest. I felt drenched in them.

I was about to get up and go to the bathroom to clean myself when Isabel held me back. She began kissing me and licking my face and breasts, collecting all the cum with her tongue. That surprised and excited me. Lidia started kissing her deeply, and suddenly Isabel poured everything from her mouth into Lidia’s. The mixture of saliva and cum from two men spilled into Lidia’s mouth, and she instantly experienced an intense orgasm. I could barely believe what was happening in that bed.

When we finished, we were breathing heavily, exhausted and sweaty. Isabel and Mario told us they had to leave. I could barely move and waved goodbye. Lidia lay down next to me. Her gaze was affectionate. Renato remained on his back, his cock soft after the battle.

“Susana,” she said, her voice calm, “why don’t you stay and sleep here tonight?”

The question caught me by surprise, though I couldn’t say I hadn’t seen it coming. I looked at Renato, who gave me a serene smile.

“Stay here?” I repeated, more to buy time than because I didn’t understand.

“Yes,” Lidia continued, bringing her face close to mine and brushing my lips with her fingers. “It’s late, and after everything we’ve shared tonight, I think it would be more comfortable. As you can see, the bed is big enough.”

Her tone was so relaxed that any nervousness I might have felt disappeared almost immediately.

“All right,” I responded without thinking too much. There was something in the atmosphere that made everything flow effortlessly.

With the decision made, I headed over to Jorge and Laura. To my surprise, Isabel and Marco were with them. All four were naked, sitting on a lounge chair, still breathless from the exertion.

“Guys, I’m going to stay here tonight,” I told them with a smile, trying to sound casual. “Lidia and Renato invited me.”

They both turned toward me, their faces showing a mix of surprise and mischief.

Jorge spoke first. “Oh, really? Well, looks like you’re adapting quickly,” he said, teasing.

Laura gave me a knowing look. “Stay. This is Brazil, Susana, and unfortunately, we don’t have much time left.”

I couldn’t help but smile, feeling strangely reassured by their reaction. “See you tomorrow,” I said, waving as I headed back upstairs.

Back with Renato and Lidia, I was met with their welcoming gazes and the feeling that, whatever happened, the night still held more secrets waiting to be discovered.

Lidia gestured to the space between them. I felt a knot in my stomach, but it wasn’t nervousness—it was the certainty that I couldn’t come again. I was sore from so many orgasms. Exhausted.

Lidia smiled wickedly as she got on her knees and cupped her husband’s balls in her palm. He smiled smugly. Slowly, she began to stroke him. I watched as he grew hard again, stiff as stone.

Lidia brought her mouth close to that powerful cock and kissed it a couple of times before taking it halfway into her mouth, eyes closing. She stayed still, that piece of flesh in her mouth, savoring it, enjoying it. Exhausted as I was, I couldn’t help getting aroused.

Lidia pulled it from her mouth and kissed me. Smiling again, she positioned herself on top of him, facing me. She moaned softly, eyes closed, letting him slide into her slowly. I brought my mouth down to where they joined and began to lick her mound. Her hair was short, neatly trimmed, but thick.

“Keep going… God, I love what you’re doing to me,” she sighed.

“I love your pussy…” I replied.

I lowered my head a bit, leaving her pussy to start sucking Renato’s balls. I ran my tongue over them in long licks—shaved and huge—until, opening my mouth wide, I took them completely inside. He whispered for me to be careful, that they were very sensitive.

Lidia threw her hair back as she kept riding, until Renato changed positions. He had her get on all fours and slid into her again. Lidia asked me to move in front of her. “Come,” she said, her eyes full of lust.

I lay down in front of her with my legs spread. Lidia began slowly wetting my pussy with her tongue. “Do it gently,” I asked. “It’s sore.” She smiled at me and spit to wet it more. Her tongue barely grazed my folds, and pleasure slowly washed over me.

Lidia came again a few seconds later, after a few more vigorous thrusts from her husband. His powerful thrusts drove her into my pussy, but she managed not to press too hard on my hypersensitive vulva.

Renato pulled his cock, still hard, out of Lidia’s pussy and moved toward me. He rubbed it a couple of times over my spread lips. Then, slowly but firmly, he pushed and gradually sank his cock inside me. Even though I’d thought I couldn’t have another orgasm, I came again seconds later. He pulled out, still hard. Lidia, who had been recovering from her last orgasm, sat up and began sucking and stroking him.

Suddenly, he pulled back slightly. He grabbed his cock and finished stroking himself, coming on Lidia’s face as she let him shower her with a spectacular load. When he finished, she looked him in the eyes and took his cock back into her mouth for a few seconds. I watched her tongue clean the cum from her husband’s head while thick drops of semen dripped from her chin and cheeks.

That night I fell into a deep sleep. It had been the most intense experience of my life, and my legs and sex ached. I was wrecked from so much pleasure.
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The sun filtered softly through the open curtains, filling the room with a warm, peaceful light. I opened my eyes slowly, catching the scent of clean sheets first, then a faint hint of perfume that wasn't mine. My body was relaxed, as if I had rested deeply after a night that still felt like a dream.

When I turned, I saw Renato to my right, his face serene as he slept. His breathing was slow and steady, and the sunlight highlighted the contours of his figure. On my other side, Lidia was awake, looking at me with a tender, knowing expression that made me smile almost immediately.

“Good morning,” she whispered.

“Good morning,” I replied. I was still getting my bearings, remembering the details of last night—every glance, every caress, every sensation.

Lidia moved a little closer, resting her hand on mine. “Did you sleep well?”

I nodded, feeling the ache in my muscles as I stretched. “I'm still sore. My legs are killing me.”

She smiled and, with a casual movement, sat up on the edge of the bed. Her hair was charmingly disheveled, and her tanned, smooth skin caught the light as if she were made for this moment. She didn't try to cover herself, and I didn't feel the need to either.

“Let's have breakfast on the terrace,” she said warmly. “The views are spectacular at this hour.”

I looked at Renato, who was still sleeping soundly, then at Lidia, who extended a hand to help me up. I said nothing, just took her hand, letting her guide me as I wrapped myself in a satin robe.

When we reached the terrace, the view took my breath away: the ocean stretched to the horizon, golden light dancing on the water in the morning sun. Eduardo had been right. The view by day was even better than at night.

The table was already set with a breakfast fit for a hotel: fresh fruit, freshly brewed coffee, fresh-squeezed juices, and assorted breads. Lidia offered me a chair by the railing, where I could feel the sea breeze and hear the murmur of the waves.

“How are you feeling?” she asked, pouring coffee into two cups.

“Good,” I replied after a moment, then added with a sincere smile, “Better than I expected.”

As we ate breakfast on the terrace, Lidia looked at me with a calm but intense expression, as if searching for the right words. Distracted by the view and the aroma of coffee, I barely noticed the exact moment she tilted her head toward me, resting her elbow on the table and propping her chin on her hand.

“Susana,” she began softly, “I want to tell you something.”

I looked at her, carefully setting my cup on the saucer. There was something in her tone that made me pay attention.

“Renato and I…” she began, pausing briefly as she played with a strawberry on her plate, “we've met a lot of people. We've experienced a lot together. But here's the thing—it's not always easy to find someone we connect with like this.”

I stayed silent, processing her words. Her gaze was fixed on mine, her face open and sincere.

“I think I've felt the same way. Like I'd known you both my whole life, like it wasn't our first time together.”

“This has never happened to us before. Everything being so natural, so effortless, the way it was with you last night. I'm not just talking about the sex,” she added. “I'm talking about what it was like being with you. Talking, laughing, sharing. It was all so… natural…”

Her words surprised me, because I felt exactly the same way. It was true—from the moment we'd met, there had been something between us, a chemistry that went beyond the obvious. But hearing her put it into words was different.

“I don't know what to say,” I admitted, suddenly feeling a bit overwhelmed. “I felt something special too.”

“You don't have to say anything,” she replied softly. “I just wanted you to know. Sometimes it's hard for us to find people who see the world the way we do, who are open to living without prejudice, without fear. And you… well, you've been a wonderful surprise.”

“Thank you,” I murmured finally, managing a smile.

“The worst part is that this will probably be the last time we see each other.”

Her words caught me off guard. I hadn't thought about that. My heart gave a small lurch, and I didn't know what to say at first.

Lidia shrugged, a melancholy smile on her lips. “That's how life is sometimes, isn't it? You have your life in Spain, we have ours here… Even if we wanted things to be different…”

Her words left an unexpected emptiness in my chest. Until that moment, I hadn't considered how fleeting all of this could be. I had been so wrapped up in the intensity of the moment that I hadn't thought about what would happen afterward, about what it would be like when I returned to my reality and they to theirs.

“It's a shame,” I murmured, meeting her eyes. “Because I've felt the same way. How easy everything's been with you both.”

“It makes me sad. More than I thought it would.” There was a gleam in her eyes, as if she were holding back tears. I felt a strange emptiness too, a mixture of gratitude for what we'd shared and the bittersweet ache of goodbye.

We stayed there in silence, looking at the sea. And although I knew our lives would most likely continue on separate paths, I also knew I wouldn't easily forget what we had shared.
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When I got back to the hotel, the atmosphere couldn’t have been more different from Renato and Lidia’s place. Jorge and Laura were there, waiting for me with mischievous looks on their faces.

“Well, look who’s here,” Laura said, raising an eyebrow with a smile that hinted at what was coming.

“How was your night, Miss Innocent?” Jorge added, arms crossed, with that teasing tone he always used when he wanted to get a rise out of me.

“It wasn’t that big a deal…” I tried not to show my discomfort, but I felt myself blushing.

Laura burst out laughing. “Not that big a deal, she says! With that drowsy look and those dark circles under your eyes. You’re even wearing a dress that isn’t yours.”

“That was Lidia’s doing. She told me I couldn’t show up at the hotel in what I was wearing last night, that they wouldn’t let me in.”

Jorge, who seemed to be enjoying the show, walked over and dropped into a chair, that mocking smile still on his lips. “No need to go into details, but I have to admit you look great.”

Jorge leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees. “Well, I think it’s time for you two to pack your bags. We’re leaving early tomorrow, and from what I can see…” he said, pointing at the mess of dresses, shoes, and makeup scattered around the room, “this is going to take you a while.”

When we finished packing everything into our suitcases, we went out to the terrace where Jorge sat with a glass of wine in hand. I was lost in my thoughts, though I pretended to follow the conversation.

“I’ve been thinking about something special,” Jorge said. “Something to remember this vacation by. Something that will never fade, and every time you see it, it’ll bring back memories of these days in Brazil.”

“Oh yeah?” Laura asked. “What did you have in mind?”

“Something that leaves a mark, literally,” he replied.

I looked at him, puzzled, while Laura gave him a cheeky smile.

“A small tattoo. Something that will always remind you of this trip.”

My eyes went wide as Laura let out a little laugh.

“A tattoo?” I repeated, trying to process the idea.

“Yes. Nothing vulgar, of course,” Jorge added quickly, sensing my discomfort. “Something sexy, discreet… a symbol of this moment, of this summer.”

“I love the idea. It could be something like…” Laura said. “What about you, Susana? Are you in?”

“I think so…” I replied calmly. “I’m tempted, though…”

“What?” Laura asked.

“Well, I’d been thinking about something else, not a tattoo,” I replied. “But the tattoo seems like a great idea. It’ll be like saying: ‘That summer I experienced something I’ll never forget.’”

“But what had you been thinking about?” Jorge insisted.

“Well, I’d been thinking about getting a piercing,” I said decisively.

“Holy shit!” Laura exclaimed. “What happened to you last night? You’re a different person.”

“I liked the one Lidia had,” I said, blushing. “I want one just like it.”

“Damn! On your nipple! You don’t hold back, do you!” Laura laughed openly.

“Then it’s settled. Tattoo and piercing,” Jorge said, standing up. “Let’s go. No time to waste.”

Though my smile tried to hide it, something in me knew at that moment that this trip was taking things too far.
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The tattoo parlor had a bohemian vibe that was somehow completely clinical, despite the black walls. All the furniture was aluminum and gleamed under the white fluorescent lights. The buzz of tattoo machines hummed like a constant drone, accompanied by soft background music.

“This is like a beauty salon, but way more exciting,” Laura said, turning toward me with a smile.

A woman in her thirties greeted us, covered in tattoos that climbed up her arms and neck like vines. After a brief chat, she led us to a more private room with dim lighting and two tables in the center.

“Who’s going first?” the tattoo artist asked, looking at Laura and then at me.

“Both at once,” Jorge said immediately, winking at me. “But before the tattoos, Susana wants to get a piercing.”

“I don’t know if I’m ready for this,” I admitted, my voice barely a whisper. I sat on the edge of a black leather table, my restless hands in my lap. The tattoo artist, with her electric-blue hair and arms completely covered in tattoos, looked at me with a mix of professionalism and a touch of amusement in her dark eyes. She seemed used to nervous clients like me.

“Relax, it’ll be quick and almost painless. Just a little pinch,” the woman said, preparing her tools. “Where do you want it?”

“On this nipple,” I said, pointing to my right breast.

Laura, sitting in a nearby chair, let out a little laugh as she crossed her arms. “You’re sure, right? You look like you’re about to faint, honey.”

“It’s normal to be nervous,” the tattoo artist said with a calm smile as she pulled on a pair of latex gloves. “It’s a sensitive area, but I promise it’ll be quick. Plus, it’s going to look incredible on you. In my opinion, it’s the sexiest place to wear them.”

That helped a little. Though the flutter of fear in my stomach didn’t disappear, I reminded myself why I was here. It was something I wanted to do, something I felt I needed, and for once, it wasn’t Laura or Jorge pushing me into it.

“All right, let’s get started,” the tattoo artist said, with a calm that seemed capable of soothing anyone. She gestured to the table and motioned for me to lie down.

I lay down slowly, feeling the cold material against my back as she leaned toward me with her instruments ready. “I’m going to clean the area first, and then I’ll make a mark so you can see exactly where it’ll go. Ready?”

“Ready,” I murmured, though my body was stiff as a board.

The antiseptic-soaked cotton brushed my skin, and the cold made me flinch. I stared at the ceiling, trying to focus on anything other than the fact that in a few seconds a needle would pierce one of the most sensitive parts of my body.

“Breathe deeply, Susana,” the tattoo artist said as she traced the small mark on my skin with a marker. “When I do it, inhale and exhale slowly. It’ll make it much easier.”

I looked at Laura, who was now watching with genuine interest. Her mocking smile had disappeared.

The tattoo artist leaned over me, positioning the needle. “On three. One, two...”

Before she could get to three, I felt the prick. It was quick, a burst of sharp, intense pain that made me clench my teeth and arch my back slightly, but just as she’d promised, it was brief.

“All done!” she announced with satisfaction as she placed the small jewel and carefully cleaned the area.

“That was it?” I asked, incredulous.

“That was it,” the tattoo artist replied with a smile as she helped me sit up. “Want to take a look?”

I walked over to the mirror on the wall and looked at the result. The jewel gleamed under the light, delicate but powerful, like a little secret I now carried with me.

“Don’t forget to disinfect it daily. And for the first few days, don’t wear a bra. If you’re at home, try to go topless to help it heal. And of course, at the slightest sign of infection, go to the doctor or come by here. All right?”

The tattoo artist cleaned the table after finishing with the piercing and invited me to sit in a more comfortable chair next to Laura, who was flipping through design catalogs for her own tattoo.

“Have you decided on the tattoo you want yet?” Laura asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Yes. I know what I want,” I said, still feeling the slight sting of the piercing. I took out the temporary tattoo I’d worn on the boat and showed it to the tattoo artist. “I want this on my shoulder,” I told her resolutely.

“Sure, I like it,” she said. “Something small and discreet.”

The tattoo artist, who until now had been professional but distant, offered a suggestion:

“I wouldn’t do it in red. It would stand out too much. I’d go with a hot pink instead.”

My mouth opened, but nothing came out. Laura took the initiative. “Pink will look great on her. Discreet and elegant. Perfect! Something right on the shoulder. Sexy but elegant. What do you say, Susana?”

Without hesitating, I went with the tattoo artist’s advice and told her to do it in pink.

“And what are you getting tattooed?” Jorge asked Laura. “Something discreet too, I hope.”

“I’ve been thinking about a feather,” she said, showing us a small but intricate design. “It’ll go right here,” she said, pointing to the area between her hip bone and her mound. “But... I’d like it to look like the feather has written something just below.”

“What text?” Jorge asked, intrigued.

“‘Yours always,’” Laura replied, gazing at him passionately.

“I like it,” he said, and kissed her.

Laura lay on her side on the table, naked from the waist down. As for me, I slipped the shoulder of my top down slightly to expose the skin and pointed to the exact spot on my back.

“Okay, Laura. Relax. You’re going to feel a slight vibration. If it bothers you, let me know. You too, Susana. This pain is different from the piercing—less intense, but much more sustained.”

The machines started buzzing. The tattoo artist’s partner was working on me while the blue-haired girl tattooed Laura. The moment the needle touched my skin, a shiver ran through my body. It wasn’t exactly pain—more like an intense, persistent discomfort. Jorge watched from a stool, curiosity written all over his face.

As the tattoo artist worked, she spoke to us calmly, explaining each step, but I barely listened. My mind was elsewhere, wondering what Mario would think if he could see me now—in this room, with a piercing gleaming on my chest and a needle etching something permanent into my skin. He wouldn’t approve of this either. That much was certain.

“Done,” the tattoo artist said after what felt like hours. “Laura still needs a little while longer—her design is more complex. Now I’m going to cover it with this bandage. It’s important to keep it out of sunlight for a few weeks and be careful with water when you shower. And in case you didn’t know, tattoos are delicate—they need proper care to stay looking good. Grab one of those brochures. All the information’s in there. There’s a Spanish version too.”

I got up slowly and walked over to the mirror. There it was—a pair of small pink lips, perfectly placed, suggestive yet discreet.

“You look stunning,” Jorge said as he came into the room, hugging me tightly. “And look at Laura... hers is incredible.”

Laura’s design really was beautiful. The tip of the feather pointed toward her mound, where the words she’d chosen appeared: “Yours always,” written in elegant script.
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The cold hit me the moment I stepped through the automatic doors of Adolfo Suárez Airport. January in Madrid—a freezing slap after Brazil's endless summer. Behind me lay sunny days and sun-kissed skin; here, everything was gray. The sky was overcast, as if the city itself were in mourning. A biting wind cut through my blazer, reminding me I hadn't even thought to bring something warmer for the Spanish winter.

I dragged my suitcase through the arrivals corridor, feeling a weight far heavier than anything I'd packed. The people around me seemed distant, absorbed in their own lives. No one was waiting for me on the other side of the barrier. Mario wasn't there. What had I expected? No message, no call.

I stepped outside and stopped for a moment, trembling. I looked toward the line of taxis and buses. I had no idea where I wanted to go. To my house… to our house... The thought of walking in there, of facing the empty walls and the echo of our last argument, was unbearable. But I had nowhere else to go. Laura and Jorge were gone. I was alone. They were on their way to Mallorca to get the boat ready for when it arrived from Rio. And I… I had no idea what was going to happen with Mario.

A taxi driver rolled down his window.

“Ma'am, are you getting in?”

I nodded silently and climbed in. It was sweltering inside, but not in a comforting way—it was suffocating.

“Where to?” the driver asked as I stared out the window, my mind lost in a thousand conflicting thoughts.

I gave him the address, though deep down I wished I could have given him a different one. The ride was a blur of familiar images that now seemed foreign. Streets I'd traveled a thousand times now stared back at me as if they didn't recognize me. I closed my eyes and tried not to think, but the images seeped through anyway: Laura's laughter, Jorge's touch, the endless nights of partying. But against all that, I was haunted by the emptiness I'd left in Mario. During the vacation, I hadn't even realized I'd never sent him a single message. Now I regretted it deeply. But that regret was useless now.

I leaned back in the seat, my gaze unfocused. Everything felt strange—the trees stripped bare by winter, people hurrying past in heavy coats. It was an overwhelming contrast to the bikinis, the laughter, the nights surrounded by bodies slick with sweat that I'd left behind.

My thoughts were a mess. Laura and Jorge were still in my mind, their laughter still echoing in my ears, but so was Mario's expression when he left me on the boat. That flash of disappointment, of pain, that I'd avoided thinking about for the rest of the vacation. I hadn't spoken to him since.

“Coming from far away, huh?” the taxi driver said, pulling me from my thoughts.

I nodded with a weak smile, not in the mood for small talk.

“From Brazil.”

“Ah, lucky you. Though coming back here in January… quite a change, right?”

“Quite a change,” I thought. I didn't know if he meant the weather or everything else, but either way, he was right. I didn't respond.

When I reached the building entrance, I sat in the taxi for a few seconds, hesitating. I paid and got out, feeling the cold slip under my blazer again. The building looked the same as always, but now it seemed like a monster inviting me in just to swallow me whole. I rode up in the elevator, and my reflection in the mirror showed me an image I barely recognized. I was deeply tanned and well put-together, but my face was gaunt. I'd lost weight, and dark circles cast violet shadows under my eyes. I blamed it on the trip, but I knew it was more than that…

I opened the apartment door and darkness greeted me. The silence was terrifying, almost palpable. There was no trace of Mario. Not a single forgotten piece of clothing, not a single thing out of place. Everything was in perfect order. I dropped my suitcase in the hallway, closed the door behind me, and took a deep breath, trying to hold back tears. I felt sad and insignificant, as if returning to reality were crushing me under its weight.

I opened the windows to let in some fresh air, but the freezing cold that rushed in made me regret it instantly. I turned on the heat and collapsed onto the sofa, hugging my knees. Everything was exactly as I'd left it. Mario had kept the place intact, but there were no signs he'd been here. Not a glass in the sink, not a piece of clothing left behind. Not even a note.

I picked up my phone and scrolled to his name in my contacts. I didn't have the courage to call him, but I wanted to see if he was at least online. Nothing. I stared at the screen, my finger trembling over the call button. I turned it off and set it on the table.

This was the harsh reality. The weight of my choices, the hangover from my own chaos. I'd had everything in Brazil—the heat, the desire, the freedom—and now here I was, freezing in an empty apartment, with no idea what to do with my life.

I sat on the sofa, head in my hands. I didn't know how to face all my mistakes. Where would I even start?

I had to talk to Mario. I knew it. I couldn't keep putting it off. But what was I going to say to him? How do you even start a conversation like that? I could try calling him, sending him a message… but none of that felt like enough. It had to be face to face. And yet, the thought of looking him in the eyes terrified me.

I closed my eyes and tried to sort through my thoughts, to find a way to explain what had happened. But the harder I tried, the more tangled everything became. How do you tell someone you love that you've crossed lines you never thought you'd cross?

“I don't want to lose you.” That was the only truth I could hold onto now. But the words felt empty, not enough. Mario wasn't the type to settle for promises or half-hearted apologies. He needed something real, something that would show him there was still something between us worth saving.

Maybe I should start with the simplest thing. Admitting I'd made a mistake. Acknowledging that, at some point, I'd lost control. That I'd lost him.

But what if it wasn't enough? What if he'd already decided he wanted nothing more to do with me?

I got up and started pacing around the living room, as if movement could help me think. I remembered the nights in Brazil, the laughter, the knowing glances we shared before everything went wrong. Where had all that gone? When did I stop being the woman he loved and become someone I barely recognized?

I knew I had to be honest. I couldn't keep hiding behind excuses. But I also knew the truth would hurt—both of us. And that's what scared me most: seeing him hurt, disappointed. Knowing that I had been the cause of his pain.

I took a deep breath and told myself I couldn't keep avoiding this. If there was still a chance to save what we had, I had to try. No matter how much it hurt, no matter how afraid I was, I had to find the words. Lidia had made it clear—I'd probably have to take some brutal criticism, but I had to take it. He would be deeply hurt, and at the very least he deserved the chance to let it out.

“Mario, I need to talk to you.” That was the only thing that came to mind. Maybe it wouldn't be enough, but it was a start. The rest would have to come out on its own, even if the words were clumsy, even if my voice trembled.

I looked at the clock. It was late, but I couldn't wait any longer. I grabbed my phone, hesitated for a few seconds, and finally dialed his number. The first rings made my heart pound, but no one answered. After a few seconds, it went to voicemail.

I hung up without leaving a message. Maybe tomorrow would be easier. Maybe I'd find the courage to face him.

I fell asleep on the couch. I heard the key turn in the lock and a shiver ran down my spine. I didn't know what time it was, but the silence of the apartment and the dim light in the living room told me it was the middle of the night. The door opened with a sharp bang, and there was Mario, staggering, with bloodshot eyes and a strong smell of alcohol filling the air. My husband, who barely drank, was coming home drunk as a skunk.

“Well, well! What a surprise!... my pretty little wife has returned from her exotic adventures,” he said, slurring his words, leaning against the door to keep from falling, with a crooked smile that made my blood run cold.

“Mario…” I tried to stay calm, but my voice came out as barely a whisper.

“What? I'm delighted to see you, my love,” he said with obvious sarcasm. He took off his jacket and let it fall to the floor without a care. Then he dropped onto the couch, sprawling with a carelessness I'd never seen in him before.

His tone made me feel guilty. He was disheveled, his shirt untucked from his pants. He had days of stubble, and his hair was a mess.

“Come on! Tell me how it went!... Did you fuck them good?” His words came out slurred.

“Mario, please, this isn't the time to talk like this…” I said, trying to keep my composure. “We can talk calmly tomorrow, if you want.”

He let out a bitter laugh.

“Talk? Of course this isn't the time, Susi. What are we going to talk about? Your ‘adventures’ in Brazil? How much fun you had with your little friends?” His voice was biting, almost venomous. He got up from the couch and took a couple of steps toward me, swaying slightly.

“Stop it, Mario. Just stop.”

“Stop? Really? Don't tell me to ‘stop,’ Susana. I'm the one who stayed here while you… you…” He stopped, as if words weren't enough to express his rage. “God knows what you've been doing! How ironic, isn't it? The perfect little wife, so sophisticated, so educated… Living the high life, Susana. The yacht, the sun, the expensive dresses, the champagne... and Jorge and Laura. I'll rub lotion on you… you rub lotion on me… I'll feel you up…”

I felt a knot in my stomach. His rage hit me like a slap, but his irony-laced words hurt even more. “It got out of hand, Mario…”

He laughed, a bitter laugh that filled the living room.

“Out of hand? Of course! Because, poor thing, you couldn't say no, could you? You couldn't draw the line. You didn't even ask me what I thought about any of it. And the coke… Way to go, Susana!”

“It’s not as easy as you make it seem!” I shouted, no longer able to contain my rage and guilt.

Mario shook his head, his body swaying slightly as he braced a hand on the dining table.

“Tell me something, Susana. Look me in the eyes and tell me you didn’t enjoy it. That it was all an accident, a misunderstanding, or a mistake. Tell me.” His eyes were glassy, but his gaze was a challenge, an open wound. “The Susana I discovered in Brazil isn’t the person I married. I’d like to know if you were hiding her on purpose or if she just appeared out of nowhere. Because according to your parents, you’d already had some run-ins with drugs. Imagine that. And I had no idea…”

The words caught in my throat. I wanted to shout that no, he was wrong, that it had all been a mistake, but I couldn’t. Because deep down, there was some truth in his accusations.

“See?” Mario said with a twisted smile. “You can’t even deny it.”

I felt exposed, as if he’d stripped away all the layers that protected me.

“Mario…” I murmured, trying to find a way out.

“No, Susana. Don’t come to me with excuses now. I don’t want to hear it.” He collapsed onto the sofa again, burying his face in his hands for a moment before looking up at me. “You know what? Do whatever you want. You’ve gotten really good at that lately.”

I stood there, looking at him, feeling guilty, furious, and completely lost all at once. I didn’t know how to fix this, how to reconnect with him.

“Mario, I…”

“Forget it,” he interrupted, his voice quieter now, tired. “It doesn’t matter anymore.”

Mario grabbed the car keys he’d left on the hall table. He almost fell when he bent down to pick up the jacket he’d thrown on the floor. With unsteady steps, he carelessly tossed it over one shoulder as he headed toward the door.

“Where are you going?”

“To sleep in peace, Susana. Somewhere I don’t have to see you, where I don’t have to listen to your explanations, your lies…” he said, his voice straining for firmness but betraying how drunk he was.

“Mario, please… you’re drunk. You can’t drive like this,” I said, my voice breaking with worry.

He looked at me with a mixture of contempt and exhaustion.

“So what? Do you care now that your party’s over?” he said, his eyes locking onto mine with an intensity that froze me in place.

“Of course I care, Mario. Please, don’t do this. Stay here. We’ll talk tomorrow, when you’re calmer.”

Mario let out a bitter laugh that echoed through the small hallway.

“Calmer? Tomorrow? You think this is going to change with a few hours of sleep?” He ran a hand through his hair, messing it up even more, and shook his head. “I don’t want to talk, Susana. I don’t want to be here.”

“I’m not going to let you leave like this,” I told him.

“Oh, no?” he said, taking a step toward me, invading my space. “And what are you going to do, Susana? Call the police? Tell them your husband is drunk because he can’t stand the shitty life he has?”

“Mario, I don’t want you to hurt yourself. Please, stay.”

“Leave me alone, Susana,” he said, his voice much lower now, almost defeated. “Don’t follow me. Don’t come looking for me.”

“Mario, if you leave like this…” I began, but he cut me off.

“If I leave like this, at least I’ll be able to breathe.”

And before I could say anything else, he opened the door and walked out.
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When I heard the door open, I'd already been awake for hours, though I hadn't found the courage to leave the bedroom. I'd barely slept; I'd spent the night thinking about what to say, how to approach what had happened.

Mario's footsteps echoed through the silent apartment, firm but unhurried. I peeked timidly from the doorway and saw him heading toward the bathroom. The smell of alcohol still clung to him.

I followed him to the bathroom carefully, not daring to speak yet. He closed the door without looking at me, but didn't lock it. From outside, I heard the shower running.

I waited. Ten, maybe fifteen minutes passed while the sound of water filled the apartment. When he came out, wet hair dripping, a towel draped over his shoulders, he was shirtless but wearing clean sweatpants. He stopped when he saw me standing there in the hallway, as if he'd barely registered my presence.

“Mario…” I began, but he didn't respond. He walked right past me toward the bedroom.

I followed him, my heart sinking with each step. I watched him pick up his razor and cover his face with shaving cream.

“Please, listen to me,” I finally said, my voice barely above a whisper.

He didn't turn around.

“I'm listening, Susana,” he said flatly, carefully running the blade along his jaw.

I moved a few steps closer.

“I'm sorry. I'm so, so sorry. I know I hurt you, but…” My voice broke, and I swallowed hard, trying to compose myself. “I don't want to lose you.”

Mario set the blade aside and rinsed his face. He looked at himself in the mirror for a moment, then turned toward me, the towel still in his hand.

“And what do you want me to do with that, Susana?” he finally asked. His tone wasn't aggressive, but it was heavy with exhaustion. “What am I supposed to do with your 'I'm sorry'?”

“I want to fix this. I want us to be okay again… to be us again.”

He smiled, but there was no warmth in it.

“Us? Susana, who are we? Because I don't know anymore.”

“Of course you know!” I exclaimed, taking another step toward him. I looked into his eyes, begging him to understand. “We're you and me, Mario. We're what we've always been.”

“And what's that?” he replied, crossing his arms. “Because, if I'm honest, ever since we set foot on that damn boat, I don't know who you are anymore.”

I felt my legs trembling, but I forced myself to stay steady.

Tears began to well up in his eyes. I'd never seen him cry.

“I didn't want to make you feel this way!” I shouted, unable to contain myself. “I… I just wanted to feel free, Mario.”

“Free?” he interrupted, stepping toward me. “At what cost? Mine? Our marriage? You never once told me you didn't feel free. Do you have any idea what it was like watching you? Do you even realize how you acted? Are you even aware of it?”

“Please… Let me explain. Then make whatever decision you need to make. But let me talk.”

Mario sighed deeply and looked away. “Frankly, Susana, right now I don't know if I want to hear more either. Besides, I think at this point anything you tell me is just going to make everything worse.”

“Please, don't leave again. Stay and listen to me. I'm not going to make excuses or justify myself. Let me explain for an hour. Then decide.”

Mario paused, his shirt half-buttoned. He wasn't looking at me, but he wasn't continuing to get dressed either. I seized that moment of hesitation, trying to explain what I hadn't even finished understanding myself.

I moved a few steps closer, trying not to fall apart, searching for words that could reach him, that would be enough.

“Everything happened so fast…” I began, my voice trembling. “Suddenly I was there, on that boat, surrounded by… I don't know, a world that seemed like something out of a dream. It was all glamour, luxury, that lifestyle I'd always seen as so distant, so impossible… and I let myself get carried away.”

Mario turned slightly, just enough for me to see the tension in his jaw.

“Yeah, I saw that, Susana.”

“Yes, but it's not what you think,” I said quickly, feeling the weight of his judgment crushing down on me. “It was like I'd been transported to another world, a world where the rules I knew didn't exist, where… where there were no consequences.”

“No consequences… Right. Because those didn't hit until you remembered I existed, did they?”

“That's not it!” I cried desperately. “Mario, you don't know how confused I felt. It was like being in a dream, one I didn't want to wake up from, but at the same time I knew it wasn't right. It was like, for the first time in a long time, I was experiencing something completely new, something I'd never imagined.”

“You realize this now?” he responded sarcastically. “Very convenient, Susana. Now that the dream is over, now that you’re here, facing the cold hard truth, suddenly you care about what you left behind.”

“You don’t know what it was like being surrounded by all that, feeling… special. It was like for a moment I stopped being me, the Susana I’ve always been, and became someone who could have it all. I was so out of my mind that I forgot about you. It’s true.”

“Really?” he countered, taking a step toward me. “Because from where I’m standing, you seemed too busy enjoying all that ‘glamour’ and those ‘luxuries’ to think about anything else.”

“Mario, there’s something else I need to tell you,” I said, my voice barely a thread, feeling my chest tighten as I faced the inevitable. He’d been standing by the window, arms crossed, gaze lost in the street traffic below. He barely turned his head toward me, expectant but silent.

I took a breath, feeling the guilt lodge in my throat, and forced myself to continue.

“It’s about a couple I met one of the last nights there. What happened that night has stayed with me, and I need you to know.”

“Do I need to sit down?” he asked, his tone far from friendly.

“They invited us to their mansion. A gorgeous place,” I said, stumbling over the words. “The night was dragging on, kind of boring, until they decided to play spin the bottle. You know… truth or dare. Things started heating up…”

“What did you do, Susana?” Mario was tense. I could see the veins in his neck throbbing.

I swallowed hard, the words weighing a ton.

“It all happened so fast, before I even realized,” I tried to explain. “We’d had too much to drink, done a couple of lines… the conversation got… intense. Lidia started talking about how couples should try new things, break out of the routine. And then...”

Mario raised a hand, cutting me off.

“Susana, I don’t think you should continue. I’m telling you this with whatever sincerity I have left for you. You’re crossing a line there’s no coming back from.”

I couldn’t meet his eyes. I lowered my head and went on.

“Then things got out of hand,” I admitted, feeling my face burn with shame. “Lidia kissed me, and I… I didn’t know how to react.”

“Lidia kissed you,” Mario repeated in disbelief.

“Yes, and her husband too,” I confessed, feeling my words cut him like blades. “I’m not going to lie to you, Mario. It was wonderful… And… I’d like us to talk about this like two adults. Maybe we could…”

The silence that followed was so thick I could almost hear my own heartbeat pounding. Mario looked at me as if he couldn’t believe what he was hearing.

“Are you listening to yourself, Susana?” he finally said, his voice dripping with a venom he’d never directed at me before. “Are you telling me that on top of Jorge and Laura, you hooked up with them too? What do you expect me to do with this, Susana? What am I supposed to do? Forgive you? Forget it?”

Mario wasn’t shouting. He was completely devastated. I didn’t know what to say. All I could do was plead with my eyes.

“You’re telling me you fooled around with two couples… That you were coked out of your mind, that you drank until you blacked out...”

Mario leaned against the edge of the table, staring at me. “You know what? There’s only one word that keeps coming to mind. Over and over. Laura, I think you’ve completely lost your mind.”

“Don’t say that, please.”

“Because no person in their right mind, with even a shred of values or ethics, would do the things you’ve done.” Mario looked at me with contempt, his gaze full of disbelief.

“Mario, I know I made a mistake. But you can’t reduce me to that… I’m not someone without ethics.”

“Oh, you’re not? Then what are you? Because what I see is someone who crossed every possible line. Who didn’t think twice about betraying me, about betraying herself. You’ve been a complete bitch to me. A total bitch, like I never thought anyone could be to me.”

“Don’t talk to me like I’m some kind of monster!”

“I don’t need to. You’re painting that picture yourself. Susana, what were you thinking? Did you believe that bubble of partying, luxury, and vice was something real?” He asked abruptly, “Are you doing drugs?” In his eyes, I saw fear of the answer I might give.

“I’ve been in some situations where I’ve used. I tried it that time too… Well, that… But no, I’m not using, Mario. I promise you. I swear I’m not.” Deep down, I doubted that. I’d done a lot during the vacation, but I didn’t dare tell him. “It was a mistake… Another one…” I said, my voice dropping to a whisper.

“Go to hell…” Mario could barely contain his rage.

“You don't understand! It was like… like being in another world. It was so easy to get swept up in it.”

“Exactly! Swept away. No thinking. No considering the consequences. And you know what the worst part is? You don't even seem to care,” he exclaimed furiously.

“Of course I care! That's why I'm here, asking you to listen to me, to give me a chance to explain everything.” I broke down crying, facing the wall Mario was building between us.

“Explain what? That you felt powerful, desired, special? That all of that mattered more to you than the man who was here, waiting for you? Look me in the eyes and tell me one thing, Susana. When did you decide that everything we built together meant nothing?”

“It wasn't like that! I never thought that! You don't understand. It was all glamour and luxury, and it blinded me. I felt trapped, confused… and Laura…”

“Ah, Laura! Of course, always Laura. What is she, your moral compass? Because let me tell you something: if she's who you look up to, I'm not surprised you ended up like this.”

“Don't blame her for everything. This is on me. My mistake, my responsibility.”

“Don't ask me to forgive you, because I can't. And honestly, I don't know if I ever will.” Mario turned and grabbed his keys, heading for the door.

“Where are you going? Mario, please… Wait! Don't leave me like this. I'm begging you.”

“What do you want now, Susana? More excuses? Another confession to destroy me a little more? You're killing me. You know that? Because on top of everything, I don't hear a single drop of remorse in your words. I want you to hear yourself. To know that those words are tearing me apart inside. That they're killing me.”

“I've realized how much I need you because I acted like a bitch and an idiot. Yes, I needed to feel liberated, to break free from everything around me, to experience sex, the good life. But I understand I was unfair. That I shouldn't have done things that way. That I shouldn't have hurt you. I was cruel, selfish, unfair.” The tears began to flow uncontrollably. “It's not about remorse. I know I've crossed lines, that I've done things that are hard to forgive. I know my actions have stabbed you in the soul like daggers, but what I'm trying to say is… maybe those lines don't have to be so final. Maybe some of those lines we could cross… together.”

“Excuse me? What are you talking about?” Mario stared at her in disbelief.

“I'm talking about building something new, Mario. Something stronger, more real. I'm talking about being a couple that's not afraid to explore, not afraid to try things, as long as we do it together.”

“Are you suggesting I make this madness part of our life? That I accept what you did as if it were normal?”

“I'm not saying it's easy. Or that what I did was right. But…” I lowered my gaze for a second to gather my courage. “What I experienced made me realize there are parts of me that were hidden. Parts I didn't know about, but they're there and I can't suppress them. And if you wanted… we could discover them together. With rules. With boundaries. We can set those boundaries as a solid couple. We can take it slow, discovering what we like and what we don't. Respecting each other. Loving each other, but enjoying life. Haven't you ever thought about exploring new horizons? Escaping our dull existence from time to time?”

“And if I say I don't want to? What if I say there's no coming back from the lines you crossed?”

“Then I'll get up and leave. But before I do, I want you to know one thing. I never stopped loving you. Even when I was lost, even when I was doing things that shame me now, you were always there, in my mind. And that's not going to change.”

I didn't know what else to say. Because deep down, I knew he was right. I had left something behind, something valuable, something I now feared I had lost forever.

“I don't want to lose you, Mario,” I finally whispered. “I don't know how to prove to you that I'm sorry, but I'll do whatever it takes.”

“I can't believe you, Susana,” he said finally, his voice tired. “And I don't know if I want to try. I can't live with this burden, with this betrayal. And you… you can't be happy living this lie either. I'll never be able to forget what you've done. Maybe forgive, yes, but not forget. I couldn't sleep next to you without wondering what new 'discoveries' you have in mind to explore. What about that version of you that felt 'special' and 'different'? What about what you left behind while you became her? Is she going to disappear? Or are you going to hide her?”

I lowered my eyes, exhausted. I felt unable to make him understand what I felt, because deep down, I knew he was right.

“Tomorrow I'll contact a lawyer.” Mario looked at me with deep sadness, but he seemed calm. “You'll hear from him. I want a divorce.”

Without waiting for a response, Mario turned and walked out. The sound of the door closing behind him echoed like a hammer blow. I curled up on the couch, hugging my knees, and cried like I had never cried in my entire life.


	Divorce
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Over the following weeks, I focused on finding a lawyer to handle the divorce. After talking to a recently divorced friend, she recommended one who she said was a real predator. I didn't want to turn our divorce into a war, but since I didn't know anyone else, I decided to put myself in his hands. The lawyer's office smelled of wood. It was a cozy place, with walls covered in bookshelves filled with law books.

I sat across from his desk, uncomfortable, while the man reviewed some papers with a neutral expression. There was something in his manner that suggested routine, as if what we were about to discuss was just another procedure—something mechanical, without emotion. For me, this was the end of a life; for him, it seemed like just another case. Perhaps he was right.

The divorce, he explained, would be a quick and relatively simple process. There were no children, no significant joint property. Just an apartment bought under community property and some bank accounts that, apart from a few small savings, didn't amount to much. Everything we had once built together, everything we had planned, was reduced to a handful of documents to sign.

The lawyer spoke in legal terms that I barely heard. Phrases like “mutual agreement” and “equitable distribution” washed over me without leaving a trace, overshadowed by memories I couldn't stop: her laughter, her knowing look in the early years, the promises we had made. Now all of that was dead, buried under layers of reproaches, betrayals, and an abyss I no longer knew how to cross.

When I left the office, I found myself walking aimlessly through the streets of Madrid. The January cold chilled me to the bone, but it did nothing to relieve the suffocating pressure I felt in my chest. I carried an envelope in my pocket with the lawyer's instructions and a list of documents I had to submit. It was strange. An entire life together could crumble with a couple of signatures and a notary seal.

Over the following days, I began gathering the necessary papers. Each one seemed to carry a disproportionate weight, as if I were shouldering the failure of our marriage in every sheet I put in the folder. My birth certificate, the purchase contract, the bank account statements. Everything so cold, so distant, so bureaucratic.

I didn't see Susana again. The few belongings she took from the apartment were hauled away in a small moving truck while I was out. Her absence filled every corner of the apartment, but I did nothing to occupy that empty space. I kept sleeping on the couch, never touching the bed we had shared. There was something about it that repelled me, as if it were contaminated by memories of a past that no longer existed.

The day I signed the divorce papers, the lawyer told me the judge would approve the agreement in a matter of weeks. It was the end, or at least that's what I thought at the time. When I left the office, I felt a strange mix of relief and desolation, as if I had closed a door that protected me from the fire but left me exposed to the infinite cold of emptiness.

It was over, or so I wanted to believe. But Susana's echo kept haunting me, like a shadow I couldn't shake.

After signing the papers, the next step was dealing with the apartment. It was the only thing left to resolve, the last physical link between Susana and me. The lawyer had made it clear: get an appraiser, put it up for sale, and split the proceeds proportionally. There was also the option that one of us might want to keep it. I didn't know what Susana would want to do, but I wanted to get rid of it. At that moment, it only brought me bad memories, even though for more than a year it had been our home.

I returned to the apartment that afternoon, stopping in front of the door for a few seconds, as if I needed to steel myself before going in. The familiar smell of the place hit me immediately: a mix of wood, the perfume Susana used to wear, and the faint trace of cleaning products. Every corner seemed like a reminder of what we had been. The photos from the happy days seemed almost unreal to me. I smiled seeing how Susana dressed in them—so different from how she dressed now. She had gone from being a simple girl to a completely artificial sophistication.

The living room felt lifeless. Only the basic furniture remained: the gray couch we had chosen together at IKEA, the dining table that had witnessed so many dinners filled with laughter… and the last arguments. Everything was still there, like silent witnesses to the disaster.

I had tried to keep myself busy with work, but a job as a physical education teacher didn't demand much of my time, and my mind kept accumulating resentment. I had started putting all my things in boxes when the doorbell rang.

When I opened the door, the world seemed to stop.
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It was Susana.

She was unrecognizable. Her face was thinner, with deep dark circles under her eyes and dull skin. But even so, she still had that dazzling beauty that had captivated me from the start. She wore a dark coat, her hair elegantly pulled back, and carried a small suitcase.

“Can I come in?” she asked in a soft, almost uncertain voice.

“Of course. You have as much right to be here as I do.” I stepped back to let her in.

Susana looked around, as if seeing a familiar place that somehow felt foreign now. Mario closed the door.

“What are you doing here?” I asked, trying not to sound harsh.

Susana sighed and set the suitcase by the entrance.

“I came back to pick up the last of my things I couldn’t take the other day,” she said, gesturing vaguely, as if her hands could somehow encompass the magnitude of the disaster they had created.

“Where are you living?” I asked, not really interested.

“Jorge is always traveling,” Susana began, almost in a whisper. “Laura took me in until I can get my life together. I need to find a place to rent…”

I said nothing and kept packing my things.

“Are you going to take the photos?” she asked timidly.

“I hadn’t planned to. Take them if you want…”

Susana pressed her lips together, as if the words hurt, and silently gathered those moments of happiness frozen in time, tucking them into the suitcase. I felt a pang of regret.

“Did the real estate agency call you?” I asked, cutting short the sentimental moment I didn’t want to share with her. “We have to sign at the notary’s office, then go to the bank.”

“Yes. Wednesday, first thing in the morning,” Susana said, her voice breaking.

Mario stayed silent while she finished gathering her last things.

“Well, I’m done,” she finally said. “I’m leaving…”

Her gaze was sad, almost desperate. She looked directly into my eyes, and for the first time in a long time, I saw something real, something honest in her expression.

“See you Wednesday morning then,” I said. “I want to get this apartment sale over with once and for all.”

“I just want… I want to start over. And I need you to know it wasn’t your fault. None of this was your fault. I made the decisions, I made the mistakes. But you were the only good thing in my life, Mario. The only thing.”

I stood paralyzed. It was everything I had wanted to hear since I’d left her on the yacht in Brazil, but now that the words were finally here, it felt too late.

“And now what?” she asked, her tone more tired than angry. She sighed and sat on the edge of the sofa, her hands trembling. Thick tears rolled down her cheeks in silent weeping.

Silence filled the room, heavy and full of uncertainty. I looked at her and felt an overwhelming urge to hold her, to kiss her, to tell her I loved her with all my soul. But I didn’t.
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Searching for an apartment turned out to be a revealing experience. I spent the following weeks wandering through streets I barely knew, noticing buildings that had never caught my attention before. I wasn’t looking for anything big or luxurious—just something modest, functional, and close to the high school where I worked. Now, living on a single income, I had to be realistic.

It was strange how, after years of sharing my life with Susana, the idea of starting over felt so foreign.

The first apartment I visited was about a ten-minute walk from my school. It was an old building with a worn facade and an entrance that smelled of dampness. The landlord, a man in his sixties, showed me a small place with a tiny living room, a kitchenette, and a bedroom that barely fit a single bed. The paint on the walls was peeling at the corners, and the bathroom looked like something out of the eighties. But it was cheap, and they said I could rent it without much paperwork. Still, something in me resisted. I wanted something simple, but not depressing.

The second attempt was better. In another building, a bit better maintained, I found an apartment on the fourth floor. Bright, with worn but clean parquet floors and a comfortable layout. It had two bedrooms, though I only planned to use one for sleeping. The other would be for books, music, or maybe a personal retreat. The kitchen was small but sufficient, and from the living room window I could see the gray rooftops of the neighborhood and, in the distance, the park where Susana and I used to go running. That park, with her favorite bench—a place I decided I wouldn’t return to for a long time.

The price was within my means, though it left me with less breathing room than I would have liked. But I liked it. It was what I needed: a place to start fresh, without memories of my previous life. I rented it that same week.

Moving day was quiet and lonely. I didn’t have much to bring: a few boxes of books, clothes, and personal items, plus a coffee maker my mother had given me when I first moved in with Susana. The rest I bought little by little. A new mattress, a small table for the living room, a comfortable reading chair. The walls were bare, and during those first few days, the echo of my footsteps constantly reminded me how empty everything was.

Even so, in that emptiness I found some peace. It was my space, though I still didn’t quite know how to fill the silence my new routine left behind. At night, I’d sometimes sit by the living room window with a coffee or a glass of wine, watching the city lights. I wondered if Susana, somewhere out there, was doing the same.


	The Collapse
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The air was thick, like it had been stewing in a pressure cooker of sweat, alcohol, and smoke. It felt dense in my lungs, on my skin, in my head. It was the kind of party that shouldn't exist, that shouldn't be real, but once you're inside, it devours you. And I let myself be devoured.

Laura was radiant, as always. That fucking magnetism of hers could flip any room on its head. The dress she wore was just an excuse; clinging to her body like a second skin, it shimmered under the lights while her breasts looked ready to spill out. Jorge stayed glued to her side, wearing that smug bastard smile, like he already knew what was going to happen. And me… I didn't even know what the hell I was doing there. Well, I did know, but I didn't want to admit it.

The table in front of us was covered with everything you could imagine. Abandoned champagne bottles left open, glasses of mixed drinks, and a tray with several perfectly cut lines of cocaine. Someone lit a cigarette, and the smoke hit me heavy with weed. Everything blended into a cocktail that made you dizzy, squeezed your chest, and wiped out any shred of sanity.

“Come on, Susanita, don't be boring.” Laura passed me the black straw—her favorite—and held it in front of my nose, right above a line.

I hesitated for a moment. But only a moment. Because when you're at that point, when you've already crossed every fucking line, what's one more? I leaned down and inhaled, feeling the powder burn my nose, shooting straight to my brain like a bolt of lightning. The world lit up—everything brighter, more alive.

Jorge fixed me with a serious, searching look. “Susana, how many lines have you done tonight?”

The music was a constant pounding, a vibration that wouldn't let you think. Laura danced with people crowding around her, like the whole world was watching. I tried to keep up with her, to match her, but it was like trying to catch a hurricane with your bare hands. Jorge came up behind me and grabbed my waist.

“I asked you how many lines you've done tonight.” His eyes showed none of their usual lightness. He was dead serious.

I met his eyes and didn't know what to say. Because deep down, I had no idea.

“Susana, you're… out of control,” he said, his voice hard.

“Out of control? What do you mean?” I shot back.

“Susana,” he said, more firmly, “you're doing too much coke.”

The word hit me like a slap. I turned to face him, trying to keep my composure.

“You're exaggerating a bit, aren't you? We've all been enjoying ourselves.”

“Yes, but you…” Jorge hesitated a moment, searching for the right words. “You don't know when to stop.”

I felt rage and shame burning inside me. I crossed my arms, as if that could shield me from his accusing stare.

“I'm not the only one doing it. You guys are just as bad,” I shot back.

“Yes, but we know when to stop,” he cut me off, his tone harder now. His eyes—usually full of mischief and warmth—now stared at me coldly. “Last night, Susana, you couldn't even stand up by the end. And it's not the first time. And tonight you've already done at least three in no time at all.”

“So what? I'm enjoying myself. Isn't that what this is all about?”

Jorge shook his head, and for the first time I caught a flash of sadness in his eyes.

“Not if it means losing yourself in the process. Susana, I've seen this before. I know how this ends if you don't stop now.”

I pulled away abruptly, as if his touch burned.

“I'm not a child. I know how to take care of myself.”

“Really?” His tone was cutting now. “Because from where I'm standing, you're losing control. Ever since you and Mario split, you've been getting worse. You're spiraling, and it's dangerous.”

The silence that followed was unbearable. My breathing was heavy, and I felt the rage building in my chest, but also something else: a quiet fear, a doubt I didn't want to admit.

		“I'm telling you this because I care about you, Susana,” Jorge added. His voice was softer now, but still heavy. “This isn't just a party. It's your life.”




I stood there staring at the floor, unable to meet his eyes. Something inside me knew he was right, but admitting it would feel like defeat.

“Leave me alone,” I said finally. I headed for the center of the dance floor, toward some guys dancing by themselves. The moment they saw me coming, they pulled me close, hands hungry.

“Let yourself go, honey. We're here to enjoy ourselves, aren't we?” one of them whispered in my ear.

And I did. I let myself go. I danced, drank, snorted another line… I laughed hysterically at things that weren't even funny, let myself be groped like a cheap whore, caressed, embraced. Nothing mattered. Not Mario, not Madrid, not real life. It was as if all of that had disappeared, as if this absurd party were the only thing that existed.

At some point Laura kissed me. It was quick, fleeting, but it left a burning mark on my lips. Jorge saw it and walked away looking serious.

“Damn, you two are something else,” one of the guys said, completely out of his mind.

And we kept going, like dolls being moved by some force I no longer understood. Everything was too much: too bright, too loud, too dark. And I didn't want to stop.

I don't know how it happened, but I found myself in a room with the two men. Then they started touching me. They were rough, insulting me. One of them yanked my hair and spat in my face. I was about to scream for help when the other one covered my mouth. I tried to bite his hand. Suddenly, I felt their hands groping my body. Luckily someone opened the door, and they ran out.

I waited a minute to pull myself together and went back out to the party. The two guys had left, or at least I couldn't see them anymore.

I suppose that's when everything started to fall apart. But I remember the dizziness, the vertigo, the cold sweat on the back of my neck. The music was no longer music—it was a distant, annoying buzz. Laura's laughter faded into a blur, the lights blinded me. I felt someone holding me, but I didn't know who.

“Susana, damn, you're white as a sheet. Are you okay?” Laura's voice was an echo, something coming from very far away.

I tried to answer, but I couldn't. The next thing I remember is the floor, cold and hard, and the feeling that something was very wrong.

Everything went dark suddenly, as if someone had turned off the lights in my head. The dizziness was so intense I didn't know where I was, or even if I was standing or sitting. I only remember trying to grab onto something, anything, but my hands found nothing to hold onto. I was freezing.

The music, which had been deafening, became a distant, distorted noise, as if I were hearing it from the bottom of a tunnel. I felt my heart beating too fast, pounding against my ribs, threatening to burst out of my chest. Sweat soaked my skin, cold and sticky, and the air… the air seemed to have vanished.

“Susana!” Laura's voice hit me like a blow, alarmed but distant. My name came out of her mouth as if she were saying it underwater. I tried to look at her, to find her, but everything was spinning around me, blotches of light and shadow I couldn't focus on.

My legs gave out, and before I knew it, I was on the floor. I felt the impact on my knees, but it was as if I weren't in my body. Everything was strange, disconnected. The cold of the tile floor spread across my skin, and a bitter taste rose in my throat.

“She's really pale, damn!” It was Jorge's voice this time, deep and full of worry. I couldn't see him, but his tone was clear.

“Susana, look at me. Look at me.” Laura's hands grabbed my face, but her touch felt strange, as if it weren't real. Her eyes were there, too close, but I couldn't hold her gaze.

“She's having an overdose,” someone said, and that word pierced me like a dagger. Overdose. I'd heard it in movies, in the news, but I never thought it would become a word that described me.

“Call 911,” Jorge said, more serious this time, more decisive.

“We can't! Damn it, Jorge, we can't! Do you want the cops showing up with what we've got going on here?” Laura was agitated, her voice trembling as she held me.

“If she dies, then we're really going to have a problem,” he shouted, and I could feel the panic filling the room.

Everything around me was fragments, voices coming and going, phrases I couldn't fully understand.

“Give her space. Stop touching her so much!”

“She's cold as fucking ice.”

“What did she take? How much did she take?”

Those questions paralyzed me. I couldn't recognize who was asking them. My mouth tried to form words, but nothing came out. My tongue felt heavy, useless. My lungs were working, but I couldn't get enough air. I was suffocating, and terror began to take hold of me.

“Susana, look at me, please, stay with me. Don't close your eyes. Don't close them!”

But my eyes closed. I couldn't help it. I was so tired, so broken. The cold of the floor started to feel comfortable, almost welcoming. I let my body sink into that darkness dragging me down, while the voices kept calling me from a place I could no longer reach.
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The phone vibrated on the living room table. It was almost two in the morning, and I was wide awake. Sleep had stopped being an option weeks ago. I stared at the screen for a few seconds, not wanting to answer, until Jorge’s name flashed like an emergency signal.

I took a deep breath before accepting the call.

“What do you want?” I snapped, my tone dry, tired.

“Mario...” His voice was broken, and for a moment I didn’t know if I was talking to the same arrogant man who had caused so many cracks in my life or to a version of him I’d never known. “We need to talk.”

I didn’t respond. Jorge continued, but his tone changed. There was something in his voice that carried... remorse? Fear?

“Look, I don’t even know how to start this. Susana is... bad. Really bad.”

I felt a stab in my chest when I heard her name, but I tried to hold it together.

“What do you mean, ‘bad’?” I asked, my voice louder than I expected.

“She overdosed, Mario.” The word knocked the air out of me. “We don’t know exactly how it happened, but... we’re at the hospital now. I didn’t want you to find out from someone else.”

The room tilted slightly, as if the floor were sliding out from under me. I gripped the edge of the sofa to keep my balance.

“Is she alive?” I asked, my throat dry.

“Yes, she’s stable... for now. But it was serious. Mario, I...” His voice broke, and that threw me more than anything else. Jorge, the man who always seemed to be in control, was on the verge of collapse.

“What the hell did you do?” I snapped. Anger was starting to cut through the shock.

“It wasn’t like that, I swear. I...” He hesitated, grasping for words that wouldn’t come. “I don’t know how we let it get this far. I... was an idiot, Mario, I know. But she... she didn’t want to stop.”

“And Laura?” I asked, because I couldn’t help it. I’d learned that where Laura was, limits just didn’t exist.

“Laura’s here too, but... this isn’t about Laura, Mario. Or me. This is about Susana.”

That “this is about Susana” hit like a hammer. Jorge was trying to be honest, but he was also making it clear this wasn’t something he could shoulder alone.

“Why are you calling me?” I said finally, trying to sound indifferent but feeling the weight of every word.

“Because she needs you, damn it. Because I don’t know what else to do or who else to call. Because you’re her... husband.”

“Ex-husband,” I corrected.

“Don’t fuck with me, Mario.”

There was a long, uncomfortable silence. Jorge’s heavy breathing was the only thing filling the emptiness.

“What hospital is she at?” I finally asked.

“Mario... thank you.” Jorge sighed like a weight had been lifted off him and gave me the admission details.

I hung up without saying goodbye. I sat there for a moment, staring at the phone in my hand, feeling trapped between pride and the need to do the right thing.

What was I supposed to do now? Go there and comfort her after everything that had happened? Look into her eyes and find the woman I once loved?

I hated the idea of going to the hospital. But I hated even more that she needed me.

When I got there, Jorge was sitting in one of the plastic chairs in the waiting room, head in his hands. When he saw me, he stood up quickly and walked toward me with nervous steps, like he didn’t know where to start.

“Mario, man... I’m sorry. I’m so sorry,” he said, with a mix of guilt and shame I’d rarely seen in him.

“Where is she?” I asked, not even bothering to hide my anxiety.

“In the ICU. She’s stable, but... it was serious. Really serious.”

My legs shook, and I had to lean against the wall to keep from falling.

“What exactly happened?”

Jorge sighed, running his hand through his hair, messing it up even more.

“We’d been telling her for days to calm down, to lay off the coke. But... she wouldn’t listen. Last night... damn it, Mario, I’m sorry, but I didn’t think she’d go that far. She did a ton of it. When she started convulsing, we called 911.”

“And Laura?” I asked, a knot in my throat.

“She’s not here. She left. Couldn’t handle it, I think. Felt guilty, I guess.”

A torrent of emotions swept through me, swinging between anger and pain. I looked at Jorge, who seemed genuinely shaken, and for the first time in years I saw him as a human being, not the carefree playboy he always pretended to be.

“Thanks for calling the ambulance,” I said finally, my voice colder than I'd intended.

“It was the least I could do,” he replied, lowering his gaze.

An awkward silence fell, broken only by the background noise of the hospital: hurried footsteps, the intermittent beep of a heart monitor, the murmur of nurses.

“I'm going to call her parents,” I said finally, pulling out my phone.

Jorge nodded, as if he'd been waiting for that decision.

When I heard my mother-in-law's voice on the other end, trembling and frightened, I struggled to hold back tears. I explained what had happened, trying to be as calm and direct as possible, but her crying soon filled the silence. I felt like a broken bridge between two worlds that couldn't support themselves.

After hanging up, I looked at Jorge, who was still there, as if waiting for some signal that he could go.

“I appreciate you staying, Jorge. Really. But now I think it's best if you go.”

He seemed to hesitate, but finally nodded.

“If you need anything, anything at all…” he said, before turning and walking out through the automatic doors.

I stood alone in that waiting room, staring at the ICU door as if it were the entrance to a dark tunnel. A wave of emptiness and rage washed over me. This wasn't just Laura's or Susana's fault. This was my fault, Jorge's, everyone's. But above all, it was the fault of decisions that had devoured everything good that once existed between us.

I sat in one of the uncomfortable plastic chairs in the waiting room, elbows on my knees, staring blankly at the floor. I hadn't received any news since arriving at the hospital, except for the vague consolation that Laura was out of danger, barring complications. That phrase—“barring complications”—kept echoing in my head.

The sound of rapid footsteps in the hallway pulled me from my thoughts. Looking up, I saw my in-laws appear, their faces pale and distraught. My mother-in-law, Isabel, wore a coat she hadn't bothered to button properly, and her husband, Arturo, had a hard expression, as if holding back something he didn't want to let out.

Isabel was the first to approach.

“How is she?” she asked, her voice trembling, almost a whisper.

“I don't know much more than what I told you on the phone. She's out of danger, but they still haven't come to tell me anything specific.”

Isabel collapsed into the chair next to me, her hands trembling. Arturo remained standing, staring into space, until he finally sat down across from us, his interlaced hands doing nothing to hide his nervousness.

“What happened, Mario?” he asked, his harsh tone breaking the silence.

I took a breath, trying to gather my thoughts.

“She had… an overdose. Jorge called me early this morning from the hospital. According to him, they'd been warning her for days that she was using too much. But I don't know exactly how it happened. All I know is they found her convulsing and called emergency services.”

Isabel brought a hand to her mouth, stifling a sob.

“My God…” she murmured, closing her eyes as if trying to erase the image of her daughter in that state.

Arturo clenched his fists. When he spoke, his voice was tense, barely contained.

“This isn't… Damn it, Mario, you were her husband. It was your job to take care of her, and you didn't. How could you let it get to this…?”

The accusation hit me like a punch to the gut. I looked up at him, rage flooding through me.

“And you think I didn't try to take care of her? That I didn't do everything in my power?” I shot back, my voice rising. “She was the one who made scenes in Brazil, who slept with whoever she wanted… Who was using. Don't put this on me.”

“Please, stop,” Isabel interrupted, looking at both of us with tears in her eyes. “This isn't about blame. It's about Susana.”

“I'm sorry, Mario,” Arturo said, swallowing his pride. “I didn't mean that. It's just the nerves—seeing my daughter like this. An overdose! I can't wrap my head around it, Mario. Where did things go so wrong?”

Silence settled between us again, heavy and thick with things left unsaid. Arturo ran a hand over his face, clearly trying to hold himself together.

Isabel let out another sob while he closed his eyes and rested his forehead in his hands. The wait dragged on, and with it, the weight of our emotions only grew heavier.

Finally, a doctor appeared in the waiting room doorway, his expression neutral but professional. We stood up almost in unison, all anxious to hear what he had to say.

“Susana's family…” he said, leafing through some papers.

“We're here,” I said quickly, stepping forward.

“Your wife is stable. It was a complicated case, but she's responding well to treatment.”

I felt immediate relief, though it was brief.

The air in my lungs seemed to freeze. Isabel broke down into gut-wrenching sobs, while Arturo clenched his teeth so hard I thought something would break. I just stood there, frozen, as a wave of pain and rage flooded through me, unable to move or speak.

“I need to speak with the husband for a moment. If you'll excuse us…” The doctor asked me to accompany him to an office.

“Mario?” he asked, his voice polite but direct.

Mario nodded, unable to speak. My in-laws exchanged worried, fearful glances.

“I'm Dr. Valcárcel, the ICU intensivist. I need to speak with you. If you don't mind, let's go somewhere more private.”

Mario felt his legs trembling. Private. That word always came with bad news, he thought. He turned toward his in-laws.

“Wait here,” he murmured, trying to hide the tremor in his voice.

The doctor led him to a small makeshift office next to the ICU. A cold, impersonal place with a metal table, two chairs, and fluorescent lights that flickered and buzzed faintly. I sat across from the doctor, feeling the weight of a conversation I wasn't prepared to have.

“Susana came very close to dying,” the doctor began without preamble, resting his hands on the table. “When she arrived, she was in severe respiratory failure from a cocaine overdose. We managed to stabilize her, but I won't sugarcoat it: her body is in a critical state. Another episode like this could be fatal.”

I felt my blood run cold. My hands gripped my knees, tense, and my heart was racing.

“Is she out of danger now?” I asked in a hoarse whisper, as if the words were scraping my throat raw.

“For the moment, yes. But the first twenty-four hours are critical. The reason I wanted to speak privately with you is that there's something else—something that may be difficult to process.”

The doctor paused. His face hardened, but his eyes tried to convey empathy.

“Susana was pregnant, about seven weeks along. Unfortunately, due to the severity of the overdose, there was nothing we could do to save the baby.” His eyes dropped from mine, returning to the papers on the desk. His discomfort was evident.

I felt the air rush out of my lungs. Like an invisible fist had slammed into my stomach. I swallowed, trying to process the words. My mind started doing the math. Seven weeks…

“Pregnant?” I repeated, my voice barely audible. His mind struggled to piece together a reality he hadn't anticipated.

“Yes. I'm very sorry. It's likely she didn't know yet, or hadn't had time to tell you. What's important now is focusing on her physical and emotional recovery, but I wanted you to know—as her husband.”

Husband. The word echoed hollow in my head. My thoughts swirled in a whirlwind of emotions: guilt, fury, helplessness. How had everything come to this?

I stood up clumsily, unable to sit any longer. I covered my face with my hands, then ran my fingers through my hair in desperation. I was convinced the child we'd lost was mine. Seven weeks… That was before that damned trip to Brazil.

“Can I see her?” I asked, my voice strained with anguish.

“Not yet. She's sedated and on a respirator. When her condition is more stable, we'll let you know. My advice… is to go home and rest. Visits are restricted in the ICU, and you won't be able to see her until tomorrow. Go home, try to get some rest. If anything changes, we'll call you.”

I nodded mechanically, though the doctor's words bounced around in my head as if they weren't real. I left the office feeling like each step weighed a ton. At the end of the hallway, I could see my in-laws' anguished faces—another heavy burden I had to bear.

When I reached the waiting room at the end of the hallway, my in-laws looked at me anxiously. I could see their tense faces, the fear plain in their eyes. But I had no strength to speak. All I could manage was a murmur:

“She's alive. But it was close. She's sedated and on a respirator. They won't let us see her until tomorrow…”

I didn't dare say anything about the baby. Not yet. I couldn't.

I asked my in-laws to go rest. They'd spent hours at the hospital, and their exhaustion was evident. My father-in-law, always so reserved, only nodded and took his ex-wife by the arm. She gave me one last look full of desolation before leaving. I promised I'd call them if there was any news, though we all knew there was nothing more to do that night.

When they left, the hospital's silence became deafening. I returned to the waiting room, alone, cold coffee in my hands and my mind racing. I couldn't get the doctor's words out of my head: “One more overdose and her body won't survive.” The image of Susana, pale and fragile, hooked up to tubes and machines, burned behind my eyes. She had always been pure vitality—now she was nothing more than a shadow of herself.

Then the calculations started again in my mind, like a clock I couldn't stop. They'd said seven weeks. Seven weeks pregnant. It was too obvious. It had happened just before the trip, just before madness had taken over my wife. I remembered the night of the argument clearly. And no matter how hard I tried, I couldn't see any sign that might have warned me of what was coming. The images of Susana half-naked, letting herself be touched by Jorge and Laura, the ecstasy she seemed lost in. And while she completely lost control, abandoning herself to that scene of vice and unbridled pleasure, in her womb she was carrying something of ours. Perhaps the last thing that could still be called ours.

The baby was mine. There wasn’t a shred of doubt in my mind.

I clenched my fists until my nails dug into my palms. A child... A child I would never know because Susana had decided to destroy everything. My mind was a tangled mess of rage and grief. Did she even know? Did she at least suspect? No, I didn’t think she could have known then.

I stood up and began pacing back and forth across the room like a caged animal. The pressure in my chest kept building. It was an anguish rising from somewhere deep inside me. Part of me wanted to scream at her when she woke up, demand answers, make her understand what she’d just lost. But another part—a much more tired and broken part—just wanted to leave. Leave her there with the consequences of her decisions. What was the point of any of this anymore? Every second, I felt the damage to our marriage growing deeper, and nothing could bring back what had been lost.

I squeezed my eyes shut and pressed my hands against the cold wall, trying to sort through the thoughts crowding my mind. How had we gotten to this point? When had things broken so badly that there was no turning back? Susana wasn’t the only one to blame. I had failed too, I supposed, but she was the one who had crossed every line. And I still didn’t understand why.

I turned and sank into one of the chairs in the waiting room. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, trying to extinguish the fury burning inside me. But I couldn’t.

Gradually, exhaustion took hold of me, until I finally drifted into a fitful sleep.
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A nurse appeared in the waiting room and placed her hand lightly on my shoulder, waking me from a light, feverish sleep filled with chaotic images. “Mr. Mario González?” she asked, and I stood up immediately. “The doctor wants to speak with you. Please follow me.”

She led me to another small, almost sterile office where a doctor in a white coat was reviewing papers under fluorescent light. He wasn’t the same doctor who had spoken to me last night. This one was a man in his fifties, with graying hair and a tired but direct gaze. He closed the file when I entered and gestured to a chair in front of him.

“Thank you for coming, Mr. González. I’m Dr. Álvarez, head of the ICU. I want to explain what’s happened with your wife.”

I nodded, feeling the tension in my chest grow with each second of silence.

“Your wife’s condition has been critical, but we’ve managed to stabilize her. She had an overdose that not only compromised her central nervous system but also triggered a series of metabolic complications. Put simply, the amount of cocaine in her system led to a severe cardiovascular crisis, combined with respiratory failure.”

Even though he wasn’t telling me anything I hadn’t heard yesterday, I felt a knot in my stomach as the doctor continued in a measured but firm tone.

“During the initial evaluation, we detected that the cocaine use wasn’t just nasal or intravenous, but also topical—something that, unfortunately, is more common than you’d think in certain circles. This type of use causes more localized damage, but it’s equally serious. In your wife’s case, it has directly affected the uterine tissue.”

“The uterus?” I asked, as if I needed more explanation to fully understand.

The doctor nodded, maintaining that grave expression that seemed to cut right through me.

“Yes, Mr. González. Topical application of cocaine to the vaginal mucosa can cause extreme vasoconstriction—a narrowing of the blood vessels that prevents adequate blood flow to the tissues. This can not only cause direct injuries, but in a pregnant woman, it can seriously compromise fetal development. It can lead to miscarriage… which is what happened here… I don’t want to mislead you. The damage to your wife’s uterus has been significant. I can’t tell you yet if it will be reversible, but your wife’s reproductive capacity is seriously compromised.”

I felt the ground open up beneath my feet. Each piece of news was worse than the last. First, losing the child she’d been carrying, and now this. “I can’t believe it, doctor,” I whispered, almost breathless.

The doctor paused for a moment, as if weighing his words. “I’m very sorry. As they explained yesterday, your wife was about seven weeks along, according to our estimates. Unfortunately, the fetus didn’t survive. The combination of the overdose and the drug’s effects on the uterus made it impossible. We performed a more thorough examination and detected signs of necrosis. It’s not definitive, but most likely the damage to the uterus is severe.”

My hands were trembling. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

“Did she know?” I asked in a low voice, as if the answer would change anything.

“That she was pregnant? I can’t confirm it. It’s possible she didn’t know, given how early it was. However, that’s something you’ll need to discuss with her when she’s conscious.”

The doctor let a moment of silence pass so I could process it. I felt a whirlwind inside me: rage, sadness, disbelief.

“I’ll tell you this, Mr. González, because I think it’s important for you to understand. Your wife has been very close to death. One more overdose like this and her body might not survive it. If she continues using cocaine this way, the consequences will be fatal—there’s no other outcome. She needs help, and she needs it urgently.”

I nodded slowly, though his words seemed to echo somewhere far away. The doctor stood up and shook my hand with an almost paternal gravity.

“She’s alive, but this has to be a turning point. Don’t let this chance slip away, Mr. González. We’ll let you know when you can see her.”

When I left that office, the weight of his words crushed me. I had lost a child I didn’t even know existed, and my wife was on the verge of destroying herself completely. All that remained inside me was a mixture of hatred and rage and… a love that felt increasingly distant.
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The intensive care unit smelled of disinfectant and sadness. Each step I took toward Susana’s bed felt like a hammer blow to my chest. When I saw her, an immense knot tightened in my throat. There she was, lying there, intubated, her pale face streaked with tears. Her eyes were open, and the pain in them was unbearable.

I felt my legs give out. I had to lean on the edge of the bed before collapsing into the chair beside her. I looked at her, searching for some trace of the strong, determined woman I had loved. But all I found was desperation in those eyes.

“My God, Susana…” I murmured, my voice breaking. I leaned forward, carefully taking her hand—cold and trembling. “What have you done to yourself?”

She couldn’t speak—the tubes in her throat wouldn’t allow it—but her gaze screamed everything. A torrent of tears streamed down her cheeks. She wanted to say something, explain herself, ask for forgiveness, but she couldn’t. Mario knew it, felt it. That destroyed him even more.

“I don't know if I'm here to help you or to say goodbye…” I continued, struggling to control my sobs. But I couldn't. Tears poured out in a wave of inconsolable grief, wrenched from somewhere deep in my soul. I squeezed her hand tighter, as if that alone could keep her from slipping away. “How did we get here? How did I let this happen?”

Susana squeezed her eyes shut and gripped my hand weakly, trying to convey something—anything. I wanted to hear “I'm sorry,” or “I didn't want this,” or “don't leave me.” But hatred and rage flooded through me again.

“Don't… don't cry now,” Mario told her, his voice a mix of rage and overwhelming love.

My voice gave out. I couldn't go on. Anger, sadness, and fear churned together, drowning me. I looked away, unable to bear the weight of those eyes, so full of guilt and suffering.

Susana sobbed, barely audible. A tear rolled down her cheek and disappeared into the sheet covering her body. She tried to move her lips, but it was useless. Mario understood.

“Don't speak,” I said, my voice breaking, as I ran my hand through Susana's disheveled hair. “It doesn't matter what you want to say. Not now.”

I leaned in closer until my face brushed against hers. I felt the faint warmth of her skin, and for an instant, everything froze.

“Listen to me,” I said, barely above a whisper. “I don't know if I can forgive you for what you've done to us. But I can't hate you either, no matter how hard I try. I need you alive, Susana. Because without you…”

My voice broke again, choked with tears. Susana looked at me, crying silently. There was something in her eyes, something I hadn't seen in a long time: fear. Real fear. Maybe fear of losing me, or of being judged without mercy.

I collapsed again, pressing my forehead to her chest. I felt her weak breathing beneath the tubes, as if it were the only thing keeping her tethered to this world.

“Please, don't ever do this to me again…” I whispered, my voice barely audible. “Don't ever do this to yourself again.”

Susana closed her eyes again, unable to take any more. She squeezed my hand as hard as she could with what little strength she had left, tears streaming down her cheeks.

A few minutes later, a nurse came in to tell me I had to leave. I didn't want to move, but I knew I had no choice. I struggled to my feet and leaned over her, kissing her forehead.

“I'll be here,” I promised, though I wasn't sure if I was saying it to her or to myself. “But I don't know how much longer I can hold on.”

Susana's eyes followed me as I walked away. And when the door closed behind me, a fresh wave of tears overtook me in silence.
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The hospital was blanketed in a dense silence, broken only by the distant beep of a monitor or the squeak of a metal cart. I was getting used to those sounds—they repeated like a heavy routine, over and over. Silent footsteps approached me. I didn't look up until I felt a hand on my shoulder.

It was Jorge. His face was serious, a far cry from his usual air of confidence and ease. There was something dulled in his eyes, something he couldn't hide beneath that mask of self-assurance he always wore like a second skin. I stood up from the waiting room chair when I saw him.

“Mario,” he said gravely, extending his hand. I hesitated a moment before shaking it, but I did—more out of habit than anything else.

He sat down beside me, and for a moment, neither of us said anything. There were too many silences between us, heavy with everything we'd never said. Finally, he was the one who broke it.

“I wanted to come… I wanted to talk to you.” His voice sounded different, as if he were dragging a weight he didn't know how to carry.

I glanced at him from the corner of my eye. I didn't trust him, not after everything that had happened, but the sincerity in his tone caught me off guard.

“Susana…” he started, then paused, running a hand over his face as if searching for the right words. “I'm not going to beat around the bush, Mario. Laura and I… we've been a bad influence on her. I know it.”

I tensed the moment I heard him. My first instinct was to hurl an accusation at him, blame him for everything, but I held back. There was something in his voice—a kind of regret I hadn't expected.

“What do you mean by that?” I finally asked, my tone sharper than I'd intended.

Jorge sighed, leaning forward with his elbows on his knees. “When Susana came into our world… she wasn't ready, Mario. I'm not saying this to justify myself, but she… let herself get carried away. And instead of setting limits or looking out for her, we pushed her further. The parties, the drugs, the luxury… everything that seemed so glamorous from the outside. We opened those doors for her and never stopped to think about what it would do to her.”

“And what's that supposed to mean, Jorge?” I asked, looking him straight in the eye. “You want me to thank you for coming here and admitting you've destroyed my wife? Does this make you feel better?”

Jorge didn't flinch at my tone. He simply nodded, accepting my reproach without defending himself. “I don't expect anything from you, Mario. I just wanted you to know.”

There was a long silence between us.

“Why did you come, Jorge?” I finally asked, my voice low but firm.

“Because I want you to know she matters to me. And what happens to you matters to me, even though I know we've never been friends.” He looked at me directly, and this time there was none of that arrogance that had always defined him. “I know you're broken, Mario. I can see it in your face. But I also know you still love her, even if right now you don't know what to do with everything you're feeling.”

I didn't respond. Because I couldn't.

“Do what you have to do,” Jorge continued. “But don't let her fall any further, Mario. Don't let her lose herself. Because if she does… there's no coming back. If you leave her now, there's no saving her. She'll die. And I don't mean that figuratively. She'll kill herself, whether with drugs or by slitting her wrists, but make no mistake—she'll kill herself. In fact, this overdose was an attempt to… kill herself.”

I decided to tell him. I didn't know if it was the right thing to do, but I wanted him to know. Maybe because, deep down, I held him responsible. Or maybe because I needed to get it off my chest, to share it with someone so it wouldn't consume me completely.

“There's something you should know,” I finally said, my voice firmer than I expected.

He frowned, leaning slightly forward. “What is it?”

I paused, taking a deep breath before letting the words out. “Susana… was pregnant.”

His expression changed in an instant. His body tensed, as if the words had struck him physically. “What?” he whispered.

“She was pregnant, Jorge. About seven weeks along, they told me. But she lost it because of the overdose.” My voice stayed flat, almost detached. “And there's more. The doctors say the damage to her uterus is irreparable. She'll never be able to have children.”

Jorge sat motionless, as if he couldn't process what he'd just heard. His hands trembled slightly.

“God…” he murmured, bringing a hand to his mouth. “Mario, I… I had no idea. I didn't know she was pregnant.”

“Neither did I,” I replied, a bitter knot in my throat. “I found out here, after everything that happened. And now… now I have to live with that. With the fact that my child—our child—will never see the light of day. And that she… will never be able to have another.”

Jorge closed his eyes, as if trying to escape the reality I'd just laid out for him. I watched him bring his hands to his head, rubbing his temples as he let out a shaky sigh.

“Mario, I'm so sorry…” Jorge looked up, and I saw a flash of guilt in his eyes. He didn't try to defend himself. He didn't try to make excuses.

We sat in silence after that. A heavy silence, almost unbearable, where words weren't needed. Finally, I was the one who broke it.

“I'm going to stay with her for now,” I said, calmer now. “Not because I want to. Not because she deserves it. But because… I can't leave her alone like this. Not after everything that's happened. What if she never changes? What if this is the new Susana?”

“You're… a good guy,” was all Jorge could bring himself to say.

“I can't save her if she doesn't want to save herself,” I said. I'd read somewhere that sometimes the only way to save someone was to let them hit rock bottom. But what if Susana's rock bottom was death?

Jorge nodded slowly, as if he understood the weight of my decision. “If you need anything, Mario… anything at all. I'm here.”

“I don't want anything from you, Jorge,” I said coldly. “All I want is for you and Laura to stay away from her.”

Jorge said nothing more. He simply nodded, his face resigned.

Mario braced a hand against the wall, trying to steady his breathing. He looked out through a small window. Dawn was breaking, but the sky remained gray, heavy. The sun didn't have the strength to break through the clouds, just as he didn't know how to pierce the darkness Susana had sunk into.
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I was still in the waiting room. They'd told me they were going to transfer her to a regular ward, and I'd been waiting for hours. I'd barely exchanged a couple of sentences with the doctor, who had departed with that grave, professional tone of his, leaving me with a million questions and my stomach in knots.

When I got to the room, I found we were alone—a pleasant surprise in a public hospital.

There was a knock at the door, and the doctor entered. He took Susana's blood pressure and read the results of the latest tests. His face was serious, professional, but his eyes gave away that what he was about to say wouldn't be easy.

“Mr. Muñoz, can you come here for a second?” the doctor said in a low voice, but with an undertone of gravity that made Mario's stomach clench. “We need some information about your wife...”

Without a word, I followed him down a narrow hallway to his small office. The doctor closed the door behind us and motioned for me to sit.

“We don't actually need any information about her. I wanted to speak with you privately, without your wife overhearing. What I have to tell you is... Well, it's better that you hear it first and decide how you want us to break it to her.”

The doctor pulled a couple of folders from the desk. He opened one, flipping through it quickly before looking up at me again.

“First of all, I want you to know that despite everything that's happened, your wife is out of danger,” he began, his tone calm and measured. “However, there are some things we need to discuss regarding the consequences of this overdose.”

Mario nodded, trying to stay calm. The doctor continued, choosing his words carefully.

“I've already explained that cocaine, besides its devastating effects on the nervous and cardiovascular systems, has very potent vasoconstrictive properties. This means it causes blood vessels to constrict. In Susana's case, this has had particularly serious repercussions on her uterus due to the continued vaginal application of cocaine. During prolonged cocaine use, especially at high doses, vasoconstriction can drastically reduce blood flow to key organs. In women, this includes the uterus. In extreme situations, like Laura's overdose, this lack of blood supply can cause ischemic damage—that is, tissue death due to lack of oxygen.”

“What exactly do you mean?” I asked, though I dreaded the answer.

The doctor took a breath, as if trying to explain a complicated medical concept as clearly as possible.

“Unfortunately, I have to confirm what I'd already told you over these past few days. The damage... is permanent.” The doctor nodded slowly, his expression one of professional empathy.

“Unfortunately, yes. We've performed a complete gynecological evaluation, and the tests indicate that the endometrium—the inner lining of the uterus—is severely affected. We've also detected significant thinning of the uterine walls and signs of fibrosis, meaning part of the tissue has been replaced by scar tissue.”

I closed my eyes for a moment, trying to process what I'd just heard.

“What does that mean?” I finally asked, though deep down I already knew the answer.

The doctor looked at me directly, with a sincerity that left no room for doubt.

“It means your wife won't be able to conceive again. Her uterus is no longer capable of sustaining a pregnancy.”

The words landed like a weight on my shoulders. The doctor kept talking, probably explaining more technical details about the damage, but I could barely hear him. His words seemed to blur together, becoming background noise as my mind processed the devastating reality.

Finally, the doctor paused, giving me time to absorb it.

“I know this news is difficult to process,” he said, his tone softer. “But I think it's important that Susana hear this diagnosis with sensitivity. We'll provide psychological support, and if you think it would help, you can be part of that process.”

I nodded slowly, though I wasn't sure how I could face Susana with that news. The doctor stepped out for a moment and returned with two coffees from the vending machine. He set them on the desk and looked at me without a word.

I had remained silent after the diagnosis, while the doctor's gaze stayed fixed on the papers on his desk. A few seconds passed before I took a deep breath and looked up at him.

“Doctor... there's something I think you should know, so you understand the reality of what's happening between Susana and me,” I said, my voice rough, almost a whisper.

The doctor, watching me with a mixture of professionalism and empathy, waited patiently.

“Susana and I just got divorced. Only a few weeks ago.” I paused, feeling the weight of my own words. “Look, I don't know if what I'm about to tell you is an attempt to clear my name, or just so you don't think I'm caught up in the excessive lifestyle my wife's been living lately.”

The doctor tilted his head slightly, processing what I was telling him.

“Look, that's not part of my job. That falls into an area of your life that's outside my purview. The only thing I can tell you is that if she continues this way, your wife could die. I know these situations aren't easy for anyone,” he responded in a neutral tone, though he seemed to be choosing his words carefully so as not to overstep.

I pressed my lips together, feeling a knot in my throat.

“Even so, I’d like you to hear me out.”

The doctor gestured for me to continue. “I’m listening,” he said.

“You see, because of Susana’s behavior these past few months, I’ve been forced to file for divorce. I won’t bore you with my reasons, but in short, she completely changed her lifestyle. We were a normal married couple, but bad influences and something that shifted in her mind made her behavior become... inexplicable. She started going out constantly, drinking, taking drugs... I don’t want to go into more details, but the truth is I couldn’t take it anymore and decided to separate. But I want you to know that... she still matters to me, you know?” I continued, my voice breaking slightly. “I’ve thought about it, and I don’t want you to be the one to tell her. What you’ve told me... I want to be the one to do it. I think it’s my responsibility.”

The doctor nodded calmly.

“Of course. I respect your decision. When you feel the time is right, I can come in to answer any medical questions that come up.”

Telling Susana that she would never be able to become a mother was something I hadn’t imagined even in my worst nightmares. And worse still, I knew this news wouldn’t just affect her present and future—it would be a mirror reflecting the consequences of her actions. For a few minutes, I considered the high price she was going to pay for them.

I left the office, my steps heavy. Outside, the world kept spinning, indifferent to my tragedy. There were hundreds of anonymous tragedies there. I stopped in front of a coffee machine in the hallway and got another cup. I stood there, staring without seeing, feeling the weight of what I was about to tell Susana crushing me. How do you tell someone they’ve lost not only a child, but also the possibility of ever dreaming of one?
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Susana, now with only a single IV line, stirred weakly on the bed when she saw me enter. I glanced at her but said nothing. I wasn’t sure I could start that conversation. But she was the one who spoke.

“Mario...” she said, her voice barely a whisper, broken, torn.

I didn’t respond at first. My jaw tensed, and I forced myself not to turn completely so I wouldn’t have to look her in the eyes. She continued, as if the words were burning inside her and she needed to get them out.

“I’m sorry... I’m so sorry...”

I raised my eyes then, locking my gaze on hers, full of rage and pain. Susana swallowed.

“I know you have no reason to believe me, and I know you probably don’t want to hear anything I have to say. But... I have to tell you, Mario. If I don’t... I don’t think I’ll be able to go on.”

An ironic sigh escaped me.

“Go on?” I repeated sarcastically. “What does that mean to you, Susana? Keep destroying yourself? Keep sinking into that shit until there’s nothing left of you? Because, frankly, that seems to be your only plan.”

Susana pressed her lips together, and a tear rolled down her cheek. Her response wasn’t immediate, but she didn’t need long to think about it either.

“I’m not destroying myself because I want to, Mario...” she finally confessed. “I’m destroying myself because... because I feel like I’ve lost you. And if I don’t have you, I don’t know if I can live.”

Her words left me paralyzed. For an instant, I didn’t know how to respond.

“What?” I finally asked, almost incredulous. “What do you mean by that, Susana? That all this, everything you’ve done, is because of me? Are you blaming me?”

She shook her head quickly, though she struggled to keep her voice steady.

“No... God, Mario. I’m not blaming you. It was me. All of this is because of me. I threw everything away. I made horrible decisions. But I did it because I felt like I’d lost you, that there was nothing left between us. And that destroyed me.”

“And your solution was... this? Drowning yourself in drugs and parties and... and losing everything? Instead of facing it, instead of...?” I cut myself off, unable to continue.

Susana took a deep breath, as if gathering the strength to speak was a battle in itself.

“I didn’t know what to do, Mario. I felt empty, lost. Every time I tried to look ahead, all I saw was a future without you, and something pushed me to end it all. I was wrong, I know. But I didn’t do it because you didn’t matter to me. I did it because... because I still love you, and because I thought there was no way to fix things anymore.”

I looked at her in silence. I didn’t know if I should ask her. For days, I’d been turning it over in my head, searching for answers that never came. Though the idea of bringing it up was unbearably painful, I knew I had to.

“Susana... I need to talk to you about something important.”

She nodded slowly, her fingers fidgeting with the sheet, as if she already knew what was coming wouldn’t be easy.

“Is it about the baby?” she asked quietly.

I nodded, unable to meet her eyes for a moment. I felt a knot in my stomach as her breathing quickened.

“How did you find out?” I asked quietly.

“The nurse let it slip,” she said without looking at me.

“There’s something else… Susana… when… the doctors discovered that your uterus was damaged. From the drugs, from the cocaine use.” My voice broke, but I forced myself to continue. “They told me that… you won’t be able to get pregnant again. The damage is permanent.”

Her eyes went wide, first in disbelief, then in horror. Her breathing turned erratic, and she clapped her hands over her mouth, as if trying to hold back a scream that never came.

“No…” she murmured, shaking her head. “No, no… it can’t be… Mario…”

Her words dissolved into a heartbreaking sob. I watched her double over, as if she wanted to disappear into the bed, as if the world had just come crashing down on her.

“I’m sorry, Susana… I’m so sorry…” was all I could say, feeling helpless, a spectator to the pain I had just unleashed.

“No…” she kept repeating through her tears. “What have I done? What have I done to you? I’ve destroyed everything… everything you wanted, everything you dreamed of. Everything we had! God… how could this happen?”

I wanted to touch her, I wanted to comfort her, but she pulled away, turning toward the wall as if she couldn’t bear to be near me.

“Mario… I… I killed our baby. And now… I’ll never be able to give you one. I’ll never be able to give you that family you wanted.” Her voice broke with each word, heavy with unbearable guilt.

“Don’t think about that now.” I tried to move closer again, but her tears, her anguish, stopped me.

She didn’t respond. She just cried—silent but heartbreaking sobs. I stayed there by her side, not knowing what else to say, not knowing how to ease such deep pain. Words seemed useless.

The silence stretched between us, broken only by her sobs. And as I watched her, broken and lost, a part of me wished I could turn back time, though I knew it was impossible. We couldn’t change the past. All that was left was to decide what we would do with the future.


	Discharged
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Discharge day came faster than we expected. Susana was visibly weak, both physically and emotionally. Her pale, gaunt face was a stark contrast to the strength she’d once radiated. While the doctor gave her final instructions, I stayed at the back of the room, arms crossed, not knowing what to say or how to act.

Absolute rest for at least two weeks. No stress, no exertion. And please, Susana, follow our recommendations. This is your chance to start over.

The doctor left, and we were alone in a heavy silence. Susana sat on the edge of the bed, staring at the floor, fidgeting with the edges of her gown. When she finally spoke, her voice was barely a whisper:

“I don’t know where to go.”

I looked up at her. Her fragility was obvious, but there was something else in her tone—a resignation I hadn’t heard before.

“You can… come to my place. The apartment’s small, but if that’s what you need…” I murmured, though even as I said it, I knew I didn’t fully mean it. The idea of sharing space with her, after everything that had happened, was suffocating.

She shook her head slowly, without looking at me.

“I don’t think that’s a good idea. I think it’s best if I go to my parents’ house.”

I stared at her, trying to read beyond her words. She seemed convinced, but there was also a hint of guilt in her gaze, as if she were waiting for me to stop her.

“Are you sure?” I asked, more out of reflex than anything else.

She raised her head, and for the first time in days, our eyes truly met. There was something new in her gaze—a mixture of sadness and, perhaps, a hint of acceptance.

“What other choice do I have, Mario?” she said bitterly. “You’ve made it clear what you think of me, and I don’t blame you. But… I can’t force you to deal with me. You’ve already done enough.”

I stayed silent, hesitating. Part of me wanted to let her go, to move forward with my life and close this chapter. But another part, deeper down, couldn’t ignore how fragile she looked in that moment. I wasn’t sure if it was love, compassion, or just instinct to protect her, but something inside me said that letting her go alone wasn’t the answer.

“Your parents have no idea about everything that’s happened, do they?” I finally asked.

She lowered her gaze again, biting her lower lip.

“No. They only know what you told them. And I don’t want you to tell them anything more. They don’t need to know everything. I’m begging you. Do me this one last favor.”

I sighed, feeling the weight of the decision in front of me. Letting her go to her parents’ house seemed like the most logical option, the most practical.

“Susana, I don’t know if I’m ready for all this… to be close to you again. But I also don’t know if your parents can handle this alone.”

She raised her head, and her eyes filled with tears.

“Mario, I can’t go with you. Not after everything I’ve put you through.”

“It’s not that, Susana,” I said, more firmly than I expected. “This isn’t just about you. It’s about what’s left of us. And even though I don’t know if that’s much, I feel like I can’t leave you alone in this state.”

There was a long silence between us, and finally, she nodded slowly.

“I just want you to understand one thing. I’m going to try to forgive you, but I can’t guarantee I’ll succeed.”
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The conversation with Laura's parents was inevitable, and it came sooner than I expected. I needed to get away from the hospital, so I arranged to meet them at a café. Her parents, sitting across from me, looked as worn out as I felt. Isabel had her hands clasped, while her father seemed to want to say something but couldn't find the words. Arturo sat with his partner Mamen, while Isabel was beside me.

Finally, she was the one who broke the silence.

“Mario, we want to talk to you before Susana is discharged,” she said, her tone careful but heavy with concern. “We know this hasn't been easy for you… for anyone, but especially for you.”

I nodded slowly, not looking directly at them. I wasn't sure where they were going with this, but I could feel the weight of their words even before they were spoken.

“Mario,” her father continued, his voice deeper and more direct, “we know how much you've suffered. We know what Susana has put you through.”

I felt a knot forming in my throat, but I said nothing.

“We don't want to pressure you into doing something you can't handle,” Isabel said, her eyes glistening with unshed tears. “If you feel you can't take care of her… if you feel you just can't anymore, we'll understand. We can take her home with us and look after her. She could stay with Arturo and Mamen, or with me—I'm her mother, after all.”

I slowly looked at the three of them, trying to catch every gesture and expression. Part of me wanted to accept their offer without thinking twice. My mind was screaming that this was my chance to leave it all behind, to escape the chaos Susana had plunged my life into. But then there was my heart, shattered into a thousand pieces yet still clinging to the remains of what our relationship once was.

“I don't know if I can do it,” I finally said, my voice breaking. My words hung in the air, raw with honesty. “I'm… broken inside. From love, but also from resentment.”

Susana's mother let out a soft sob, and her father took her hand, trying to comfort her while keeping his eyes on me.

“I love her,” I continued, my voice trembling, “but I also hate her for everything she's done, for everything she's put us through. I'm full of questions with no answers, wounds I don't know will ever heal.”

Her parents remained silent, respecting the whirlwind of emotions I was trying to express.

“And yet…” I said with a heavy sigh, “I feel like I can't leave her alone. I can't abandon her. Not after this.”

Laura's mother nodded, tears running freely down her face. Mamen took my hand, her eyes filled with tears.

“You're a good man, Mario.”

“I don't know if I'm good,” I responded bitterly. “But I know this isn't just about her. It's about me too. Because even though I don't know if I'll ever be able to forgive her, I also don't know if I could forgive myself if I let her fall further than she already has.”

Her father looked at me with a mixture of respect and sadness.

“You don't have to decide everything right now, Mario. But we want you to know that we're here, for you too.”


Susana
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Going back to Mario's place was like walking barefoot over broken glass. Every step hurt, but there was no avoiding it. I felt completely ashamed.

He was there, with an expression I couldn't quite read. There was something in his gaze, something that wavered between compassion and deep sadness. I felt even smaller under his scrutiny, as if his very kindness was a constant reminder of how far I'd fallen.

“It's nice…” I barely murmured as I stepped into his apartment, though I hadn't even looked at it.

“It's a dump… but it is what it is,” he said softly. His tone wasn't cold, but it wasn't warm either. It was something in between—a mix of effort and distance.

The apartment lacked any personal touch. Nothing like our old house, where every corner was filled with memories and homey details. Memories of the times I laughed, of the times he looked at me as if I were his whole world. Memories that no longer belonged to me.

I moved clumsily, not knowing what to do with my hands, with my body. Mario offered me a chair at the living room table. I was painfully aware of my every movement, as if I were under a microscope. And yet, he was trying to be… caring. I noticed how he poured me a glass of water, how his fingers trembled slightly as he set it in front of me.

“How are you?” he asked after a few seconds of silence.

I didn't know what to say. How are you supposed to respond to that? “Empty” didn't seem like enough. “Ashamed” didn't begin to cover it.

“I'm here,” I added.

I wanted to cry. I wanted to scream. I wanted to beg him to hate me, to stop trying to be kind because I didn't deserve it. But I couldn't do any of those things. I was trapped in my own misery, unable to move, unable to manage anything but a slight nod.

After a while, I got up and walked to the couch, letting my heavy body sink into it. Mario followed, sitting at the other end and leaving a careful distance between us. The television was off, and silence filled the air like a thick cloud.

“Mario…” I tried to speak, but my voice broke.

He turned his head slightly, waiting. He didn't push, didn't pressure me. His patience was painful because I knew I didn't deserve it.

“I'm so sorry,” I finally managed, the words slicing out of my throat like blades.

He nodded but didn't respond. Instead, he reached out a hand as if to touch me, then stopped halfway. He pulled it back awkwardly, and that hurt more than if he'd ignored me completely.

I knew he was trying to be caring. I could see it in every gesture, in every measured word. But I also knew his effort didn't come from pure love. It was more like an obligation, the act of someone who feels responsible even when he doesn't want to be. And that shattered me.

I felt utterly ashamed. I didn't know if I could ever repair the damage I'd done. I didn't know if I could even look him in the eye without feeling like I was sinking even deeper.

And yet, there I was. Because I had nowhere else to go. Because deep down, I still wanted to cling to that small spark of hope that someday he might forgive me. Even though I knew that was asking too much.

I sat on the couch with my hands folded in my lap and my eyes fixed on the floor. The silence between us was thick, as if every unspoken word added more tension to the air. Mario stood by the dining table, arms crossed, staring out the window.

“Is something wrong?” I asked, trying to break the silence that was killing me.

“We have a small problem,” he said, his tone neutral.

I raised my head slightly, not daring to look him in the eye.

“What problem?” I murmured.

Mario sighed, a heavy sound full of exhaustion.

“There's only one bed and one couch. And you need to rest.”

My gaze rose then, searching his face for something, a sign of what he was really thinking.

“Don't worry,” I said, my voice trembling. “I can sleep on the couch. It's not fair that… that you should.”

Mario let out a short, humorless laugh, shaking his head.

“Don't be ridiculous, Susana. You just got out of the hospital. The doctor made it very clear you need two weeks of rest. You need the bed.”

I felt tiny and ashamed all over again. It wasn't the concern in his voice that disarmed me, but the lack of warmth, the way he spoke as if he were simply doing his duty.

“Mario…” I began, but I didn't know how to continue.

He looked at me then, his eyes full of something I couldn't define. It wasn't anger, but it wasn't tenderness either. Maybe just exhaustion, a kind of resignation mixed with what remained of our history together.

“I'll sleep on the couch, Susana. I don't want to discuss it.”

She shook her head quickly, her eyes beginning to fill with tears.

“I don’t want you to do that. I don’t want... I don’t want to feel like I’m a burden to you.”

Mario let his arms fall and took a step toward me, but kept enough distance not to invade my space.

“This isn’t about whether you’re a burden or not. It’s about logic. You’re not well, and you need to rest until you recover.”

I lowered my gaze, embarrassed, but pressed on.

“We could... share the bed,” I suggested in a whisper. “If you don’t mind, of course.”

Mario raised his eyebrows, surprised. His reaction was immediate, almost automatic.

“I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

I swallowed hard, feeling my proposal—spoken from a place of vulnerability—bounce off the wall of coldness he was putting up.

“I don’t mean anything more,” I added quickly, trying to clarify. “Just... the bed is big enough for both of us. You on your side, me on mine. It doesn’t have to be awkward.”

Mario seemed to consider it for a moment, his eyes studying me. Finally, he nodded, though somewhat stiffly.

“All right. But on one condition.”

“Whatever you want,” I said, feeling the air return to my lungs.

“If at any point you feel uncomfortable or... you can’t sleep, you tell me. And I’ll go to the couch, no questions asked.”

“Okay, Mario,” I said.

He didn’t respond—just turned and began gathering a couple of blankets from the closet. When he handed them to me, our hands brushed briefly, and for a fraction of a second, I felt a small spark of what we’d once been. Something that seemed so distant now.

“You’d better get to bed now. You need to rest,” he told me, slipping back into that practical tone that hurt me more than I could admit.

I went to the bedroom, leaving the door ajar. Mario didn’t follow me right away—he stayed in the living room for a good while, watching television. When he finally came in, he did so silently, as if afraid of breaking something fragile and irretrievable.

He lay down beside me, but the abyss between us was infinite—not just the few inches separating our bodies. Streetlight filtered through the curtains, casting shadows on the ceiling. I listened to his breathing, felt his presence so close and yet so far away. Mario wasn’t sleeping—I knew his breathing well enough to tell he was awake. I wished sleep would come quickly.

The silence in the room was almost absolute, broken only by the faint sound of our breathing. I lay on my side of the bed, eyes open, staring at the ceiling, feeling the distance between us had grown so vast that I felt ashamed to be lying there next to Mario.
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Mario

I could hear every small movement Susana made, even the rustle of the sheets when she shifted slightly. It was as if she was weighing every gesture to avoid giving herself away.

It was obvious neither of us could sleep. Susana's breathing lacked the easy rhythm of sleep. Since she'd walked through the door, she'd seemed like a different person: more fragile, quieter, as if the light inside her had been completely snuffed out. I could sense shame every time I looked at her.

I got up and sat facing her, feeling the weight of what I was about to say. I took a breath and, trying to stay calm, asked the question I couldn't hold back any longer.

“Did you know you were pregnant?”

Susana slowly turned her head toward me, her eyes widening for an instant. The question seemed to shake her, as if I'd physically struck her. She stayed silent, but her lips began to tremble slightly, and I understood the answer wasn't simple.

“I suspected…” she finally said, her voice barely a whisper. She looked down, unable to meet my eyes. “A couple of weeks ago I started noticing changes… but I wasn't sure. I didn't want to say anything yet. I thought… maybe I was wrong.”

“Why didn't you tell me?” The question came out faster than I could stop it, laced with pain and rage.

She curled in on herself, as if trying to disappear under the blanket. “Because I didn't know how you'd react. I didn't want to pressure you… we already had enough problems.”

I felt a stab in my chest as I listened. As much as I wanted to scream, to rage at her, I couldn't ignore the suffering in her words, in her hunched posture.

“Did you take a test? Talk to anyone?” I pressed, trying to understand how deep her silence had gone.

“No…” she murmured, and her voice broke. “I didn't want to confirm it. I was afraid, Mario. Afraid it was true… afraid of losing everything with you if things went wrong. And in the end… You see what happened… I don't think my sin was terrible enough to deserve this punishment…”

Her words dissolved into a sob, and I watched her bring her hands to her face, hiding her tears. I stayed motionless, unable to find the right words, because what could I say? We had lost something irreparable, something we would never get back.

“I'm so sorry…” she moaned through her tears. “I've failed you in so many ways… Our baby… us. I can't change anything, but… I'm so sorry, Mario. So broken…”

I wanted to tell her I understood, that I didn't blame her, that this wasn't just her burden but ours. But the words stuck in my throat, replaced by an emptiness that consumed me from the inside.

I got up from the sofa without a word and walked to the window, staring out into the darkness. I could hear her crying behind me, muffled but unmistakable, and in my chest, love and resentment kept battling like two wild beasts, neither willing to give ground.

“And the baby?” I asked, with a coldness that surprised even me. “Didn't you think about the baby?”

Susana closed her eyes, and the tears came faster.

Suddenly, she broke the silence. Her voice was low, trembling, heavy with emotions she'd been holding back.

“Mario…”

“What is it?”

She turned her head toward me, seeking my profile in the dimness of the room. Her eyes were barely visible, just a glint in the shadows, but I could feel the tension in every line of her face.

“I love you,” she said simply, with a vulnerability that left her completely exposed.

I stayed motionless. It wasn't the first time I'd heard those words from her, but this time, they sounded different. They were a confession, a plea, and an apology, all at once.

“Don't say anything,” she added quickly, fearing my response. Her voice sounded almost desperate. “Please, I don't want to argue, I don't want explanations. Just… listen to me.”

I stayed still.

“I know I've destroyed what we had. I know that nothing I say or do is going to change what happened,” Susana continued, her voice trembling as she spoke. “But I want you to know that everything I've done… everything I've been searching for… was because I felt lost. Because somehow, I was looking for something I already had with you and didn't know how to appreciate.”

I looked at her in silence. I didn't want to start another round of accusations.

“I don't expect you to forgive me,” she said, tears welling in her eyes. “I just wanted you to know. That despite everything, I love you. That I've always loved you. And that if I could go back in time, I would.”

She bit her lip, trying to hold back her tears. The weight of her confession was crushing her, but she knew she needed to say it, even if I didn't respond.

“I'm not going to ask you for anything, Mario. I don't want you to give me false hope or say something out of pity. I just wanted you to know.”

I closed my eyes and felt my heart pounding. I didn't know what to say, or even if I should say anything. I felt that any word I spoke could break her even more.

When she got no response, she slowly turned away, her gaze fixed on the wall. Tears slid silently down her cheeks, soaking the pillow.

I watched her with pity. There was something about her hunched figure, the way her body trembled slightly from crying, that tightened my chest. I wanted to say something, wanted to reach out and touch her, but I couldn't. I was trapped between the love I still felt for her and the resentment devouring me from the inside.

The silence filling the room felt thick, almost suffocating. Susana stayed on her side, eyes closed, letting the tears roll freely. Each one seemed to drag a piece of her broken soul with it. I sat on the edge of the bed, motionless, staring at the floor with an intensity that seemed to burn me from within.

Finally, I broke the silence. The words came out before I could stop them. As if they had to fight their way free.

“I love you, Susana…” I began, but paused to swallow the lump in my throat. “I love you so much it hurts.”

Susana opened her eyes when she heard me, but didn't turn toward me.

I took a deep breath, gathering the strength to continue.

“But I don't know if I'll ever be able to forgive you,” I added, the weight of my words almost unbearable. “Let alone forget.”

Susana squeezed her eyes shut, feeling those words pierce her heart. She knew this conversation would come, that I couldn't simply ignore everything that had happened. But hearing it from my mouth, I suppose, was like a slap to her already fragile spirit.

“I want to,” I continued. “I really do. Because I love you, Susana. Because, despite everything, I still think you're the woman I wanted to spend the rest of my life with. But every time I close my eyes…” A muffled sob stopped me. “Every time I close my eyes, the images flood in. What you did, what you let happen. What you destroyed.”

She slowly turned toward me, her face soaked with tears. She looked at me, trying to read something in my eyes, but all she found, I suppose, was a whirlwind of conflicting emotions: love, pain, rage, and something like resignation.

“I know I can't change what I did,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “But I want to try. I want… I want to be better for you, for us.”

I stared at her, feeling a surge of emotions that overwhelmed me. I knew I still loved her. That hadn't changed, and maybe it never would. But the weight of her betrayal, the resentment that had built up in my chest, was a wall so high I didn't know if I could tear it down.

“You know what the worst part is?” I said, with a bitterness I couldn't hide. “Despite everything… I don't want to see you suffer. I don't want to see you like this. It kills me to see you broken. But I don't know if I can be the one to put you back together.”

Susana sat up a little, reaching out until her hand touched mine. I didn't move, but I didn't pull away either.

“I'm not asking you to put me back together, Mario,” she said, her voice barely a whisper, her eyes locked on mine. “I'm only asking you to let me try. To let me prove it to you.”

“I don't know, Susana… I don't know if what I feel is enough to heal this. And I don't know if I'll ever be able to look at you without remembering… without feeling something inside me shatter.”

She didn't push further, as if she didn't want to force me into something I wasn't ready for. She just wanted me to know she was willing to fight, even if it meant doing it alone.

Silence settled between us again, heavy and uncomfortable. But this time, there was something more: a tiny spark of hope, almost imperceptible. One we both felt but neither dared to name.

The days passed in a somber, almost ghostly atmosphere. Susana barely spoke, drifting through the apartment like a shadow, without energy or purpose. She spent long hours staring out the window, hugging herself as if trying to hold together the broken pieces inside her. She looked worn down, as if everything that had happened was slowly devouring her from within.


	The Goodbye


I didn't want to look at her directly. I couldn't. Every time I tried, something shattered a little more inside me, as if the wreckage of our history weighed heavier than everything we'd shared. A strange silence hung between us—an echo of who we used to be, and no longer were.

Susana sat on the edge of the sofa, hands clasped together as if the gesture offered some small comfort. Her face was pale, exhausted, but there was something in her eyes too—a faint glimmer I still couldn't decipher.

“I can't do it, Susana,” I finally said, my voice breaking. The words came out before I could stop them. “I swear I've tried with everything I have, but I can't…” It was a blunt, final declaration, though inside, every part of me was screaming for a solution that wouldn't come.

Susana looked up at me. She was on the verge of tears, but she didn't cry. I think we'd run out of tears.

“I understand,” she said, barely above a whisper. Her voice was soft, but something in it hit me like a punch to the chest.

“It's not that I haven't tried. Believe me, I want to try, but…” I ran my hands through my hair, grasping for words to explain the unexplainable. “I can't get past all of this. Everything that happened… you, them, what we lost.”

She nodded slowly, as if this was the answer she'd been expecting all along. Her silence made my decision feel even crueler.

“I'll go stay with my parents,” she finally said, breaking the silence. Her voice trembled slightly but held firm. It was as if those words sealed something between us—an unspoken agreement that this break was inevitable.

I didn't answer right away. I wanted to tell her she didn't have to go, that she could stay, that we'd find a way. But I couldn't lie to her, or to myself.

“Maybe that's for the best,” I murmured, not looking at her. “This situation is killing me. We're stuck in such a deep hole I don't know if we can climb out. Every day gets darker. Every day I feel more anger, more sadness, and I know you do too. We're trapped in a loop, and this is going to end badly.”

Susana says nothing at first. She looks toward the window but doesn't seem to see anything. Her voice, when she speaks, is a whisper so fragile it seems ready to shatter.

“I know, Mario. I know…” She wipes her tears with her sleeve, but they keep falling. “It's like there's no way out. And everything I touch… I ruin.”

Mario squeezes his eyes shut, as if Susana's confession causes him physical pain. He runs a hand over his face before speaking again.

“That's why I think it's best if… we separate for a while. We need space. We need… time to breathe, to think. And you need it too. I'm not throwing you out. But we can't keep going like this. I don't want this to destroy us more than it already has. We're consuming each other.”

Susana lowered her gaze, tears sliding down her cheeks.

“I'll go stay with my parents. It's for the best.”

Mario feels a knot in his chest at those words but says nothing. He doesn't know how to comfort her.

Minutes later, she emerged with a suitcase. There was no drama in her goodbye, just an exchange of glances that said more than either of us dared say.

“I hope you find the peace you need, Mario. I truly hope so.”

And without another word, she left. The door closed behind her, and the house fell into a silence that, rather than comforting, was almost unbearable.

THE END

To be continued…?

If you enjoyed this story, please leave a review on Amazon or social media. Your support helps me reach more readers.

You can also send me your comments, critiques, and ideas to:

selena.valente1992@gmail.com


?? “Want more stories this intense? Discover Unfaithful, available on Kindle Unlimited.”

What happens when you discover your entire world is built on lies? Behind stunning looks and a seductive personality hides a cold, ruthless woman.

After an idyllic honeymoon in Mexico, Fernando and Patricia seem to have it all: youth, stability, and a promising future. But before long, what should have been the brightest memory of their lives becomes the first crack where doubt begins to creep in. Patricia seems to have spun a web of silences, excuses, and half-truths.

A business trip to Romania, secretly installed cameras, unexpected calls, and the shadow of infidelity transform Fernando’s home into a battlefield of suspicions and betrayals.

Fernando will discover too late: knowing the truth isn’t enough—you have to dare to face it head-on… even if it means destroying everything he once called love.

[image: ]


?? “Want more stories just as intense? Check out On the Limits of Desire, available on Kindle Unlimited.”

Since her adolescence—marked by difficult decisions and a dark environment—Lorena has found prostitution to be her means of survival. Over the years, she has become a sophisticated woman, desired and respected in her profession. Yet despite her success and the facade of luxury she’s built, something is missing: a purpose, a reason beyond the money filling her empty life.

When Luis crosses her path—a man trapped in his own personal hell by an unfaithful, toxic woman—everything changes. Lorena faces the contradictions of her life, the loneliness of her profession, and the possibility of a love she never imagined. But as she knows all too well, her world is too far removed from his, and the social, moral, and emotional differences seem insurmountable. As Lorena tries to rebuild her life away from her past, she confronts the humiliations and emptiness that persist in her soul—filled only by the money that keeps her going.

Caught between desire, regret, and the search for redemption, Lorena must decide whether she can find love without losing herself—and whether she can build an authentic life beyond the prejudices and stigma of her past.
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📖📖 “Want more stories just as intense? Discover What We Never Told Each Other, available on Kindle Unlimited.”

Would you dare to share the person you love? Where’s the line between desire and the abyss?

What happens when the body says yes, but the heart says no? Sonia and Luis have barely hit thirty, 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 can’t control.

Can love survive when you open the door to passion?

A provocative, intense, and emotional novel where eroticism isn’t just skin-deep—it’s 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, jealousy, and expectations as they discover new ways to connect—not only with each other, but with other people. Amid desire and provocation, their fantasies and fears intertwine, challenging everything they thought they knew about themselves and their relationship. The result is a deep dive into jealousy and the complex nature of possession and freedom in love and sex.
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📖📖 “Want more stories just as intense? Discover Beyond the Lens, available on Kindle Unlimited.”

When beauty becomes the means to an end.

Two young, ambitious models navigate a world of lights and shadows. What begins as risky photo shoots soon turns into offers that push further, leading them to explore the limits of their bodies and their resolve.

While one plunges into a spiral of excess and domination, the other struggles to stay afloat. Between them lies a love cut short by distrust and silent betrayal.

Can they survive in that world?

When the past comes roaring back, the reunion becomes inevitable. Can love survive everything that’s happened? Or will the choices they made mark their destinies forever?

A raw novel where love, sex, and decadence collide on every page.
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	Synopsis


Susana and Mario have a life that seems perfect: a solid marriage, financial stability, and shared dreams. But everything begins to crumble when Susana, drawn by the promise of a trip filled with luxury and adventure, crosses boundaries she never imagined crossing.

In Brazil, amid opulent yachts, wild parties, and the influence of a couple as seductive as they are dangerous, Susana discovers a side of herself she never knew existed, while Mario struggles with the devastation of betrayal. Desire, guilt, and the longing for a deeper connection pull 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 unbridled passion, of love pushed to its darkest limits, and the scars left by a desperate search for redemption. Can Mario and Susana rebuild what they once had, 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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